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Prologue
 
Logan Jones had already changed history. The goddess had watched as Mari fell even further into his schemes. She hadn’t been sure about him before, but the goddess now saw that she had overlooked the young man. He was a much bigger player than she would have ever imagined. She’d thought he was involved only by chance the first time, but now could see it wasn’t so. The goddess hoped she had done it right by making Mari able to travel through time. It could be different this time. She hoped it would be enough to stop the world from suffering. The goddess had tried many scenarios, but the future had never been what it was meant to be. She couldn’t let him win. His version of the future didn’t bode well for mankind.
The goddess had hoped that, by pulling Mari out of her time, it would enable her to have the future she was meant to have. Even in the past, Logan was infatuated with Mari. He had changed the past twice already to go back and have her. He wasn’t her future, yet he couldn’t accept that. The goddess was unsure how he had found her in the present, but he did. The goddess was only glad that Seti had also found her. One thing was always the same--once Seti and Mari met, there would be no breaking their love. The goddess was depending on that love to keep the world going astray.
The goddess watched as Mari huddled on the floor. She was waiting to go home, or to be found by her cousin. The goddess already knew the outcome, yet she watched anyway. Mari had sent Seti to the future. It was a smart move. If he had been found with Mari, he was sure to be executed and war would ensue. By sending him to the future, Mari halted a new war from beginning, and ensured the possibility that Seti would still have the life he needed in the past. There was still a chance for peace between the Egyptians and Nahrins. The goddess had to hope it was so. The past needed to remain the same for now. By telling him who her father was, Seti now knew the truth about who Mari was. Would it make a difference? Would he know what it meant? 
The goddess watched as a guard approached Mari. He wasn’t one who she recognized, and the goddess had seen the past hundreds of times. He was a new player in the game. A new person was interesting, and the goddess wanted to know more. Who was he, and where was he from? Would he help Mari correct the outcome Logan was trying to bring upon them? The goddess would have to wait until the future solidified to find out the identity of the young man.
She could do nothing but watch now. Would Mari be able to stop Logan, or would he get the timeline he wanted? Mari was her last hope. The goddess wouldn’t get any more chances. The chalcedony stones were all gone. This was their last chance. It would be the real ending if Mari couldn’t change it. 
 



Chapter 1
Prince Arik-ninari
 
I waited in the spot where Seth was just standing. I had sent him to the future to save him from whatever fate was coming my way. The lines had vanished from my arm. My power was gone for now. I couldn’t let him be punished for being with me after I had run and hid. It was safer to send him into the future with the last of my time travel power. Closing my eyes and taking a deep breath, I could still feel his lips on mine. I’d carry his strength with me to face whatever came my way. Steps came close, and I was anxious to see what would happen now. Tears threatened to fall, but I kept them inside. I came to the past and did exactly what I wanted to accomplish. My mother, Dee, and Seth were all safe in the future. It was going to take a few more days before I could say the same about myself. I prayed that the next handful of days would be uneventful.
Less than six months ago I had learned the truth of my family. My mother was from the past, the ancient past, and she had come to the future so that I could have a future of my own. I was raised in the twenty-first century, thanks to my mother. The world of the past I was now sitting in had nothing to offer me. Women were traded like cattle to make alliances. To even the field of being powerless in this male-centered world, the women here struggled and plotted against each other. I had met one of the most evil women I had ever known, and now I would be taken back to her lair if the prince didn’t outright punish me for my disobedience. I rejected the suitor he needed me to marry. It was going to be a long few days to wait. If things got too bad, I’d have to use any little power I could store to actually escape, but that would just lengthen my stay in the past. I was pretty much screwed for the time being.
The people neared, and I waited. A guard of some sort found me first. I could have sworn I had seen him before, but I didn’t take a close look at any of the guards. They were all over the palace since I arrived. He bowed when he saw me. I could almost make out a small smile at the corners of his mouth. Was he happy or relieved? I didn’t smile back. I was a prize, but my situation left nothing for me to be happy about.
“I found one here,” the guard yelled, and many more footsteps followed. More people gathered into the little room. I didn’t recognize any faces. I hadn’t been in the past long enough to know more than a couple of women. None of the males beyond my mother’s cousin, Saru, were recognizable.
“Where is your mother?” one of the men next to the first guard demanded. He stepped closer, almost threatening me.
“I don’t know,” I replied. I kept my eyes downcast. I needed to play a better submissive girl if I were to get back to the future, and it was much easier to lie if I didn’t look into his eyes. They didn’t exactly like me being outspoken here. “She disappeared, and I was left here alone.”
“Were you trying to escape?” another man added while the first guard looked me over, still saying nothing. 
I was a mess from running away from the man that tried to assault me. It didn’t help that I was running through the palace at nighttime. On top of everything, the room I was sitting in was covered in dirt and dust. I didn’t have a clue where I was in the palace, but I could tell in the daylight that it wasn’t a place used much. Dirt was caked on the fancy outfit I wore. I really didn’t care, but it seemed to make the first guard grin more, which he then had to hide.
“No. I was lost, and the more I walked, the more confused I got. Finally, I decided I had no clue where I was. I figured if I stayed still someone would eventually find me,” I replied, trying my best to look scared. 
It wasn’t hard to do with several men all carrying weapons crammed into a little space with me. The man who found me first gently took my arms and picked them up. He paused briefly, noticing the barely visible lines, but didn’t say anything. They should have been invisible to everyone there. I held my breath, wondering if he knew what they meant. If he saw them, it meant he knew the goddess. He turned me a bit in a circle and was satisfied that I was safe, maybe a little dirty, but unhurt.
“Send word to the Prince that we found the daughter. I’ll take her back to the women’s quarters to clean up before seeing him,” the strange guard added. He must have been in charge, the men moved and did exactly what he told them.
“Lady,” the man spoke to me, but paused as if he had just figured out he didn’t know what to call me. No one had yet to ask me my name.
“Mari.” I filled in the blank. 
“Lady Mari, please follow me. I’ll take you back to your aunt,” the man replied. I nodded. My aunt was better than my cousin’s evil wife.
The walk back through the palace was very enlightening. We had come far in the darkness the night before. I couldn’t tell exactly how far away from the main part of the palace we had run, as I wasn’t sure how much we had traveled in the dark. We passed through several courtyards and hallways that seemed endless. I hadn’t realized it, but the palace was huge. Somehow my mother had found the point farthest away from the royal side of the palace to hide. In the light of the day, I had a chance to see the elaborateness around me. The walls were finely finished stone, and if it wasn’t immaculately smooth, it was covered with pictures of men, rows of men, chariots with horses, fighting, winning; anything you could imagine was delicately painted on the walls. I always thought of the past as dirty and worn down. Any pictures you ever saw in the twenty-first century of ancient Egypt were pieces falling apart. Even the Great Sphinx was missing parts of its face. I never imagined the past being real. Now I was walking through it, and it was very real. Part of me wished I could pause and look closer at everything until the guard spoke and brought me back to reality.
“Lady Mari, are you hurt?” the mysterious guard asked politely. He had already checked me over, but I guess I still looked ragged.
“No,” I replied. My dress was torn in a few places, but that was from our dark run. I felt fine.
“Your aunt will be glad to hear that, as will the Prince,” the guard stated.
“Why would the Prince care?” I asked. 
My cousin had told his wife, Lady Saska, to give me over to a Lord Enil to try out before marrying me off to the old man. I didn’t exactly do as I was told. The past might be a bit different from the present, but I was pretty sure going against what the Prince wanted wasn’t going to earn me points with my cousin.
“The Prince?” The guard asked, surprised. “Because he has chosen your betrothed. If he gave you away in any condition other than perfect, Prince Arik-ninari would seek retribution. Prince Arik-ninari specified that you were to be unharmed in every way possible. Lady Saska was putting up a real fight about punishing you when I left to find you. You’ve seemed to have made an enemy of that lady.”
That made no sense. Lady Saska made it seem like Lord Enil was the final choice to be my husband, and now he wasn’t. Was he ever even one of the options? A lord or a prince… I didn’t know much about the past, but I was pretty sure marrying your cousin off to a prince would help you better in the long run than marrying them off to a lord. I had no clue what it meant, but it seemed like my cousin’s wife was trying to just hurt me.
The guard kept quiet for the rest of the walk, letting me contemplate what he had told me. He had been kind and reassuring. It was as if he already knew what I had gone through, and was trying to let me know not to worry. Could he have known where I was all along? I was sure other people saw, but I would have guessed that he would have led everyone else right to me if he knew where I ran off to. He kept walking, and I stayed near him so as not to get lost. He was growing more of a mystery.
As we finally made it back to women’s quarters, I dreaded entering. I had directly defied Lady Saska when I fought back against the Lord Enil. The guard may have said I was safe, but I didn’t feel safe anywhere in the lady’s quarters where Saska was in charge. I walked into the courtyard and held my breath, waiting for the onslaught of words from the wicked lady. I opened my closed eyes to find that it was surprisingly empty.
“Where is everyone?” I asked the guard escorting me. He stood just outside the pillars, watching the room.
“I’d guess at the midday meal,” he replied, satisfied I would be safe. His talkativeness seemed to have faded.
“Everyone?” I asked.
“Except me, dear,” my great-aunt Juni told me. 
I turned and found her walking into the room. She was my mother’s aunt, and mother to the current ruler of Nahrin. The regal older lady was waiting for me. She was the only kind soul I had met in the palace, and I was more than happy to see her waiting there. 
“We need to get you cleaned up. My son will be here soon to question you. He won’t like to see you in such a state.”
I was dirty, but nothing was wrong with me. They had a strange sense of what okay was. I guessed that as a prince and future king, my cousin would want things however he wanted them. I followed my aunt anyway as we went off to the baths. It wasn’t the relaxing bath I had the day before with my mother’s help. This was a mission to clean all the dirt off me as quickly as possible. Even Lady Juni got her hands wet as she hurried to clean me along with her maids. I was washed, cleaned, and prepped to be presented to the Prince in what seemed like record time. As soon as we finished, we returned to the courtyard to find Prince Saru pacing around alone. I glanced at the entryway and didn’t see the kind guard anywhere. Fortunately, my aunt was nearby.
“Dear cousin,” Prince Saru said, eyeing me suspiciously. He was happy to see me, yet holding back anger. That wasn’t a good sign. I had directly disobeyed his wife. I didn’t think I stood a chance. I didn’t glance at my arm, but hoped I had enough power to get away if I needed to.
I stood where I was and waited for him to say more. He huffed and studied me at the same time. I had no idea what to think now. I couldn’t tell which side he felt more, happiness or anger. When it seemed like he was finally done analyzing me, he paced a little. With his thoughts cleared, he turned back to me.
“Where is your mother?” he asked, getting right to the main question.
He wasn’t a person you would want to lie to. I learned that already about the curly-haired man. I had a feeling he knew when someone was telling the truth, or at least when I was. My mother and aunt seemed a bit more immune to his gaze, but I couldn’t help it. I never had to lie to someone before. The past was a bit harder than I had imagined. It was time for me to learn the game if I wanted to survive until my powers to time travel returned. I could tell him no lies, but I could never tell him the whole truth.
“I’m not really sure. I chased her through the halls of the palace, as I don’t know my way around. She just vanished,” I replied. That was the truth. She did just vanish. I might have been the one to make her vanish, but my cousin didn’t need to know that. He nodded at my reply.
“Was her Egyptian guard with her when she vanished?” The prince moved closer. He was intimidating.
“No, he was not. He was further behind us. I think he was trying to keep up with us, but neither I nor he knew our way around the place like my mother,” I answered. I was glad that Dee had left at a different time. I could be truthful about that also.
“And where is he now?” Prince Saru stood in front of me and stared directly into my eyes.
“I don’t know. He chased after her. I think he was trying to get to her to keep her safe,” I replied. I hoped he would believe me and that there was enough conviction in my voice. It was hard to keep thinking up answers that fit the truth and that fit what he asked without telling him exactly what happened. I had to stay vague, yet give just enough information to make it sound convincing.
“Was she alone when she left?” 
Now this one was tricky. If I said yes, then the prince would think she ran away again. But in reality, she had traveled back to my time alone. I didn’t want him to think she abandoned her family, and see her punished if she ever returned. Then again, I was with her. It would be hard to lie about. I had to tell the partial truth.
“No, she wasn’t,” I replied, not giving any more details as I wondered how I’d be able to get around the question. The prince nodded again. I guessed my answer was enough for him.
“What nationality of people were with her?” He was guessing that she was kidnapped, and that was a good line for me to work with.
“That I don’t know. I don’t know the difference between any of the men I saw last night. I wasn’t raised here. I don’t know how you tell where anyone is from,” I answered. Selective truth telling was easier than I thought. Maybe I was cut out to play this game. The prince nodded. He had to already have known that much, but either forgot, or wanted to test me. Either way, it didn’t matter. I was telling the truth. I didn’t know where the various men came from.
“Why did you run?” he asked, moving on to details about me now.
“Because Lady Saska told me to please Lord Enil, and I could not. If I were married to the man, it would have been different, but I’m not,” I replied. I didn’t even care if he saw that as a lie. There was no way I was ever planning to be alone in a room with a guy like Lord Enil. 
“Who sent you to be alone with Lord Enil?” Prince Saru asked, coming closer and staring into my eyes again. 
How could he not know? It was strange. Didn’t he tell Lady Saska to give me to the older man? The look in his eyes, and his question, gave me the answer. I had a good feeling it was never his order.
“Lady Saska,” I replied, not even blinking. I don’t know if anyone ever told him what an evil wife he had, but I wasn’t going to lie about that. She already hated me and was trying to get me hurt. What more could she do?
Prince Saru nodded and walked back a few paces. After a moment in thought, he turned to me and eyed me over. “That should do,” he said before waving the guards I hadn’t noticed forward into the room.
My heart began to beat. Was I in trouble for telling him that his wife was to blame for me running away? Did he really mean for me to be a play toy for this Lord Enil? I glanced at the lines on my hand to see if I could travel through time soon. They were still incomplete, but a tiny bit was solid colored at the base of my wrist. There was enough to run, but I had to be sure I would make it. If I used any of the time travel ability, it would mean a longer wait until I got back home to the future. The guard that had found me came in with the others and smiled at me gently, like he was trying to calm a caged animal. I got the feeling he didn’t want me to disappear. Could I trust him? He could see the lines. Did that make him trustworthy? He waited for me to approach them as they all stopped and waited. I had no choice but to go with them, and I had to hope that my mysterious guard was there to help me if needed.
The prince didn’t even notice my hesitation as he began to leave the room. I followed behind him, flanked by guards. I didn’t know how to get far in the palace, but I was sure of our direction now. We were going back to the eating hall that I was in the night before. Lady Juni mentioned everyone was there, and I had to hope my punishment wasn’t to be given to someone waiting there for me. I’d take the risk and disappear as far as I could if it came to that. Prince Saru walked ahead and waited only briefly as two more guards opened the door.
“Prince Arik-ninari, I have found your bride in one piece,” my cousin called in to the room as he entered.
A man toward the back of the room turned to our entrance and hurried over to us as the conversations around the room quieted. The man was young, much younger than I expected, but he didn’t seem like a prince. Several of the men were dressed more elaborately than he was. Great, I was being married off to a young, poor prince. I watched the young man hopefully. If this was really my punishment, I was going to take it. I didn’t see Lord Enil anywhere, and hoped that was the case.
“Prince Saru,” the kid said, bowing to the prince beside me. “Prince Arik-ninari has begun packing his traveling companions to head back home. He left me here to say good-bye to you.” The young man wasn’t the prince. That was a bit disappointing. At least all of this was taking time. And time was what I needed, as the power to travel was slowly regenerating in my arm.
“Leaving?” Prince Saru asked, confused and anxious at the thought.
“Yes, since you lost his bride,” the kid added, looking to me. He nodded like he was appraising me and was only partially sure I was the right person.
“I didn’t lose her. I have found her, and will bring her to him myself,” Prince Saru added, a bit frustrated.
Prince Saru turned on his heels and led me out of the dining hall. I found it strange that my cousin was riled. Was this prince that important? What piece of the puzzle was I fulfilling now? What was my cousin getting by trading me off to this prince? I kind of wanted to know more. It was strange to go from being a normal college kid to a girl trapped in some other world. I didn’t know much about the time, or the people, but this was where I was supposed to be born. Now it just seemed foreign to me.
Prince Saru kept walking and didn’t even look back to see if I had followed. It was temping just to stand still, but I got the hint, when the guards around me began to move closer, that I was to follow my cousin. We walked through an elaborate entrance hall that matched the dining hall, and out to the courtyard. It was mostly empty, except for a small group that was packing up carts and animals.
“Prince Arik-ninari,” Prince Saru called into the small group of people all going about their jobs.
The guard who had escorted me from my hiding place back into the rest of the palace stood beside me. He grabbed my arm and pulled me closer to him as Prince Saru made his way through the crowd that getting ready to leave. The guard wasn’t being mean, but protective of me in the swarm of people doing their jobs. Mules were being packed up with goods and people were all going about their duties, ignoring the yelling prince. It would have been easy to be run into in the mess of people as they ignored me completely. In the center of the mess was a well-dressed man. He stood taller than his workers, and pointed in various directions as he talked with his back to us. His sandy brown hair curled at the edges and brushed the top of his tunic.
My guard held tight, yet gently, to me.
“Don’t run now,” the man warned me. “It isn’t safe for you to stay here. Prince Arik-ninari is nothing like the one you ran from last night. You’ll be safe with him before you can travel again. Just don’t accept any gifts from the prince. He will protect you, yet do not trust him. You must leave with Prince Arik-ninari now, before Lady Saska gets her way,” the guard whispered to me.
“You know who I am?” I asked. He could see the lines, and knew what they meant.
“Yes, but ask no more from me. I’ll be beside you, and make sure you stay safe,” the guard replied. I looked up at his grey-purple eyes. He reminded me a lot of Logan, but I could tell that there was nothing hidden in the young guard. He was trying to help me.
“Who are you?” I asked.
The guard smiled. “Someone you will know in time.”
“Prince Arik-ninari,” Prince Saru called again, a bit louder, to be heard over the noise of all of the people. 
The man in the middle didn’t turn around as Prince Saru pushed his way next to him. Prince Saru elaborately spoke, flinging his arms around as he explained something to the man. When he was finished with his rant, the man nodded, and Prince Saru hurried back over to me with a smile plastered on his face. It looked like my cousin would get his way in selling me off.
“The prince will still have you,” Prince Saru told me, as if my running off had jeopardized my honor. “He has important business to attend to back at his household immediately. You’ll go with him to his home to marry him. From this point on, you belong to him.” 
Great, I was being married off like an object. I wasn’t a fan of the time period as it was, but this made it even less of a fun time. A forced marriage wasn’t exactly good news if you asked me, but a journey would give me time to recover my ability to travel. Hopefully, there would be enough time before I’d be married to the man that was still standing with his back to us. He didn’t even turn to look at me. Guess he didn’t need to since I was his now. The guard had promised me I’d be safe, and I hoped that would be the case. I don’t know why, but I trusted him. His grey-purple eyes were too much like Logan’s for me to not trust him.
“You must leave now with him,” Prince Saru continued, pushing me forward toward the unknown man. It wasn’t enticing me any to be running off into who knows where with some prince, but I couldn’t say no and I didn’t want to risk time travel quite yet. It had to be a last resort, as I needed to get home.
I moved near the new prince, and his baby-faced messenger was beside him. The messenger offered me a hand to step into the chariot that was prepared. When they said I was leaving immediately, they were serious. I stepped up and waited. I didn’t even want to look at the new prince. I was terrified enough. The chariot didn’t exactly look like the safest means of travel either. I’d have much rather been tossed in one of the carts behind us. The prince climbed in after me and placed his arms under my own as he grabbed the reins to the horses.
“Thank you for finally joining me, lady,” the prince said into my ear. He voice felt familiar, but I didn’t turn around. I didn’t know a single person left in the past. Maybe this man was a relative of someone I knew in the present. “Please accept this as a wedding gift.” 
He tried to place a ring on my finger. I tightened my hand into a fist. I wasn’t going to accept any gifts from him.
“No, thank you,” I replied, still staring straight ahead.
The prince chuckled. “I see. This wasn’t an arrangement you approved of. Then will you also refuse the gift from your cousin?” 
He held a bracelet in front of my face. It looked just like the same ones around my wrist. From the corner of my eye, my cousin nodded from across the way. I was sure he was saying I couldn’t deny a gift from him. Was it safe? The guard said to not accept gifts, but the prince said it was from my cousin. The prince clipped the bracelet around my wrist with all the others. There was no need for such extravagance, but I figured there was no getting away from it. I continued to face forward. I really didn’t want any gifts from the new prince or my cousin. 
“My lord, are you ready,” the messenger asked from behind us.
The prince replied by snapping his horses into motion. I gripped the side of the chariot as it moved. I wasn’t expecting to feel the movement beneath my feet as much as I did. I was a city girl. This put me completely out of my element. The chariot picked up speed and the wind blew through my hair. I turned slightly to grab my loose hair and keep it from whipping the prince in the face; the prince was driving us, after all, and I wanted to be safe. My mouth dropped when I finally saw the prince and figured out why I recognized the voice.
“No need to worry, Mari; I really am an expert at driving one of these things,” Logan said as the horse turned slightly, leading us down a street that was a straight shot out of town. I could see from the slope as we went downhill that we were really leaving the city. “I’ve spent years in this time period.”
I figured out why Logan never came to help me when I needed him. Logan Jones was Prince Arik-ninari, my betrothed.
 
Logan drove the chariot through town and didn’t add anything more to his explanation. Why was he the prince? Why was he betrothed to me? Why didn’t he just take me home? The more I thought, the more questions kept popping into my head. It made no sense. Obviously Logan was in a position of power and could do almost whatever he wanted. Why were we just taking a ride? I needed to get home. Everyone was back in the future, not here. Maybe he was leading us away to time travel out of this place. We couldn’t just disappear from the middle of a courtyard full of people. The scenery continued to fly by, and it became clear we were going for a ride and not trying to lose our escort. I turned back and tried to talk to him, holding my hair to keep it from flapping in his face. He had to have some sort of plan, and I wanted in on it.
“What are we doing?” My voice was covered by the wind.
Logan smiled and moved closer to my ear. “I can’t hear you with all this noise. We can talk later when we’re on the boat.” His hot breath on my ear sent shivers down to my toes. I hated the lasting feelings I had for him. I wanted to go home, and he was toying with me again.
“Boat?” I asked. He just smiled and didn’t reply. I got the hint. I wasn’t getting any answers now, that was for sure. 
Logan kept the horses going as we proceeded through town. I didn’t get much of a look at my surroundings before with Seth, since I had to hide my identity, but now I could see it all as it whirled past. The white adobe houses lined the street and people jumped out of the way of our chariot as it charged by. Logan didn’t even slowdown in fear of hitting anyone, but I guess he didn’t have to. Everyone saw and heard us coming and moved before he would have had to worry. I looked at the faces of people as we passed and tried to understand it all. If I had been born in the past, these would have been my people. This is where I’d have been raised. This would have been home. These tan-skinned people, mostly with dark eyes staring back at me, would have been my neighbors. It was strange to think of it that way. Nothing was familiar, and nothing felt like home. Could I have been happy here? I would never know for sure, but part of me knew one thing. I wouldn’t have been happy without ever meeting Seth. 
Logan turned the chariot onto a new street that was less filled with people but with more with potholes and obstacles he easily avoided. He was right; he knew how to drive one of these things. He was showing off, but I wasn’t about to give him a compliment. I was still too confused about the situation. He could have taken me home already. That was the plan, after all. Maybe not his plan, as it was starting to seem, but it was the plan we all agreed on. What was he up to now? I still couldn’t trust him completely. The situation seemed just too off to be able to believe that he was going to do as we agreed. Besides, if he was going to take me home, couldn’t he have done it earlier? It was his guard that found me.
Logan hit a pothole in the Swiss cheese-like street, and I had to let go of my hair to grab onto the rail in front of me with both hands. The wheel on the left side bounced off the ground momentarily. Chariots didn’t seem safe in my book, but this made it even less safe. The whole thing felt like it could tip over at any moment. Logan laughed as my hair whipped him in the face, and he moved one of his hands around my waist to help steady me. He did that on purpose. I didn’t reach back to pull my hair out of his face, choosing to leave it there. My stubbornness just made Logan laugh more. Well, at least he was having a fun time. I just wanted to get back to my mother and Seth, and learn more about my father.
The ride didn’t last that long after Logan’s attempt to impress me with his chariot driving skills. He could have done a better job by just taking me home, but that didn’t seem to be in the plans at the moment. The harbor wasn’t far beyond the bumpy road. I could smell the water before I could officially see it. I had no idea where in the world I was, and wished I had a map to see what body of water we were approaching. I took another deep breath. The smell did feel like home to me now unlike the city we just left had.
Logan slowed down to allow his entourage to catch up with us. I hadn’t noticed my purple-eyed guard was riding next to us until we slowed. Had he been there the whole time? Logan pulled up to the dock next to four ships that were already waiting for us with a crew on board. The ship looked like it had two levels. The top were almost bare of travelers, but the bottom levels were filled with people sitting at oars. Logan pulled up his chariot at the dock and hopped off. I turned around to find my mystery guard offering me his hand to help me down.
Logan was gone before I could ask him any questions, and he was directing the people that had come with us from the palace. He was obviously too busy to take care of me. I didn’t see a return to the future any time soon. I’d have to wait for the lines to return on my arm before I could head home on my own. This must have been one of those time periods that Logan was in charge. He certainly had a life in this era.
“This way, Mari.” The guard directed me, distracting me from my thoughts.
I stayed a second to look at Logan, but it was clear that he was occupied. I still wanted to ask him to take me home immediately, but there was no way I could talk to him about taking me home with so many people around us. I hated that it would have to wait.
The purple-eyed guard led me onto one of the ships. There was a seating place near the back with comfy pillows strewn about the floor of the ship. The guard motioned for me to sit, but I didn’t. I stood and stared at him. This was getting to be too much. Why couldn’t Logan just take me home? I hated to feel like a whiny kid, but what I needed to do in the past was done. We saved everyone, and they were back in the future. I wanted to go to the future. Didn’t Logan? Why were we still here?
“Who are you?” I interrogated him. He seemed to know much more than he was letting on, and I was getting sick of being left in the dark.
“Everyone calls me Kye,” he replied, motioning to the pillows again. He obviously wanted me to sit down.
“Okay, Kye, who are you?” I repeated myself. His answer really didn’t get to what I wanted to know. That made the guard smile. He had been serious from the first moment I met him, I had to pause when he reacted with amusement.
Kye looked good with a smile. He was dressed just like the rest of the warriors that accompanied us, sword and all hanging around his waist, but he didn’t fit the clothing. The way he walked, and the way he looked me in the eyes—that was something all the other guards didn’t do—made me wonder more about him. He looked to be about my age, maybe a little older, and not truly one of the guards. There was just something different about the way he held himself. He was just as much of a mystery as Logan was. Kye took off his helmet, and his red hair shone in the light. Shockingly, it was the same color as mine. If he was Nahrin, was he also of royal blood? Logan told me that the royals were the only ones with red hair around here. Kye stared at me as I gaped in shock at his hair. His purple eyes danced with amusement. They were the same shade as Logan’s eyes, and it was almost like I was looking at him. Thankfully, the smile and the hair made Kye completely different from my ex-boyfriend, who was too preoccupied to take me back to my time and family.
“Are you related to Logan--I mean the prince?” I quickly corrected. That had to be a reason for those violet eyes. Logan was the only person I ever met with those eyes.
“Yes, I’m related to Logan,” Kye answered.
“So you’re not really a guard then?” I assumed.
“No, not in the least,” Kye answered, motioning for me to sit down. I finally got the answer I was looking for. “Please, sit down. This is going to take a while before Logan is happy with everything. He’s always like that.” 
Kye shrugged, pointing over his shoulder to where Logan was still talking with people running off in every direction. It seemed like there was nothing that could be done without him having an opinion. At least that didn’t change with the scenery. It looked like Logan was still Logan, even if he was called Prince Something-or-another now.
“Always?” I asked, taking a seat and waiting for him to join me. What did that mean? How long had these two lived here?
“Always,” Kye repeated. He walked under the shaded part of the tent set above the pillows behind me. He returned to my side and sat beside me, offering me a cup.
I looked dubiously inside the cup. I was already on edge, wondering what Logan was up to now. It didn’t seem like the best time to be taking a drink from someone when I didn’t have the slightest clue who he was, and they did seem to like alcohol in these times. Getting drunk on strange drinks was not going to get me home any quicker.
Kye laughed at my response. “If I wanted to do something to you, don’t you think I could have done that the moment I found you?”
That did make sense. I sniffed the cup. More alcohol. What was with these people always feeding me alcohol? I got how Seth said it was a safe choice of drink, but when you could time travel by only a thought, it made no sense to be drinking something to loosen your inhibitions. Inhibitions were the only thing keeping me from disappearing right where I was and ending up somewhere I didn’t know.
“Mari, I watered it down,” Kye explained, like he already knew me.
My head snapped up at him using my real name that way. The tone of his voice made him sound very familiar. It was if he had used that name hundreds of times before. Did I know him? Did he know me? I was confused. Who was Kye really? Before I had a chance to ask, I saw Logan jump onto the ship I was seated on. There wasn’t a moment to ask when Logan came our way. He said a few more words to the men behind him before turning to me and Kye. His face lit up as he made his way around men busy at work, getting the ship ready to sail.
“Sorry about that,” Logan said, flopping down next to me. He was very un-prince-like. With the attentive audience of servants at his disposal, all busy around the ship, it seemed liked Logan was back to being Logan. Kye stood and quickly moved away from us. “My job never seems to be done.”
“Where are we going?” I asked as the ship jolted, and I watched us push away from the dock.
“Back to my home, of course,” Logan replied.
“And when do I get to go back to my home?” I replied, taking a sip of the watered-down wine. I was trying to ask casually, but I was sure Logan could see right through it. 
Logan grinned as he read me correctly. All I saw was the old Logan, the guy that was my boyfriend for two years, but in the back of my mind I wondered. Logan was different. I could feel it, even if I couldn’t see it. Could he be trusted still? He was supposed to come back and get me and Seth. I hadn’t told him about the extra stone in my arm. If I hadn’t sent Seth back, they probably would have blamed Seth for me leaving, and that wouldn’t have turned out well. Did Logan purposely leave us there? Time travel isn’t an exact science, but still, I thought Logan had a good grasp of it. Did he leave Seth with me, or was it just coincidence? Was there any way I would know? I couldn’t trust him, but what was I to do now? I couldn’t just disappear from the ship. Part of me wanted to just get Logan into trouble as he grinned at me, but luckily for him my powers still needed to recover.
“We can head home after we get back to my palace. I can’t just go and take you now. Your cousin was determined to sell you off to the highest bidder. I needed to be sure that, if you ever came back to this time period, you’d be protected. By taking you home with me, you’ll always be safe in this time. You will be part of my family, and trust me, we protect our own,” Logan replied. 
He made complete sense, and answered like he knew what I was thinking. It was a very logical argument, but I still felt unsettled. My feelings of unease could have easily just been from the simple fact that I was separated from Seth again, but I was still too unsure about Logan in general.
“Who is Kye?” I asked, as the boat moved into the middle of the river. Two large boats floated beside the one we were on. Kye stood at the railing, not too far away. I was unsure if he could hear or not, but I didn’t care. There was something off about both Logan and Kye. 
“Family,” Logan replied, as he also watched Kye. “I brought him from the future back with me. He comes from a time even further ahead than where you were raised.”
“You just brought him with?” I asked. That seemed weird. Why would he do that?
“He asked to come with me, and when he asked, what could I do? I’m supposed to protect him,” Logan replied. Still, the explanation was missing something, or maybe I was missing something.
“Protect him?” I replied before I could stop myself. “He looks to be about the same age as us, and doesn’t really look like he needs protecting.” Kye’s upper arms were almost as big as my thighs. He looked like he was even more physically fit than Logan. He wasn’t some child that needed to be protected. I could tell then that Kye could hear us as his shoulders shook with a small chuckle.
Logan smiled also. “He might not look it, but he’s much younger than us. I brought him here when he was thirteen. He’s lived here in this time for eight years now, so technically he’s older than us, but since we get to live as many lifetimes as we choose, he’s still much younger than I am,” Logan explained. 
It was hard to understand, but the basics I got of Logan’s time travel was that he had lived three lifetimes in three different periods. Each time he could live and age with the passing years, but as soon as he time traveled, he was back to the same age he was when he entered that time. The only time he aged physically, permanently, was when he was in his original time period. If done right, someone with time travel could essentially live forever if they only went back to their original time for a few minutes before leaving again. 
“But that doesn’t change anything. He’s still my responsibility. We share the same genes after all, or at least half the same genes.” Logan seemed to add the second part for more than my benefit. Kye was back to being a statue at the railing.
“I didn’t know you had other family,” I replied as I watched Kye. Half the same genes made Kye Logan’s half-brother. I never knew that Logan had any siblings. That made me wonder what else I didn’t know. Logan’s father was a time traveler also, which could explain why Logan never mentioned a brother. They probably were born in different times.
Logan shrugged. “He’s more of a new development that I didn’t know much about myself. But family is family, and he’s here now.”
I had no clue what Logan was talking about, but I didn’t feel like asking more. Now Logan was just talking in riddles, and any more inquiries would just lead to more questions. Kye was strange, and he was a brother that Logan never mentioned, or maybe didn’t even know much about, was just as strange. I needed to get home and away from all the stuff in the past. It was all too confusing. Besides, I missed Seth already. I had just got him back, and now we were apart again. I couldn’t explain it, but I felt the need to be near him. I couldn’t help that. I hated to be on Logan’s ship, sailing down some unknown river to wherever, when Seth was in the future.
“How long before we get to your home, and we can go back to my time?” I asked, getting back on point.
Logan looked at the passing city on the shore of the river. “It will take most of the day to get back to my home. Just make yourself comfortable, and we’ll be there in no time. Just wait until you see it. Coming from the river is the best way to see my city.” 
Logan’s eyes lit up as he spoke. He was proud of his home in the past. I had no doubt it would be impressive. Logan did nothing halfway. That, combined with the surreal feeling of the past in general, was sure to make it a good show, but I just wanted to get home. Every minute in this time was a minute longer without Seth. Logan had to see that much for me, and was ignoring it. He didn’t like Seth too much, but he promised to take me back home. He said that he just wanted me to be happy. Seth made me happy. Sitting on a ship going somewhere I really didn’t want to go did not make me happy.
Logan stood and walked over to Kye. My eyes strayed to the stranger. That Logan had a brother was enough to make me wonder more, but the fact that Kye felt so familiar to me made me even more curious. Had I met Kye at some point before I could time travel? Now, when time changed, I could remember the past, but could I feel parts of a changed past if I didn’t have the ability yet? They spoke momentarily. The wind was blowing from behind me, and took their conversation the other direction. I wished it would turn and let me listen in. Kye didn’t seem to be happy with what Logan was saying, and I wondered what could make the mysterious half-brother that upset. Logan gave Kye one last stern look before walking further down the ship to what must have been the captain. My eyes wandered back to Kye. I watched him as the boat moved further down the river. I could see the resemblance beyond the eyes now. His stance at the side of the ship was exactly like Logan’s, and the defiant look on his face was one I had seen more than once on his brother. Kye’s frown turned around as he caught me staring at him. I had seen that smile before from Logan, also.
Never once in two years of dating Logan did he talk about family. I never met his mother or father, and assumed he was an only child. Even after finding out he was a time traveler like his father, actually a gatekeeper to help people time travel, I didn’t consider that there could be more to his family. Watching Kye, who was back to watching the shoreline, I could see I was wrong. It made me wonder about how many more brothers or sisters Logan might have out there. Were they all in different times? What would it be like to have siblings raised in a different time? All the time travel stuff had been confusing, but now there was more poured into the mix. Was my family like that also? It had been my mother and me for so long that I never considered my father, or other family. Could I have siblings in the past? If I headed the other direction into Egypt instead, would I find long-lost family like Logan’s before me?



Chapter 2
Stuck in the Past
 
I sat by myself for the remainder of the sail. Kye didn’t return to my side, and stood guard from the railing. Logan stopped by every now and then, but he was completely preoccupied with the men on the ship who all had more than a thousand questions for him. When Logan finally got a chance to beside me, irritation lined his face. He was constantly interrupted after only getting out maybe two words, but he quickly hid his frustration each time. The ride wasn’t as relaxing as he wanted it to be. I had a lot of time to think, but found more so that I had time to doze off. Being in the warm sun and surrounded by pillows after my long night sitting on the hard, cold ground waiting to be found made me realize how worn out I was. Getting a couple catnaps in actually put me in a much better mood, and filled me with the energy I needed to get to the bottom of why I was still in the past and not the future. As the sun began to set, I finally saw Logan’s city.
Brick walls started to line the river as we began to pass smaller piers. Each dock offered a small glimpse into the city, but they were too small to get any real sense of where I was. Boats all around us moved out of the way as we progressed. The city line was dotted with buildings that had to be several stories tall. It was amazing. Bright colors and columns stood marking important buildings. As we neared the city, each wharf grew wider to allow bigger ships into the port, and it gave us more of a view of the city. People bustled about on each dock and behind the city walls. It was still hard to fuse the images in my head of the ancient cities I had been taught about with what I was seeing now. I had traveled extensively with my grandfather. I had been to archeological sites and seen the remnants or buildings from the past. Their collapsed, decaying remains being the only things that survived into the future. I had seen the broken pillars and fragments of walls. To me, this was nothing like the run-down and crumbling building I had seen. This was whole and intact. I wasn’t sure I’d ever get used to it.
I stood up and walked next to Kye. He was still watching the shoreline.
“This is home?” I asked. I sure hoped it was. I already spent a day waiting to see Seth. The sooner I could corner Logan alone, the sooner I could get home.
Kye shrugged. “Not my home, but one of Logan’s, yes.”
I nodded, forgetting for a moment that Kye wasn’t from the past. His short-cropped military hair and uniform made him fit in seamlessly with the guards that remained on our boat. “Where’s home to you?”
“A long time in the future,” Kye replied, not completely talkative. 
“Any specific time?” I asked, trying to draw it out of him. Kye seemed in a bit of a slump after talking to Logan. He had been cheerful when he had spoken to me as we first sat on the ship, and now he was remote and obviously far away in his thoughts. 
“I’m not allowed to say,” Kye replied, nodding to Logan down further on the ship. Logan was busy talking to another guard, but his eyes were glued to Kye and I. “I’m not allowed to say much.” 
Kye completely ended my questioning, but I wanted to know more. Kye’s cold shoulder and the look coming from Logan told me not to push it. Why couldn’t I talk to Logan’s brother? Jealousy? It wasn’t like I was looking for a new boyfriend. I already had Seth, and I made sure Logan understood that. What other reason could Logan have? Maybe Kye knew some deep, dark family secret. If that was the case, then I’d want to talk to him. I looked back at Kye, and he ignored me. He was focused on the piers that we were coming upon. Logan appeared at my side before I could say anything more to Kye.
“We’ve made it back. I can’t wait to show you the where I live. You’ll love it,” Logan said warmly as he placed a hand on my back and steadied me as the ship docked. I wanted to push his hand aside, but I wasn’t used to the boat, and standing on it, I found I needed the extra support.
The pier full of dock workers and sailors bustled below us. Men pushed carts to load onto waiting ships and wove between everyone as several people ran up and assisted our boat. I watched as they worked to steady and tie us to the wharf. It took only minutes before a walkway was efficiently being set up to the level of the boat we were on. I wanted to just stand and watch. When in my life would I ever again be watching an ancient civilization work in real life? The historians my grandfather worked with would have given their left arm to be able to see what I saw now.
Logan stayed right next to me as he ushered me off the boat. I didn’t get my wish to watch more. Kye was only two steps behind, but refused to return any glance I threw his way. I couldn’t help but wonder about him. I was going home as soon as we could get away, but I was still curious. Would I ever see Kye again? Had I ever seen him before? Why was Logan still staring daggers his way? Why didn’t Kye seem to care or mind? It had to be a brother thing.
Logan’s chariot was rolled down the ship’s ramp and onto the ground in front of us. I waited beside Logan as the horses were attached. It didn’t look like the safest setup, and I was glad I hadn’t seen that before Logan took me on my first ride through the city. Now I was a little terrified to get up next to him. I was a bit too used to the twenty-first century and all the safety attached to it. Heck, I had never even ridden in a car without a seat belt, and this was a bit more terrifying now that I saw how little held the cart to the horses.
“Wait here,” Logan told me as he looked around a bit at the other ships that were also unpacking. I shot him a look. Like I was going to grab the reins and give the chariot a try? Was he crazy? 
Kye stood beside me as Logan walked away. He didn’t seem to need instruction as he moved about, and Logan didn’t even look back to see what Kye was up to now. It seemed that I had my own personal guard in Kye. A boring guard at that, he was even giving me the cold shoulder.
“Why, exactly, can’t you talk to me?” I asked Kye. Kye stared at Logan for such a long moment, I thought I’d have to ask my question again.
“Because,” Kye began. He paused as Logan looked our way. His eyes never left Logan while he waited. As soon as Logan looked back to the men around him, Kye continued. “First off, he’s the prince here. I can’t go against what he wishes without him being justified in punishing me. And trust me, he would punish me.”
“For talking to me?” I asked. Would Logan really punish his brother for talking to me? That seemed a bit extreme, even for Logan.
“Yes.”
“But you’re his brother. Doesn’t that also make you a prince?” I asked. That was a good enough rationale for me. I wanted to keep Kye talking. What was Logan hiding now?
Kye’s eyes raised a bit and he shook his head. “I’m nothing more than a personal guard to the prince here in this time. To the people around us, Logan is from this time. I was never raised here as a prince. I’m just a peasant he picked up somewhere.”
“You can’t be related to him? No one thinks that?” I asked. It was more than easy to see that they were brothers. The odd eye color alone should have made people wonder.
“Or because Logan doesn’t want people to think we’re related,” Kye replied with a shrug. He didn’t really seem to care much that he wasn’t a prince as well.
“Like that’s possible,” I replied. Kye shrugged again. He had to see the resemblance.
“Any other reasons we can’t talk?” I asked, continuing the conversation even though his shrugs were a good indication that he wanted it ended for us.
“Oh yeah, the second reason is worse than the first,” Kye answered. “Logan said if I told you anything he didn’t want you to know, he’d send me home.” Punishment was going home. Where did I have to sign up for that? I’d do just about anything to get sent back to my time. I couldn’t wait to go home.
“To the future?” I looked at Kye, and could clearly see that he wasn’t excited about the prospect of going home. Was his time that bad? Where did he come from? Logan was turning back to us. Kye was already staring straight ahead with his lips barely moving when he talked, and I tried to do the same.
“Yes, and away from you,” Kye replied, pointing forward so that I was looking at Logan. 
Logan looked over at us again, and I tried not to gape up at Kye. He had spoken quietly and for only me to hear. What did he mean by away from me? We had just met. It was hard to not look at Kye as he talked, but I understood the game we were playing with Logan. Logan was assured we were just waiting and continued to attend to whatever he was needed for. I wanted to know more from Kye. What was going on, and what wasn’t I to know? Who was Kye to me, and why was Logan afraid of us talking?
“You don’t even know me. Why would you care if you’re sent home?” I stared hard at Logan, but wanted to turn and read Kye’s expression.
“If I am sent home, there’s no one left here to help you, and we would all be doomed,” Kye said quietly. His reply was too foreboding. A small, involuntary shiver went down my spine.
“What do I need help doing?” I asked in barely even a whisper. This was all getting too strange again.
“Putting the future right after Logan went and messed it up again. He plans to keep you here indefinitely, and I need to make sure you still do what needs to be done.” My heart skipped a beat. Indefinitely.
I opened my mouth to continue talking, but this time Kye stopped and turned from me. I couldn’t even see his face now even if I looked up at him. I glanced at him and understood that he was done talking. He was scanning the area around us and avoiding my gaze. Did he tell me too much? Did Logan see us talking?
My heart felt like it sank into my stomach. I wanted to pretend Logan was still the good guy I remembered, that he would take me home, but Kye had just confirmed what I kind of already knew. Something was going on with Logan, and I didn’t want to stick around and find out what. Logan turned back to us, smiling at me. I had a good feeling that I didn’t want to spend any more time in the past with Logan than I had to. He began to weave between people over to where I stood with Kye, and I quickly stole a glance down at my arm. The lines were almost full. I was going to leave as soon as I could, with or without Logan. Kye caught my glance and shook his head. I didn’t know anything about Logan’s half-brother, but I was sure he was more trustworthy than Logan. He might just be the only ally I had left in the past.
“Ready to go see the palace?” Logan asked, tossing his blond hair out of his face. He was being so Logan-like that I could almost forget he wasn’t the person I remembered and dated for two years. I couldn’t deny how cute Logan was, but I wasn’t about to fall for him again. There was much more behind his gorgeous smile. I didn’t want to stick around and find out what game was going on now.
“Can I walk?” I asked, eying the chariot. I really didn’t want to get back on that thing.
“Come on, Mari. You lived through riding one to the ships. You’ll be fine.” Logan took my hand in his. 
I looked dubiously at the cart that wasn’t attached very tightly to the horses.
“Trust me. I’ll keep you safe.” He knew exactly what I was thinking. I wished that superpower went both ways. What was Logan Jones thinking?
 
We made it to Logan’s palace unharmed, which seemed impossible with Logan’s charioteering tricks. I think he found it fun to watch my reaction as my heart leapt into my throat at his repeated daredevil antics. I decided chariots were just not for me, at least with Logan’s driving. I remembered that riding in a car with him had left me gripping the seat at times, but I guess it was how he drove anything. My tour of the city was minimal as buildings and people zoomed by at dizzying speeds, and the bouncing of the chariot was enough to make anyone want to puke. Surprisingly we made it in one piece, and no one was hit on our crazy drive through town. I was guessing the citizens were used to his driving also, as everyone moved quickly out of his way, even if they were a block away.
I tried to catch more than a glimpse of Logan’s city as we drove through it to compare to the one we left early that morning, but Logan was having nothing of that. Every time I had a chance to look around, he’d hit another stone and the chariot would bounce. I swore, if he hit one more stone or pothole, the whole chariot would explode into pieces. I didn’t understand how it was even being held together after our trip, or how it was in one piece with his driving. After a few failed attempts to look around, I didn’t dare move my head, even if I wanted to look more. I needed to concentrate on watching the road and holding on for dear life. While Logan laughed behind me, he was just being Logan. I wish I had the chance to see more. What was his city like? Who were its people? But, alas, nothing for me to see! Even when we finally slowed down, and I hoped to look around, Logan paused only a minute before going through ornate gates to the palace. I barely had time to glance around before they closed behind us. 
Logan stopped his chariot just within the doors and hopped down. I was finally able to look up and have more than a glimpse of my surroundings. Off to the side of us were two rows of men identically dressed in the same guard uniform as Kye. They parted as Logan waited for me to join him, his hand outstretched for me to take. I wanted to refuse his hand and climb down myself, but my legs were a bit wobbly from the hectic ride. Logan grinned as I took his hand out of necessity. Before we moved through the rows of men waiting for us, Logan paused and pulled the scarf around my neck up to cover most of my hair. The gentle movement was in stark contrast to the wild ride we just had.
Logan turned and brought me with him to walk through the silent line of men. They extended as far as I could see, which wasn’t far since the building was in the way. The walkway between the men turned as we passed the corner of the entrance gate. I had no clue why we were walking through rows of guards until that point. I finally noticed that hundreds of people were packed into the open courtyard we walked into. The people were as silent as the guards while we made our way toward an ornate palace entryway. I couldn’t help but grip Logan’s hand a bit tighter. It was actually very unnerving to have all those people staring at me. There wasn’t a sound to distract anyone, including me. I wanted to look at the faces, but didn’t dare to not look where we were walking. I could feel hundreds of eyes upon me, and knew why they were looking at me. Logan was proudly parading me for his people to see. This was all new to me: royalty, and new time period and all. I would had given just about anything to have the lines on my arm full, and be able to just poof and be back home.
Logan didn’t seem to be fazed, and kept his head held high as he walked. I tried to not look around. I wanted to make sure Kye was with us. I still wanted to know more about him and felt safer with his presence, but I followed Logan’s lead and kept my head up and facing forward. Logan didn’t even pause for the audience as we entered the large, two-story tall doors of the palace. He kept silent as his people watched us walk into the palace and the doors shut behind us. The clank of the doors was the first sound I heard since I had stepped off the chariot and made my nerve-wracking walk into the palace, and it wasn’t a pleasant sound. I couldn’t help but feel like I was being locked into someplace I didn’t want to be. 
The entryway to the palace was dark and cold once the doors were shut. I had no clue what was going on, but let Logan lead the way. He remained noiseless as we walked further into his palace. He was very excited to show it off to me before, but now he was silent. He wasn’t acting normal in my eyes, and I was wary of what was to come next. Everything about the situation screamed to me that I needed to get out of there. Something deep down told me that I wasn’t supposed to be here. Our steps echoed off the stone floors, and I finally realized we weren’t alone. Several people trailed behind us. I couldn’t turn to look without being obvious, and had no clue how many people even followed. I hoped one of them was Kye. 
After leading me, and the people behind us, into the palace through the maze of hallways, Logan finally stopped at a room that I couldn’t have found if I tried. He paused as the doors were opened for us. 
“Kye will stay here with you. I have business to attend to,” Logan told me before ushering me into the room. I jumped at his voice because I hadn’t been expecting him to talk, he had been silent for so long. His voice was amplified in the quiet palace.
Logan paused beside me, leaning down close to me. His lips brushed my forehead, and he quickly turned and walked back to the open doors. I hadn’t been expecting that, but that was life with Logan Jones. Just when you thought something was a certain way, he would do something you didn’t expect. I wanted to ask what was going on, but saw the reason Logan was quiet. Several large men were standing next to more guards. They immediately started talking to him, and glancing back to me at every other word. I had no clue who they were, but Logan was anxious to deal with them. It looked like traveling me back to my home wasn’t on his to-do list at the moment. Logan looked at me one last time before he turned and walked away with the men. The doors shut behind them, and I was left alone with Kye.
“So I take it Logan isn’t ready to leave?” I asked what I already knew.
Kye shrugged and held out his arm to indicate I should go further into the room. I sighed and walked ahead. He was being the dutiful soldier again, and it was a bit exasperating. We were alone, and I needed answers.
I really didn’t want to be stuck in the past, and it was annoying that Logan wasn’t concerned about leaving. My mother was in the future. Seth was in the future. Ty and Dee were in the future. I wanted to get back to them. I wanted to get back to my real life. My mother had told me my father’s name, and I was sure Seth knew who he was. I wanted to know more. I needed to know more. Answers to questions were just within my grasp, if I could only get home. I had seen enough of the past, and wanted to go home. I had an agreement with Logan, and he was taking his time to get it done. Kye also didn’t seem too concerned, but I got the distinct feeling Kye didn’t get a say in much of anything. I sighed and moved further into the room.
Just within the entryway was a large, open room. It was empty, but I could see it was used for entertaining. Seating and lounging spaces dotted the floors in small groups, but what drew me was the open columns in front of me on the far wall. Instead of windows, there were just columns spaced far enough to let in loads of light. The whole area was brightly lit, and in the setting sunlight, it made the stone floors and walls sparkle. I walked over to the pillars and found they were far enough apart I could fit between them. I sat down on the railing and looked out. I hadn’t realized it during our walk, because there were no stairs, but we were up about two stories high. From the railing between the columns, I looked down and could see the whole palace beneath me and the city on the horizon. It was a beautiful sight.
“I need to double-check the rooms,” Kye informed me, pointing to the various hallways that left the room in all the directions. I nodded to him. It wasn’t like I couldn’t be left alone. I was perfectly capable and all. Kye waited a moment and then walked away.
I touched the stone pillar beside me. The polished stone was as smooth as the granite countertops at home. IT felt so real even though I knew I was thousands of years away from my own time. Again, reconciling this past with the past I knew was a bit hard. I guess I’d never look at ancient ruins the same way again!
The sun set on the horizon. The golden rays lit the city as it faded. The buildings dotted the horizon as far as I could see from my vantage point. Logan’s city was as large as the one we had left this morning. I had no clue where that put Logan on the power scale, but I guessed he held some importance. I couldn’t even imagine his life. He had lived three lifetimes within the three times he grew up in. Back home he was just a college student spending his father’s money and playing all day, but here he was a prince. Where in one time he had no responsibility, here he was a leader, a ruler, and the person people turned to. He didn’t seem excited at all to be called away on the ship, or even now by the men that met us, but that was his life here. It was such a contrast from his other life. I had to wonder about his third life. What was that one like?
The city became engulfed in darkness. I didn’t move from my spot as someone walked around the room lighting the torches for me. I glanced down at my arm and saw the lines. There was enough there for me to leave, at least out of the palace or the time period, but probably not enough to get home or any time I would want to be stuck in. I had to wonder--between the two lines on my arm, was there was enough power for me to get home? Could they be combined? If Logan took much longer, it was worth a try. I was sure that he wasn’t planning to return to the future soon, and if I stuck around I had no clue what my fate in this past would be. I kind of got the feeling Logan wanted everything to play out. He had dragged me off to his city to marry him, and I had no intention of marrying anyone but Seth.
I felt the hands around my neck before I registered what was happening. I quickly figured out that the person lighting the torches around the room wasn’t just a servant. His large hands squeezed tighter, and spots appeared in my vision. I could only make out the man slightly, and I couldn’t even get a croak out to alert Kye what was happening.
I didn’t have much time to think or plan, but I needed to use my time travel powers immediately. I kind of understood why Logan was taking his time to get me home as he needed to keep up appearances, but I couldn’t wait for him. I’d be unconscious, or even dead soon. I had to travel at least out of the grasp of whoever the man was holding onto me.
I pictured myself across the room. Escape first, and then recover enough to find a time to travel to. Good enough plan for me. I thought of the space across the room even though I couldn’t see it now. Nothing happened. Maybe the lack of oxygen made it hard for me to travel to new places. I had to try to travel home directly, if I could concentrate enough. That was familiar. I didn’t know if I had enough power in my stone, but I hope the two stones combined would be enough. My life depended on it. Closing my eyes, which wasn’t hard now as I was getting lightheaded, I pictured home and my room where I sent my mother and Seth. I pictured them all waiting for me. In one flash I’d be right back there if I could use the power of the two stones combined. I waited and hoped. I wanted to get home. I needed to get home. They were all waiting for me. I wouldn’t last much longer with this man choking the life out of me. Still, nothing happened. The stones couldn’t be combined, and it sucked that my life was hanging on that one detail. I had very little time left as my thoughts began to fade. There had to be another option.
Knocked to the floor, I gasped for breath as the man’s hands released me. I didn’t see much as I tried to regain my focus and look around the room. There were too many black spots in my vision to know what was going on. I had to use my other senses. There were a few grunts and then silence.
“Are you okay?” Kye asked, coming into my field of vision. I was still lying on the ground.
“I think so,” I replied, trying to stand. Kye bent down and stopped me from standing up.
“Are you sure?” Kye was full of concern. I nodded, trying my best to give him a smile and not a grimace, to reassure him I had survived. I could still feel the man’s hands at my neck, but it was just left over feelings. I was safe now. Kye had saved me. 
“What happened?” he asked, pulling my hands down from my neck and examining me. He nodded and searched my eyes, waiting for an answer.
“I was just looking outside when I think that man started choking me.” I rubbed my neck. I was feeling better now, but could still feel it.
“I think it would be more accurate to say he was trying to kill you.” After examining me, Kye now was satisfied I was safe, and helped me stand. He kept his arms around me to hold my weight as I stood. Everything seemed to be fine, and my body wasn’t as weak as it was a moment ago.
“Where is he?” I asked. The large room was empty of everyone but me and him.
Kye pointed over the railing. I moved to peek over it and see if he was telling me the truth. He had to be as there was no other way the man could be gone, but I still wanted to see. Did Kye just kill a man? I understood it was a different time, but it seemed too unreal for me. Not even when I was attacked back on my campus did I imagine the two men being killed. Kye stopped me.
“No use looking,” Kye explained. Yes, it was normal for him. It didn’t even faze him.
“Who was he?” I asked, sitting back down to catch my breath. I guess I wasn’t as better as I thought.
Kye shrugged. “Beats me,” he replied. 
I looked up at him and rolled my eyes. I expected a clearer answer than that. It wasn’t every day I was whisked away and then someone tried to kill me. I barely even knew anyone in the past, and I had no clue why anyone would want to kill me. It was too surreal.
“Guess,” I suggested.
“An assassin,” Kye answered quickly enough to tell me it wasn’t a guess at all. “If I had to, I would think coming from your lovely cousin’s wife.”
“Saska?” I asked in disbelief. I hardly knew the woman, why would she send an assassin after me?
“It wouldn’t be the first time. I’ve heard she’s quite well known for that,” Kye replied, and shrugged like it didn’t matter. It didn’t matter now that the assassin was lying on the ground below not breathing, but it was still strange and even more surreal. “Quite the nasty woman.”
“But why?” I asked. I really didn’t know that woman. I had no reason to be on her hit list.
“Why?” Kye responded, like I should already know the answer. I shook my head no as I stood back up again, this time on my own. All my floating spots were gone out of my vision.
“Yes, why?” I repeated.
“For telling her husband what she did for starters,” Kye answered like it was obvious.
Would she really send someone to kill me over telling the truth? It wasn’t like I could lie to the man. He had a way to tell if I was lying. Probably because I didn’t grow up here, I wasn’t that good at the game. I still didn’t get it. She’s the one that tried to give me away in the first place. I hated the messed up past. I belonged in the future and needed to go there now. I didn’t care what it would do to Logan and his position in the past. I thought of home and closed my eyes. I needed to be there. I needed away from the past and all the crazy people. I needed to go home now.
“Didn’t work now, did it?” Kye asked, knowing perfectly well what I was doing.
I opened my eyes and was stunned. Nothing had happened. This time there was no pressure, and I was concentrating fully. I should have been home or in some time close to home. Why wasn’t I? Did I forget how to travel? Was I doing something wrong? I turned to him, defeated. Kye was leaning against the wall with his arms crossed as he watched me. It was a bit irritating to see him relaxed while I was freaking out. I mean, how could he be so calm after just killing a guy?
“Guess they can’t be combined,” I replied, holding up my arm and shrugging. I desperately wanted to go home, but I wasn’t about to admit to Kye that I couldn’t travel under pressure, or that something was wrong.
“Who says they can’t?” Kye asked, raising an eyebrow just like Logan would. He leaned against the wall and had Logan’s cocky pose down, like he knew something I didn’t. But unlike Logan there wasn’t anything but hope behind Kye’s eyes. How could he be so like Logan, yet so very different?
“Just tried… remember?” I turned back to the city. It was dark, but lights around the city began to be lit and flickered in the pitch darkness of the night. I tried to glance down to where the assassin had to be on the ground, but I couldn’t see that far in the darkness. Nothing below us was lit.
“And?” Kye asked from beside me. He had appeared next to me, and he didn’t make a sound when he had done it. He wasn’t dropping the issue.
“If I tried and it didn’t work, I’d say that’s a good reason to say combining the stones doesn’t work now. Don’t you think?” It wasn’t rocket science. It made perfectly logical sense. I didn’t need to add the part about me being a newbie at all of it.
“And I’d ask, is time travel so exact? Does it always work, even if you have the power to travel?” Kye replied. I thought for a moment. Kye watched me intently. “I may have been told that there are certain things I cannot say, but there’s nothing wrong if you figure it out for yourself.”
Kye was trying to get me to understand something. He was helping me without disobeying Logan. I had to give him points there. He was becoming more trustworthy with every moment, but he was still Logan’s brother. Could I completely trust him?
“Has there ever been a time that you couldn’t travel?” Kye asked innocently, like we were just having a normal conversation. But he was trying to get me to understand something. 
I thought back over my meager experience. I’d only traveled a couple dozen times. Even when I didn’t know how to do it, I could. My first time was completely unplanned, but it worked. The only time I couldn’t travel was when the lines were too low. If they really could be added together, then I should have been able to travel. I searched my memory again. Was there a time I couldn’t travel? It hit me. There was. I had completely forgotten about Ty’s room, and how you couldn’t travel into or out of it. That was it. I couldn’t travel out of the room.
I looked at Kye as I realized that I was still locked in the room. I was pretty sure he wasn’t about to let me walk around the palace after his orders were to keep me here. I looked at the pillars beside me. If Logan had made his rooms untravelable, then I needed to get out of it. I was two stories above the ground. I stuck my head out and looked at the walls of the palace. It didn’t look like there were any edges to climb, which made sense since it was the prince’s rooms and all, but I wished there had been.
“What are you thinking now?” Kye asked, perplexed at my actions.
“How to get out of this non-travel room without you getting in trouble,” I replied, looking again outside.
“Non-travel room?” Kye asked, curious.
“You know. This room is exactly like Ty’s room at the Sangre house. You can’t travel in or out,” I replied. He was the one that hinted at it, so I was confused why he looked perplexed now.
“You can’t travel in or out of Ty’s room?” Kye asked. “That’s a new one for me.”
I was taken aback. What did he mean? That was the only reason I could never travel in my limited experience.
“Then…” I began, but didn’t finish my statement when I was interrupted.
“Do you remember the only piece of advice I’ve given you since I’ve met you?” Kye asked. Guess we were back to the guessing game.
“Not to take gifts from the prince. Luckily I have not,” I replied. I didn’t take the ring from him. Even then, Kye seemed more trustworthy than Logan. I had no idea what he was getting at.
Kye walked over next to me and picked up my hand. The bracelets from my cousin jingled as they slid down my arm. Kye began to undo each bracelet, one at a time. When he got to the last, he stopped and pointed at it. I looked at it. There was no clasp like the others.
“I didn’t take a gift from Logan. I refused the ring,” I argued at the stuck bracelet. I turned it over in circles in vain. There was no clasp.
“Yet, you’re wearing this bracelet,” Kye replied.
“He said it was from my cousin,” I answered. How could I’ve been that foolish? Even without knowing much about Kye, he was the one to trust, and his words were clear: accept no gift. I had done just that.
“I warned you not to, even though I knew you would.” Kye sighed. He leaned against the railing. “You could try to climb to your death, but leaving the room won’t help. Logan has you trapped here by that little piece of metal alone. You’re not going anywhere unless he lets you.”
I didn’t need Kye to explain more. I could feel it was true. There was no way to time travel. Reality set in. I was stuck. No matter how much I wanted to go home, or how much the lines grew back. I was at the mercy of Logan Jones. My history with him had taught me one thing--Logan never did anything without wanting something in return. In order to get home, I was going to have to do something. I just hoped his price wasn’t too high. I needed to get home to Seth. I needed to get back to the future, and I needed to be gone now.
 



Chapter 3
Broken Promises
 
Kye slammed into the pillar next to me before hitting the ground. Logan had entered the room out of nowhere and was now standing angrily above Kye. It had only taken one unsuspecting punch and Kye was on the ground. He didn’t move. I bent down to check on him, but Logan caught my arm to stop me.
“Let go of me,” I ordered Logan, but his grip did not wane.
“He deserves more than that,” Logan spat out, still fuming, as he loomed over Kye.
I looked down at Kye. His eyes opened a slit. He wasn’t unconscious, but he wasn’t getting up either. I had a feeling there was more behind these brothers than either let on.
“For what?” I asked. “Telling me the truth so that I didn’t try to climb out the second floor of a building? Or for getting rid of the man that was trying to kill me?”
“What?” Logan looked alarmed. He began looking me over from head to toe. “Are you okay?”
“Yes, of course. I was okay enough to think I could leave the room the same way,” I answered, pointing to the open railing behind me.
“You were going to do what?” Logan asked, confused. He released his grip on me, and I dropped to the floor.
“Are you okay?” I asked Kye. Kye pushed himself into a seated position, but didn’t stand. He didn’t look back into my eyes, keeping his gaze on Logan.
“An assassin,” Kye told Logan. Anger laced his face as Logan paced the room. “And he has been taken care of. Next time, ask Saska to send a present a bit more fitting, preferably one that won’t start a war.” Kye spoke, and Logan finally stopped and nodded.
“Was she really looking to climb outside?” Logan asked Kye. The fact that he was so wrapped up in my planning to jump down from the balcony was confusing to me. Wasn’t Logan concerned at all about the assassin?
“Yes, because for some reason, she thought her lack of travel was connected to the room,” Kye added, still not standing. Both of them were just glazing over the fact that someone had tried to kill me. Yep, the past wasn’t for me if casual murder was a regular occurrence in this time.
“To the room?” Logan asked, still confused. They were both more baffled by my idea that the room was untravelable than anything.
“Like the pool house at the Sangre estate in Chicago,” I answered for Kye.
“The pool house?” Logan repeated.
“Yes. Ty and I found that you can’t travel in or out of the pool house,” I explained. “So I figured, when I couldn’t leave, it was the same here. Yes, I was going to climb down there and try again.”
“Why didn’t you just walk outside the room?” Logan asked, finally offering a hand to Kye. Kye took it and stood.
“Outside the room? I got the distinct feeling I wasn’t to leave the room, and was sure Kye would have stopped me,” I replied.
“So you thought you’d go out the window?” Logan was trying to follow my train of thought.
I shrugged. No, it didn’t make complete sense, but at least I had the defense that someone had just tried to kill me by choking me. I probably wasn’t thinking rationally. There was no way I was going to be able to climb down two stories on a good day.
“I never heard of a room not being able to travel into,” Kye told Logan.
“Neither have I,” Logan replied. Both seemed to be in awe of the idea.
“But a bracelet can stop you?” I asked. Now they weren’t making sense to me.
They looked at each other.
“Of course,” they both replied in unison. Yep, they were related. That much couldn’t be hidden, and how no one else saw it was beyond me.
I rolled my eyes. Neither idea made sense, but I wasn’t about to argue it. I was tired, and wanted to sleep after the botched attempt on my life.
“Where can I sleep?” I asked. The exhaustion hit me immediately now that the threat was gone. In the presence of both Logan and Kye, I felt completely safe.
“Kye will show you to your rooms,” Logan replied, finally leaning over the edge to look at the body hidden below in the shadows.
“Can’t you just take me home to my time?” I asked. I really needed my own bed.
“No,” Logan replied, still trying to see the assassin below.
“No?” I repeated. I had to have heard him wrong. I hoped that I could still just view him as a friend; a friend would have taken me home. I had no clue why he put the bracelet on me, but I still held onto hope that it was just his way to protect me. This was not protecting me.
“Correct. No.” Logan was serious. “Kye will show you to your room, and we can talk about this in the morning.” Logan moved in close to kiss my forehead again. I pulled back before he could.
My eyes shot open. All sleepiness was gone. I was going to forgive him for the stupid time-travel-stopping bracelet once he took me home. Hearing him say no halted any thoughts of forgiveness. 
“No,” I said to him. “We’ll talk about this right now.” I was ready to argue with him.
Logan shook his head and motioned for Kye. Kye came to stand beside me.
“Please, Mari, drop it,” Kye begged. I looked to him, staring daggers. How could Kye be on his side? Wasn’t the reason Kye was in the past to help me?
“I won’t drop it,” I replied to both of them and stepped back from Kye.
“Please,” Kye repeated. “Another day here won’t make a difference. You’ll still return to the same time and place there whether you leave right now or tomorrow.”
That was true, but it was the principle of the thing. Why did Logan get to boss me around? Yes, he was the prince, but he wasn’t my prince. He was my ex-boyfriend. He really didn’t get a say in anything. And why did he put the stupid bracelet on me? He wasn’t even explaining that much, or offering to take it off. It seemed like he intentionally had me trapped, and I really wasn’t in the mood to play Logan’s games.
“Please, just hear me out in the morning,” Logan added. I could hear the pleading in his voice as he rubbed his forehead. “It’s been a long day, and you deserve a proper explanation for all of this. I promise I’m not holding you here prisoner. I just needed you to be able to understand what I’m doing. I needed time to explain it all to you. I know, back home, you wouldn’t give me the time of day, but here I figured you can make a moment for me. For an old friend.” Logan held up his hands in surrender. “Just let’s get some sleep, and I’ll explain it all tomorrow. Everything.”
Hearing both of their pleas, my anger lessened, and I agreed. I was as tired as they were. While I wanted my own bed, I’d make do overnight with one from Logan. I didn’t know what there was to explain, and yes, I was his prisoner, but I had to let him clarify this entire situation. Part of me was curious why he would go to such an extent to trap me. What was that important for me to see? 
“You promise first thing in the morning you’ll explain?” I demanded. Logan nodded.
“I’ll have you back to the future by lunch if you let me,” Logan replied, placing his hand over his chest. “Scout’s honor.”
“Promise?” I asked, hoping for once he’d keep his word.
“Promise,” he replied.
I really didn’t know why I trusted him. Logan had a record of breaking promises, yet here I was again getting his assurances. I hoped he wouldn’t disappoint on this one. I wanted to see my family. I also needed to be sure my mother was safe and hadn’t been sent back to the past again. They needed to be in my present, and happy. I wanted my happily ever after.
“This way,” Kye said from next to me, making me break my eye contact with Logan.
I nodded to Logan and followed Kye out of the big open room. Kye paused and waited for me in the hallway. I nodded to keep him walking, and followed him down the narrower corridor. I didn’t have to talk to him, even if I was doing what he and Logan asked of me. Something about the brothers told me Kye was the one to trust, but it sucked that he was on the same side as Logan with this argument. I really did want to go home.
“This is made up for you.” Kye stopped at a doorway and pointed into the room. “This one is yours.”
Torches were already lit around the chamber, giving a nice yellow glow to show off the lavishly decorated apartment. I could tell by the jewels and ornate fabrics that it was certainly decorated for a girl, and it was a bit disturbing to hear Kye call it my room. It was as if Logan planned for me staying longer than he promised. 
I looked down and tugged on the bracelet. It didn’t break, and left a red line on my wrist. If the stupid thing was gone, I’d already be home.
“Just give him a chance to explain tomorrow,” Kye said, watching my motions, but not stopping me.
“An explanation and then he’ll take me home,” I replied. If Kye was Logan’s brother, and could see the lines of the stones on my arm, then Kye had to have time travel abilities also. When I said I wanted to go home, I really didn’t care how I got there. Taking off the stupid bracelet, or just hauling me back were both fine with me. Either way, I just wanted to go home.
Kye didn’t reply.
“That’s all that it will take, right?” I asked. Kye’s lack of a response worried me. He seemed to know Logan well, and I was afraid something more was hidden behind his response.
“I hope for your sake, but I highly doubt it,” Kye added, turning to leave.
“Wait,” I called to him. “What do you mean?”
“When was Logan ever satisfied with just explaining things?” Kye replied, he was back to speaking cryptically. “I’ll be in the room right next door. If you need anything, just holler.”
Kye left me alone in the room before I could reply. Just holler… Like when I was being strangled. It was kind of hard to yell then. I shivered as I looked around the room. Fortunately it was well lit, and there was no one in it aside from me. I shook my head at the thought. I needed out of the past. This wasn’t my world, nor did I want it to be.
I walked over to the deep red- or plum-colored bed, it was hard to tell in the dark, and lay down. Sleep first and then home. No matter what Logan said in the morning, I planned to be home by lunch. I wasn’t staying longer than that. There was nothing Logan could say to change my mind. This place wasn’t home. I belonged next to Seth, and I couldn’t wait to get there. As I closed my eyes, I thought of Seth, and went to sleep with images of him in my head.
 
Morning came quicker than I expected. Maybe it was my brush with death the day before, but I slept soundlessly throughout the night and I was grateful for that. I was also thankful that the sun had already risen, and that I was going to get to go back to my family and friends. The past wasn’t as much fun as I thought it would be, and there was nothing enticing about being a princess now that I’d tried it.
I didn’t worry about the clothing set out for me, and got up without changing out of my clothes from the day before. Why did it matter? I was going home. Who cared if I was dressed fancy in a new outfit? I hurried down the hallway to the main room where I could hear two male voices talking. I didn’t care what Logan thought he could say to make me change my mind, but it wasn’t going to work. I was heading home after Logan’s explanation, and couldn’t wait to go. I was glad they were both up and waiting for me. I wanted to get it done and to head back. Stepping out into the sunlit room, I noticed Logan wasn’t with Kye, but someone else.
“Princess,” Logan said, eyeing over my disheveled outfit and shaking his head at the same time. “This is Councilman Vanu, and his son General Naron.”
Two men stood with Logan and were now bowing at me. The older man was grey-haired and slightly bent over from age. He bowed his head to me, his younger son Naron following suit. I vaguely recognized the younger of the two from the day before, as he had met us at the palace with the other men that took Logan away as soon as we got back. 
“They need me to go with them this morning,” Logan explained their presence.
“But…” I complained. He had promised me he would explain everything in the morning, and then I could go home.
“Lady, I’m sure you’ll have plenty of time to get to know your future husband. We only need him for a bit today. We will have him back by the afternoon celebration,” the old man, Vanu, explained.
“Celebration?” I asked Logan. He had either left out that detail on purpose, or because we would already be back to the future. I didn’t know which, but the look on his face told me he had omitted that.
“You’ll have plenty of time to get ready,” General Naron added, taking my surprise differently than I had intended.
I looked down and finally realized what sort of impression I was making on these men. It looked like Naron had been smirking when he bowed to me, but now I understood why. I had seen the princesses in Nahrin. None would have dared to leave the ladies’ wing looking as disheveled as I did now. I really didn’t care. I wanted to go home, and felt just fine ruining Logan’s plan by telling him that.
“Prince,” Kye said, as he entered the room with three women behind him. “I brought the handmaids to dress the princess, but it seems I was too late to catch her before she rose.”
Logan nodded to the three women who immediately came to usher me away. I held to my place and didn’t move. Kye stared at me in shock from behind the three men. This wasn’t part of the deal. He saw my problem, and that I wasn’t going to agree with Logan or his bossy ways. Kye shook his head no to me as I opened my mouth to speak. No one could see Kye but me as he mouthed not now. I wanted to tell Logan off, and I didn’t care who was there to watch, but for some strange reason my gut told me to trust Kye.
“Then I must be off,” Logan said to me, stepping forward and grabbing my arms gently to keep me from leaving with the maids. “I promise we’ll have that discussion after tonight’s meal,” he whispered to me.
I nodded, even though I didn’t believe him. Logan leaned closer and kissed my cheek. I tolerated it, but didn’t smile back at him as he pulled away. He had to know I was fed up with everything. It was just one more promise Logan wasn’t going to keep. It seemed like that much hadn’t changed with him. He might have swapped his clothes and his title, but he was still Logan.
Logan left with the two men as Kye ushered me and the maids back down the hallway from which I came. At the end of the hallway we turned and walked into a large, open bath. The sun was shining into the room, just like the meeting room, but it was much warmer, and the water even looked like steam was coming off of it.
“Princess, please let these women bathe you and make you presentable,” Kye requested formally of me.
“And when will I get the promise Logan made?” I asked back.
Kye shrugged. “Does it matter? You want to get back, but whether you leave now or later, you will miss no time in the present. Please do as Logan asks of you. Things could be far worse.”
What did that mean? Logan was keeping me from my family and friends. How could it be worse? I looked back to Kye, and he pleaded with his eyes for me to be agreeable. I sighed and nodded. I’d wait a little longer, but after that I was done. I needed to go home. Logan was great at making promises, but he was not so wonderful at following through with them. I could give him a little more time, but soon I’d need to go. There was only so much I could put up with.
The three women waited with their heads bowed as Kye and I talked. It was ridiculous, but as I already saw, it wasn’t like I had much of a choice. I looked down to my arm and both the lines were full. I could travel anywhere if it wasn’t for the bracelet I had let Logan put on me. It was really my fault. I should have been more careful following Kye’s advice.
“I’ll stay here,” Kye informed the women who still hadn’t moved.
“You’ll what?” I asked as they stepped forward and tried to remove articles of clothing from me. I crossed my arms and kept everything in place.
“I need to stay close to make sure you’re safe. I don’t trust anyone here. If Saska sent one person, there’s nothing to say she wouldn’t send another,” Kye explained, like his only intention was to keep me safe.
“Then you can wait in the hallway,” I answered and pushed him toward the exit. There was no way I was undressing in front of Logan’s brother, no matter the reason.
“But…,” Kye complained.
“But, nothing,” I answered and gave him a harder push. “There are four of us here. I’m sure that if someone enters, or tries anything, at least one of us can scream. Unless you don’t trust them.”
“No, they’re safe, but…,” Kye wanted to complain more.
“How do you know that?” I asked, looking back to the women. I was surprised that he had readily trusted the three of them.
Kye reached down and tugged gently at the cursed bracelet. I looked back to the three women. They were all wearing the same bracelet.
“Time travelers?” I asked, surprised. Did Logan stock his house with time travelers that he caught? Was I just another showpiece for his mantel?
“Something like that,” Kye replied. 
“Things could be worse,” I repeated what Kye had told me. I glanced at the three women. None looked happy. Yes, it did seem like it could get worse. Would Logan make me into a servant if I disobeyed him? Was there any hope for going home?
“Now do you understand that you must do what Logan asks?” Kye added. He was still standing in the doorway to the room.
I completely understood. Prince Logan was going to get his way by keeping me a prisoner. I wasn’t left with many options unless I could get the bracelet off. 
“Then go away for now, or I’m not getting bathed today,” I answered, giving him one more push. Kye let me shove him out of the room. There was no way that I could push him if he didn’t want to go. He may have been Logan’s younger brother, but he was built as solidly as Logan, maybe even more so.
I walked back into the room and let the women remove the complicated dress I was wearing. As quick as I could, I slid into the warm water. I hated to wait around to go home, but as long as I was waiting, there was no reason not to enjoy the hot, relaxing bath. It would give me time to think. Kye made Logan sound like a dictator, but that wasn’t the Logan I knew. The Logan I remembered would have had a reason to keep me in the past. I had to hope that his explanation was all I needed to hear before I could go back. I would give Logan twenty-four hours, but after that he was taking me home. It was ridiculous to wait around, but I could hold my tongue for that long. At least I hoped I could. I sure didn’t want to end up a servant in the palace.
When they had finished bathing, massaging, and oiling me until I smelled like some exotic flower, I was starving. My stomach growled, and I knew I’d need food if I was to continuing the waiting game. I wanted to ask for something to eat, but from the language the girls spoke, they were not from around the city. I could understand the local ancient languages from the minute I entered the past, but they I could not. All I could assume was that they were from a time I hadn’t entered. They would be no help filling my empty stomach.
Kye returned after one of the girls went to get him. It didn’t take long, and I could assume he had been sitting in the hallway the entire time I had been bathing. For not seeming to agree with his brother, he was quite loyal.
“Just remember, I didn’t know about this,” Kye told me as he led me back to the entry room. What was he talking about now? Why were the Jones brothers confusing? I could smell the scent of food wafting down the hallway.
What was he talking about? My stomach growled in response. Was he apologizing for the food?
I found out quickly as we stepped into the room full of people. They might have been about to feed me, but when all eyes turned, and the room silenced at my entrance, I lost my appetite. At least forty or more faces stared back at me as I looked around the room. I didn’t move from my spot until Kye placed a hand on my back to direct me where to walk. As I made my way through the people, they bowed to me. On the other side of the room, Logan waited with the councilman Vanu from earlier. The councilman bowed also, as Logan held out his hand to me. Confused, I accepted it though I had no idea what was going on. The room was still silent and all the people were watching me.
“Let us begin,” Vanu said.
“Begin what?” I whispered to Logan. Logan didn’t reply.
“Marriage is a sacred rite made before the gods,” Vanu continued.
Marriage? I looked to Logan again, and he didn’t turn to me at all. He was completely concentrating on the old man talking, like it was the most interesting thing in the world. I pinched Logan’s hand in mine, and he still didn’t react.
Vanu continued to talk, and I began to panic. I wasn’t going to marry anyone today, especially not the lying, promise-breaking Logan. I tried to pinch his hand again, but he didn’t even care. I was sure that even if I drew blood he wouldn’t acknowledge me trying to get his attention.
“We’ve been blessed by the Nahrin, as they sent their princess to us,” Vanu talked on. “We can only honor them by creating a bond between our nations with the marriage between Princess Mari and Prince Arik-ninari.”
There was no way I was going through with this. Why wasn’t Logan doing anything to stop it? His eyes were still on the man, and I was beginning to see it wasn’t an act to avoid me. He was smiling as the older man talked. Logan told me the marriage was all just for show, and to protect me, but I got the feeling it was something more to him. I sure hoped it didn’t matter, but I still felt uneasy. He had promised to return me even in just hours, and I didn’t want to marry anyone but Seth. Seth was the only person I was meant to spend my life with now. What I had with Logan years ago didn’t compare to what I had with Seth. I had to stop what was going on. I didn’t care what Logan would think, but I wasn’t playing this game. When I got married, it would be my choice, and not for anyone’s convenience.
“Princess Mari, do you agree to honor the gods and…,” Vanu began, but I cut him off.
“Prince Arik, did you not tell them?” I asked Logan loudly. The councilman was surprised by my outburst. So was Logan. I could see Kye in my periphery, and knew even he was surprised.
“Please let Vanu finish,” Logan said as panic set into his eyes. I got the feeling that by surprising me, he had assumed I’d be forced to go along with his plans.
“You didn’t then?” I asked innocently, batting my eyes. 
“Tell us what?” Vanu asked. At least someone was willing to play my game even if Logan wasn’t.
“That we already got married,” I answered. Shock resonated around the room as whispers began.
“We what?” Logan asked, shocked as much as everyone else in the room.
“You know how my cousin was determined we couldn’t leave without a proper wedding,” I replied. “I know everything happened fast, and was a bit confusing.” I pretended like Logan was the one that didn’t know what was going on now instead of me, and his confused look turned quickly to anger. He realized what I was doing, but I didn’t care. I wasn’t going to marry him.
“Prince Saru already performed a wedding?” Vanu asked Logan.
I waited for Logan to call me a liar in front of everyone, but he didn’t. Instead, he looked to me to explain my way out of the situation. I was fine with that. If a little bit of lying and playing make-believe would get me out of the marriage, I could tell them a tale.
“My cousin insisted that I could not leave without being married after what happened to my mother. He performed the marriage rites for us himself. Prince Arik must not have understood my cousin, as he can talk quite fast, and was trying to have us married before we left,” I added.
“I must not have,” Logan replied. I couldn’t tell if he were still angry, but I didn’t care.
“Sorry. I’d have explained it a bit more if you hadn’t whisked me away so quickly,” I answered.
“Then this isn’t needed?” Vanu asked.
“Not at all,” I replied just as Logan was going to talk. “My gods will be upset if you choose to marry me for a second time. It is safer to appease the gods with just one ceremony.”
I had no clue if that was true or not, but I didn’t care. It seemed to convince them. The murmurs continued around us. Vanu nodded.
“Then I guess we can move right to the celebration portion of tonight.” The old man reached forward and thumped Logan on the chest. “You’re officially a married man now. And it’s time for you to help make a married man out of that son of mine.”
Logan laughed like everything was okay, but his eyes gave away that it was not. He wasn’t pleased with my outburst, but he couldn’t go against me without making me out to be a liar. It was a gamble to do that, but I was happy with it. At least I wasn’t married to Logan, and I didn’t have to turn him down in front of all his people. That might not have turned out as well. I looked up at Logan as his grip tightened on my arm, and he led me into the people now cheering around us. He wasn’t happy, but I didn’t care. I wasn’t happy, either. I want to go home, and he had promised to take me. It was just one more broken promise, and another game I didn’t ask to play. Logan Jones was never going to change, and I needed to make a plan. I would have to find my own way home.
 



Chapter 4
Heartbreaking Terms
 
The night didn’t end well after my lie got me out of marrying Logan. He barely said anything more to me than he needed to as he played out his important prince role. I kind of was glad he didn’t say anything to me, as I was just as pissed at him. He had promised me that he would explain his side of everything and then take me home. I was no closer to home, and it really didn’t matter what he had to explain. I was essentially his prisoner. There was no one coming to save me. I already figured it out. I was going to need to find my own way out.
When the event ended, I was more than happy to return to my room alone. I was sick of the past, sick of princes, and sick of people telling me what I needed to do to be a good wife. I wasn’t anyone’s wife, and didn’t plan to be for many years. They would never understand that in a time period where girls were married by the time they were fourteen, but I wasn’t raised in the past. I was from the present, and that was where I was returning. When I figured out how.
Logan didn’t attempt to explain anything to me, or take me home. I wanted to believe he was going to tell me the truth, and keep his promise, but it was turning out to be just like any other time. I only hoped that Kye really was on my side, and was going to help me get home, because I was going to need help.
When the sun rose on the second day of my life as Logan’s prisoner, I didn’t hurry out to find him. In fact, I waited around until I heard his voice leave before I ventured out of the room. I was pleasantly surprised to find Kye waiting for me, and Logan gone. I didn’t want to deal with Logan.
“Well, that was quite the show last night,” Kye said to me, motioning for me to take the food set out on the table.
I sat down on the pillow nearest the table. Kye stood and watched me.
“I really am sorry about all of that, but I guess you didn’t need my apologies. You seem to have it under control yourself,” Kye added.
“Control?” I asked. It wasn’t under control. I was desperate. “I’m not going to marry him in this time, or the future.”
“I like to hear that.” Kye rubbed his hand over his short hair.
“I don’t get you,” I said. “You do what he says, but then you agree with me. Whose side are you on?”
“Yours and only yours,” Kye replied in all seriousness. He still made no sense.
I wanted to argue that he had a strange way of showing it, but I couldn’t. He just admitted to being on my side, and I needed to use that to my advantage.
“So then you’ll help me get home?” I asked. He had to know the secret to the bracelet. He was the one who told me not to take anything from Logan in the first place.
“I can’t take it off,” Kye explained, knowing exactly what I was having a problem with.
That wasn’t helpful in the least, and that didn’t make things sound like he was on my side.
“You need to hear Logan out,” Kye added.
“And you’re not on his side?” I complained. It sure seemed like he was.
“Not in the least,” Kye answered. “But you have to listen to him. If you don’t now, you will later, and you will make the wrong choice.”
“And if he tells me now, I won’t make the wrong choice?” I hated having no idea what Kye was talking about, but he was sure what my future was going to be. I wanted to ask him if he had met before, but I settled on another pressing question. “What do I do that’s so bad?”
“You didn’t have a choice. I want things to happen differently. I want you to have a choice,” Kye replied. “But to choose, you need to have all the facts.”
I hated that his logic sounded correct. I didn’t know what he was talking about, but any choice was better made with all the facts. Kye stared at me, waiting for me to reply. It seemed like Kye knew me well enough to make a logical argument to win me over. I still wanted to know who he was to me. Did I know him from a time I didn’t remember? Had we met before?
“So any hint as to how long Logan will be pissed about last night?” I asked, changing the subject.
Kye smiled. “Oh, he was pissed, but he also found it funny. Don’t tell him I told you that. I think he didn’t expect any less from you. It’s part of what draws him to you. You don’t let him tell you what to do. You never have. He’s lived many lives where people just do what he wants, but not you. You’re different. You’re special.”
“I hate people telling me I’m special when I have no clue what they mean,” I replied, biting into whatever fruit was in front of me. It made no sense to me that no one would actually giving me an explanation as to what special meant.
“Then you’ll just have to trust me on that one,” Kye answered. Why did I trust him? He was of the same blood as Logan. Maybe he was just better at playing with me.
We both turned as the heavy doors to the room were opened. Logan entered the room with General Naron. The general smiled at me as he entered. Logan only glanced at Kye, avoiding me.
“Princess.” The general bowed to me.
“General,” I replied, standing and nodding to him. 
“I’ll go over the final plans with you later,” Logan told Naron. The general nodded and left the way he came.
I sat back down and picked at the food in front of me. I wasn’t hungry now that Logan was in the room, but I didn’t want to look at him. I was unsure if he was still mad from the night before, or amused like Kye said. I had seen what Logan did to people that he kept prisoner. I didn’t want to end up like them. My rational mind was keeping me from making an even bigger mess of everything.
“So, does my fake wife have time to sit and talk?” Logan asked, plopping down beside me. I turned to him, and he was grinning. Yep, not mad at me. “I can’t believe you did that,” he added.
“You can’t?” I asked. Why was he chipper now? He wasn’t happy the night before.
“Well, I can believe you did it, but really. You didn’t even know if they’d believe you.” Logan reached across me and picked up a piece of fruit. “My gods wouldn’t approve. Do you even know what gods the Nahrin pray to?”
I smiled and shrugged. “Not in the least.” I was pretty lucky they believed me. That much was true. I was glad they didn’t ask me to name which god we would be upsetting.
“And I’m sorry about all of that. I thought they were going to do things a bit slower, but General Naron wanted to be sure our alliance was set. We needed that marriage to call on troops from Nahrin. The Egyptians aren’t happy with us and this marriage. I’m sure they’ll be marching soon. Naron claims spies are already in the city.” Logan gave me a rational explanation, but something about the quick marriage seemed all too convenient to him. I didn’t take the bait, and refused to ask about the Egyptians.
“So what did you need to explain before I can go home?” I asked, cutting to the chase. I needed answers, and I wanted to go home.
Logan smiled and nodded. “I’m sorry this is all a day late. I know how you want to get home.”
“Yes, I do,” I replied. “I went through the trouble to get everyone home, I’d like to be able to enjoy being around them awhile before they’re sucked back into this world.”
“Funny you’d say that.” Logan reached over me again to grab some brownish colored item that I wasn’t willing to touch. I had no idea what it was, and it didn’t look too edible to me. “What if I told you there was a way to keep everyone where you wanted them to be?” Logan put it into his mouth and chewed as he watched me understand what he had said.
“Not possible,” I answered. That was the one rule the goddess was sure about. You had to die in your own time. Eventually, everyone had to return to their time period.
“But what if I said I found a way. What if I said it was possible?” 
I looked at Logan, really looked at him. His eyes sparkled with the idea, and he didn’t seem to be lying, or making a breakable promise. In fact, he seemed more certain of it than I had ever seen him before.
“As in Ty could stay in the future and not have to return to being a slave?” I asked. It broke my heart every time I thought of him returning to Seth’s family, knowing now that he would never be going home like he was raised to think. I didn’t want that life for Ty. He was happy in the future. He fit in. He belonged there, not in the past.
“Like that, or like Seth wouldn’t have to return to his military post where he will die on the battlefield in two years’ time,” Logan added.
My breath caught in my chest. Seth had two years of life left in the past. He wouldn’t even make it out of his teens. That seemed unreal, impossible. Tears welled up in my eyes. He was always so sure of himself and his role in the past. His father was a seasoned military veteran. I assumed it would be the same with Seth. I didn’t want to think of his death. How would I ever be able to watch him go back to the past, knowing how soon his life would end? How could I let him go? The love of my life hadn’t much time at all left in this world of the past. He wouldn’t live to be the twenty years old he was now. That didn’t seem real, and certainly didn’t seem right. He could live a full, happy life in the future, or die in his teens in the past. How could I let that happen? Why would the goddess let us meet if that was his future? It made no sense, but neither did her rule. Why did he have to go back? People disappear all the time. Yes, it’s sad, but it doesn’t change anything. Why would someone living in a different time upset the past?
Logan watched me, and he was happy with my conflicted emotions. I knew the rules, and was used to following them, but this was hard to accept. If I had the ability to change Seth’s life, I had to take it.
“How do I do that?” I asked in a whisper. How could I save Seth?
Logan grinned. “I’d tell you, but then I’d have to kill you.” He laughed at his joke. I didn’t. It wasn’t the time to be making jokes. I couldn’t laugh with him. Logan caught onto my mood.
“Sorry, bad timing,” Logan added. Correct. It was a bad joke. Glad he figured that out. Logan reached across me again, and grabbed some other equally disgusting food and filled his mouth.
I waited as patiently as I could, but my mind wandered. It swirled around the thoughts of what Logan had just told me. Seth wasn’t going to live long once he returned. I wanted to be with Seth. I wanted to spend my life with him in the future, or in the past. His father had given us permission to marry. We would have been able to have a life in Egypt, but that wouldn’t be possible if he was just going to die anyway. His time was limited, and thus our time together was limited. I couldn’t live with that. I needed him like I needed air. I needed to keep him in the future where he would be alive. It seemed like it wasn’t just Ty now that needed to remain in my time in the future.
“If Seth stayed where he is now, would he live longer?” I asked Logan. I really didn’t believe that it was possible, but I had to hope Logan wasn’t just telling me what I wanted to hear.
“I’d assume his chances of dying in the future would be the same as anyone else in that time, very slim compared to a person whose job it is to kill other people on a battlefield,” Logan replied. “And think about it. If you knew how to let people live in the time they wanted, your mother wouldn’t have to go back to the past, either.”
“She kind of wants to now. She wants to see my father again,” I replied. It would be hard to let her go to the past while I stayed in the future with Seth.
“And what if your father doesn’t want to see her? What if their reunion isn’t what she expected? What if she wants to stay in the future, too?” Logan continued. He did make a valid point. “Your mother, Seth, and Ty all have reasons to not be in the past. Would you want the power to keep them in the future?”
“Yes, but it’s not possible,” I replied again. “The goddess said you have to die where you’re born.”
“That’s the way she wants it,” Logan replied, finally stopping his meal. “She tells everyone that, but it isn’t true. She’s lying to everyone.”
“How can you be sure she is lying?”
“Because I’ve found a way to get people to the time they want to be, and stay there until their lives end naturally,” Logan replied.
“And I should just take your word on that?” I asked. If I was going to break the goddess’ rule for Seth, I had to be sure. Just Logan saying it was so wasn’t enough. He didn’t have the best track record when it came to truth telling.
Logan looked up across the room to Kye. He nodded to him, and Kye joined us at the low table.
“It’s true, Mari,” Kye replied. At least Logan understood how my trust in his word wasn’t that great. Even though I had just met Kye, I trusted him more. “Logan can show you how to protect anyone from being forced to go back to their time.”
I stared at Kye. They were both sure, but then again, I had just met Kye. Could he be trusted, or was he just like his brother? I looked from Logan to Kye. They both were watching and studying me. I wasn’t sure if I could believe them. I wanted it to be so, but I also wanted to trust the goddess. She was the one who gave me the power to travel. She was the one that trusted me to do what was right. And, according to her, keeping Seth in the future wouldn’t be right. But she never said it was impossible. Would she change her mind if she knew Seth was going to die? Did that even matter to her?
I knew what I should do, and that was to trust the goddess, but right now I couldn’t. I couldn’t let Seth die. My life would be longer than most, and I wouldn’t get the same time for Seth, but I wanted to spend at least one lifetime with him. No matter what anyone could tell me, I would never find another love like Seth. He was an once-in-a-lifetime find. I deserved to have a future with him, and he deserved to just have a future in general. I would be going against everything I should do, but I had to; for Seth, for Ty, and for my mom.
“So what’s your price?” I finally asked Logan. I hoped the price wasn’t too steep to gain the knowledge I needed to save my loved ones.
“Break up with Seth, and be my girl again,” Logan replied casually.
 
I had been sitting at the table in shock long enough that the servants had brought lunch. I really didn’t know what to think, or how to even respond to Logan when he told me the deal. I couldn’t do anything beyond nod when he said I could take my time to think about it. Logan was long gone with his councilmen and generals. That was a good thing. I still wasn’t sure how to reply to him. I never imagined he would stoop so low. He wanted me back, but that seemed extreme. Logan was holding Seth’s life over my head to get me to choose himself. Didn’t he understand that you can’t force someone to love you?
“Still not sure?” Kye asked, sitting beside me.
“Not sure about a lot,” I replied. I had been sitting there for at least a few hours, weighing everything in my mind. “How can I even trust that you guys are telling me the truth that it’s even possible?” 
“Oh, it’s possible. I’ve seen it happen to many people.” Kye picked up a piece of something off one tray, and offered it to me. I had no clue what it was and if it was even edible but since it was on a tray surrounded by other foods such as bread, I knew it was also food. Kye didn’t set it back down, but waited with it outstretched to me. I took it from him.
“And I just go on your word?” I asked.
“Try it,” Kye urged me. 
I tentatively took a bite. It was brown and tough, kind of looked like beef jerky, but I was surprised by the sweet, salty flavor it had. It wasn’t even tough to chew, either. The outside was crunchy, but it was soft on the inside. It looked nothing like it tasted.
“Sometimes you can be surprised when you try something,” Kye commented. “Not everything is what it seems to be on the outside.”
“Are you talking about the food here, or Logan’s offer?”
Kye grinned and waved to the hallway. The three girls that bathed me the day before came out of the shadows. They tentatively approached our table. Kye looked up to one and said something in the language they were speaking when they took care of me. The girl nodded and turned to me.
“Eighteen-forty three,” she said with a heavy French accent. My eyes shot open in surprise over the fact that she could speak English.
“Twenty-one fifty-two,” the second girl added.
“Twenty-one thirty-four,” the last said.
“They speak English?” I asked.
Kye cocked his head to the side, and raised his eyebrows.
“No, I taught them Sumerian,” Kye replied.
“Sumerian? I don’t speak Sumerian,” I quickly told Kye.
Kye laughed. “When Logan told me that you didn’t get trained on anything by the goddess, I don’t know why, but I assumed you were just faking it so that he didn’t know. The version of you I know in the future knows much more. I had to think you were faking it.”
He knew me? I wanted to ask more, but had to stay on topic if I ever wanted to get home.
“No. I was never trained in anything,” I answered. Was he offering to train me? I could use all of the help I could get.
“Well, in that case, let me teach you a little about time travel. When you go to a new place, you’ll always be able to speak the language from that time. Therefore, since you went back to ancient Egypt, you can speak Egyptian now. You ended up in Nahrin, so you can speak their language, and now you can speak ours. These three women are from different times. They told you their times in the future. They wanted to travel, but didn’t want their lives where they were. When the goddess sent them home, Logan brought them here. They can’t time travel, and thus don’t speak the language here, but they also can’t be forced to go home. Logan changed their fate. They’re here now, and will never have to go back to those times or those lives. He knows how to do that, and he can teach you.”
“By stopping them from traveling?” I asked, pointing to the bracelets that are identical to mine.
Kye looked at the women and shook his head. With a wave of his arms he dismissed them. He glanced around the room before talking again.
“They no longer have to go to their time period, but just because they aren’t forced to travel home doesn’t mean they can’t travel at all. In payment for their tickets out of the horrible lives they were living, they are now Logan’s servants. He uses the bracelet to keep them here, just like you, to keep them honest on their part of the deal,” Kye replied.
“Then I’m not the only one Logan’s trying to control?” I asked. That was new information I had suspected. I needed to know as much as I could to make plans, hopefully plans that would work. “Is he really a bad guy now? The Logan I knew wasn’t like that. He was good and kind. Has he changed that much in two years?”
“I think you see the world too literally. It comes in black and white in your world. There’s good and there’s bad. But it isn’t like that. I’ve seen too much in between. There are good people and bad people, but there are a lot of good men who do bad, and bad men who do good. When you judge something based on your standards of good and bad, sometimes you miss the in between,” Kye answered, not really telling me which Logan was.
“You want me to end up with Logan?” I asked. That was what it was beginning to sound like to me.
“That’s not what I’m saying,” Kye answered quickly. “I think your view of Logan is skewed by your past. You don’t know the man he is now, because you can’t see past the man he was with you. I think you spend too much time looking for the old Logan and don’t see the man he really is.”
That much was true. I didn’t know Logan now. There were pieces I recognized, but I didn’t see them often. He was different. I kind of wondered if he really was the Logan that Ty and Seth told me about. I couldn’t merge their version with mine, but now, as he asked me to give up the love of my life to learn how to save everyone, I was beginning to realize I didn’t know much about him.
“So you think I should break up with Seth to learn how to save everyone?” I already knew that was what I needed to do, but getting my heart to accept that fate was proving harder. I couldn’t fathom a life without Seth.
Kye smiled. “I can’t tell you what to do. There are pros and cons to every choice, but sometimes you have to make tough choices to save the ones you love.”
“And you know this because?” I asked. Kye talked like an old man with years of knowledge.
“I’ve had some experience in that department,” Kye replied. He picked up another piece of the strange food and handed it to me. I took it this time without hesitation.
“I think the goddess chose you for a reason. You watch the world and see what’s happening. You make choices when you need to. You can do what is needed of you. You’re strong enough to make the right decisions. She knew you’d do what’s right, but she also knew you’d have to follow your heart. I don’t think she’d be mad at you for not following her rules.” Kye explained, already hitting on the next subject that was bothering me. The goddess had told me there was one rule, and here I was, getting ready to break it. She gave me this great ability to travel, but I was just taking it for granted. Would she take back her stones when I broke her rule? Would it all be for naught?
“You think she’ll forgive me?” I asked. I hoped that would be the case.
Kye smiled and urged me to try the food in my hand. “I think she already knows what you plan to do, and if she had a problem, she would have stopped you by now, or returned you to the future herself.”
I bit down on the tan-colored food in my hand and quickly spit it out. This time what he offered was different than the last. It tasted exactly how it looked, disgusting.
“Why?” I asked, pointing to the food and rubbing my tongue as the rotten taste was still left on it. 
Kye handed me a glass of water he already had ready for me. Logan walked into the room and gazed at us seated on the floor. Logan kept across the room for the moment as he surveyed us. Kye nodded his head to his brother.
“Just to remind you that some things are exactly what you expect them to be.” 
I didn’t know how he did it, but Kye knew exactly what I was thinking. I didn’t know if I could trust the brothers, but Kye again helped me understand. They might share blood, but they were completely different. 
“Have you decided what you plan to do?” Logan finally approached us and sat beside me.
My heart was beating hard in my chest. It begged me to run and find a new solution. It begged me to reconsider. But my brain won. I had to save everyone. I couldn’t let Seth die young. I couldn’t let Ty return to being a slave. I couldn’t let my mother be miserable if my father didn’t want her. There really wasn’t much of a choice. I had to save them all.
“Yes. I’ll break up with Seth, but I’m not going to be your girlfriend. If you want that, you’ll have to prove to me that you’ve changed. I could never go back to the guy I remember that broke my heart so many times,” I added quickly. From just outside Logan’s view, Kye nodded to me.
“I can live with that,” Logan replied. He grinned like he just won first place.
There was something behind those purple eyes that I could agree with. I wasn’t sure who I should trust, but my gut told me it was Kye. Something in him called to me and said he was truthful. I wasn’t attracted to him like Seth, it was more like family. I could trust him. He was there to help me on my journey. Maybe the goddess sent him to help me, and I had to hope so. No matter what, Kye was meant to play a role in all of this, and I hoped he would help me when I needed it the most, whoever Kye turned out to be.
 



Chapter 5
Breaking up
 
I stared at the ceiling of the bathing room in Logan’s palace. It had been three days since I said yes to Logan, but we were still in the past. I felt like life was on repeat in the same cycle. There were still fifty-six tiles on the ceiling, the servants still woke me each morning to get me ready, and I hadn’t seen Logan the entire time. I thought that by saying yes, we would head back immediately, but that didn’t seem to be the case. I wasn’t sure what he was up to, but giving me more time to regret my choice wasn’t very nice.
I could have thanked Logan for the extra time he was giving me to prepare to do the worst thing I had to do in my life, but I wasn’t thankful. Once I had my mind set on what I had to do, I wanted it done right away. My heart was already breaking, and the pain was growing even more unbearable. I had no clue how Logan thought I could do this easily. He truly didn’t understand what I had with Seth.
As I entered the open front room, I finally saw Logan for the first time in three days. He was standing with Kye, and arguing as normal. Logan had been around. I hadn’t actually seen him in the past few days, but I had heard him. Any time they thought I couldn’t hear them, they were fighting. They might have been brothers, but I felt very little brotherly love between them. They both stopped as soon as I entered the room. Logan sat down at the table lined with food, and Kye stomped over to the balcony area to look outside.
“Are we ready to go yet?” I asked as I sat. It was the same first line I had given Kye each morning when we dined alone. Kye didn’t turn from his spot, and instead Logan replied this morning.
“As soon as we settle all the terms of our agreement, we can go straight back to your family in Chicago.”
“Terms of our agreement?” I asked. He made it sound formal and legal.
“Yes. I need to be sure we’re on the same page.” Logan picked up a piece of bread and took a bite.
“I break up with Seth; you show me how to keep my family safe,” I outlined the agreement as I knew it. There didn’t seem to be anything missing. What more did Logan want from me?
Logan smiled. “Simple, but I think we need to add more to it.”
“What more is there to add?” I couldn’t stop the anger from rising inside me. He was already asking me to do the impossible. My heart was torn in half as it was. What more could he want?
“If we leave it just at that, then what stops you from going right back to Seth after I tell you how?” Logan asked. I actually hadn’t thought of that, and realized the surprise was evident on my face when Kye laughed.
“I told you that she was innocent in her request.” Kye spoke before turning back to the city.
Logan looked as surprised as I felt. I really hadn’t thought of that, but it did seem like a good plan now that I had the idea.
“I’ll take you back to your family as promised, but I will not teach you how to save everyone until I’m certain that you’re over Seth. Breaking up with someone can take time to heal. I’m willing to wait. Once I am sure you’re willing to give me a chance, I’ll teach you.” 
Logan paused for me to agree. If we were making demands, I’d have to think carefully and make sure I was playing his game. Logan’s goal was to get back together with me. I had no intention of doing that with or without Seth in my life. That wasn’t the major problem, though. I had to be sure that I’d be able to convince Logan I would be over Seth, which would never happen.
“First off, how will everyone be safe in the meantime, if you don’t teach me right away?” I asked in order to keep the conversation going. I had to think fast.
“I promise to keep your friends and family in the future,” Logan replied, as if it were no big deal.
I looked at Logan and caught Kye behind him. He was mouthing the word specifics. The nice thing about spending the last two days with just Kye was that it gave us a chance to get to know each other a little bit more. Kye was much quieter than Logan, and a lot less showy, but he knew just as much. He was limited by what he could tell me, but I could get general information out of him. Most of it was a game of me saying stuff and him just nodding or not. You never knew how much you can learn from a nod until you need to. Gatekeepers, which included Logan and Kye, who didn’t have a gate yet of his own, couldn’t break a promise. When I heard that I found it unbelievable, but then Kye explained it more. Logan, in retrospect, had never broken a promise to me. He had always found a way to secure those promises in the vaguest terms, and I had never noticed. By using words such as later, he never had to specify when later would be. Even the term tomorrow could be vague, because he could be saying tomorrow as I always thought I heard or to-morrow, as he liked to say it. From what I could tell, Logan’s promises were always the first step in his game to win what he wanted.
“You need to promise to keep Seth, Ty, Dee, and my mother in the same time period where I want them to be,” I changed his promise. I needed to be exact to keep them right where they were in the future waiting for me.
Logan smiled. “That’s exactly what I promised.”
“Then say it.” I prompt him. It wouldn’t work unless he said the words.
Logan stood as if to confront Kye now that he figured out what was going on. I jumped between them. From the yelling earlier, I wouldn’t have been surprised if their argument turned to blows.
“This is why you have to stay here,” Logan growled at him. “You can’t seem to keep your mouth shut.”
“He had to tell me,” I quickly said to Logan, as I knew exactly why he was upset. “I was complaining that you always break your promises, and he was defending you. He said you could never break a promise, and I needed to know more.” Logan’s anger died down a bit at my words. “How am I ever supposed to give you a chance if all I remember is a past filled with broken promises?” After that sentence, Logan looked a bit hurt and sat back down at the table. I was pretty sure Kye didn’t need to tell me anything, but since we were friends now, he did anyway. I didn’t want to see him get in trouble for befriending me.
“I promise to keep Seth, Ty, Dee, and your mother in the same time period we find them in when we return,” Logan replied, though it sounded like he was having a little trouble saying it. I got the hint, from his vagueness that his promise was going to take my friends to another time in the future. 
“I’m also not doing this without Kye there. We have to bring him with us,” I remarked, since I was now sure that Logan planned to leave Kye in the past.
Kye was right. I had no clue about anything, and I needed someone to teach me. Logan was filled with knowledge, but there was no way I was asking him for anything now. His prices were too high for me. Kye didn’t attach a price to anything. In fact, if Logan hadn’t forbidden him from telling me things, I was pretty sure Kye would let me know exactly how to beat Logan and get home without breaking up with Seth.
Kye grinned at Logan, which only made him more upset.
“No,” Logan said.
“Yes,” I replied back and stared at him, challenging him to disagree with me. 
I was just as stubborn as he was. I stared at him, willing him to test me. I was already planning to go to the future and break up with Seth. I had accepted that I would live a life without him to allow him to simply live. Was Logan willing to keep me in the past where I’d never be his? 
“If you keep me here, I’ll never forgive you. Kye is my friend. He deserves to go to the future with us after having lived here for so long. He isn’t even from this time. He’s your own flesh and blood, and you treat him as a servant. He deserves to live in the present as your brother, not in the past as your slave.”
I held my breath and waited. I was calling his bluff that he would keep us in the past. It was a risk, but a calculated one. Kye stood behind Logan, holding his breath, too. What I had learned from our talks was that Kye hadn’t been out of the past since Logan first brought him as a thirteen-year-old. For the past eight years Kye had lived in his brother’s shadow. That wasn’t fair. They were of the same blood, yet lived worlds apart—Logan in luxury, and Kye with the soldiers.
Logan stared at me, trying to make me back down, but I was too stubborn for that. He was already taking away the most important thing to me, what else did I have to lose? Kye could never be a substitute for Seth, but he was the last friend I had in this weird, time travel world I was now part of.
“Fine.” Logan turned behind him. “Kye comes with us, too.”
“And is given a place as your brother, not your servant, or the guy who mows the lawn,” I added, trying to be specific.
“Yes, he’ll be my brother in the future,” Logan replied through gritted teeth. It actually sounded like it was harder for Logan to admit that than to allow Kye to go at all. Kye grinned at me from behind Logan as he stomped away. Maybe I was up for the challenge of dealing with Logan after all.
 
As I readied to go into the future, I realized I had forgotten one detail. I didn’t ask about the bracelet. I had assumed that going to the future would mean cutting the bracelet, but when Logan took my hand instead, and transported me, I realized the bracelet was still on my arm. I was ready to play Logan’s games, but he was still one ahead of me. Unfortunately, I was back home in my quiet, empty room and had to get ready to do the most horrible thing I could ever think of doing and didn’t have time to debate our agreement and the bracelet.
“Break up with him tonight, or I will take you back to the past immediately,” Logan threatened me. He tried to use a light, joking tone, but it was serious and threatening to me. I hated being caught in his game, but I could never let everyone else have to suffer for me.
“Threats aren’t the best way to get a girl to fall for you, you know,” I replied. Kye smiled at my remark, but I wasn’t going for laughs. It was true. 
“Kye may think you’re innocent in all of this, but I believe otherwise. If you truly loved Seth as much as you say, you wouldn’t have agreed that easily,” Logan replied before grabbing Kye and disappearing.
“It’s because I love him so much, idiot,” I said to the space Logan and Kye had just been standing. The door to my room burst open. I had felt the tingles the moment I was solid again and knew Seth was near. Seth was in my house, and he would feel me return too. I dreaded seeing him. What I had to do wasn’t just break his heart, but break my own in the process.
“What took you so long?” Seth asked, scooping me into his arms. My mother stood in the doorway, smiling at how Seth greeted me. She was confirming what she had guessed in the past.
“Where’s everyone else?” I asked, looking behind my mother for additional people to help distract me and finding the hallway empty. I needed to stop touching him. It was making me regret my deal.
“Dee and Ty are staying at the Sangre house until winter break is done,” Seth told me, finally setting me down so that my mother could get a hug in also.
“How much have I missed?” I asked, hugging my mother. I hated that it wasn’t easier to get time travel exact.
My mother smelled like flowers as she always did. The scent reminded me of what it felt like when she was taken away from me back to the past. I could still feel the pain of realizing she was gone and thinking I’d never see her again. I needed to hold onto that pain and get through what I needed to do now. I took a deep breath and let her scent keep me on track.
“Three days,” my mother replied, noticing my extra sniff of her. “Good to have you home, honey. How long did it take for you?”
I scratched my head as I thought, trying to keep in the conversation and not the dread I had of what I needed to do. Was it five days, or six? “Five days, I think.”
My mother’s mouth dropped open. She understood what it meant to survive five days there, especially since she didn’t prepare me for anything in that world.
“But don’t worry, I was with Kye, Logan’s brother, the whole time. He kept me safe.” It was better telling them Kye and not Logan, because I didn’t want to explain that one. It was hard enough to have to break up with Seth. I really couldn’t do it if he thought it was because of Logan. I had no interest in getting together with Logan, and never would. I couldn’t let Seth think that was it.
 “Well, I hope we can meet this brother sometime to thank him,” my mother added. She was suspicious, but was giving me the benefit of the doubt.
“Yes, I’d like to thank him,” Seth added, his tone saying he didn’t mean what he was saying. Something was off, but he wasn’t about to tell me in front of my mother. Seth held out his hand to me, and I returned to his hug. It felt right in so many ways. His arms fit perfectly around me.
“I’m happy you’re back, honey,” my mother said before slipping back out the doorway. She pulled the door mostly shut behind her. I couldn’t help but smile at the slight crack she left. I was never allowed to be in my room with a boy with a closed door. That was Grandfather’s rule, and my mother was respecting it while giving us privacy.
Stepping back I dropped Seth’s hand. I had to do this now and get it over with. I couldn’t let it go any longer. I was going to break his heart, and no prolonging our reunion would change that. My heart felt pained to do it, and Seth could see the warring in my face. This was going to be harder than I thought. I was set on saving them all, and it had to be done, no matter how wrong it felt.
“Logan doesn’t have any siblings,” Seth said, eyeing me over.
“Oh, he does, and I met him,” I replied. There was no denying the relationship between Kye and Logan.
“Not possible. Mr. Sangre only has one son,” Seth added, reaching for my hand again.
I stepped back and crossed my arms. I had to tell him. 
“We have to break up.” I bluntly put it out there. 
There was no sugarcoating it. I had no nice words to say. I couldn’t even use the age-old line, it’s not you, but me because it was neither of us. We were meant to be together. There was no real reason that I could tell him as to why we had to break up. If I told him the truth, he’d never accept it.
“What?” Seth asked in shock. I’m sure that wasn’t what he was expecting to hear.
“We can’t be together,” I replied, trying not to let the tears that were on the edge of my eyelids take over.
“Do you not love me anymore?” Seth asked. The pain in his voice was loud and clear. I hated to hurt him as much as it was hurting me. I had to keep reminding myself that it was to save him, no matter how painful it was.
“No. I’ll always love you.”
“Is there someone else?” Instantly his expression was a mixture of pain and relief.
“No one else will ever be you. No one else will ever compare.” I didn’t want him to think otherwise.
“Logan is doing this, isn’t he?” I felt the anger radiating off of Seth. He already knew, in just a few seconds, who to blame, but even that wasn’t completely true. It was a choice that Logan gave me. It could never be considered all Logan’s fault. I was doing what Logan asked. I made the choice.
“I made a deal, and us being together was the cost. We have to break up. We can’t be together anymore. I’m sorry, but we just can’t.” 
I couldn’t lie to him. He would have known anyway. I wanted Seth to stop asking and just accept the reality. It would be much easier. I wanted to plead with him, but I couldn’t even look at him. I was breaking his heart. It didn’t matter that my heart was already broken. I could still feel it. The pain was too great, and I had to keep my eyes off of him. I had to do it. I had to save my family and my friends.
“No,” Seth replied. “You can’t just tell me to stay away. We’re connected, and you don’t get to just say it’s not there.”
“Please,” I added, finally looking up at him. His eyes were filled with tears, but there was anger behind them. Deep down he understood and trusted me, but I was still causing him great pain.
“You can’t just break the connection because you want to. We are meant to be together, and I know you feel that, too,” Seth replied. The tears were fading into anger. “We have always been meant to be together. Logan Jones doesn’t get to decide who you’re meant to be with. You aren’t his destiny. You’re mine.” 
Seth reached over and touched my face. Tingles shot from his fingers straight to my toes. Everything inside me heated up at his touch. I missed him very much. It was hard to not just curl into his arms. I needed him like I needed water. I wanted him like I wanted ice cream on a hot summer day. He was the other half of me, and always would be. But I had to let go. I had to move on. I had to keep everyone safe, and Logan knew how to do that. I didn’t like the price, but I was willing to pay it if that meant they would live out their lives here in my time, if that meant Seth would live.
I stepped back. My brain had to take over as my heart would never let go of Seth.
“We can’t be together anymore. We just can’t.” I looked back to the ground. It was too hard to look at him.
“Why? Give me the real reason.” Seth reached for me again, and this time I backed up far enough to be out of his reach. I couldn’t let him touch me, or I would cave. I had missed his touch so badly.
“Because I need answers, and Logan has them,” I replied with as much of the truth as I could tell him.
“And his answers don’t include me.” Seth’s tone changed. He was truly angry now. I wasn’t sure if it was at me, or Logan.
“I’m sorry,” I said quietly. “We have to break up.” 
 The words were halfway impossible to get out of my mouth. I had never wanted to say that to him, but I had to now. Logan was watching. It had to be real, even if I never planned to stay with Logan. My breakup with Seth had to feel authentic. Even if Seth never forgave me, if I could save them from their fate, I had to do it. I had to endure.
“Love doesn’t just go away,” Seth replied.
I couldn’t answer that. No, love didn’t go away. The love I had for him would never go away. He was my other half. But I had to keep us apart for his sake and everyone else’s. My love was greater than ever, but I couldn’t let him see that. I continued to look at the floor.
Seth approached me and kneeled to get into my line of sight.
“Just tell me what’s going on,” he pleaded quietly. His tactics had changed again. How was I to refuse him? I loved him. I was close to caving in and giving him what he wanted. I wanted to tell him, but I had my deal with Logan that was keeping the words bottled inside.
“We can’t be together,” I answered. It was a one-dimensional response, and I knew it. It didn’t tell him anything, but it was the truth. I would never lie to Seth. Never.
“I heard that, but why?” Seth asked gently. I preferred anger over his niceness. “Give me something so that I can understand this better. Give me some hope that this is temporary.”
I stared into his beautiful brown eyes. They were sad, mad, and laced with concern. I didn’t blame him. This wasn’t how our meeting should have gone. We were supposed to throw ourselves into each other’s arms and greet each other with the kiss I had been wanting for days. He was supposed to hold me and never let me go again. We were supposed to have the future I dreamed about. There were many things I wanted to do with him—new places to see, new foods to eat, new adventures to have. We were supposed to do a lot, and none of that would happen now. He would move on with his life. He would eventually forget me. He would be happy, even if he wasn’t mine. Logan had promised me that much. He would live longer than the next couple of years. He wouldn’t die on a battlefield. He would be happy, have children and a wife, he would grow old. It was the greatest gift I could give him, and he’d never know it came from me. I couldn’t even tell him that much.
“I love you Seth, and that will never change, but we can’t be together now or later. I can’t say more than that, but know that I’ve always loved you, and everything I ever told you was true. The piece of my heart you own will always be yours, but fate doesn’t want us together. We were meant to be with other people. I’m sorry,” I answered. 
I wasn’t prepared when he stood swiftly. Instantly I was in his arms with his lips pressed to mine. The zing of tingles filled my body. Every fiber of my being was happy in that moment. Warmness spread to the tips of my fingers, and I felt energy at his touch. He was perfect. The kiss was perfect. Everything felt right. We felt right. It was hard to know it was wrong, that we needed to be apart when it felt this perfect.
“I don’t know what Logan is holding over you, but I’ll find out. He’s using tricks and threats to make you his. I know this game. He’s been playing it for years. Ever wonder why you never had another single guy ask you out once you broke up with him? You should ask him some time. I’m not letting you fall for this. I’ll find a way to get you back. You’re mine, and will always be mine.” 
Seth didn’t need to surprise me the second time as he pulled me close. His anger was still flaring, but I could see it turning into determination. His lips met mine, and I couldn’t help but return the kiss. It didn’t matter what Seth found. My fate was the same. I couldn’t be with Seth, no matter how much I loved him.
“Marcella Navina, you have been mine since the first time we met. You may have won this round, Logan, but you won’t win the game,” Seth said into the empty room.
The tingles pulled back as he let go of me. Seth leaned in close so that only I could hear his last remark.
“We were meant to be together. I’ll find a way to change what he’s done. You were never meant for him. You will always be mine.”



 
Chapter 6
New College Semester
 
“Too bad he doesn’t know the rules of the game.” Logan had reappeared and spoke to Seth’s back as he stormed down the hallway. “He should just save his energy since he can’t ever win. It’s my turn to win this time.”
Sighing, I sat down on my bed. I was drained emotionally and physically. All I really wanted to do was curl into a ball and cry. I tried not to look at Seth, but I could see it in his eyes. Even though he was showing an external bravado of not giving up, I had hurt him. I never again wanted to cause someone I loved pain like that. I appreciated that Seth could see past what I was doing, and that I still loved him, but it was going to make things harder. To get what I wanted, I needed Seth to move on so that I could pretend I had also. There was no way I could ever let go of him completely, but if I saw him move on I could agree to pretend. I needed Logan to think I’d moved on. Even if Seth discovered my reasons, it wouldn’t change anything. I still couldn’t be with him.
“Go away, Logan. I just want to sleep,” I complained, not even turning to him.
“Aww, and here I was stopping by to be helpful. I figured you’d want to go back to college early and not hang around here where Seth is staying until they head back next week,” Logan replied.
“He’s staying here?” I asked, sitting up. I didn’t think about where Seth was staying. I had assumed he was at the Sangre house.
“Yes. In fact, I think he’s in the room next door,” Logan replied, waggling his eyebrows at the adjoining wall between the rooms. That was way too close for me if I was going to follow through with breaking up with him. My heart would win that battle in a second if I stayed too close. “I don’t think that boy is going to give up on you so easily. It probably won’t help if he’s nearby. Just remember, if you go back to him you don’t get to save him.”
Logan was right again, and I hated it. He was so cocky.
“Fine. Take me back to college,” I replied. I could cry my eyes out anywhere, and college had the added bonus that I wouldn’t have to explain to my mother what was going on.
Logan held out his hand. I took it and magically appeared at the Sangre beach house. I was standing in Seth’s room, looking out his window onto the beach. What was Logan thinking? Was this another test? Wallowing at Seth’s place wasn’t going to help, either. I turned to smack Logan when I realized the room I was standing in. It was Seth’s room, but the deep-purple color of the walls and bedspread were way too familiar to me. This was my room in some alternative college past, one that I’d never lived, but could remember.
“Why are we…?” I was at a loss for words. I had no clue what to ask.
“I tried to make your memories as close as possible, but I couldn’t live in the dorms. It was easier to change the past, and have you and Sim live here with Kye and me, than to move into the dorms myself. I’m just not a fan of communal living,” Logan explained. When did he have time to change the future again? There was so much I didn’t understand.
“And Seth, Ty, and Dee?” Were we all living together? That would be strange and more than a little awkward for everyone. Maybe Logan liked it that way.
“They can handle the dorms. They’re used to living under poorer standards than I am. And I figured here would be easier for you to mend your heart than having to see him around every corner,” he added. 
I was a bit surprised. I expected to find that the house grew rooms, and I would be tortured having to see Seth each day. But I guess Logan wasn’t going to be a complete dick about the situation with Seth. I assumed he’d be gloating about breaking us apart, but thus far he seemed to be trying to make it easier for me. I hadn’t expected that from Logan.
I shook my head at his last statement. The reality was that I’d used the time apart to mend my heart, but he didn’t pull me off campus to do just that. I wasn’t that naïve. If I was away from Seth it would give him more time to have me to himself. He just didn’t know how it wouldn’t change anything. There was no way he would ever be able to replace Seth, but if he thought that he stood a chance, maybe then I’d learn the truth.
“If you need anything, I can always whisk you back to Chicago,” Logan added as he walked to my bedroom door.
“About that,” I added. I pulled at the bracelet. “This isn’t needed anymore, is it?”
Logan shrugged but kept on walking without answering. I guess that was his answer. Too bad. What Seth had said before he left got me thinking. What if I could change the past? If I could head back and warn myself somehow not to take the stupid bracelet, I could be out of this jam. I could even go back and tell Seth that I had to break up with him to learn the secret, but to just wait for me. I couldn’t make plans to go back and change the past if I couldn’t travel. Logan still had me trapped, and unfortunately I had to play his game.
I lay down on my bed and stared at the ceiling. There were all sorts of new memories to sort through. I now had three different college experiences I remembered, but only one was true. It kind of sucked to have my head messed with, but it sucked even more that everyone that couldn’t travel remembered nothing of the real past. Yes, Logan was good at keeping a large part of it the same, but things did change. I was glad he had made Sim one of our roommates, and I didn’t lose her in the last set of memories, but it wasn’t the same without us sharing a room and living in the dorms.
“Made it back already?” Kye asked from the doorway. He was dressed in a sweater and jeans, and looked casual. I had to do a double-take. He grinned at my reaction.
“I never thought you could look so…” I didn’t have a word that wouldn’t be insulting. Normal and less uptight fit, but didn’t seem nice.
Kye’s eyes lit up at my struggle for a word. “Less military?” he offered.
“Yeah, something like that,” I said, standing and making him spin for me by waving him around the room.
“Really, I’m a normal person,” Kye replied. “Until I went back to Logan’s palace, I grew up in a normal house, just like this one.”
“But way more high tech,” I said. At least that was my image of the future.
Kye shook his head. “Not that much. I think my parents liked things more this way. We didn’t really have too many new gadgets or anything. It really was very much like this house.”
I sat back down on my bed and Kye moved to the window.
“I’ve never seen this much snow before,” he commented, looking out at the lake.
“I know,” I replied. “Neither had I until I came here. It’s kind of surreal, but really pretty.”
“It’s just as I pictured it, snow built up on the lake with the frozen shoreline,” Kye answered.
“You’ve been picturing the snow on Lake Superior?” I replied. That was odd.
Kye turned back to me and grinned. “There’s much of this world I’ve wanted to see. My mother told me about all sorts of places. I thought they were fairy tales to get me to sleep until I traveled for the first time with my father. He showed me that my mother wasn’t telling me tales, she was telling me about the worlds I would see one day.”
“You mother knew about this stuff?” I asked.
Kye stood and looked back out the window like he was thinking of an answer. “Yes. She knew about all of it.”
“Could she time travel also?” I asked. I got the feeling we were talking about a difficult subject.
“No,” Kye answered. “She was stuck in the future like everyone else.” I wanted to ask more, but it was hard for him.
I stood beside him and looked out the window. His past in the future seemed harder than his life in the past. He never told me why he went to the past with Logan, but I got the feeling his real life in the future wasn’t that great. Seth said Mr. Sangre only had one son. Was it possible Kye was thrown aside? Was he a secret?
The snow fell outside. It was truly beautiful as the large fluffy flakes came down. The edges of the lake were already frozen, with the waves making beautiful sculptures along the shoreline. Everything was magical.
“I used to think there were winter faeries that made the snow,” I said quietly. “Only something magical could make something this pretty.”
Kye smiled, but it didn’t reach his eyes. He was focused on the horizon. His bright-red hair was now longer than the short military cut he wore in the past. I would have asked him how he did that trick, but he didn’t seem to be in a joking mood. He was somber as he stared out the window. His violet eyes were thinking something, and I wanted to ask what it was. He was still such a mystery to me. He was as beautiful as Logan, and in many ways he was almost the same, but his eyes, though purple, were different. I saw love behind them, alongside compassion and goodness. He might have shared the same blood as Logan, but he was different. I knew very little, but I trusted him. My gut told me he was a good guy. Even as I stared at him now I could see it. Kye was the light in the dark world Logan was creating for me.
Kye’s gaze broke, and he turned to see me staring at him. I should have been embarrassed, but I wasn’t. I could feel a sense of familiarity and knew that it was all right to study him. Something deep down told me that I knew him. I just wished he would tell me more. He grinned and pulled me to sit beside him on the window seat. A warmth traveled down my arm at his touch. Yes, I knew him, and there was something more to him. I wanted to know what, but knew he wouldn’t tell me. I’d already tried. It was a subject Logan forbade him from talking about.
“Enough staring at frozen water,” Kye commented, ignoring, or not feeling, the warmth. “So how bad did Logan mess up the past?”
I stared at Kye for a second before I realized he had asked me a question. I was still trying to figure out what the warmth meant. It was the same tingles that drew me to Seth. But the fact I didn’t feel anything romantic for Kye made me wonder what it meant. If anything, I felt protective of him. In person, he felt more like Ty, more like a best friend than anything else, but the warmth was confusing. I didn’t feel that when I touched Ty. What did it mean?
“He’s always proud of how he can make everything almost stay the same. I doubt he did a good job this time, though. If I remember correctly, you lived in the dorms,” Kye added, ignoring my questioning eyes.
“Oh, yes,” I replied once I could finally get words out. Kye was giving me one more mystery to solve. It was just one more thing on my plate. “I lived in the dorms, so this all feels very messed up. Are you ready to try out college?” I asked, trying to change the subject. Talking about my version of the past actually ticked me off a bit, and if I wanted to play nice with Logan, I had to stop getting angry with him.
“It should be a fun adventure.” Kye grinned, and this time he was back to being all smiles. Eyes and all. “I always wondered what college was like.”
“Do you have memories of your first semester here?” I asked. I was sure he was in my memories and all, but I wasn’t sure how that worked for him.
“Oh, yes, it was a great time.” Kye’s eyes sparkled. “Even if they aren’t real, I feel like they should be. It’s the life I’d have wanted if I got to choose it myself.”
“You don’t have college in the future?” I asked. It sounded strange to me, coming from a time where almost everyone I knew went to college, that he wouldn’t.
“Oh, there’s still college, or a version of it, but it wasn’t an option for me. Once I found out my job, I didn’t get much say in what was being planned for me. Gatekeepers have an obligation.”
“Oh,” I replied. I hadn’t thought of that. Logan was a gatekeeper, yet he got live a normal life, and go to college, so I assumed that was Kye’s life also.
“I’m sorry about everything,” he added. 
Kye suddenly stood and moved to leave the room. Was Logan nearby? Was Kye going to get into trouble again? He had such a knack for sensing when someone was approaching. Not even ten seconds later, Sim appeared at the doorway. It was as if he already knew Sim was coming. Maybe he did. I needed to learn more about these gatekeepers, and what they could do.
“Roomies, you’re home.” She cheered, rushing into the room.
“I’ll leave you girls to catch up,” Kye said as he walked to the doorway. He didn’t turn around as he left, and I couldn’t help but stare at him. He was too confusing, and my head had too much to worry about as it was, but I couldn’t help but wonder: Who was Kye, and what did he mean to me?
 
Returning to college felt strange. Sim stayed in my room for hours, asking me about my vacation, I had supposedly gone to Europe with my grandfather, and then she filled me in on everything that she had to put up with over the break. It seemed her parents were trying to get her to seriously think about her future, and they tortured her with plans they wanted to make, which included a husband. Husband hunting wasn’t on her list of things to do, as she didn’t even currently have a crush. I was sad to find that the new past we shared didn’t include Ty. Without moving into the dorms, there was no way that Ty knew who we were at orientation. He had never run into us, and I lost my best guy friend in one memory. As Sim talked on and on for hours, I couldn’t help but be sad that she didn’t know Ty, either. In my second alternative past I had set them up together. They made a really cute couple, and were a perfect fit if you asked me. I wanted to see my friends happy, and somehow I had a feeling no one was going to be happy in this new version of my life.
School started again and I dreaded it. As I made my way across campus to my first class, I felt Seth’s presence. I tried my best to keep walking while I looked for the right room, but I couldn’t help it. I scanned the lobby of Willings Hall as I entered. Seth was seated next to the window. Melissa was next to him with her hand resting on his thigh as she talked. In less than a week, it looked like Seth had moved on. I wanted to be angry, but I was the one that broke up with him.
“See? Seth will be fine,” Logan said into my ear. I didn’t even know he was in the building. It might have been nice to be graced with some sort of sense of Logan’s presence as I could with Seth. “I made his past the same as it would have been if you never came to college here. He would have been back with Melissa. See? No need to worry about him. He can move on. I made sure they have lots of memories of their first semester being very enjoyable.”
“Thanks,” I said dryly, and tried to walk by. 
I didn’t need the painful details. I needed to leave the lobby quickly before I started to cry. The tears were already welling up in my eyes. I didn’t want Seth to have new memories, and I sure as heck didn’t want him to forget me. It was selfish, and I knew it. He needed to move on, but I didn’t want him to completely forget me. Maybe it would have been easier that way, but I just couldn’t stand the idea that what we had never existed, or that our relationship could only exist in my mind.
I rushed past Logan, and then past Seth. He started to stand, but Ty grabbed his arm to stop him. I hadn’t spoken to Ty since I returned, but he understood me. I was grateful that he was still the guy that became my best friend, even if all our memories were replaced.
I pushed into the nearest bathroom as Logan followed me close behind. At least he had enough decency to not come into the restroom with me. I made it over to the sink before the tears started. It was bad enough that Seth already had a real past with Melissa, I didn’t like knowing that he had a fake one with her now. I wanted him to move on, but I guess I was hoping it would be with someone else that I hadn’t already met. I splashed some cold water on my face. I had to stop the tears and puffiness that came with it.
“Mari?” A female voice called from the bathroom entrance.
I took my cold hands off my forehead and looked to see who entered. I was startled to see Melissa standing there.
“Are you okay?” she asked, concern etched across her face. I had to think back and sort through my new memories. I remember the Melissa I met my first day moving into the dorms—my original first day, my real first day—but this Melissa was different.
“Um, yes,” I replied. “Just not feeling well.” It was a lame response, but my memories were still a little hazy. 
“You rushed off in here and I was worried you didn’t stop to say hi.” She continued to study me. “Logan looked really concerned. I wish my boyfriend were like that.”
I washed my hands again and took a towel to dry them. I could remember a little now of my new past, and we had two classes together. I helped her with a project, and she was so happy she invited me and Sim out with her and her friends. She considered us part of her clique now.
“You really hit the jackpot with Logan. He’s cute, caring, and rich,” she added with a smile and a wiggle of her eyebrows.
“I’m not with Logan,” I quickly replied. That much I knew was true, and if Logan tried to change it, I wouldn’t go along with it.
“Maybe not yet, but I’m sure you will be. You guys are a perfect match. I bet you’d have the most beautiful children together,” she continued, gushing. I wanted to gag. Getting together with Logan wasn’t going to happen, and children were the furthest thing from my mind.
I grabbed my bag from the floor and stood back up to find her reapplying her lipstick.
“I gotta get to class,” I told her as I made my way to the door. I wasn’t trying to be short with her, but it was still too confusing. She looked like the same Melissa, who had endlessly stared daggers at me for months, but she acted like someone else completely.
She touched the edges of her lips to make sure the lipstick was perfect and hurried behind me.
“Are we still on for Friday night?” she asked, before she turned to go back to where Seth was sitting. I kept my focus on her and not Seth.
“Friday night?” I asked, not sure what she was talking about. New and old memories were all a bit mushed together in my mind at the moment. I hoped they would clear up soon.
“Yeah, the plans we made before break,” she answered, like I was silly for forgetting. 
“I’m afraid Mari is mine every Friday for the rest of the semester,” Logan commented, coming from behind and draping his arm around my shoulder.
Melissa smiled at him and wiggled her eyebrows at me. To the outside world I was sure Logan seemed like a good catch, and maybe he was. When he wasn’t holding me as a time traveling hostage with the stupid bracelet, that is. But he just wasn’t for me. I knew what a love of a lifetime felt like, and I didn’t get any of that from Logan. He would always be my first love, and I’d probably have some place in my heart for him forever, but it wasn’t the same. I only hoped it would be enough to convince him how to save my family and friends.
“We really should go on a double date sometime,” Melissa told me.
“That would be fun.” Logan grinned like the Cheshire Cat beside me.
“Loads of it,” I replied sarcastically. Melissa didn’t even notice, but Logan did. He didn’t drop his smile though, and played right along.
“How about Saturday, then?” she suggested. “If you get her every Friday, then you guys should be free Saturday. Seth and I haven’t made plans yet.”
“That sounds great,” Logan replied. “Have Seth text me. Oh, wait, he doesn’t do phones. He’s so ancient.” Melissa laughed with Logan about his joke. 
“Text me, and we’ll be there,” Melissa replied before leaning forward to give me a quick hug. “I told you he’s great,” she whispered in my ear. I didn’t reply, but she didn’t seem to want one. 
“See you Saturday,” she said a little more loudly as she hurried back to Seth.
I didn’t mean to look after her as she left, but I did. I was trying my best to avoid Seth. It was impossible. I caught his eye and saw he was pissed. Shouldn’t I be the one who was mad? He was with Melissa, and obviously made no attempt to correct that idea with anyone, including her, but at least I wasn’t with Logan. Then I realized Logan’s arm was still around me. I shrugged it off and turned to walk to class. I hoped Seth didn’t think I had planned the past we had now. I didn’t have anything to do with it.
“I’ll see you after class,” Logan said as he stopped at the door with me.
I shrugged my reply. I didn’t want to make him mad. I needed him to teach me how to keep everyone safe, but I wasn’t exactly happy with him and this new past he had created. It was getting hard to keep the multiple pasts clear, especially now that I had to deal with people acting completely differently. Melissa had disliked me from the moment she met me, and now, somehow, I was supposed to be her friend. It was a lot to ask of anyone who had a different view of the past.
The teacher was already at the front of the room, and I slid into one of the back desks. She began talking, and my mind immediately drifted to my situation. Everything was getting more complicated by the minute. The teacher began to write on the blackboard. I didn’t remember signing up for Economics, and had no clue why I was even there. My new past wasn’t one of my making, and after my talk with Melissa it all just seemed so confusing. I guess I had to get used to it. This was my life now. Every time someone came to change the past that I remembered, I would have another version of my life in my mind. 
I kind of wished I could go back to when it was easier, but that would have meant never meeting Seth. Even though I couldn’t be with him now, I’d never change our past together. Too bad I had to deal with everything else. The teacher wrote more on the board, and I wrote it down word for word. This semester was going to be hard, if not impossible. I had no clue what I was doing in my life, let alone in school.
I tried to concentrate on what she was writing. I needed to pass to stay in school. I reread what she wrote on the board for a second time before giving up and just copying it down. I would have to figure it out later because it was too hard to focus right now. Welcome back to college, and good luck getting your life together were my only thoughts as I mindlessly filled in my notebook.
 



Chapter 7
Second First Date
 
By the end of the week I couldn’t tell you which memories were what. I had too many memories traveling around in my brain, and many new ones that were more surreal than anything. When I bumped into people I’d met my first semester, more than half of them didn’t know me now. It was hard to pretend like I didn’t know who they were. Then there were the new ones that seemed to be my best friends, and it wasn’t just Melissa. All her other friends would greet me when we passed between classes. The same girls that tried to trip me up when I had lunch with Seth just months ago were all caring and happy to see me. It was a little bizarre.
After our initial encounter at school, Seth, Ty, and Dee all seemed to avoid me. I missed Seth greatly, but at least he was still around. In fact I could feel him everywhere I went. He was doing a good job at purposely avoiding anything that would make us see each other as well. I missed Ty and Dee, too. I wasn’t too fond of Dee to begin with, but he turned out to be a pretty good guy. I didn’t even have the chance to thank him for playing the role of dutiful servant that Seth had lent to protect my mother. I really missed Ty, though. He was a big reason I was going through with my deal with Logan, and yet it seemed like he wanted nothing to do with me now. Did he think I betrayed Seth? That had to be it. Ty and Dee were both loyal to Seth. I had to cut Seth out of my life, but I guess I didn’t see how that would also force me to cut out Ty and Dee.
I was happy when Friday came around until I realized that I had promised Logan to give him a chance, and had agreed to a date. I really wasn’t in the mood to go on a date, but I didn’t have a choice. That was what my life was coming down to. I didn’t have much of a choice about anything.
“What time are you heading out?” Kye asked, sticking his head in my doorway.
I shrugged. It really didn’t matter. I was dressed as Logan asked, wearing an outfit that Logan had actually picked out. The dress had been waiting for me when I entered my room after my class. From the style of it, we were going to someplace expensive and completely unnecessary. That was Logan’s courting technique, and it hadn’t changed. The fitted dark green, almost black dress actually looked good with my bright-red hair, and the sparkles made me twinkle like the goddess when I spun, but I wasn’t about to admit to Logan that he had good taste. His ego was already too inflated.
“I know you’re new to all of this, but do you miss it?” Kye asked, sitting down on my bed and picking up my line-laced arm.
“Time traveling?” I asked.
“Yes.” Kye turned my arm over to see the lines better.
“I don’t know,” I honestly replied. “So far I’ve only time traveled to do something that I had to accomplish. It wasn’t like I was going on joy rides through history to see the most important moments as they happened.”
Kye set my arm down and nodded. “Now that would be fun.”
I smiled at him. I really thought that would be fun, but I was trapped. Logan was still not going to take the bracelet off, so I couldn’t travel even if I wanted to. I stood up and grabbed the necklace Logan left for me to wear.
“Now this isn’t just something else to keep me from time traveling?” I asked Kye.
Kye shook his head. “If you’d like, I can put it on first and show you it comes off again.”
I laughed as he moved to do so. The large, bright turquoise-like blue stone and dainty chain just didn’t seem like his type of jewelry.
“No, this isn’t something to stop you. I think it’s just a lavish gift for Logan to shower you with. It’s kind of his hallmark in wooing a lady, you know.” Kye stood and took the chain from me as I fumbled to get it on right.
I turned around and held up my hair. Kye weaved his arms underneath mine and draped the stone on my neck. I felt the stone as it touched my bare chest. It was warm, but then again, so were Kye’s hands that were securing the stone. Kye stepped back, and I dropped my hair. I turned for him and curtsied.
“Do I look good enough to go out with Prince Logan?” I asked, more teasing than serious, until I saw Kye’s face. His mouth was hanging open. I quickly wiped my face and checked my skirt. Was something out of place?
“I never pictured you like this,” Kye replied, covering up his awe.
“What are you doing, picturing the person your brother likes?” I teased, trying to break Kye’s serious mood. Kye was always too serious. I couldn’t imagine what his life had been like to do that to him.
Kye backed up instantly and looked toward the doorway. Someone must have been coming down the hall. I turned to see who was there.
“Mari, are you…?” Logan began from the hallway, but stopped when he saw me standing there. “You look stunning.” Logan continued to stand and stare. Cool, collected Logan was nowhere to be found. Instead, I had a new Logan to look at. He seemed awed, and even a bit shy compared to the normal Logan I knew. Yes, there was a lot I didn’t know about him.
“Umm, thanks,” I replied. He had picked out the whole outfit, after all. I sure hoped that meant he would like it. “Ready to go?” I asked.
Logan stayed in the doorway, just staring.
“Do I have something on my face?” I asked, feeling for a second time already that there was something I didn’t understand.
Logan shook his head. “No. It’s just been a long time since I’ve seen you dressed up. It’s nice.”
“I sure hope you think so,” I replied. “I don’t appreciate heels; enjoy them while you still can.” I tried to joke. Logan was almost as serious as Kye now. At least Logan smiled at my attempt to lighten the mood in the room.
“Are you ready for our date?” Logan asked, his tone returning to its normal, confident self.
“I suppose. Not going to give me any details?” I asked in return.
“Nope,” Logan replied. 
Logan stepped into my room and stopped to look at me again. His smile and flirting posture were gone. He truly was looking at me with open, hopeful eyes. He saw this as a chance to start over, and I had to do my best to try. I couldn’t let thoughts of Seth drift into my mind. Things were over with him. I had to let him go and move on with my life for his sake, as well as for Ty and my mother. Logan truly smiled at me, and it threw me off guard. Normally, he was serious. His smile was identical to Kye’s. Logan offered me his arm.
“You and Kye really are alike,” I commented, taking his arm and wrapping my hand around his bicep. “I don’t know how genes work, but boy do you two seem to have a lot in common.”
“I’d sure hope so,” Logan answered, leading me downstairs. Logan helped me into a new winter coat that seemed to go with the dress.
“You know I already have a coat,” I answered. 
“You mean your Minnesota, keep-you-from-freezing coat?” he asked.
I nodded. My bright purple, puffy coat that went all the way down past my knees was hanging by the back door. It would look a bit out of place over the nice dress and all, but it worked. Once we got wherever we were going, I’d take it off anyway.
“This looks better,” Logan replied wrapping the black, wool, knee-length coat around me.
“And will allow me to freeze before we get to the car,” I replied. It was a nice coat, but it wasn’t made for a Minnesota winter.
Logan slipped his own coat on and took my hand in his. Instantly we were no longer in our living room, but in the lobby of a building. It took me a minute to orient myself. Logan had traveled without warning me, and I was a little dizzy.
“Where are we?” I asked, walking to the nearest window once I stopped feeling like I was on a ship. It was floor-length, I could see the cars zooming by outside, and the building across the street was taller than I could see the top of. Logan didn’t answer as I looked further down the street and nodded, understanding where we were. It was way too familiar to not know. We were back in Chicago. 
“I wanted our first official date to be one that we couldn’t be interrupted from. I figure nine hours away would keep anyone from finding us if they came looking,” Logan explained. So he was worried that Seth wasn’t accepting the new future Logan planned. That was interesting. Why would he worry? Did he know something that I didn’t? 
“And why the coats then if we’re not going outside?” I asked. He must have spent quite a lot of money on the dress alone, but the coat had to be double that of the dress. It was typical for Logan to throw money around, but I still needed to ask.
“We need to keep up appearances,” Logan replied. “Time travel 101: you need to fit in, no matter where you go. If we showed up at the restaurant in the middle of winter without a coat, someone might find it strange.”
That actually made sense. 
Logan led the way from the windows and to the elevator. I wasn’t exactly sure what building we were in, but it did feel familiar. There were too many buildings in Chicago for me to know them all, but I was certain that at some point I had been in this one. Logan pushed the button to the ninety-fifth floor, and I knew then. We were going to the Signature Room, located in one of the highest floors of the Hancock Building. I knew why it was very familiar. It had been the restaurant of our first date years ago. Now everything was falling back together. I hadn’t really been paying attention as I got dressed, as I really didn’t care to be dating Logan. But I knew now. The dress and the necklace were both similar to those I wore on that night. Possibly they were exactly the same. I looked over at Logan as the elevator progressed. He could see me getting what was going on, and he smiled at my recollection. His face told me everything. I was sure they weren’t just similar. They were the exact same. I touched the jewel at my neck. It was given to me by my mother. Why didn’t I recognize it earlier? I really must have been out of it. It wasn’t long after Logan and I broke up that it went missing. My mother fretted over it, but eventually gave up looking for it.
“I went back and borrowed everything for tonight,” Logan explained sheepishly. “I promise I’ll return them.”
I touched the necklace. “Mind if I keep this?” I asked. “It goes missing in a week or so anyways in the past.”
Logan laughed. “I’d take a guess that this might be the reason it goes missing.”
I never thought of that. If I kept it now, it would for sure go missing, but if I let him take it back, would it still go missing? Did I want to take the chance? My mother got it for me when I was really young, but it was on this first date that she allowed me to wear it for the first time. I didn’t want to take the chance it would disappear again. What harm would it do to keep it now?
I shrugged. “Probably is the reason,” I replied. “But I want to keep it anyway.”
The elevator slowed down and stopped. The doors opened, and Logan stepped forward before he held out his hand. I looked at him. The moment was too surreal. I felt like I had lived it before, but it wasn’t a messed-with memory. Logan had planned everything. I had lived this same moment before. I remembered that night perfectly. It was my first date. Logan was handsome. He was the cutest guy I had ever met, and he was asking me out. Me, of all people. He had his pick of any girl, and he had asked me. I spent hours trying to find the perfect dress with my friends. After I did, my mother gave me the necklace to wear. She said she had been keeping it safe until I grew up. My first real date was her sign that I was growing up. 
Logan arrived at my house and spoke with both my mother and grandfather before taking me to this exact building. I don’t think I said more than a few words to him on the ride because I was too nervous. Everything about Logan made me nervous: the way he looked in his freshly pressed suit, the glances he stole as he drove, the smile on his face when he didn’t know I was looking. Now he was waiting with his hand outstretched. I took it in mine and felt the warmth from it spread into my arm. As much as I didn’t want to be connected to Logan, I was and always would be. There was too much history.
My stomach fluttered with nerves as he tucked my hand into the crook of his arm. Confidently, he walked us to the maître de. I didn’t listen as they talked, and tried to ignore the flutter in my stomach. From where we stood I could already see the expansive floor-to-ceiling windows that displayed the city. All the blinking lights were a good distraction. At least until the memories came rushing back again. It was too similar. Being with Logan in the exact place of our first date was just like I remembered. It was the one and only time he didn’t cut out and leave me in the middle of a date. It was the one date where we were just the two of us, alone, no time travel interference, no excuses. It was the one time he was honest with me, and was really completely there. I had nothing but happy memories of that date, but everything else was still hard to look back at nicely.
“Earth to Mari,” Logan said softly into my ear. His breath tickled, and I couldn’t help the little giggle that came out.
Logan grinned and led me behind the older man that was taking us to our seats. Pulling out my chair, Logan waited for me to sit before he sat himself. I took the napkin and placed it across my lap while a waiter magically appeared and handed me a menu.
I began to look through the options. Logan reached across the closed my menu.
“We’d like the beef filet and sautéed salmon,” Logan informed the waiter. The man nodded to Logan and walked briskly away. I wanted to complain, but Logan was choosing correctly. Salmon had always been my favorite.
Without the waiter as a distraction, or a menu to read, I turned and looked out the window we were seated by. We had the best seats in the house, but I’d expected no less from Logan. I always felt uncomfortable spending money like him, but if you were a prince in another life I guess it was normal. Our beach house at college had to be like a shack to him after how he’d lived in all his different times. 
Logan’s eyes were upon me, but I continued to stare outside. The bright lights twinkled all around us and the skyline was laid out perfectly for me to see. I wanted to look past Logan to the lake, but I kept my eyes on the city. Light snowflakes were falling. It was magical.
“It’s beautiful,” I commented as the snow picked up a bit.
“Sure is,” Logan replied, continuing to stare at me.
I finally looked at him. He didn’t even try to look away, or pretend like he wasn’t staring.
“If you’d give me a chance,” Logan began. I wanted to look away, but as soon as I began to turn my head, Logan’s hand shot forward and stopped me. His warm hand caressed my face as he kept me looking at him. “I can make you happy again. I made you happy once; and I still can. You just need to let go of Seth. He’s not your soulmate. I am.”
I didn’t know how to respond, and was relieved when the waiter returned with bread and our salads. Logan took his hand back, but he was still staring intensely at me. He was waiting for some sort of response, but I had none. Logan wasn’t my soulmate and never would be. You didn’t get to choose your soulmate. It just happened. Seth, with or without me, was the only one I was ever going to love like that. Logan wouldn’t understand, and I couldn’t tell him because I feared losing his help to save everyone I cared for.
I concentrated on my salad, and kept my mouth full to avoid talking. Logan was much slower with his own salad, and he was clearly thinking about something. The waiter returned with more food. I was happy to have something else to keep me quiet. Before I met Seth, I didn’t want to be quiet with Logan. We had, at one time, had a lot of fun together; I just didn’t know what to say now. Logan wasn’t the person I remembered. I was beginning to think he never was.
As we finished our meal in silence, Logan sighed loudly to get my attention.
“You still don’t like this lifestyle, do you?” he asked.
I was surprised he even noticed. I had never liked the rich, posh life he lived. His house was amazing, and I loved to walk through it, but it was never someplace I felt comfortable in. It never felt like a home. It was like walking around in a museum. Logan didn’t seem to see it that way, but it was. When we were out and he was spending money like water, I was also uncomfortable. The stares that went along with Logan Jones were nothing I had ever gotten used to. With flashy cars and even flashier clothing, he was always noticed. He wanted to be noticed. I was fine being overlooked. In our past, he could understand me about as well as I understood him. That he saw how uncomfortable the restaurant was to me was a bit of a surprise. He never noticed that much before.
Logan signed the bill and stood up. I didn’t even realize he had the check in his hand. I really was spacing out as I stared out the windows. He offered me his hand to help me up.
As we entered the elevator, he shook his head. I looked at him quizzically. What did that mean?
“Some things never change, do they?” he asked. I had no idea what he was talking about. “I remember our first date years ago. You were so shy that I didn’t notice that you weren’t having fun. You’re still not having fun. This doesn’t impress you, or make you happy. I’ve had a lot of time to reflect on everything. I didn’t understand you. I didn’t try to understand you. I’ll do better this time if you let me.”
I had no idea how to respond. I had just broken Seth’s heart not even a week ago, and my own in the process. I couldn’t imagine just moving on. My heart wasn’t ready to love again, and I doubted it ever would be. I didn’t want a new boyfriend, but it seemed like Logan wasn’t about to give up. To finally hear that Logan actually cared about me was a shock as well. I had spent the last few months of our relationship wondering why he kept breaking promise after promise and leaving me stranded. I felt like he cared nothing for me. Even after learning that he had been time traveling, I still got the feeling he cared more for his job than our relationship. Now he was the exact opposite, and I didn’t know what to make of all of it.
Luckily Logan wasn’t looking for a reply this time. He stayed silent during our quick descent back to the first floor, and let me ponder what he had said. As we neared the bottom, he turned to me.
“There’s still something between us,” Logan said quietly, as he reached up and tucked a loose strand of hair behind my ear. 
The door dinged, and he took my hand in his as he led us back out to the front door of the building. He stopped by the glass doors and looked at the magical snow. As beautiful as it was up above, it was even better down where it was collecting on various objects like the signs and stoplights that lined the street. I reached down to button my woolen coat and went to let go of Logan’s hand to do so when he tightened his grip.
“No need for that,” he replied, loosening his hand now that I wasn’t letting go. “Now that you know my secret, we can travel in an instant. It’s much easier and much warmer.”
It took me a moment to orient myself after we instantly appeared in a new location. I had practiced the time traveling thing a lot over the last semester and I was getting used to it, but it was different with him controlling it. I felt a bit wobbly, and he placed a hand on my back to steady me as I got my bearings. I cautiously looked once when moving my head wouldn’t tip me over. I immediately recognized the polished marble floors and two-story columns lining the walls around us. We were in the Chicago Field Museum of Natural History. 
I looked around the dimly lit museum. It was closed and completely empty. We didn’t walk up its polished white steps. Instead, he just popped us right inside next to the bones of the T-rex, Sue. In the lowered ceiling lights, Sue loomed over us with lit spotlights still on her. I had been in many museums over my lifetime, but never alone after one was closed. It was strange to be standing there, just Logan and me, but it was also very magical. The lights on the exhibits were still on, but there were no bright ceiling lights, no parents pulling kids around, no bored-looking teenage workers waiting for their shift to be done. The floors shone like they had just been cleaned, and the ridge around the open staircase was lit enough for us to both see. Logan was watching me, not making a sound.
“Mr. Jones, I didn’t hear you enter,” a security guard said, coming up beside us, his shoes clicking on the waxed marble floors.
“Sorry about that, Miller,” Logan replied, looping his arm around me. “I couldn’t keep my lady out in the cold.” Logan leaned down and kissed the top of my head.
The man that had once kept the house together for Seth, Dee, and Ty was standing there now, looking at me. A flash of recognition crossed his face, but he hid it quickly while Logan was kissing my head.
“Not a problem,” Miller said. “All the exhibits are turned on, like you requested. Take your time and enjoy.” Miller tipped his hat to us, catching my eye one last time before he turned to leave. What did that mean? Was Miller a time traveler? Was he another one of those Logan had trapped? He moved on too fast for me to look for any clues.
“Animals or people?” Logan asked, pointing to the left and then the right and distracting me from my thoughts.
I had been to the museum what felt like over a hundred times. With my grandfather’s line of business in antiques, the museum was always a favorite destination of ours. Starting out when I was very little, my grandfather instilled the love of history in me. I loved to walk among the models of everything from animals to ancient cultures. I wanted to be able to picture being there, and I especially loved the Egyptian section of the museum. I wondered about that now, but had to let it go. It was very possible Logan was right, and my father wouldn’t be happy to see me or my mother.
“Animals,” I replied, not intentionally going that direction, but finding myself wandering to the pyramid that leads down to the Egypt exhibit. I meant to make our way through the birds following along the back corridor to the lions of Tsavo, but my feet had another idea. 
“I could have guessed this was the direction you were going,” Logan replied a bit dryly, but covered up his sarcasm with a charming smile.
I shrugged. I hadn’t meant to upset him. There was something about the exhibit that always drew me in that direction. I had a better feeling why now, but I was unsure how much Logan knew of my family. His anger suggested jealousy that I was wandering around the Egypt exhibit just to remember Seth. I got the feeling he didn’t know my father was Egyptian. For now, until my mother told me more, I wanted to keep it to myself.
“I kind of have a thing for dioramas,” I added. And, strangely enough, I did. It was always one of my favorite things to do growing up. I loved to make displays like the ones I saw in the museum. Something about looking at those little people posed in a display case made me wonder more about their culture. It made those ancient artifacts seem more real, but not as much as time traveling did now for me.
Logan laughed. “You’re such a dork.”
“Gosh, Logan, don’t you know the way to a woman’s heart?” I teased back. Logan laughed again. It was strange to be teasing him, but it felt natural, like we had done it a hundred times, and in our good moments together we probably had.
Logan was in a better mood now, and he stayed beside me as I looked at the pyramid entrance. I remembered my first time walking through it with my grandfather. I couldn’t have been more than five or six years old. It was strange how I felt very connected to everything in the exhibit then. I didn’t understand then, but now I did. Part of me was that past I was about to see. Who knew, maybe even one of my relatives was a mummy on the floor below.
“You always did like this place,” Logan said as he slowed. 
I could feel him watching me, but I couldn’t help but focus on the stone walls around me. They were marked with hieroglyphs, and it made me want to travel to Egypt to get to be able to read them like I could speak and read ancient Nahrin and Assyrian languages. I kept my hands curled into fists to avoid walking around, touching everything like a small child. It called to me when I was younger, but the pull was even stronger now. I had to find my way to Egypt, and I had to meet my father, no matter if he wanted my mother back or not. I needed to see him.
“I was a little kid when King Tut came through, and even now I can still remember seeing that golden tomb. I wondered what sort of man could have his resting place paved with gold. It mesmerized me from the moment I first saw the picture. Once I saw it in person, my grandfather couldn’t get me to move. I spent over an hour staring at that golden tomb,” I explained as we climbed downstairs to the full exhibit.
“I might need to go back in time and see that,” Logan replied, keeping a few feet behind me. That sounded strange, but I was getting used to the time travel thing. He didn’t sound half as weird as he should have sounded saying that.
I stopped at the first set of figures depicting how the dead were prepared. The little Egyptian people wore the same little white skirt as Seth. My heart ached to see it. These were his people depicted below, tanned men in little skirts preparing a body for burial. They were my people. It was strange to think that.
I took a few more steps, but stopped. I didn’t have it in me to go forward and see the mummies. It used to be my favorite part, but now I couldn’t. They were much more real to me since I could go back in time and talk to any one of those people lying in the next room. Logan waited beside me. I don’t know if he understood my dilemma or not, but I couldn’t get my feet to move forward.
“I guess I really do like dioramas better,” I answered, wishing there were more on other parts of Egyptian life. What was life like for my father? It couldn’t have been all military campaigns all the time. He had to have a home. Probably even a wife and kids by now. I would have siblings.
“What are you thinking inside that head of yours?” Logan asked, stepping closer to me and peering at my face curiously.
I shrugged. “I wish there were more dioramas of Egypt that I could see. Really, I’m just a dorky girl wanting to see more models of the past.”
Logan laughed and stepped in closer to me. He took my arms, and we were once again in a new location. I closed my eyes and let the travel dizzies settle before I looked to see where we were. It was vaguely familiar, but I really couldn’t place it. We were in some sort of museum again, but I didn’t know the name. I had been to many around the world, and with Logan’s powers, I had no clue where we were now.
“Are you just going to whiz me all over the world to look at museums in the dark?” I asked.
“If it would make you happy,” Logan replied. He reached down and took my hand in his. “Best not to let go of me in case we need to make a quick exit.”
“So we’re going to break into museums then?” I asked with a laugh. It was funny to think that we would be breaking in just to walk around. 
“Hey, if Mari wants to see dioramas, then that’s what she shall get,” Logan replied in his princely voice.
“Fine, lead the way,” I said, and Logan began to walk.
We didn’t go more than a few feet before the glass cases beside us had tiny people in them. I paused to look, not letting go of Logan’s hand. It was more little Egyptian people. There were great big pillars within the diorama, and they were being painted. I smiled. I had seen these types of dioramas many times, but I never pictured them life-sized until now.
“If you like your men in shendyts, I can always just walk around the house in a towel. Basically, it’s the same effect,” Logan commented as I peered closer at the Egyptian men.
I turned a smacked his chest. “That’s not what I’m looking at.”
Logan laughed.
“I never imagined the past was this colorful. I always thought people who made these just liked to paint things. The past always equaled brown, broken-down ruins for me. It isn’t though, is it?” I replied. I kind of wished I could go to the exact place I was looking at and see it being done.
“No, it isn’t,” Logan answered.
I walked to the next window and peered inside. There, the large temple from the one before stood completed. Inside the courtyard was filled with at least a hundred or more soldiers, charioteers in the front with one man leading them. I glanced at the plaque and read the name: Ramses II. Who hadn’t heard of Ramses? I looked closer at the little figures, and could imagine the men in Seth’s camp. This scene before me felt real. It might not have looked like this exactly, but things like this did happen in the past. People like Ramses existed. 
“How many of these men do you think returned home?” Logan asked.
I looked up at him. I wasn’t thinking that, but it would be a good question. I shrugged.
“Not as many as that left with their hero Ramses,” Logan replied, now looking at the little figures with me. “They said he came from the blood of gods, but he was just a man, like every other person there. War isn’t as beautiful as it’s made to look here. Many don’t return. Even good men, even well-trained soldiers don’t come back alive.”
I got the hint. Seth would be one of those men. He was military. His family was military. Seth’s only fate was to serve a pharaoh like Ramses on whatever quest he was called to do.
“Let go of him in your heart, and I will teach you how to save them all,” Logan replied, still looking at the figures.
Clicking heels got both of our attentions, and we were back in Chicago immediately. Logan looked past my head and behind me. I turned to see Kye shimmer into view.
“Logan, we have a slight issue,” Kye said. Logan looked at Kye and nodded.
“I’m sorry to cut our date short,” Logan said to me as I stood there, looking between them. At least this time he was telling me, and not leaving me to find out he wasn’t going to return from the restroom.
“Is everything okay?” Miller asked, approaching us.
“Yes,” Logan replied. “We need to head back now.” 
Miller nodded and turned to walk away. I opened my mouth to ask about Miller when Kye interrupted.
“I can stay with Mari at the house while you sort it out.”
Logan took my hand as I looked at Miller. He glanced back only briefly as we faded. Logan let go of my hand and disappeared a second time after leaving me in my room with Kye. I looked over at Kye and was about to ask about Miller, but instead I kept quiet. One by one, people I had already met were becoming connected to everything in ways that I never imagined. What more was there to hide? Would Kye tell me? I doubted it. He said he was there to help me, but obviously he was there to help Logan. I wanted to trust him, yet I was still unsure how he was linked to everything.
 



Chapter 8
Disaster of a Double Date
 
I wasn’t looking forward to my double date with Seth and Melissa. After looking at all the models of Egyptians the day before, my dreams were filled with images of Seth. He filled not only my waking, but also my sleeping thoughts now. How was I to let go of him if even my unconscious was thinking of him? It was impossible to get my heart to let go, and my subconscious mind was determined to hang onto him, too. Tonight wasn’t going to be rewarding for either my heart or subconscious. Seth wasn’t going to be my date, he was going to be Melissa’s. How was I expected to deal with that? And then Logan wanted me to see him and only him. My life was getting too complicated. Having to get through this double date was just icing on the cake.
I finished getting dressed and pulled my hair back into a ponytail. We weren’t going anywhere fancy like the day before, and I appreciated that. I was almost ready to go when I went to put my necklace on. I felt like I needed to wear it all the time now to keep it from disappearing again. It had left me once, and I didn’t want to lose it again. The blue turquoise stone served as a reminder to me that I was doing all of it for my mother, my friends, and for Seth. The necklace that I had lost years before was enough to keep me grounded. I thought about how nice it was to have it back as I clasped it around my neck, but I was just as happy to be wearing jeans with my sweater. This time we didn’t have to fake travel, which meant warm clothes and winter outside.
Logan waited downstairs for me. He hadn’t returned the night before, and Kye had stayed with me. He even insisted that he sleep in my room on the window seat. I had no clue what that meant, but I didn’t ask. I had a feeling I didn’t want to be part of Logan’s schemes.
The more people I learned about, who were stuck in times that were not their own, the more I wondered about what Logan had been doing for years. I was planning to go against the goddess to save my friends, but I still didn’t know why Logan had figured out how to do what he was going to show me. Why could he possibly want to keep people from their times? It didn’t look like the three servants were upset with him, but I didn’t speak their language, so there was really no telling for sure. I was being kept in my time against my will. Were they also? Logan knew a lot about time travel. I wanted to learn, but other things I was fine being in the dark about. Kye showing up in the middle of our first date to pull Logan away was one of those times I was sure I wanted to remain ignorant about.
I hurried downstairs after I saw that we would be late, and found Kye on the couch watching TV. He had spent a large part of his time back watching TV. It was as if he were studying the twenty-first century through the shows he found. I mean, it is called reality TV after all, but it was hard to get him to understand there was very little reality to it at all.
Logan was standing by the couch, watching outside, as I came down the stairs. He turned, holding my coat out for me. Yep, I was running really late. Oh well. It wasn’t like I wanted to go anyway. The less time we had to spend at dinner with Seth and Melissa, the better.
It was a quiet drive to the restaurant. Logan was off in his own world, and I was busy staring at the scenery as it passed. Winter was beautiful in the North Country, but really cold. It was best to view it from inside.
When we finally parked, I didn’t want to leave the warm car.
“You can’t just beam us in?” I asked Logan, feeling the cold seep into the car immediately after he shut off the engine.
Logan smiled for the first time since our date the night before. “And what will everyone think when we just show up inside?”
“That they missed us entering?” I replied. It wasn’t feasible, but it was worth a try.
“Sorry, princess, but you’ll have to endure. You kind of deserve having to be tortured by the cold, you know,” Logan added. “You choose to go this far north for college. There are plenty of good choices in Chicago, or even Florida.” I got the distinct feeling that Logan wasn’t a fan of the cold at all, even less than I was at that moment. I was glad to see him smile. It was going to be an even longer meal if he was mad. 
We got out of the car, and Logan threw his arm around me as we hurried to the front door. His little bit of extra warmth was appreciated, until I entered and found Seth just inside the doorway watching us. His face was smiling, but his eyes were not. I cringed a little bit on the inside. That wasn’t a great start. He was going to think I really was with Logan.
“Mari,” Melissa called to me, taking me from Logan’s arms to hug me quickly, like we hadn’t just seen each other days ago. I still wasn’t used to this Melissa, or rather, this nice Melissa. It was too weird. I had all the old memories, even if she didn’t.
Melissa continued to hold onto me as we were shown to our seats. Logan got in on one side of the booth, and Seth on the other. Melissa let go to slide in next to Seth, and I had to sit with Logan, even if it felt like I was betraying Seth in the process. My darn heart wasn’t letting me have an easy time with any of this. I hated myself enough as it was, but it was difficult to have to deal with the date and seeing Seth beside Melissa. Logan smiled, and pretended to be happy to be there, but Seth wasn’t even trying. He was scowling at Logan. I didn’t catch what was said between them as Melissa talked to me, but I was sure it wasn’t good.
“So Logan was telling me the other day in calculus that you dated him once back in high school,” Melissa said as the waiter gave us menus.
“Um, yes,” I replied, not as enthusiastically as it should have been. This was going to be impossible. How was I expected to convince Logan I was into him, and moving on from Seth, when I was worried about every word that came out of my mouth? I didn’t want Seth to get the wrong idea. This double date was a horrible idea.
“Then why’d you break up?” Melissa asked, prying into our dating life further.
“You know, going off to college and all,” I said, not exactly telling the truth. What was I supposed to say? Well, he was a crappy boyfriend that was running off and leaving me alone all the time, but you know, it’s all fine now because he was time traveling and had no choice. Part of his job and all. Yep, that would work.
“But you’re at the same school,” Melissa commented, very confused.
Logan threw his arm around my shoulders. I tried not to look at Seth’s face. “I wasn’t planning to go here, but I couldn’t stay away from her. Mari was the one I let get away, and I had to follow her. I had to win her back.”
“Maybe she left you for a reason,” Seth suggested as the waiter returned. “Running away from you could be the big hint on this one,” he quickly added before the waiter took our order.
A glare passed between them as Melissa ordered, unaware of the situation.
“Aw.” Melissa turned back to us. “I think it’s romantic that he followed her off to school. That means he really cares.”
“Oh, I do really care. Thankfully, she didn’t find a replacement for me, and I have a chance to woo her all over again.” Logan picked up his drink and took a sip. He was challenging Seth, and Seth wasn’t going to back down from it.
“I need to use the restroom,” I stated, standing and causing Logan’s arm to fall off of me. Seth was getting too pissed. This date wasn’t going to work after all.
“I can go with you,” Melissa suggested. I nodded. With Melissa away, maybe they could get it all out of their systems and go back to playing nice by the time we returned—if either of them knew how to play nice. 
Melissa shadowed me to the back of the restaurant as I followed the signs. She kept raving about Logan as she talked about what a great boyfriend he was. If it wasn’t for my deal with Logan, I would have turned and told her that she could date him if she thought he was that great. But it wasn’t fair to Logan. He truly was putting in the effort. I had promised to try to get to know the real Logan. He was different from before. Unfortunately, my heart was already taken, and even after breaking up it didn’t matter. Seth would always have it.
After we had finished in the restroom, we made our way back to the table. I hoped the boys had sorted their differences out, and we could finish the meal. As we reached the two guys, I realized I had to go back to the restroom.
“I’ll be right back,” I told them. “I forgot my purse.”
I hurried back to grab it before they began their fight again. I was unsure if they were even trying to keep their disdain from Melissa, but I didn’t need her asking more about that. Seth’s interest in me was enough to make her hate me the first time. I didn’t want to know what she would be like now if she found out that he and I had a past. This time I would be a friend betraying her, not just a stranger.
I stepped outside the restroom, and was immediately pulled around the corner where waiters and waitresses bustled past. I would have normally fought such treatment, but I knew whose hands they were as soon as he touched me.
“Why are you doing this?” Seth asked.
“Doing what?” I asked back.
“I know you don’t want to be with him,” Seth replied. I hated that he knew that. I hated that he wasn’t convinced and moving on. I hated that he didn’t blame and hate me. “So why are you?”
“How do you know I don’t want to be with him?” It was the only reply I could think of at the moment.
“Because you love me.” Seth stared intently into my eyes, daring me to disagree with him. 
“Seth, you need to move on,” I told him, avoiding his accusation, which was true.
“I’m not moving on. I never will,” Seth answered. He was clearly still upset over Logan playing boyfriend with me.
“Well, we can’t be together,” I replied, crossing my arms to keep from reaching out to him. The warm fuzzies in my arms where he was touching me were still there. They were calling for me to touch him back. It was hard not to.
“Who says? Logan? He doesn’t get to tell us what to do.” 
Seth was angry, and I didn’t blame him. I was furious about the situation at first, but now I was just sad. I had to give up my dream of a life with Seth in order to keep his own life from ending early. I could never tell him that as he wouldn’t care. But I cared, and I cared enough for the both of us. I needed Seth to live. If that meant I had to give him up, then that was what I’d do.
“I say… I say we can’t be together.” It hurt to tell him that.
“What?” Seth asked. Pain laced his voice. He was fine blaming Logan for everything, but he needed to know it was also my decision. Logan was the one making me do it, but it was ultimately still my choice.
“I say we can’t be together,” I repeated. It hurt to say, but he needed to know.
“Why?” he asked.
I didn’t reply. I couldn’t tell him the real reason, so I added nothing more.
“Why don’t you trust me enough to tell me the truth?” Seth asked.
“The truth is we’re done. We can’t be together anymore. I’m sorry, but that’s it,” I replied.
Seth finally let go of my arms. He pulled back and stared at me.
“Was it all a lie then? Did you really ever mean what you said to me?” Seth asked.
I bit my tongue. I wanted to say, yes, I meant it all, but that would just make him fight the truth more. I needed him to let go so that I could let go. I wasn’t strong enough to do it myself. I would greedily string him along forever if I could and get away with it.
Seth stepped back more. “Did you ever truly love me?”
I looked down at the ground. Yes, I had loved him then, and I loved him now, but that didn’t change anything. We still couldn’t be together.
“Fine, Mari. I want you to tell me what’s going on, but I can see that you won’t. I hate that you won’t let me help you. Fine. You get your wish. We’re done. I’ll stop bugging you,” Seth added, defeated. His anger was gone and replaced by sadness. I hated to do that to him. I hated to hear it in his voice.
I finally looked back up to see the back of him as he walked away. I waited a few moments as the tears came. It was truly over with us. Our life together would never be. It stung, and I couldn’t help but cry. Seth was my soulmate, and there was nothing Logan could do to change that. Logan could be the nicest person in the world, and the most devoted significant other from this day for the rest of our lives, but it wouldn’t be the same. No one could ever replace Seth.
After wiping my tears away, I made my way back to our table. I was surprised to find Logan sitting there alone. He had his phone out and was busy speaking to someone. He didn’t even notice me as I approached. I waited until he was done before sitting across from him.
“Did they head out?” I asked.
“Yeah. Seth said something about not feeling well, and they left. Melissa offered to nurse him back to health.” Logan grinned. “I have a feeling he has a case of broken heart-itis if I assessed things correctly.”
How could Logan be happy about someone else’s misery?
 
We returned to the car after dinner to find Kye waiting for us inside. Logan immediately disappeared to take care of whatever they were up to. Kye was left to drive me home, but since he really wasn’t from our time, I took the keys to drive myself. I did try to unsuccessfully kick Kye out and make him time travel back to wherever he came from, but he refused to leave me alone. I was pretty sure that was Logan’s doing and not Kye’s.
When we got back to the house, I just wanted to be alone. It didn’t take much to understand that wasn’t going to be the case because of Logan’s orders. Kye followed me right upstairs to my bedroom.
“Please,” I asked him, “I promise not to run anywhere. Where would I go anyway? It’s freezing out. My only time traveling friends hate me. I’m stuck here.” I pulled at the bracelet that was still secure around my wrist. I really couldn’t go anywhere. Logan had to stop worrying that I was going to physically run away.
Kye rolled his eyes at me. “Do you really think I’m with you to prevent you from traveling?”
I looked at him. Why else was he on twenty-four-hour duty when Logan left? I waited for him to explain. Yes, I thought he was with me to keep me from spoiling whatever plans Logan had.
“I’ve been here so that you aren’t alone. I’m your friend, Mari,” Kye replied. “I know what it’s like to not have friends, and Logan’s done a very good job keeping all yours away. I don’t want you to feel like you’re all alone in this. I’m here, and will be for as long as you want me to be.”
“Really?” I asked.
“Guaranteed,” Kye replied.
How could he guarantee that? Kye was from the future. What was keeping him in the past? How could he be sure he wasn’t going off somewhere whenever the goddess or Logan decided?
“How?” I asked. I couldn’t believe that Kye was going to stay. So far no one I cared about stayed with me. 
I wanted to be alone to wallow in my isolation. Kye was correct. I was all alone now. Seth, Ty, Dee were all mad at me, and rightfully so. Sim wasn’t the same girl that I was friends with when we shared a room. Melissa wanted to be my best friend, but I still couldn’t forget the way she acted when I was with Seth. It was all a mess, and one thing was for sure: Kye was right. He was the last friend I had left in this weird, time travel world I was a part of now.
“How about I stay here and distract you?” Kye suggested. “We could play twenty questions, and you can ask me anything about my life and the future.” He was tempting me. I did want to know more about Kye. Even though he was strangely protective of me, and actually really nice, there was much mystery to him.
“And what would Prince Logan think of that?” I asked. I was sure it was Logan’s orders that kept Kye from telling me everything I wanted to know.
Kye shrugged. “There are things I can’t say specifically; like Logan, I can’t break a promise. But I learned from the best how to get around that. I might have to be vague, but I can try to answer anything.”
Why did he have to tempt me so? I really did want to wallow a bit in my self-pity. Ugh. There were many questions in my mind that I wanted to ask him. I sighed, and finally nodded back at him.
“Fine. You can stay if you’re willing to answer all my questions,” I replied.
Kye nodded and held up two fingers. “Scouts honor. I’ll answer every question as good as I can.”
“Okay, but first we need snacks if we’re going to do a sleepover,” I added. If he was my last friend left, then we were going to have a slumber party.
“Sleepover? Isn’t that something for girls?” Kye asked suspiciously. I was glad he was learning something from twenty-first century TV.
“If you’re staying in my room all night, and we’re playing twenty questions, then it’s a sleepover.”
Kye shook his head. “I’ll get the snacks if you want to get ready for bed. I’d hate to break sleepover protocol and do this dressed in jeans.”
I laughed as Kye made his way out of my room and downstairs. I hurried to the bathroom to get dressed in my pajamas, and found myself looking forward to tonight after all. I really had lost my friends, and maybe that was part of the problem with returning. I had no one here, and it was hard enough to adjust to everything that had changed, but to have no one made it twice as hard. I don’t know how Kye knew that I needed a friend, but that wasn’t exactly true. I missed Seth and the guys like crazy, but Kye was a pretty cool friend.
Kye returned just as I left the bathroom. He was already in pajamas and had his hands filled with packages of food.
“Now, since I’ve never been to one of these before, I guessed that we needed munchies and chocolate. Girls always love chocolate.” Kye dropped his assortment of snacks on my bed.
I laughed. He was taking this all very seriously. Yes, girls loved chocolate. Who didn’t?
“You must have had a sister,” I replied. “To know all of this.”
“No. I wish I did,” Kye answered. “It was just me growing up.”
“Did you live with your mother?”
“No. She left soon after I was born. I only got to see her once a year when my dad took me to her,” Kye replied. “I would have liked a sister.” Kye pondered the thought. He didn’t look happy as he talked about his family.
Subject change was needed.
“You said you can’t travel without Logan,” I replied. “So how did you make it into his car tonight? You didn’t hide in the trunk and sit there the whole time, did you?”
Kye laughed. “No. I wasn’t hiding in the trunk. I might seem like I’m around you all the time, but I’m not a stalker. I just pop in when you need me, or if there’s a message for Logan.”
“And how do you do that?”
Kye put his hand in his pocket and pulled out a familiar brown stone. He had Ty’s stone.
“I’ve been lent this one for now,” Kye explained.
The aventurine stone sparkled in Kye’s hand. That was another question I had, but Kye wouldn’t be able to answer. What was Logan’s fascination with the stones? He could already travel; he didn’t need a chalcedony to do so. Just like Kye, Logan was a gatekeeper. What did the stones mean to them?
“Why do you use a stone to travel?” I asked. It seemed weird. If he could travel on his own, why use a stone?
“I choose not to use my ability to travel. I’ve been in the past for so long, I don’t want to lose this body,” Kye explained.
“What do you mean?” It was confusing. How could he lose his body by traveling? Was this something I needed to worry about when I got to travel again?
“I’ve just aged into my teens where I come from. I was only thirteen when I left. I wasn’t a grown man there. The moment I travel on my own ability, I’ll go back to being that teen again,” Kye explained. “I kind of prefer to stay this age for now.”
“Will you forget your time in the past then when you go back to being younger?” I asked. It was curious, how the time traveling worked.
“No. I’ll have all the memories of being a twenty-year-old man, but be in a thirteen-year-old’s body,” Kye replied.
I smiled, thinking of thirteen-year-old Kye. Could that be why there wasn’t any attraction between us? In my subconscious, could I see that he was only a thirteen-year-old boy?
“What are you thinking about now?” Kye grabbed one of the bags of chips and opened them, popping a handful into his mouth.
“You know how you can sense Logan coming all the time? Can my subconscious sense you’re just a thirteen-year-old boy? Is that why I can only look at you as a friend?” It was embarrassing to ask, but since he was willing to provide explanations, I had to take the chance.
“You don’t think I’m attractive?” he asked, pretending to be hurt by my comment. I was glad he was joking, but it was still more than a little embarrassing to ask. 
Kye wasn’t unattractive in the least. In fact, he was stunning. His dark-red hair was unruly now that it was growing out, but it suited him better than the tightly cropped hair he had before. His purple eyes were in such a contrast to his hair, I was sure I would never meet another person with such a distinctive combination. His uniqueness only highlighted his perfect face with high cheekbones and a cute smile, but no matter how nice he was to look at, I didn’t find myself attracted to him.
“No, you are very handsome, but I don’t see you any differently than I would my own brother, if I had one,” I added, sure my face was completely red by now.
Kye laughed. “Phew.” He fake wiped his brow. “Because there’s no way possible I could see you as anything more than a friend, either. That makes it easier for both of us. I don’t have to worry about you throwing yourself at me.”
“Do you get that a lot?” I didn’t doubt if he did that all the time. If I put him next to Seth, I think most girls would be confused over which one to chase.
“Back in Logan’s kingdom, it wasn’t an issue. Status in life matters much more than looks. Sure, a good-looking guy is going to attract girls, but it didn’t matter if you didn’t have a title to go with them. I don’t have titles in that time. I’m lucky I have a job, and a roof over my head.”
“Logan wouldn’t do that to you,” I replied. They were brothers.
“He wouldn’t? Oh, he has,” Kye responded. “Don’t get me wrong. I’m not bitter about it. He just wants me to be able to take care of myself. He knows what it’s like out there. If you think about it, Logan has three time periods in which he’s a gatekeeper. That means he’s lived his life to nineteen three different times. He knows a lot more than most nineteen-year-olds.”
That brought up another interesting subject I wanted to know about. “And what about you? Do you have a time you’re a gatekeeper for?”
“No. The goddess decided there would be no more gatekeepers right before I was born. There weren’t enough pieces of chalcedony left to need any new ones. I’m a gatekeeper without a gate.”
That was the first I’d heard of that. How could there not be enough chalcedony? Did she embed the stones in everyone? Logan said he’d seen it before. How many people like me, who could time travel, were walking around? I kind of wanted to ask the goddess, but she was off limits to me now. I was planning to break her rules, and it wouldn’t go over well. I couldn’t let her be around, otherwise I’d clue her in.
“What does that mean? A gatekeeper without a gate, and running out of stones?” I asked Kye.
“That time travel is ending,” Kye replied matter-of-factly, but there was more. It wasn’t what he said, but the way he paused before saying it. I looked at Kye, and he shook his head. He wanted to tell me more, but couldn’t. This mystery was one he wasn’t able to give me the details about. I’d have to find a different way to get answers.
 



Chapter 9
Anniversary Date
 
Kye spent not only Saturday night entertaining me, but also all day Sunday. Logan was missing in action the whole time. It was nice to have a friend, particularly one that knew the time traveling world. Sim was still a great friend, but there was just so much I couldn’t say around her now. I figured Logan was called away for business in another time, but since he didn’t return until Monday morning made me think that his issues were more than in the past. He had something going on in the present he was dealing with also.
Monday mornings are bad enough normally, but after a weekend where I had made Seth hate me even more, and I had lost all ability to do homework for classes I didn’t want to be taking, morning was especially horrible. I was late getting up, which made me late for my first class. That was probably the only piece of good luck I had all day. The rest of the day was terrible. Every time I turned around I saw Seth. And unfortunately it wasn’t just Seth; it was always Seth and Melissa. It hurt to see her hanging on him, and hurt even worse to see him holding her back. I didn’t know if he was doing it on purpose, or if we just crossed paths that much, but it hurt. It was too much for me to see. They seemed to be glued together, and their hands were always all over each other. It hurt each time, but I had to ignore it as best I could. After the sixth time, though, it was time to call it quits for the day and head home. I didn’t even go to my last class, which was very much not normal for me. I just couldn’t handle seeing Seth with Melissa on his lap one more time.
When I made it back to the house, it was empty. Kye was right that I needed a friend to sit and laugh with, but I needed some alone time, too. I needed to wallow in self-pity and feel bad about breaking up with Seth. I needed to mourn the loss of a relationship I wanted more than anything. I needed to get over him to be able to go back on campus and not cringe every time I felt the tingles that let me know he was around.
I climbed upstairs and made it to my room without a single sound. Logan wasn’t back, yet he could be at any time. Once in my room I locked the door and hoped Logan and Kye would both get the hint that I wanted to be left alone. Once I was sure I was completely by myself, I climbed into my bed and grabbed a pillow.
Closing my eyes, I thought of my first semester in college. When Seth fell into my lap I didn’t know he would mean so much to me, and even now as it hurt to see him with Melissa, I still wouldn’t take it back. He gave me the chance to know what real love—having a soulmate—felt like. I couldn’t regret that, and I couldn’t regret letting go to save his life. I let all my feelings out as I cried into my pillow. I didn’t notice the change in the room until she was standing beside me, hand on my back, taking away my pain.
“Child, you cry,” the goddess said in her musical voice. Her hand felt like the wind as she touched me.
I sniffled back some tears as I looked up from my pillow. She wasn’t who I wanted to see at that point. I had plans to go against her rules, and here she was. I was screwed. I already knew she could read my mind, and now I was sure that she knew what was going on.
“Why do you cry so much?” the goddess asked.  She should have already known what I was crying about, so it was strange for her to ask. “You have chosen to sacrifice your love to save him. That’s not something to be sad about, it’s something to be proud of. It takes strength to protect those you love.”
“You’re not mad at me?” I asked. I halfway expected her to rip the two magical stones right out of my arm to keep me from ever traveling again.
The beautiful, shimmering woman smiled sadly at me. “I could never be mad at you. I have watched as each of my children have lost their way. I have a feeling you’ll be the one to find your way back.”
I stared up at her. What did that mean? How many had come before me? Where were they now? And how could I just break her rule and have her be so forgiving?
She smiled, and this time it reached her sparkling eyes.
“You’re much stronger than anyone that came before you. When the time comes for you to change history, I know you have it in you. If you can give up Seth to save him, then I know you stand a chance to do what is needed. I have no doubts,” the goddess explained, but it didn’t help me. I was still completely confused.
“Do you know what Logan is up to?” I asked. She, at least, wasn’t sworn to keep a secret like Kye.
“No, I do not,” she replied. “He cloaks himself from me.”
That was interesting. How did he do that, and why didn’t he teach it to me before I was left facing her with my secret that she could so easily sense? The goddess watched me as she pulled back and floated around my room. Sparkling dust followed her as she moved. She floated to the window and sat down, as if we were old friends getting ready for a chat.
“Is that really possible?” I asked.
“I didn’t make things so that I could know everything that was going on. I started all of this to help people. I can tell you that Logan is here in this time period. He has not traveled anywhere else, but when I speak of him, I don’t know what he is doing,” the goddess explained.
“Is Logan the good guy or the bad guy?” I wanted to know. Many times it seemed like what he said was good, but other times I got the feeling he wasn’t doing everything to help the world, but only help himself.
The goddess smiled at me, she could obviously read my thoughts.
“You are correct in your assessment. Logan is neither good nor bad. He falls in the middle. The forces that drive him lead him to be self-centered.” Like me, I wanted to add. I was being self-centered by wanting to break the rules to save Seth. It was for me I was doing that. I couldn’t stand the thought of him dying. The goddess smiled at me and continued. “His reasons have always been for himself. Your reasons are for Seth, not yourself as you believe. You and Logan are not the same.”
“Then I should leave?” I asked. As time passed, I was uncertain if I could trust Logan, and now she was basically telling me that I couldn’t.
“Your choices are your own. I cannot tell you how to live your life. I tried to be stricter with the others. That’s where I went wrong,” she replied. “The only advice I can give you is to follow your heart. You know what’s right and wrong. You know what needs to be done. And sometimes we need to do things we don’t want to do to finish the things that need to get done. You are strong enough to deal with all of this. I have faith in you. You can change the world if you try. I know you can.”
She was making things difficult. I needed answers. What was I expected to do? I wanted to save Seth and everyone else, but I couldn’t ever fall for Logan. I just didn’t trust him. He wasn’t the person he pretended to be. He had changed since I last knew him, and it wasn’t for the better. How was I to get the secret from Logan to save Seth? I couldn’t even travel, let alone change the world.
“Can you take this off?” I asked, picking at the silver bracelet I was still wearing.
“No, I cannot. It was man-made to prevent traveling, not goddess-made,” she said. “Only he can break the binding he placed on you.”
“Then how?” I asked. “How do I save everyone? How do I make this right?” 
I wanted much, but there were no answers. I wanted my mother to be happy, with or without my father. I wanted Seth to get more of a life than two years. I wanted Ty to live a life in which he wasn’t a slave. I wanted everyone to get their happily ever after’s, even if I didn’t get mine, but I was powerless to do any of it. Right now, if she wanted, the goddess could sweep everyone I cared about into the past, and I could do nothing to save them. I was stuck, and it sucked. I wanted to be able to do more.
“I cannot answer that, but know that you are not alone. Kye will help you,” she replied, floating to a standing position.
“Kye’s kind of related to Logan, and on his side. He has to do what Logan asks,” I told the goddess.
She smiled at me and floated closer. “Kye might have to do what Logan asks, but he’s spent his whole life waiting to meet you. He’s here now to help you. He’s here to make the past and the future one where he can live in free of Logan. He knows much more than he lets on with you or Logan. Let him help you. He will help you find your way.”
The goddess flickered. She seemed to notice, but ignored it, and continued to stare at me. She was waiting for some sort of response. What was I expected to say? Nothing made sense. Why wasn’t she mad at me?
“You are the last child I created,” she replied. “I must leave this world to you. I have faith that you will do what is right. You have the strength.” Her form was fading. “Stay strong, and I’ll see you again before this is over.”
Like a light being turned off, the goddess disappeared from my room. I was a little worried. It didn’t look like she chose to go. Something was wrong. What did she mean by she’d see me again? Didn’t she come whenever I called her, and times I didn’t? What was going on?
This was all getting too confusing. I needed to save my friends and mother. Logan was the key to learning how. I couldn’t ever love him the way I loved Seth, but I needed to do something to get him to teach me how to save everyone. Could I fake interest in him long enough to get him to tell me the truth? Once he did so, what would keep him from whisking me away from everyone? The bracelet, too, was as much of a problem as convincing Logan I was done with Seth. I needed to learn how to keep my friends safe, and I needed the bracelet off of my arm. Those two things were my priority. Then I could find out what was going on with Logan and his schemes, and also figure out why the goddess was flickering away.
“Mari?” Logan called from outside the locked door to my room.
It was time to accomplish the first goal. I needed to learn how to get my family safe.
I opened my bedroom door, but it wasn’t necessary. Logan could just pop right in my room if he wanted. He was being polite.
“Are you okay?” Logan asked. He was concerned.
“Okay?” I replied. Did he sense the goddess had been in my room? She didn’t leave a dusting of sparkles like she had in the past. I wasn’t sure if Logan would be happy to know the goddess had been there. It was obvious he was keeping secrets and doing something against her.
Logan reached up and brushed a stray tear off my cheek. Oh, that.
“As good as can be expected,” I replied with a shrug.
“I’m sorry it hurts you to see Seth with Melissa. I figured he would move on after you broke up with him, but I didn’t expect it to be that fast. It makes it seem like you didn’t even really mean something to him,” Logan replied. “I’m sorry it hurts to see that all day long.”
I nodded. It did hurt, but I had to ignore all of that. I needed to ignore it. I had a mission. From the moment he knocked on my door, I started it.
“It hurt, but I think I needed to see that,” I answered truthfully. I did need to see that. I’d hold those images in my mind as motivation. “I need to see him happy to know that I’m doing the right thing.”
“And you are,” Logan replied. “I can make you just as happy, or even more than Seth could. We’ll have a great life together. You can save everyone. No one will have to go home to a past that will end badly. Let me be the one you look to.”
I didn’t know how to respond. I needed to play the game, but I still was finding it hard. He was keeping me prisoner with the bracelet around my wrist, yet wanted me to trust him. How could I trust someone that truly didn’t trust me? It didn’t matter. I needed to suck it up and play the game.
Logan didn’t need a response.
“How about I take you out? You don’t need to go to classes tomorrow. We could have fun. Get your mind off of everything. Let me show you the world you chose when you chose me.”
I really wanted to continue to wallow in self-pity with my pillow, but it was time to suck it up.
“Sounds good,” I replied. Logan grinned. Did he really think I could move on that easily?
“How about I let you get ready? Is an hour long enough?” he asked.
“Sure.”
 
It took me less than an hour to get ready, but I used the extra time to sit in my room and wait. I didn’t want to go downstairs too early and seem too eager. He needed to believe I was slowly coming around to him and his side. Before I left my room, I reached over and took the necklace from my mother. It felt right to wear it. I’d need her strength to play this game.
Logan was waiting for me on the steps when I finally left my room. He had showered and changed. His dark blond hair was unruly, but looked like it was perfect. His clothing fit him well and accentuated his broad shoulders and lean torso. He looked like he walked right out of the pages of any magazine. He was beautiful. I remembered the first date we had years ago when he tried to impress me with his way around Chicago and all the places he could get into. He didn’t need to do that. I was hooked the first time he laid his violet eyes on me. It was strange now to look at him. He was the same. He was still gorgeous. But I felt different. I didn’t feel those butterflies when he looked me over anymore. He was just another guy. It was like comparing the stars in the sky to the sun. Next to Seth no one would shine as bright, or be as close. It didn’t matter what Logan wanted. All I could give him was a show and a façade. I hoped it would be good enough.
“Where are we heading?” I asked as Logan reached up and took my hand to help me down the last few steps. I looked for my coat, but he stopped me.
“You won’t need that for our first stop,” he said, never letting go of my hand.
The scenery changed around me instantly. I felt the heat first as I looked around. It was nighttime wherever we landed, yet still warm. Water lapped a shoreline. We were somewhere tropical, but I had no clue where. Logan gave me a second to catch my bearings and then began leading me along the wooden walkway we were standing on. We passed small huts and doorways which seemed strange since we were on a pier, but I was beginning to ignore the strangeness with Logan. Heck, I had been standing thousands of years ago in his palace only weeks ago.
Logan finally slowed as we neared the end of the pier. Under a thatched roof sat a table and two chairs. A full meal was laid out, and two waiters stood off to the side, near the railings of the pier. Logan led me to one chair and pulled it out for me. I sat down as he walked around to the other side to sit directly across from me. I still didn’t know where we were, but it was beautiful. All I saw in every direction, beyond the one we came from, was the water and the stars. A large full moon shone bright, and lit the water that danced beneath and all around us.
The two waiters filled up our drinks and uncovered the meals that were already set up. Logan nodded to the two men and they made their way back down the pier from which we just came.
I looked at the food heaped on my plate and the table before me. There was no way we were going to eat even a quarter of it, no matter how hungry Logan was. He smiled at my surprise.
“There’s just too much here that I wanted you to try,” he explained. “It’s like this everywhere I go. I think of you, and wish you could be there beside me. I’ve been here many times. I’ve tried all of this before, and thought you’d like it.”
“This is all for me?” I asked, surprised.
“Yes. Mari, you can have the world if you let me give it to you,” Logan replied, sitting back and watching me.
I looked at the food to avoid his gaze. He didn’t move to eat any of the food. He just sat and watched me. I felt self-conscious, and kind of wanted to find a restroom to check my makeup, like there had to be something on my face he was staring at.
Logan laughed. “You were always uncomfortable in the spotlight. It seems that hasn’t changed.”
I smiled as I looked up and shook my head. That would never change. I just wasn’t one for seeking attention, and never would be. At least now he seemed to be getting it.
Logan looked back down at the food which was still untouched. He leaned forward and helped himself to a couple of the dishes and began to eat. I didn’t know if he were truly hungry, or was just humoring me. I followed his lead and did the same.
“I always wanted to take you here, but couldn’t seem to find the right reason to fly you halfway across the world for dinner. It works better now that you know my secret,” Logan began, kick starting the conversation.
“Is this how you do every meal?” I asked. “You know, sitting around the house. Mmm, I think Chinese sounds good tonight. So you just pop over to China to get some?” It actually didn’t sound like too bad of a life.
Logan pressed his fingers in front of his face for a moment and then lowered them to show his smile. “Guess you’ll just have to stick around and see.”
“Guess so,” I replied with a grin. If that was what it would take to save my friends, then I guess I would be trying world cuisine for a while.
I picked up some sort of stuffed vegetable and put it in my mouth. The flavor was great, and I had no way to describe it. I looked back down and wondered about everything in front of me. The whole table was filled with a variety of foods, most of which I had never seen before. Logan was right. It was a good dinner, and I couldn’t help but sample a bit of everything.
The water lapped on the pier as we ate. I didn’t start any conversations, but I talked when Logan asked me something. We hadn’t really seen each other over the last few years, but we still both were more than comfortable listening to the water. It had been so long since we’d actually gotten along, and I didn’t even know how to start a conversation. Everything was different. I was glad he was fine with not talking a lot. His eyes watched me instead. In fact, I don’t think they ever left my face. I got the feeling he was having just as hard time with this start-over as I was. It took a bit to get used to, but eventually I forgot how much he was looking at me.
“So, this whole going to college business,” I began as the two waiters returned with more platters of food, desserts this time, and removed the half-eaten dishes from the table. “Is there really a point? I mean, if you’re just going to make up a past that includes classes you took, but didn’t really take. Does that even mean something?” Logan technically hadn’t gone to college the first semester, yet had grades that said otherwise.
Logan laughed. “I suppose not. But you have to remember, I’ve lived this age three times. So taking another class at this point is kind of pointless. I kind of already have two degrees in the future. Besides, how could I not pass the history of the Middle East pre-1000BC? I lived through that time. It’s harder to just sit in a class and pretend like they’re actually teaching me something.”
“That has me thinking…,” I started. Logan smiled more. “Exactly how old are you really?”
“Nineteen,” Logan replied.
“No, really. Like in how many years have passed that you’ve been alive, not how many years you’ve lived here in this time,” I quickly added. His answer was just a tease by the smirk on his face. He knew exactly what I was asking.
“Would that make a difference?” Logan asked.
“A difference in what?” I responded.
“In how you see me. If I told you I had lived nineteen years here, sixteen years in the past, and more than that in the present, would that make you see me as an old man?”
He was purposely being vague about his age. How long had he lived in the future? Was he an old man there? Nineteen plus sixteen alone put him in his mid-thirties. That was a heck of an age difference and a lifestyle difference when you compared us, not to mention how old he would be in the future.
“You’re an old man, whether you want to be or not,” I replied, and he laughed.
“I suppose I am in that sense, but give you a few more years here and there, and you’ll be just as old mentally,” Logan answered.
“So you don’t physically age, then?” I was confused.
“Yes, obviously I’m not a small child. I age, but only in the time period I was born. Which means I have only a few years difference between all the times I live in, as it would be really strange if I showed up in one period as a ten-year-old, and then moved back to one where I should have been a twenty-five-year-old.”
“So you can only live in one place for a couple years, and then you have to move on to another?” That had to be confusing.
“Not exactly. You’ll be like this, too. I can live in a time as long as I want, and will appear to age just like everyone else. But when I time travel again, I’ll move back to the age I was supposed to be to match the age from my real time.”
“What is your real time?” I didn’t get what he was explaining. This was all so confusing.
“Your real time is where you were born. You essentially only physically age in the time you were born. For you, that would be this time. If you lived the rest of your life not in this time, you’d essentially live forever. It’s only when you come back here that your body ages. I can’t believe the goddess didn’t tell you any of this.”
Yes, the goddess left out a lot. It was confusing enough, but to be doing it without knowing all the rules kind of sucked. There was much more to time traveling than she let on, and there seemed to be more rules than the one she had told me.
Logan shook his head. “I really don’t know what she was thinking.”
“I think she thinks the same thing about you,” I replied. Logan stopped smiling and looked around, then back at me.
“She talks about me?” he inquired like it wasn’t that big of a deal, but his eyes said otherwise.
“Just that you can block where you are to her. I’d like to know that trick. If I’m going to go against her rules and all, I’d like to be able to get away with things like you do.”
Logan relaxed a little. “It seems there’s much more than that I need to teach you.”
I had to agree with him there. I was stuck in the time travel world with very little knowledge. I was wary to have Logan as my teacher again, but with thirty or more years of experience, I was sure there wasn’t much that he wouldn’t be able to teach me. There must be quite a bit of knowledge that would be helpful to get from him.
Logan stood and offered me his hand. I took it without regard to where we would be next.
“Let’s go a place a bit more private to continue talking,” Logan suggested. I had no clue what he meant. How could you get more private than on a deserted pier in the middle of some tropical island? He gave a tug of my hand and pulled me closer to him, allowing him to put his arms around me.
The world shimmered around us, and I closed my eyes to try to deal with the sudden travel.
“You know you could warn me before doing that,” I suggested while my eyes were still closed.
Logan laughed and continued to hold onto me as he struggled to put a coat over my shoulders. It was cooler here than where we just had dinner. I slowly opened my eyes and found myself looking directly at his chest, which was in front of me. I tilted my head up to look at him, and he was still grinning.
“But it’s so much more fun to do if you’re taken by surprise.”
I pushed on his chest to break his hold around me. Taking a step back, he quickly grabbed me around the waist again as I teetered a bit from my disorientation.
“Not the best idea to go walking away until you can stand on your own,” Logan explained. Slowly, he turned me in his arms to make me face away from him, and toward the way I was walking.
I wanted to give him a quick, witty comeback but was stopped by the sight in front of me. A city lay below us, and we were at least a couple hundred feet above it. Streetlights sparkled below, and stars twinkled above. The crisscross of roads and light below me were beautiful, and I could I see into the distance unhindered. I knew where I was, and was still too shocked to talk.
Logan stepped back, and I walked to the railing edge. It really was as pretty as I always imagined it would be. 
“You remembered,” I told him. Logan didn’t respond, so I turned to him.
“I remember everything,” Logan replied. 
It hit me then. I knew exactly where we had been just moments ago. We had been in the South Pacific. Logan and I had argued over where to go for our two-year anniversary back when we had been dating. With Logan’s expensive tastes and excessive wooing, we had tried out almost every romantic spot in Chicago by the time we had been dating for two years. When we finally had to choose a place, Logan told me to imagine anywhere I’d want to go. I told him the Eiffel Tower at nighttime would be perfect. I had been there a year before with my grandfather during the day, and didn’t have time to actually go up and see the city. With its unobstructed views, unlike our own Chicago filled with skyscrapers, I figured nighttime on the observation platform of the Eiffel Tower would be beautiful. Logan had suggested dinner first at his favorite spot in the South Pacific at some resort his family owned. We never made it to that anniversary because I broke up with Logan two weeks before.
Logan stared at me as everything came flooding back. 
“I’m sorry for all of it,” Logan began. “I really should have told you who I was when we first started dating.” I began to interrupt him, but he gently covered my mouth to keep me from talking. “I knew you’d never believe me, but I could have tried. I could have showed you. You’d have believed me then. I just didn’t want you to know. I didn’t want you to be part of this life. It isn’t an easy one. I’ve watched people leave, and loved ones die. When you can live forever, it isn’t all everyone thinks it will be. There’s much I’ve seen and felt that I wanted to spare you from. If I kept it all a secret, we could live a normal life in this time period. You never had to meet the goddess. You’d never have to travel into time alone. You’d be safe from the future you were meant to have.”
I wanted to ask questions, but I kept my mouth shut. I saw in his eyes that there was nothing he was hiding for once. He was telling me the truth, and I had to let him continue.
“All I’ve ever wanted is for you to be happy and safe. Your time in the past was nothing close to that, and you only were there for a few days. It isn’t the same back there as it is here. This was a safe time for you. This was a good place for you to live. That’s all I wanted, and why I never told you.”
“It would have been better to know that then, instead of what I went through,” I added quietly. And it would have been. If he had told me the truth, and shown me what he could do, things would have been different.  I don’t know how I would have felt about him leaving for his job all the time, but it would have been better than being left alone on prom night as the last person at the party because your date and ride home disappeared.
“I know that now.” Logan smiled sadly.
I watched him for a moment, and then couldn’t help but ask. “Then why haven’t you gone back to do it over? Why don’t you just go back there and tell me?” Once I said those words, I was sorry. I didn’t mean to give him a new idea, and hoped he wouldn’t act on it.
“Honestly?” Logan asked. I nodded. This was the most truthful he had ever been with me. I didn’t want that to end. “Because I’m afraid of how it would turn out.”
“How it would turn out if you had told me? That I’d call the psych ward to pick you up or something? I would have understood.” I would have thought he was crazy at first, but after that I wouldn’t have had a problem it with. It did take some adjusting, but now I was used to my time traveling.
“That it would be even harder to get you to choose me,” Logan replied. “I’ve lived many different versions of my lifetime, and one thing is always the same: I don’t want to live it without you.”
“How many lifetimes do you remember?” It was bad enough to have three different versions of my first semester in college, I couldn’t imagine having more.
Logan shrugged. “Too many to count.”
“And you knew me in each of them?”
“Yes.” Logan stared hard at me. “And in each of them you loved me.”
“But I have no memory of them,” I replied. It was strange to have him stare intensely at me, like he was willing me to remember.
“Everything that happened before you could travel, you won’t remember. Only people who can travel can remember when it changes. You’ve been spared all those memories,” Logan answered.
“Spared?” I asked. That didn’t sound like a good thing.
“There’s a reason I’ve been rewriting the past. Trust me. Not every lifetime gave you a happy ending,” Logan replied.
“Did you ever think maybe it was meant to be that way? Maybe fate is adjusting each time to give me the life I was supposed to have?” I had no idea what Logan knew, but since he didn’t like any of the outcomes, I could only imagine he meant they weren’t happy endings with him.
“Fate brought you to me. Fate made me happy, but the goddess wanted it another way. She changed your life each time. If she’d just let you be, then we could have been happy,” Logan responded bitterly.
I looked around the open observation deck, waiting for the goddess to show up and put him in his place. I didn’t get the feeling the goddess would like one of her gatekeepers talking like that. I waited and looked around again before coming back to Logan.
“I guess this is tonight’s lesson,” Logan replied in reaction to my curious stare. He walked to the edge of the deck and looked over the railing. Turning back to me, he rapped his knuckles on the railing. “This is my secret to keeping the goddess from hearing us.”
“This?”
“This tower,” Logan said.
“So when you want quiet, you go to the Eiffel tower?” That sounded a bit strange.
Logan laughed. “Well, it’s one place of privacy, but no. That’s not what I meant. If I want privacy, I go to places of high iron content.”
“This isn’t steel?” I asked. I had never looked closely as to what the tower was made of.
“No, iron,” Logan replied.
I thought for a moment. It was hard to believe that was all it took, since it wasn’t like iron was limited in the world. There was a whole age in history named after iron. I didn’t want to believe that it was that easy, but Logan was still being open with me. He didn’t look like he was lying.
“If all it takes is iron, then why can she find us anywhere? There’s iron all around us. Isn’t Earth even made of some iron?” I vaguely remembering hearing iron was one of the most common metals on the planet in one of my science classes.
“Not that I completely understand it, but it has to be man-made metal, and a certain amount of it blocks the goddess. This is just one place that we can go. There are others I go to, and I have a few pieces that I can wear, but you can’t travel the piece to another place with time travel, so they’re in specific times and locations. I’m not exactly sure, but the blessed chalcedony reacts with iron to stop the goddess’s abilities,” Logan explained.
“So how do I block her then?” I asked. It was nice how it worked, but it didn’t help me any. I held up my wrist and shook the bracelet. I didn’t really want to block her at this point, but I could need it in the future. I still couldn’t time travel.
“You don’t need to worry about that. If you need to block her for some reason, you can just tell me or Kye, and we’ll take you where you need to be to do so,” Logan explained, taking my hand in his.
Guess there wasn’t going to be a discussion about the bracelet. I wanted to ask more, but I let the subject of the bracelet drop. That was a battle for another time. Since Logan was being nice and sharing time travel knowledge, I’d have to go with that for now. He pulled me back to the observation deck. I grabbed the railing with my free hand and leaned forward as much as I could. It was amazing to be up so high over Paris. I closed my eyes and took a deep breath. It wasn’t as cold in Paris as it was in Minnesota.
“It really is just as pretty as I thought it would be,” I told him.
“Just beautiful,” Logan said quietly. I turned to find him still watching me, like I was a dream that would fade if he looked away.
“What?” I finally asked. He had stared at me throughout dinner, and now as I looked at the city below us.
“I’m sorry, Mari. I hope you can believe me. I’m sorry for every tear I ever caused you,” he said, almost as quietly as he had been just moments ago. I could feel the hurt and pain in his voice. “I can never make up for what I did to you. I know that much. But, please, let me try. We were meant to be together. I know that deep down to my core. You and I were meant to be. Please give me a chance. Please, love me as much as I love you.”
My heart beat harder in my chest. I had wanted him to say these exact words years ago. I would have done anything to hear that from him. His eyes told me that he was truly sorry. I knew he was. It was hard to know what to say back. Logan wasn’t a bad person, he had just made me mad at him and he let me break up with him just to keep me from time traveling. I didn’t regret learning about the time traveling world. In fact, I was glad I knew; I’d have been heartbroken if I believed the lie that my mother was dead. This way I knew the truth. Time travel brought me Seth. Even if I couldn’t be with him, I was still glad that I had the chance to love him and know what true love felt like. I didn’t regret my life changing.
“I’m not sad that I know about this world,” I told Logan. He looked surprised by my answer. “Yes, there has been more heartbreak.” I couldn’t emphasize that enough. Giving up Seth was more than anyone should ever have to handle, but he didn’t need to know that. He couldn’t begin fathom what it felt like, it wasn’t the same for him and me as it was for me and Seth. 
“And it’s my fault you ever had to feel any of that. If I had done better and kept the time travel world away from you, you’d have never been in the past and had to deal with that world.” Logan was still trying to protect me.
“The time travel thing isn’t all bad. By knowing the truth, I can understand you better.” I gave him a positive spin he was obviously overlooking.
Logan smiled and nodded. I guess it was the right answer.
“It was hard to keep this from you. I always thought if I told you it would be my fault if you ended up in a time like the one you went to. Your cousin is a horrible man and his wife is even worse. I would have never left your side in my palace if I thought she would send assassins after you.”
I hadn’t even thought of that. It was strange, the more he talked, the more I realized that the past wasn’t the greatest experience, but I couldn’t just focus on the bad. My mind only wanted to remember the good, and the few days I had back then with Seth. They were all the memories I’d have for a lifetime. I pushed them back down inside me. Thinking of Seth would get me nowhere. I had to let go of him. I had to move on, even if that meant without him. Logan berated himself mentally for my trip in the past. He cared that much.
Logan stepped back and let go of my hand. He ran his fingers through his hair and shook out his blond locks. He was still as handsome as I remembered. His dark blond hair was still perfectly messy. His violet eyes turned back to me as he moved closer. Cautiously, he wrapped his arms around me and pulled me into a hug. The warm feeling was familiar. It may have seemed like another lifetime when Logan and I actually got along, but my body remembered him better than my head did. He was still Logan. He was still the man I fell in love with, and he was still the first one I ever felt that way about. He brought back many feelings I had forgotten.
“I promise I’ll protect you better now. I promise you’ll be safe. I’ll never let another bad thing like that happen to you again. I promise, Mari, I will love you forever.” 
A breeze flit by me, and I turned slightly to keep it from blowing against my face. His head dipped lower as I closed my eyes. I needed to move on, and this was the first step. Logan’s lips pressed against mine. It wasn’t like how it felt when he stole that kiss only a month ago. This time it was different. Butterflies fluttered in my stomach as he kissed me. My heart still had some feelings left for him. He was my first love, after all.
 



Chapter 10
Real Friend
 
Logan returned us to our house at school in the blink of an eye. The travel worked better with my eyes closed, and I only needed a moment to regain my footing. Or maybe I was just getting used to it. Logan kept his arms around me while I regained my balance. Even though I didn’t have to try and get us somewhere, it was much easier traveling on my own.
“I’m very serious about everything I told you. You’re the only one I need in my life. I’m sorry for all the pain I caused you over the years. I promise to never do that to you again. And I promise to spend the rest of my life trying to make it up to you. I love you, Mari, with every cell in my body. Please never forget that.” 
Logan leaned down and kissed my forehead. He pulled back and looked into my eyes. His violet eyes were begging me to believe him. He was dead serious, and I already knew that. All I could do to respond was give him a smile. I just didn’t know what to say back. I loved Logan once. Could I love him again? Would it be possible to make it up to me? There were a lot of hurtful memories bottled up inside me. I was going to have to try my best to let them all go.
“Thanks for the date,” I finally squeaked out. 
Logan grinned and took my hand in his. 
“Now that you know the truth, I can have real fun planning dates. If you let me give you the world, I will.” Logan’s grin widened. Something on the bracelet clanked. There was a small charm of the world now hanging on it. I hadn’t even seen Logan open up the bracelet, let alone put the charm on. He was proud of his trick, and I just had to smile in return even though I was kicking myself inside for not paying attention better. I needed that bracelet off.
“Good night,” Logan said quietly.
I nodded as I turned to my bedroom door. Pushing it, I walked through the slightly open door and then closed it behind me. What was I getting myself into? I wasn’t ready to move on from Seth, but I had to admit I had fun with Logan. He wasn’t the same person I knew back in high school, and I had to let that image go. This Logan was much more relaxed. I couldn’t imagine the strain it was to keep everything from me. He had his reasons, and it was harder to not look back and start to forgive him about our past together. I didn’t want to still like Logan, but I couldn’t help it. There was a reason I liked him in the first place and the freer, happier Logan was even harder to not like than I had imagined.
I plopped down on my bed and closed my eyes. I didn’t want to let go of Seth, but what choice did I have? He had already moved on, and I still needed to convince Logan I had moved on also, even if a part of me never would. If I let myself see Logan as I had once, would I be happy? Was it even possible to love again after Seth? I had no clue, but I had to find out. Logan was going to make me try. That was for sure.
The breeze that passed over my face made my eyes snap open. It felt like how the goddess entered the room. When I looked around me, I jumped when I noticed Kye leaning against the closed door.
“Where did you…?”
Kye held a finger up to his lips as he listened at the door. He waited, and I waited as I watched him. Finally, he took a breath and turned to me.
“Enjoy your date?” he asked sarcastically.
“Actually, I did,” I replied.
Kye looked shocked. “Really?”
“Yes, really,” I answered. Kye still looked dubious. “He took me on the date we planned for our fantasy second anniversary, except he really did it. Dinner on some tropical island, and dancing on the platform of the Eiffel Tower.” The reality had actually been more fun than anything we had imagined years ago. Then again, I wasn’t serious when I suggested it back then.
Kye shook his head as he walked across the room. He stopped in front of me.
“I guess you did have fun.” Kye stared hard at me. His tone was no longer incredulous, but slightly angry. I didn’t know what he wanted.
“Yes. I guess I did.” I wasn’t happy now. Kye was acting all strange.
“One fantasy date, and you’re falling for him all over again,” Kye added in disgust as he walked away from me back toward the door.
“What’s your problem?” I asked him as I stood and hurried around to confront him. I wasn’t exactly falling for Logan, but I did have a fun time. I wasn’t going to pretend otherwise. Besides, I needed Logan to trust me so that he would tell me how to keep everyone safe.
“I just thought you had more willpower than that. I guess I knew otherwise.” Kye tried to reach the door handle behind me.
“What are you talking about?” I was getting upset, but I was equally confused.
“Did you ask him to remove the bracelet?”
“Yes.” I had asked him.
“And what did he say?”
What did he say? I thought back to just hours before and couldn’t come up with an answer for Kye. 
“I don’t remember him saying anything,” I replied.
Kye nodded. “And did you ask him about how to keep everyone safe?” I shook my head no. “How about the people he keeps as servants that can’t travel like you?” Again, it was a no. “What about what he’s up to? Why does he need to hide from the goddess? Why does he seem to collect stones? Did you ask him any of that?”
I hadn’t asked about anything. I was supposed to be convincing him that I was ready to move on and get some answers, but it seemed that I didn’t get a single answer beyond how to block the goddess.
“I’m expected to convince him I’m moving on,” I replied, trying to defend myself. “How am I to do that if I play twenty questions and interrogate him the whole time?”
“I get that, but it doesn’t mean you need to be kissing him on top of the Eiffel Tower,” Kye answered in disgust. There were some definite issues between Kye and his brother.
Kye was angry, really angry with me. I stopped trying to keep him from leaving the room. I was too shocked to know what to say back. Kye glared at me. 
“How could you fall for him like that? How could you fall for his game?” Now Kye was turning more worried than angry.
I had fallen for Logan’s game. I didn’t mean to, but I had. Logan had said the words I had been longing to hear. He had inserted himself back into my life, and I was depending on him. Logan was willing to pick up the pieces of my life, and he was going to help me save everyone. Yet, I seemed to forget he was the cause of all of it. I wouldn’t need saving if he hadn’t done it all in the first place.
“He was going to help me,” I whispered. How could I fall for all of it?
“Logan doesn’t help people,” Kye replied. “Logan only helps one person, and that’s himself.”
“He said he was sorry that he didn’t tell me about the travel earlier,” I said. I still hoped the good I saw in him was real. Kye was repeating just what the goddess had said. Logan wasn’t helping anyone. Logan was taking care of himself.
“More like he’s sorry that he didn’t find a way to make you his sooner,” Kye explained.
“What do you mean?”
Kye sighed and turned around. His anger was gone, but he was still frustrated with me. He walked over to the window seat and sat down. I cautiously followed and sat beside him. Kye made one last look around the room and then turned to me.
“Did he mention how many past lives he’s had with you?”
I shook my head. He mentioned the past but not how many times.. Then again, thinking back, he really didn’t tell me much in the way of details about anything.
“To get the future he wants, he’s redone his past with you eight times,” Logan replied.
“What do you mean?”
“He’s gone back eight times to earlier times to redo the life you ended up living,” Kye explained. “Each time he fails, and you don’t end up with him. He keeps going back earlier and earlier to shape the future into what he wants. Each time you choose otherwise. He isn’t trying to help you, he’s trying to write the future he wants.”
Eight times? He said I was lucky I didn’t remember the past, and that they all turned out badly. At least now I knew it wasn’t necessarily bad for me, just him. I had no memory of any of them, but he remembered me from eight lifetimes. No wonder it always felt like he knew me well. There were even times that I felt like he knew me better than I knew myself. Eight different pasts, and yet he was still trying to make something specific happen.
“What does he want from me?” I asked. What was Logan’s goal?
Kye looked around the room again. It was like he was either waiting for someone to show up, or being cautious in case someone did.
“He wants to marry you,” Kye quickly told me, and then looked around again.
My mouth must have been hanging open as he turned back to me because he began to laugh.
“You’re kidding, right?” I asked. He was laughing after all.
“Oh no. Not in the least. Logan wants you to be his wife. He wants to keep you to himself, and he will use that bracelet to do just that. Without the stone for your mother, you will always need him to keep her safe. You’re dependent on him because you can’t time travel. That’s how he wants it,” Kye explained. “In the future, he will marry you. You will have a family. And you will be locked away from anyone and everyone Logan deems a threat to you or your relationship with him. That’s what he wants, and that’s what he gets.”
I was completely dependent on Logan. I needed him to teach me how to save everyone, but now it seemed like even that might not be enough. Kye made it sound like I’d always need Logan to keep my mother safe, even if he showed me how to keep Ty in the present. The price I’d pay would be my freedom.
“So he never takes it off?” I lifted up my arm and finally looked closer at the small charm slinking down on the bracelet. A small world was attached to the bracelet now. Was he giving me the world or chaining me to his world?
“He said he was going to give you the world.” Kye snorted. “He’s always been cheesy like that, but don’t let it fool you. I’m sure he put it on there for you to find later and think it was cute. And to answer your question, no, he never takes it off. I’ve met you in the future, and it’s the one thing that he can use to control you.”
“Control me?” That didn’t sound good. 
“He’s already blackmailed you into dumping Seth. Once he teaches you how to save them from being forced to go home, that bracelet is the only way he can keep you to himself.” Kye seemed to know a lot of the details.
“You’ve met me?” Kye looked taken aback by my question. I got the feeling he wasn’t happy he had admitted that much. “Was I happy?”
Kye let out the breath he was holding. I have no clue what he thought I was going to ask him.
“No.”
“No?” I asked, though I had heard him clearly. I had been trying to tell myself that if I gave Logan a chance I could be happy. That wasn’t going to be the case it seemed.
“You need to not forget what you’re doing,” Kye told me. He stood abruptly and began to walk to the doorway again. “Logan isn’t someone you will ever be happy with. Don’t let him trick you into thinking otherwise. He’s trying to keep you complacent to get what he wants. Logan is incapable of real love.”
Kye reached for the door handle, and I tried to stop him by grabbing his arm.
“Kye?” Logan called from the hallway.
Kye looked at me, and I moved my hand. He leaned in close to my ear.
“Don’t forget who Logan Jones really is.” Kye’s warning made me shiver down to my toes.
He nodded and quietly slipped out my door.
It seemed Logan was going to get his way, and Kye wasn’t happy about that. Those two may have been brothers, but I got the feeling Kye wasn’t on Logan’s side, no matter what Logan thought.
 
I woke the next morning, thinking about the day before. The date had been fun and romantic. Logan brought back all the old feelings between us. I hadn’t known how much I wanted to hear those words of apology from him until he actually said them, but I had to remember who Logan was. Kye was right. Logan didn’t answer any personal questions. He might have been honest with what he did say with me last night, but he avoided answering anything he didn’t want to answer.
It was hard to reconcile the many sides of Logan in my mind. He was nice and romantic one moment, and artfully avoiding my questions the next while fooling me into thinking he had answered them. I needed to be completely on my game when dealing with him. I had goals, and I needed to think better about how to achieve them. Shuffling around the house brought me out of my thoughts and back to reality. I wasn’t going to get anything planned sitting in the house where Logan was only a wall away.
It was only Tuesday, and I had planned to skip my classes, but now they seemed a better prospect for concentration than sitting at home. I looked at the clock. I’d miss my first class, but I had enough time to get ready and make it to my second. I hopped in the shower and quickly got dressed.
“Going out?” Logan asked as he lounged on the couch downstairs. He was still in his pajamas.
“Yes,” I replied, trying to get the butterflies to stop tumbling around in my stomach. I hated that my body could respond that way to him. My mind understood what Logan was doing, but there was too much of a history between us. Why did my feelings for Logan have to come back now? “I can miss a few classes, but I figure that I’m already behind, so I should go to them anyway. Why the heck did you make me sign up for economics? Math is not my idea of fun.”
Logan laughed. “I knew you’d think so, but in the future, when we are older, you said you wished you would have taken an econ class or two. I figured you wouldn’t like it this time around, but then you can’t complain in the future, either.”
I shook my head with a smile. I don’t think I would have said that to him if I had taken a class like econ before. It was boring and confusing at the same time. I’m sure some of the people liked the class, just not me. It wasn’t something I’d take by choice again. I was sure my favorite art history class was just as boring to some, but you have to take what you like, right? Wasn’t that the fun of being in college? Logan didn’t seem to think so.
“Heading out?” Kye asked as he came from the stairway, he was also dressed and he grabbed his coat along with mine.
“Yeah,” I answered. “I’m going to stop by the library before class.”
“I’ll walk with you,” Kye suggested. I saw a slight nod from Logan when Kye suggested going with me. Kye might have been allowed to be a college student in the future, like I had asked, but it seemed like he was still following Logan’s orders.
I slipped into my coat and waved to Logan as Kye took both our backpacks. I followed him outside into the cold Minnesota winter morning. Kye puffed some air out and watched his breath. He smiled at the smoke-like fog as it dissipated.
“I think I could get used to this,” Kye replied. At least he was different from Logan on their choice of preferred weather.
“Well, you better,” I answered. “This is where I intend to stay for a bit. College takes four years.”
Kye nodded, but didn’t reply. Again I got the feeling he knew more than he was saying.
I followed Kye on the path through the woods back to campus. It had only technically been months since I first walked that pathway to the beach with Seth, but it felt like a lifetime ago. Everything was different now, even though I wished it could have stayed like that forever. Kye led us through the east side of campus between the sports’ buildings. I was lost in my own thoughts and just followed him. My life was very messed up at this point. I wanted, more than anything, to be with Seth, but I couldn’t. If I wanted to save them all, I couldn’t be with him. It wasn’t fair. Logan even knew how I felt, but was trying to ignore it as best he could. I wasn’t about to believe the memories Logan tried to use to replace my time with Seth. I was happy with Seth, and Logan couldn’t change that. Could I be happy with Logan? I couldn’t even imagine what life would be like, but Kye seemed to be sure. I wouldn’t be happy unless I changed the future.
I looked up to find us not at the library, but at another building on campus I had yet to go in.
“Trinity Hall,” Kye told me before I could ask. “I need to stop here first before we go to the library.”
Kye opened the old, fourteen-foot, elaborately carved doors. Though I didn’t know the name of the building until Kye told me, I immediately recognized it from the various brochures on campus. The towering spirals that framed both sides of the building gave it a distinct castle feel, with turrets and all. It was the oldest building there, and at Halloween they made a big deal about it supposedly being haunted. The floors creaked as we walked on them, and the large, heavy doors shut surprisingly silently behind us. Kye led the way through the barely lit hallways to a stairwell toward the back. I got why people thought it was haunted. While the carvings on all the woodwork were beautiful, if you looked closely, they were filled with grotesque faces. Even the normal classroom doors were framed by the weird carvings. Kye began climbing, and I wanted to offer to stay below, but knew he would say no. He took his watch over Mari orders seriously. So where Kye went, I had to go.
We ended up climbing to the top of the building. Five stories later, and out of breath, I kind of cursed myself for not asking about staying below. What reason did I have to go with him on his chore? As the stairwell turned, and we passed the last window, it became clear that we were headed to the attic. These were the last set of stairs, and I was glad there was no further to go.
“You have class up here?” I asked. Windowless attic classes seemed extreme to me. Maybe there was a professor’s office to go to. It would have been easier to take an elevator.
“It’s a clock tower that isn’t used anymore,” Kye explained. That didn’t answer the question.
Kye paused at the doorway at the top of the stairs. The door was clearly marked No Passage. He pulled out a key and slipped it into the lock. Nope, we weren’t there for classes, or to meet a professor. Kye pushed open the doorway to an unlit hallway. Thankfully there was an open doorway five feet ahead that light was streaming out of. Kye walked to the doorway and stopped. He looked around and then stepped in. I followed close behind. Had it been anyone but Kye, I probably would have stayed on the stairwell once he unlocked a doorway that had a clear warning not to enter.
Kye stepped aside and allowed me to walk in next to him. I don’t know what I was expecting to see, but this wasn’t it. Instead of a room, we were in a twenty-foot octagonal space framed by windows. Bright sunlight lit up the entire empty space. Across the way, sitting on one of the windowsills, was Ty. He stood as we entered.
“Ty?” I asked cautiously. This was getting strange.
“Mari?” He pretended to be as cautious as me, but he was faking it.
I looked up at Kye. His orders were to keep me away from the Sangre guys. This was directly disobeying Logan. Kye grinned and nodded. He knew what I was thinking. Kye was going to be in so much trouble when Logan found out. I was worried then. I really wanted to see the guys, but I didn’t want Kye to get in trouble. He had a hard enough time with Logan bossing him around all the time as it was. I didn’t know what Logan would do to him once he found out. He was my last time travel friend. If I felt lonely now, I’d be completely miserable if Logan sent Kye away.
“Don’t worry,” Kye tried to reassure me. “We’re safe here. Even all-knowing Logan can’t find us here, or hear what we say.”
“How…?” I began to ask.
Kye pointed to the ceiling and the crisscrossed beams that met and then radiated down between each window. Between them more metal overlapped to make the ceiling.
“Iron,” Kye explained. That was all I needed to hear. We were safe from Logan finding us, for the time being. I ran across the small space and jumped into Ty’s arms to give him a big hug. I had missed my best friend.
Ty wrapped his large arms around me and hugged me right off the floor. It seems I wasn’t the only one who missed the other person. Ty held me a few moments more before setting me on the floor.
“How much time do we have?” Ty asked Kye.
“He expects her to be at the library for at least an hour or so,” Kye replied. “To be on the safe side, we should limit it to thirty or forty-five minutes maximum. Longer than that, and he might know something is up.”
“Why would he know?” I asked. This was all too strange. Ty and Kye seemed to be friends now, and I’d never even seen then actually talk. Obviously, Kye was as sneaky as his brother.
“The library is made of iron, at least the section you like to study in. It’s why Logan sends me with you. He can’t feel you, or know where you are, if you’re in the library,” Kye replied, moving over to sit on another windowsill ledge.
“He’s watching where I go?” I asked, shocked, yet kind of mad at the thought. Logan was basically stalking me.
“Did you expect otherwise?” Kye shrugged, but continued to look outside. He was quite fascinated with the snow and the cold. I had to imagine after living in the Middle East, Minnesota was quite a change.
“But you’ve seen the future. You’re from the future. He wins. Why would he be worried?” I was confused.
Kye laughed. “He won every time he changed the past, but somehow he couldn’t make it stick. You always found a way back to Seth.”
My heart stopped. Was Kye telling me I was always with Seth? Kye noticed his slip, and quickly changed the subject before I could ask more questions.
“Did you get the message to the other guys?” Kye asked Ty.
“Yeah. We can meet up Thursday at the same time here,” Ty replied.
“And you’re sure Melissa won’t know, or suspect a thing?”
“I hope not. Seti is sure he can keep her busy elsewhere and make it too, but good luck to him. She’s like a leech. He can’t get a moment away without her knowing exactly what he’s doing. I think she even put something on him to track him. She always seems to know where he is,” Ty said, calling Seth by the name he used in the past, before he slid over and patted the windowsill next to himself. I sat down and looked between the guys. I had absolutely no clue what was going on.
“Tell him that he has to be sure she doesn’t know, or follow him here. Do you know how long it took me to find a place that was safe to talk? We can’t have Melissa ruining everything,” Kye replied.
I looked at the two guys. This wasn’t their first time meeting. When did they become such good friends? We’d only been back a couple of weeks, and Kye told me himself he’d never been to this time period before. I looked back and forth between them again. It was like they already knew each other. Could they have met before?
“What’s going on?” I finally demanded. Kye sheepishly looked away, but Ty grinned.
“Isn’t it obvious? We’ve decided that Prince Logan doesn’t get to keep you. You’re not meant to be his, and never were. You’re Seti’s girl and will be forever, no matter what Logan does. We’re making a plan to get you back,” Ty replied, throwing his arm around my shoulders and giving me a side hug.
I pushed his arm off of me and stormed over to Kye.
“You didn’t tell them?” I replied. Ty had no clue why I was even with Logan now, or why I dumped Seth.
Kye shrugged. I turned back to Ty.
“I can’t go back to you guys,” I told him. He looked to Kye, and then to me.
“Kye said that Logan is keeping you here with that bracelet,” Ty explained.
“And a bargain,” I added, still glaring at Kye. Ty looked to Kye for an explanation.
“Yeah, something like that,” Ty replied, as if he’d been told vaguely but without details.
“Ty,” I began, and glared at Kye. Why was I the one that had to tell him about the bargain? Why did Kye leave it out when he obviously was getting all buddy-buddy with my old friends? “Logan knows how to make the goddess not send you back.”
The certainty in Ty’s smile that there was nothing that could change his idea of how to rescue me faded.
“I could stay here?” he asked in disbelief. “Like, forever?” The thought had never crossed his mind.
“Yes,” I replied. “You wouldn’t have to be a slave. You could stay here in the future. All of you could. My mother could,” I added, more quietly. Ty was the main reason I wanted to learn how to keep people in a different time, but my mother and Seth were also part of it.
Ty’s eyes snapped back to me, and he shook his head no. 
“You don’t have to worry about her. Your mother wants to go back,” Ty quickly added. I knew that, but Logan was right there. My mother could want to be with my father, but it didn’t mean my father wanted to be with her. I knew how that worked personally. I didn’t want her to experience that, and be forced to live through it. She needed to have options, and being in the future, away from him if he didn’t want her, was the best option I could give her.
“And what if my father doesn’t want her? What if my father has moved on, and had a family of his own? What if there’s no place for her back there?” I asked. There were too many what-if’s to keep me from wanting to save her.
“She wants to go back, and we want to take her back,” Ty added, though the we part didn’t sound too confident. He was second-guessing the plan they had been making. I could see it in his eyes. I didn’t blame him. Logan was offering something we hadn’t even thought of as an option.
“And what if I take you guys back, and you die fighting in your stupid wars?” I didn’t want to tell him the truth of Seth’s fate.
“No one is going to die fighting. Trust me. We’ve been to war several times, and we all come back. War isn’t about to take any of us,” Ty replied like that wasn’t even a concern. 
How could dying in war not be a concern when they kept running off to do it? Seth’s own father was the leader of the military. It wasn’t like Seth, Dee, or Ty could just refrain from the fighting. They were part of it—a big part of it. Seth had been promoted before he came to the future to find me. They each had roles to play, and it was dangerous, no matter what Ty said. Kye watched me closely. 
“What did he tell you?” Kye asked. Yep, he was watching me closely. Too closely. How was I to tell Ty about Seth?
Ty now stared at me. They both patiently waited.
“What did Logan tell you?” Kye asked again.
“That Seth will be dead in two years’ time in the past. If I let him stay here, then he will live a full life. If I let him go back, he’ll die,” I said it as quickly as I could. Saying it out loud hurt more than just thinking about it. It was like I was making it real and final. Like I was making his life story as easily as Logan did each time we returned and had new memories. I absolutely hated how it sounded out loud.
Kye shook his head with a grim smile on his face. “Logan can’t break a promise, but there’s nothing keeping him from lying to you otherwise. Did he promise you that Seth would be dead, or did he promise you that he would be safe in this time? Those two things aren’t the same.”
“That’s not true?” I asked. “Seth isn’t going to die?”
Ty laughed. “There’s no way Seti is ever going to die in battle. He’s been blessed by the gods, long before he ever met you. Seti is special.” Kye nodded in agreement. What did Kye know that I didn’t? What was he hiding?
I looked between Ty and Kye. They both were waiting for me to understand that Logan was lying, and that Seth and my mother would be fine. How could the two of them sit there and believe it was just a lie? It could be, but the possibility that Logan was telling the truth was enough to keep me on the path he wanted. I couldn’t take a chance with Seth’s life. I wouldn’t. I needed him to live. I needed to know he was alive, even if I didn’t get to be with him.
“What if I promised you that Seth will be fine in the past?” Kye asked. “What if I told you he’s destined to become known in all the history books, and even in other great books? What if I told you his fate is way larger than what Logan can change? What if I told you he would live to see his children, and even his grandchildren, grow up?”
“What are you saying?” I demanded.
Kye was certain Seth wouldn’t be dying in any war. Kye didn’t respond, instead, he waited for me to understand what he was essentially telling me without directly telling me. I opened my eyes. Kye wasn’t allowed to tell me the truth, but his questions were enough for me to know. Kye knew what future Seth had, and it wasn’t cut short by death. My heart beat faster at that prospect. Seth was going to be fine, whether in the past, or the present. It was nice to know, but it didn’t change that things were over with me and Seth.
“It wouldn’t matter at this point,” I added. “I already broke up with him, and he’s with Melissa again. I doubt he’d take me back after what I did. I let him think I didn’t love him.” 
Ty laughed. “Take you back? There’s nothing to take back. He hasn’t really let go of you.”
“But I told him we were over, and that I didn’t love him,” I replied. I had made it as clear as I could. I thought it had worked. Since we broke up for good, I hadn’t seen him go a single place without Melissa draped on him or him on her. He’d moved on, and moved on quickly.
Ty shook his head. “Mari. He can tell how you feel. You might have told him you didn’t love him, but your heart didn’t say that. He knows the truth.”
My heart beat faster. If that was true, I could make it up to him. Did he really know the truth? Did he really know that I still loved him?
“But what about Melissa? They’ve been glued together since Saturday night,” I replied. I still didn’t want to believe what Ty was saying.
“Kye?” Ty bounced my question to Kye instead.
“Melissa is one of Logan’s,” Kye replied with a shrug.
“You mean she’s a time traveler?” I didn’t see that one coming.
“Oh, yes, and Logan promised her Seth if she agreed to do anything he asked,” Kye answered. Guess Melissa wasn’t off the table for Kye to talk about. Logan must have figured I’d never guess who she really was.
“Then she remembers everything,” I added as it dawned on me. Being a time traveler meant that she would have memories from both pasts—the new one and the real one where she hated me.
“Everything,” Kye replied. Boy was she good. I didn’t even notice.
“So what do we do now?” I asked, moving over to sit back down by Ty. If I didn’t have to worry about Seth or my mother now, all I had left to protect was Ty, which I was going to do, whether he wanted me to or not.
He put his arm back around me and squeezed me again. I missed him. He was my first guy friend at college. I spent many hours tutoring him, but just as many sitting around talking. He was a really great guy. We figured out the time travel thing together, and he was sitting in the tower with me now, trying to figure out my latest dilemma.
“I won’t quit the game with Logan until I get my answers on keeping you here, though,” I quickly added to Ty.
“We agree on that one,” Kye replied. “Ty needs to be able to make his own future here, or in the past.”
I was glad Kye easily agreed with me. I was ready to fight him on that one.
“Then what do we do?”
Ty looked to Kye, and Kye nodded back. Ty wasn’t a big fan of Logan from the first time our past was changed, but this went even deeper. Ty was going to enjoy defeating Logan at this game. Maybe it was just a guy competitive thing, or maybe it was more. I was sure I didn’t have time to find out, but I’d have to ask him later about it.
“We make a plan to ruin Logan’s plans.” Ty grinned. 
That sounded like a good idea; yet, I didn’t have any inkling what they meant by that. I needed to find out how to keep them safe. I needed the stupid bracelet off. Beyond that I had no clue what we could do. Logan seemed sure he was winning this time, but he was still being careful. Could we trick him? Could we change the future?
“It doesn’t matter what Logan does,” Ty added, as if he could read my mind. “We’ll be sure to beat him.” I hoped Ty was right. I wanted to be able to save everyone, but it looked like they wanted to save me. 
“Is time traveling a team sport?” I teased Ty. 
“It is, the way we play it, and that’s why we’ll win.” Kye grinned.
I sure hoped he was right. A future where I could help my friends and stay with Seth sounded perfect. I wanted that perfect world. I wanted it so badly.
 



Chapter 11
Old Friends
 
After our discussion with Ty, I returned from
class with Kye beside me. As we walked back he whispered in my ear several times the words nothing has changed. It was his way to beg me to play my role. I had to pretend nothing was different when I saw Logan. In reality I was amazed to find that I hadn’t even noticed Kye had been running around making friends with my old friends. He was way better at pretending than I was. I was going to try my best, but it was really hard to do. How was I to look at Logan and not wonder about everything he said? He was still lying to me. Our relationship stood no chance of working the first time because he lied to me almost daily, and now he was doing the same. He said he had learned his lesson, but it wasn’t true. Nothing had changed.
I followed behind Kye as he let us into the house. Logan was still on the couch where we left him.
“Good day of classes?” Logan asked from his spot.
I shrugged. “I don’t think there’ll be a good day until I get to choose different classes.”
Logan smiled. “I swear you said that you wished you’d have had some econ classes.”
I smiled and shook my head. How was I supposed to believe him?
“Do you want to go get dinner?” he suggested.
“Sure,” I replied after Kye stopped and accidentally stepped on my toe when I didn’t immediately respond. “Just let me get changed.” Kye made his way to the stairs and didn’t stick around to hear our conversation.
“Wear something for warm weather. I know the perfect spot that will help you relax and forget about your classes.”
I nodded and hurried upstairs behind Kye. As I caught up to him, I poked him in the back.
“I was going to answer,” I whispered.
Kye turned and smiled at me. I think he might have enjoyed stepping on my toe. “Of course you were. That was just an accident.” Kye winked. “Just know that you’ll be alone with him, and I won’t be there to cause any more of them. You’re pretty accident prone sometimes. Hopefully you will be tonight for your sake.”
I grabbed his arm and pulled him into my room. I hadn’t thought about being alone with Logan again. It was just dinner, right?
“What am I supposed to do if he tries to kiss me?” I whispered frantically. I really hadn’t thought about being alone with Logan again. I was pissed he had lied to me, hurt that he hadn’t really changed, and doubting everything he had said to me to woo me again.
“Kiss him back,” Kye replied with a shrug.
“But I don’t like him,” I quickly said. Kye smiled.
“You don’t have to like someone to kiss them. Duh!”
I smacked him in the chest. His joking attitude wasn’t going to help me. I really didn’t know how I was to kiss him now, and make it seem like nothing had changed.
“Mari,” Kye said, pulling me out of my worry as he grabbed both my arms and made me face him. 
The warm hum of our skin touching was enough to stop the anxiety. I still didn’t know what it meant. I really needed more time to solve all my mysteries. Something was different with Kye, and I was thankful for it. Kye either didn’t feel it, or ignored it, as he looked at me closely.
“You need to play this role perfectly. If Logan suspects anything has changed, he will not stop to find the truth. Please, for your own sake, forget about today, and we can deal with it later.” Kye leaned in closer, as if he didn’t want anyone else to hear. “I’ve worked too hard to make this change. I don’t want the future to happen. I want you to get your happily ever after, and that’s not what will happen if Logan wins. He will never make you happy. He’s only doing what he needs to do for himself. Please. Be the best actress you have ever been in your life. We need you to. Seth needs you to.”
Seth’s name was enough to get my heart to beat faster and my determination to grow stronger. I could do this. I could pretend nothing was wrong. I needed to.
“I still don’t know if I can kiss him,” I answered just as quietly. “It won’t be the same without having any feelings for him.”
“I know you can. You spent a lifetime in my memories kissing him without loving him,” Kye replied. “And he never noticed the difference.”
Kye let go of my arms quickly, and took two steps back as someone walked up the stairs outside my room.
“I like the blue dress better than the red one,” he said loudly. “Blue is more Logan’s color than red anyway.”
I was startled, but quickly realized who was walking up the stairs.
“Are you sure blue? I have a green one, too,” I added, going over to my closet and pulling out both a blue and green summer dress.
Kye looked between them as the footsteps stopped outside my mostly closed door. I didn’t need to turn around to know that Logan was looking into the room.
“Hmmm,” Kye said, moving closer and touching each dress in my hand. “I’d still go with the blue.”
Logan backed up and walked further down the hallway to his room.
Kye closed his eyes and then opened them to look straight at me.
“You can do this. I promise you that you can. I know you can,” Kye added, stepping back.
I nodded as he left the room and closed the door behind him. He was sure I could pretend nothing was wrong, that I could even kiss Logan without giving it away. While I wasn’t even sure what it was yet, I didn’t want to ruin Kye’s plans. He was adamant that my future would be horrible, and that I had to believe him. And there was just something about when him. I trusted Kye. I knew somehow, deep down, that he would never lie to me. Kye meant something to me even if I didn’t know what. It was different. Once I got everything else straightened out with Logan, I’d have to ask Kye.
I quickly slipped on my blue flowered sundress and a pair of strappy sandals. I sure hoped that Logan was taking me somewhere warm because otherwise I would freeze outside. I ran a comb through my messy hair, and settled for just a headband to keep the stray red curls off my face. With only a little dab of makeup, I was ready to go to a dinner that was located who knew where. It was hard to just trust Logan after finding out he was lying to me again, but at least I knew I was what he wanted. He wasn’t likely to leave me stranded on some island somewhere, as long as I played my part. I hoped.
Logan was leaning against his bedroom door as I left my room. He was in a Hawaiian shirt and khaki shorts. His eyes twinkled as they took me in. I didn’t feel the butterflies I had only a day before. His appraisal of me was more uncomfortable than anything now. I thought I could trust him again, and that was a lie. I smiled as best I could, and tried to hide my hurt behind it. 
Logan took my hand and placed it in the crook of his arm.
“Are you ready for some warmer weather?” he asked. I nodded, preparing to travel.
The world faded and we reappeared on a beach somewhere. I felt the warm sand under my sandals.
“Just after sunset,” Logan commented. “I’m sure everything is ready.”
“Ready?” I asked. He had just asked me to go to dinner. When did he have time to have a something prepped for us?
Logan kneeled down and took my sandals off. I stepped into the warm sand and thought of the frozen sand back at home. I had a feeling it would always seem surreal to be able to time travel. At least when you traveled on a plane, you had hours to get used to the change. This was instantaneous, and it was strange. 
“Something wrong?” Logan asked. Just you, I thought.
“It’s weird,” I replied. “The sand back home is frozen, and this is warmer than the floors in our house. I don’t know if this is ever something I could get used to.” My explanation was long, and I had to catch myself to cut it short. I really needed him to continue to be oblivious like Kye said he would be.
Logan grinned. “You’ll get used to it.” He didn’t seem to notice that I meant more behind my feelings that the situation was wrong than just the sand. Hopefully I wouldn’t mess anything up.
Logan stood and took my hand in his as he carried our shoes.
He led me down the beach, and as the pathway turned, the scene was laid out perfectly for me. There were several long tables filled with people seated. Around them, women with waist-length dark hair wearing bikini tops and grass skirts walked around with drinks for the guests. As we neared, several of the guests called hello to Logan. He nodded to each and led me to one of the tables near the stage in front of the other tables. As soon as we sat, the few stragglers that were not seated stopped milling around and joined us. Food and drinks were placed before us by the waitresses.
Before anyone started eating, Logan stood and turned to me, and the crowd around us. My heart beat faster. What was this all about?
“I’d like to welcome all of you tonight. While I know many of you live here, I appreciate all those that traveled just for our dinner tonight. I’ve told all of you how much it means to me to have you with us, but I wanted you all to be here to meet Mari. This is the woman I love, and the woman I will spend the rest of my life with. I planned to tell her tonight about each and every one of you, and wanted her to meet you firsthand. So, welcome, and enjoy the night.” Logan raised his glass and everyone cheered around us, clinking their glasses with the person next to them.
“What’s going on?” I whispered to Logan as he sat back down. He asked me to go to dinner with him. This was a bit more than dinner.
“You asked me yesterday why I was hiding from the goddess. This is why.” Logan swept his arms to the people around us. “They’re what I am hiding.”
I still didn’t understand. There had to be close to fifty people sitting around, maybe more. Everyone was eating and talking to their neighbors. It was obvious that most of the people knew each other, but that didn’t mean I knew who they were, or what Logan was talking about.
“After the show, I’ll explain it all to you,” Logan said as a drumbeat started on the stage.
Women in leaf skirts walked up onto the stage in a line. When the man next to the drummer started to sing, they all began their dance together. As their movements changed and they moved aside, several men joined them on stage in little more than what Seth wore back in the past. The men moved beside the women and began their own dance. I had never been to one before, but I was at a luau.
“I know you like men in little skirts. Thought this would be appropriate entertainment,” Logan joked beside me.
I turned and watched Logan as he smiled at me. He was the picture of elation and was clearly enjoying his time, but his eyes held more. There was something still going on behind them. I had no clue what he was up to, but it seemed I’d have to wait. He wasn’t about to tell me anything for the moment.
Dinner continued with more food being put before us, and the dancers kept up their performance. Around me, people joined us at our table, two or three at a time. Logan introduced them to me, and they all shook my hand. I had no clue what it all meant, but simply continued to look around me.
When the dinner and show were finally done, Logan stood and said his goodbye to the crowd, wishing them a great vacation on the islands before he took my hand in his again. He directed me back to the sandy part of the beach we had arrived on.
I walked in silence beside Logan. He wasn’t about to tell me something until he felt like it. Again, I just had to wait. Logan had always been like that. It was something I was used to. Logan always talked in his own time. Instead of worrying about what would be said, I looked around me. I had the feeling we were in Hawaii, even if no one told me exactly where we were. The sand had cooled, but was still warm to walk on. The evening breeze blowing off the ocean felt nice. I liked my snowy campus, but the quick break in the warm sand was a nice distraction, especially while I waited for Logan to explain to me what was going on. He took my hand in his and he kept thinking as he walked, leading me down the dark beach. Fortunately there was a full moon, and we could see our way enough to keep walking.
“You asked me yesterday what I was hiding from the goddess,” Logan finally said. He stopped and motioned for me to join him while he sat in the sand. We were close enough to see the water lapping just feet away from us, but we would stay dry. I kind of wanted to touch the water and see if it was as warm as the air around us.
I didn’t respond. I wasn’t sure what to say to him, and surely didn’t want to blurt out anything I’d regret later.
“What is her one rule?” Logan asked me while he watched the water.
“That every person must go home and die in the time they were born,” I replied. We had already covered that, and Logan was going to help me get around it.
“Even if they don’t want to,” Logan added. That much I knew, too. Who would want to go home and be a slave like Ty was?
“Then all of this is about not going back to the time you were born?” I asked. I was still a bit confused on what he was trying to tell me. That was my exact dilemma. I didn’t want Ty to have to go home, and I was pretty sure Ty was liking the possibility of staying.
“Yes,” Logan answered and then went silent. He watched the water.
It still didn’t make sense. The goddess knew what I planned to do. I doubt she didn’t know that Logan was already doing just that. How was that a big secret?
“My mother was beautiful. She had the most amazing long blond hair,” Logan said quietly. I turned and looked at him. He was concentrating on the water. I had never once heard him even mention his mother. “She came here to this time to have me. After I had turned five, the goddess decided to make her go back home. My father reassured me that it was fine. Once I was older, I could travel back in time to see her. Until then, he would take me back as often as he could. He even told me I’d have brothers and sisters back in that time. Her life would go on, but we could still be a part of it. It was all just talk by my father, all just a dream he knew was a lie. She caught typhoid fever within weeks of returning to her time, and my father was never able to bring me to her. I never knew that would happen. All she would have needed was a simple antibiotic you can get at any pharmacy.”
“Why didn’t your dad just go back in time and change that? Why didn’t he go back earlier and give it to her?” I asked. Wasn’t that the beauty of time travel? You could go back and do things over as many times as you wanted.
Logan turned and gave me a sad smile. “I keep forgetting that she didn’t teach you anything.”
I waited as he went back to watching the water.
“I wish you could change things that easily,” Logan said quietly. “While we can travel back in time, we can’t really change fate too drastically. The goddess made us able to gain knowledge and learn from traveling, but we can’t change fate. If we could physically change the past, the time travel would have messed up the world several times over by now. Fate holds everything in check.”
“That’s why people have to go back? Fate?” I didn’t know how I felt about the concept of fate. I felt like I was meant to meet Seth, for whatever reason it may be, but was it fate? Would I have met him if I wasn’t in the present time? I’d have been somewhere in Nahrin hiding, and he still would have been a soldier. It didn’t leave many options for our paths to cross.
“Yeah, fate,” Logan replied. “No matter what I’ve tried, I can’t change my mother’s fate, and it’s not fair. If she could have stayed here, she would have been fine. If the goddess would just bend her rules.”
“But she can’t, can she?” I asked. I got the feeling that it was a permanent type of rule.
Logan laughed dryly. “Oh, she can do anything she chooses. She’s the goddess after all. No, she chooses to let people succumb to diseases they should never have gotten. She lets little boys grow up without their mothers. That’s the type of person the goddess is.”
“What if you could change it? Wouldn’t it throw off the balance or something?” I had to believe there was a reason for the goddess to have, and enforce, that one rule.
“Letting me have my mother would have thrown off the balance of the world?” Logan asked skeptically. He was right. That didn’t sound like anything major. “No. It’s just that she can’t stand for us humans to be happy. Do you know that she was human once? She had a lover that chose duty to his people over her. Her rule is one of a woman scorned. She couldn’t be happy, and thus doesn’t want us to be happy.”
It was hard for me to picture the dusty ghost of the goddess as being bad or vengeful. I never once got that feeling from any encounter I had with her. In fact, I felt the opposite. She was more like love, unconditional love, in the form of a breeze. I didn’t think she was trying to ruin his childhood by sending his mother back. I still didn’t like her rule, and would do anything to keep Ty from his fate in the past, but I didn’t think it was her fault. I didn’t blame her like Logan did.
“I knew from the moment I realized I couldn’t save my mother that I was going to change everything. I needed to be able to let people make their own choices. By sending people home, the goddess chooses for them,” Logan explained. His anger was simmering down as he stared out over the water.
“So you found a way to stay?” I asked. That was the exact thing I wanted to learn.
“Yes. I studied the stones, and found out how to use them. It took decades to figure it all out, but I have.” Logan grew silent in thought as he watched the water. I wanted to prompt him to tell me how, but I couldn’t come across as too eager.
Kye saw Logan as evil, and I understood from his perspective that he was. But I just couldn’t see him as all bad. Maybe it was because I still loved him a little, but Logan was still Logan. He was doing everything to make his own world right. I could feel the pain behind his words as he spoke about his mother. It was something he wasn’t over. I didn’t want to be with Logan, but I sure hoped they were planning something that wouldn’t hurt him either. Logan had enough hurt in his life.
“Every person you met tonight was someone that I saved,” Logan continued. This time his voice was brighter and more hopeful. “They’re the ones that wanted to live in this time. They live all over the world. They have real lives, and real families. They never have to worry about being whisked back to where they came from. They’re happy here. Each one is thankful I was able to save them.”
I had to agree with him. Not a single person at the luau seemed mad or upset. They all looked like normal, happy people. I’d have never known if he hadn’t told me that they were from different times.
“And how do you do that?” I asked. I couldn’t help myself.
Logan turned and grinned at me, all sadness fading from his face.
“All in good time,” he replied, finally standing. He offered me his hand. “You asked about the three ladies back in my palace. I needed you to see that the people who chose to stay are happy. Even those three are happy. Mais was a servant back in her old life. She was beaten every day. Now, in my palace, she’s in charge. She’s happy. They all volunteered to take care of you, they know how shocking it can be when you lose the ability to travel. They wanted to take care of you.”
Logan was spinning a great story. I was sure he wasn’t telling the whole truth. That I would need to get from Kye, if he could answer my questions. It was hard to tell with Logan. He was really good at what he was saying. He added just enough truth so that you didn’t question him, but it was still hard to pick through and see what was a lie and what was not. I reached up and took his hand. I was ready to head back home. It was all too confusing to sift through for the moment on my full stomach.
Logan wrapped his free hand around my back.
“I need you to see that I’m the good guy,” Logan said quietly, staring intently into my eyes. “The goddess is trying to keep people from their happiness. She’s trying to keep you from me. Please see me as the good guy.” He was pleading with me with both words and his eyes.
Logan leaned forward to kiss me, and I wished we could head back home. I felt bad for him and understood why he was doing what he was doing, but I just didn’t feel for him the way he did for me. I thought I could try to move on, but I couldn’t. I could never trust Logan completely. He would never be honest with me. I couldn’t tell him that, and I couldn’t just duck away from his kiss. I needed to pretend to fall for him to get him to tell me how to save everyone, even if my mother wanted to go back to the past, and Seth would be fine. I needed to be able to give Ty an option to stay. I owed him that much. He’d done so much for me, and this was the one thing I had to do for him. Logan leaned closer, and I closed my eyes. This was the acting part Kye said I had to do. I got it. A kiss was just a kiss; actors do it all the time in the movies. I just wasn’t sure if I was cut out to be an actress.
How did actors portray all that feeling? Was it like when you talked in front of a crowd and tried to picture them in their underwear? Logan in his underwear would be nice to look at, but it wouldn’t do anything to make me like him more. Now, Seth in his underwear was a sight I wanted to see more of. Logan’s lips touched mine, and I thought of Seth. My heart hurt to see him with Melissa, but it might not be what it seemed. There might still be a chance for us. I might get my Seth back.
I pulled back after I realized the passion I was kissing Logan with as I thought of Seth. Logan grinned and took my hand, not at all fazed by my kiss. My cheeks reddened, and I was grateful that the dim light of the moon hid them…at least until we were back in our house where the living room light was more than enough to show off the color. Logan grinned more. I quickly dropped his hand. It wasn’t my intention of mine to make him think I liked him more, but it seemed I might be able to act better than I was giving myself credit for.
“How was dinner?” Kye asked, coming from the kitchen with a sandwich in his hand.
I shook my head as my cheeks continued to burn. Kye raised an eyebrow at me.
“Great. Just great,” Logan answered for the both of us.
Great wasn’t exactly how I’d describe it, but it was getting me closer to my goal. Now I only hoped Kye really did have a plan to make this all work so that I didn’t end up as Logan’s prisoner.
 
Wednesday was the slowest, most dragging day of my life. It was because I was looking forward to Thursday and meeting with the guys. Even if Seth didn’t make it to the meeting, as Kye thought he might have trouble getting away from Melissa, I was still excited to see Ty and Dee again. It was strange to feel, but I actually missed them a lot more than I thought I would. I felt a loss when they went back to the past before, but I thought it was just because I was missing Seth. Turned out I was missing all of them. I didn’t know exactly when they’d become that important, but there was something missing in my life since I returned with Logan. I not only needed Seth, but I needed Ty, Dee, and even Kye around me as well.
When I finally finished my classes, I holed up in the library to spend the rest of the day studying. I had to catch up on my homework, but I was mostly avoiding Logan. Now that I knew the secret of the library, I had a feeling I’d be spending more time there. I didn’t want to be available for another date. It was way too confusing as it was. I didn’t trust Logan, and was hoping to be rid of him soon, but I kind of felt bad for him. He hadn’t had it too easy. He thought he had with me what I had with Seth, but there was no nice way to get him to understand he was mistaken. I already suspected he was living in a world of his making, but after last night, I was sure of it. Logan didn’t follow the goddess’s rule to save someone he cared about. It was clear that he wanted to be in charge and make the decisions. There were tons of people he had saved, and I somehow doubted they all meant something to him. Why he did save them was a mystery to add to my list.
After a late study session, I returned home to go straight to bed. I didn’t even see Logan, which was a relief, and I was asleep before anyone could interrupt me. I wanted to make the next day come fast, and sleep was the best option. I dreamt of many things, but could only remember pieces of my dreams when I woke. They were filled with images of Seth, but nothing that made sense. I wanted to see him. I needed to see him. I wanted to be sure that he still cared about me. I didn’t spend time dwelling on those dream fragments, but quickly got ready and made it downstairs to wait for Kye.
Kye was in no rush to go off to classes and dragged as he got ready. I waited twice as long as it took me to get ready, but there was nothing I could do. If I ran off to school without Kye, Logan would follow me. Kye knew this and took his time. Maybe it was part of his act, or maybe he was just torturing me.
By the time we finally left the house and made our way to the old building, I was as excited as I had been in weeks, maybe as excited as I had been when I ran off to find Seth and bring him back to my time with me. That didn’t turn out the way I had wanted it to, but this time I wasn’t going to do it alone. Together, with the guys, we could figure this one out. And as determined as Kye was to give me the ending I wanted, I hoped there was nothing that could go wrong.
I climbed the stairs two at a time and had to wait on each platform for Kye. He still was purposely taking his time and was driving me nuts. When I finally made it to the locked door, I didn’t wait for him. Kye was close behind, and I noticed he wasn’t stopping to take out a key this time. I tried the handle and found it open. I pushed my way into the room and saw Ty and Dee standing across the space. Seth wasn’t there. I was disappointed to not see him, but kept the smile plastered on my face for Ty and Dee. Dee came over and gave me a quick hug as Kye entered the room.
“No Seth?” Kye asked, noticing the same detail as me.
“You were right. He can’t seem to get away from Melissa,” Dee replied, moving back over next to Ty.
I should have already known that Seth wasn’t there. I didn’t feel him as I climbed the stairs, or came to the doorway. I guess I just hoped that the iron of the room would block that connection too, though I kind of doubted it. What I felt with Seth really didn’t have much to do with the time travel thingy. It was something more. Something between him and me.
“Do you guys get any time alone with him?” Kye asked, getting right into details.
“Yeah, she trusts us alone with him if we’re in our dorm room, but that’s it. If we try to leave, or go elsewhere, she always knows, and somehow shows up at the right moment. I don’t know how she does it, but it got old after the first few times,” Dee explained. He seemed to be over his crush on her. I was happy to see that.
“I’m sure it’s Logan,” Kye replied. “He wants to make sure Mari can’t get close to Seth. He thinks that if they are kept apart, Mari will forget about Seth, and their bond will be broken.”
“Is that all it would take?” Ty asked curiously.
Kye laughed. “Not even close. You can’t imagine how many times Logan has tried to break the bond between them. It doesn’t work like that.” 
I wanted to point out that I was standing right there as they talked, but this was the most I had heard Kye speak about the time travel stuff since I met him. Every time I asked a question, he closed right up. Now, with Ty asking, he was freely talking. I looked up at Ty, who didn’t seem to think anything was weird, and then back at Kye.
“But you can’t tell me details because you promised Logan,” I finally figured out just how strange it was.
Kye grinned. “And I’m not. Ty was the one asking, not you.”
“But I’m standing right here, and can hear everything,” I replied. That made no sense. By being in the same room, I was getting all the details anyway. Kye’s smile widened and he turned back to Ty.
“Did you talk to him then?” Kye asked. I guessed as long as Kye wasn’t going to admit I could hear, it was fair game. No wonder I couldn’t keep up with Logan and his lies. This was a game that seemed to be played well by his family.
“Yeah. He’s up for anything,” Ty replied.
“And he wasn’t too happy to hear about the arranged marriage back in the past with Prince Logan,” Dee added. “I don’t think he’d have left the past if he knew that was going to happen.”
I shook my head. I forgot all about that. According to the Assyrians, I was married to Logan. I didn’t even get a chance to explain to everyone that it wasn’t true. I hoped Seth didn’t think I really was married to Logan.
“But it’s not true.” I looked between Ty and Dee. “Really, it isn’t.” I turned to Kye for help. He had been with me the whole time. He knew it wasn’t true.
“It may not have ever happened, but the Assyrians think it did. If they, or the Nahrin, find out Mari is back and locate her, they will take her to Logan.” Again, Kye spoke like I wasn’t in the room.
“Then she doesn’t go back with us,” Ty replied.
“What are you talking about? Going back?” I asked, and looking between the guys.
“You aren’t safe here. Logan has all the power and can do what he wants. We need to head back. We need to get home,” Dee explained. At least he was talking to me.
“How is it any safer there?” In fact, I was pretty sure it was deadlier there, and life expectancy was just over half of what it was in the present time.
“Your father can protect you,” Dee replied.
“My father?” I still didn’t even know who he was.
“He protects all within our borders,” Ty added. He was making as much sense as Dee. I turned to Kye.
“Kemet is safe from Logan,” Kye explained, still not turning to me, but was obviously talking for my benefit. The guys nodded along with him. “There’s a special relationship between Kemet and the gods. Logan can’t interfere there.”
The three of them combined made less sense than my econ class. What they were saying was that it was safe. How could it be? Logan could time travel wherever he wanted. With the bracelet on, I was a prisoner in any time he could find me, and it seemed like he had no trouble doing that. Was Egypt encased in a large amount of iron? Did it even matter? Logan could take me away. How could they be certain I would be safe? And what was this talk about gods? I had only met the goddess. Were there more?
“I don’t really get what you’re saying, but okay. If it’s safe there, how do we get back, and how do we stay there?” I trusted them and hoped that my instinct about Kye wasn’t wrong. 
 
 



Chapter 12
Changing the Game
 
I returned home no closer to getting away from Logan than I had been before I met with the guys. They were sure they needed to return to the past and that my father, whoever he was, would protect us all, but I wasn’t as convinced. No one told me who my father was, though they all seemed to know. How could he protect us? Was he a priest? Was he a god? Was there more than just the goddess? I had little knowledge of any of it, and no one to ask. Kye couldn’t answer my questions, and it wasn’t safe to ask Logan.
I flopped onto my bed and closed my eyes. How was I supposed to save everyone if I didn’t know how to play the game? It wasn’t fair. Logan kept telling me that I was the one person the goddess didn’t train, and now I had no clue what I could even do. I was being thrown into a game where I didn’t know the rules, but was expected to know how to play. It wasn’t easy. Time travel wasn’t that easy. A breeze brushed across my closed eyes. I had only one guess who it was. The goddess had come to visit again.
“What troubles you?” she asked in her musical voice.
I sat up and stared at the translucent goddess. The folds of her dress flowed around her, but I had no idea how or why. There was no weight to them to make them move. She was basically an image or hologram floating in my room.
“Were you once human?” I asked the first question that popped into my head, and it was not really the most pressing question. I didn’t even know why I asked.
She smiled and floated over to me. Sitting beside me, it almost seemed like if only I couldn’t see through her, I would see a real person. Her transparent body rested on my bed as she turned to me.
“I wasn’t exactly human. I was always a goddess, but at one point in my existence I was more like you,” she replied.
I raised my eyebrows. How was she more like me?
“I was more,” the goddess paused and thought a moment. “Solid,” she answered, laughing at my expression. Solid? Who would call themselves solid? “I was as real as you are. I could touch things, and they could touch me.”
I had felt her touch me several times. What did she mean by that?
For the first time sadness shone behind her sparkling eyes. “At one point in my life I was corporal, physically able to move around the world if I so chose. I could stand in a river and feel the water around me. I could pet the wild animals and bring them the same comfort they brought me. I could hold the hand of a man and feel his fingers touch mine.”
“Logan said you were human once and loved a man,” I added.
She nodded slowly and her eyes glassed over. “I did love a man once, and he was a great man. We spent many years together, but I could never give him what he needed. I might have been the mother of nature, and the living world around him, but I couldn’t do what he needed. He was a leader, and his people looked to him. As he aged, they looked to him to produce an heir to continue on leading them. They wanted someone of the same family line, someone just like him. They wanted his child to lead them. I couldn’t do that. I could bring life around me, but I couldn’t give life to him that way. I am a goddess, not a human.”
“What happened to him?” I asked, slightly afraid to ask. 
“I left him alone. He grieved for me, but he moved on. He married. He had children and his children had children and his children had children. To this day, his great-great-great-and-more grandchildren live,” she replied. Sadness filled her eyes as she talked, but she continued to smile. It looked like a painful, but happy, memory.
“He just moved on?” I asked in surprise.
“Like all men do who have a duty to fulfill... He had no choice. People depended on him,” the goddess explained. She wasn’t even mad about it. She seemed sadder than anything else.
“So Logan is wrong about the reason for your rules?” I asked, trying to get off the subject that was causing her grief.
“Logan is wrong about many things, child. Unfortunately, he’s led by his desires, and fails to see the real world. No, I’m not a woman scorned. No, I didn’t do anything to hurt him. I didn’t make the past that haunts him. What he fails to understand is that you can’t change your fate,” she replied. Her eyes returned to their normal sparkle.
“Then why allow time travel at all?” I asked. Wasn’t its entire existence simply to change things?
She smiled more. “It was never my intention to give people the chance to change their fate. I wanted them to be able to time travel to learn, not change what was to come. Letting go of my love, and watching him move on was the hardest thing I ever did, but I knew that it would turn out okay. I knew that one day I’d be sitting with his long distant granddaughter, discussing time travel. I knew that even if I couldn’t love him like he needed that he would live on. I would see him every day in the eyes of his descendants.” She stared into my eyes as she spoke.
“He was my ancestor?” I wondered. I was sitting and discussing time travel with her, after all.
“You have his eyes,” she replied in answer.
I sat and thought about it. She was giving people the chance to understand their fate, not to change it. That made sense, but it was still hard. Ty understood his fate perfectly now. If we hadn’t time traveled, he would have never known. Was it truly better to know?
“And now he can move on. Now he can live the life he should have lived instead of waiting around for something to happen that was never going to happen. Ty has been given the chance to really live his life,” she explained.
“But he’s still a slave back there,” I answered. It hurt to say the words. That was no life for him to live.
“He is, but you don’t know what his fate may be. Once a slave isn’t always a slave. Things can change,” the goddess cryptically replied. I looked to her. Did she know what his fate was? Why wouldn’t she tell me to keep me from making bad choices if it was going to be better for him back there? Was that the reason she wasn’t saying? Was it worse, or was it better? She stood and flitted around the room. “You have more questions, child.” She looked out my window at the icey shoreline and didn’t answer the questions that were floating around in my head.
I did have more I wanted to know, and had to think carefully on what to ask next. We didn’t have unlimited time like I would have liked. I knew at some point Logan would find us in the house talking, and I really didn’t need him to know about the goddess and me.
“He’s off getting into more trouble,” she replied to my thoughts.
“What is he up to?” I asked. That was a good question to ask. I needed to know what I was getting into with Logan, or rather, what he was going to try to pull me into if he got the chance.
“I think you already are getting to the answer for that one,” she replied.
“He’s trying to save people as he says, and let them live in another time. But he doesn’t seem to be saving everyone. I saw the three he keeps as servants in the past. He said they were happy, but it didn’t seem like that. They seemed trapped. And I saw the bracelets. They wear the same one as me,” I blurted out my jumbled thoughts. The goddess turned back to me.
“You’re correct in all of your thinking. Logan isn’t saving a single person. He’s keeping them from their true destinies. What he’s doing is destructive, not only to them, but all the people in their lives. He’s creating a world that’s different than what it should be, one that will never last. He’s destroying life as we know it.”
“But why? Doesn’t he see that? He travels to the future. Kye is from the future,” I added.
“And Kye’s here now trying to get that future changed,” the goddess pointed out. Kye made it seem like he specifically wanted my fate to change so that I wouldn’t be linked to Logan, but was he saving everyone?
The goddess shook her head. “No. Unfortunately, that boy is too much like his father’s family. He’s only trying to save you. Luckily for the world, you happen to be the key. In saving you, he will save mankind.”
“I’m the key?” I squeaked out. I wasn’t anyone special. I was raised by a single mother in a time that wasn’t even her own. We lived well only because a stranger took her in. We were lucky to have found him. In fact, looking back on my life, I was lucky quite often. I was particularly lucky to have found Seth, too. But still, that didn’t make me special.
“Oh, child, you are much more special than you give yourself credit for. You’ll never see it, and that makes you even more precious. You’re so much like him it makes me want to go back and choose differently. I know I must not, and mankind would have been doomed earlier if I had done that, but you do make me miss him.” 
Sparkles trailed down her cheeks. Was she crying? Could a ghostly goddess cry?
“To understand Logan, and what he is doing, I need to tell you how this all came to be.” She sat down at the window seat and patted the space next to her. I moved over and waited for her to begin talking. She didn’t. Instead she took my hand. The slight breeze touched me as her hand went through mine for a second and then I could feel the silkiness of her touch as she solidified and held onto my hand. My room faded, and I felt like I was time traveling again.
“Open your mind and just watch. We’re not physically traveling back in time, just mentally. Let the images play for you so that you can understand.”
“That can’t be true,” a dark-haired man whose eyes were just as blue as mine was speaking to a lady whose back was facing us. He was handsome, and wore little more than a skirt around his waist. His body was well-defined, and his almost-black hair was pulled back and tied with a leather cord. The small circle of metal around his head told me we were watching a king speak.
I had no clue what time period we were in, or where we ended up. We were in an ornate room of sorts. Fluffy pillows and decorative rugs lined the floor like it was prepared for many people to arrive, but only two people stood in the middle of the room. Nothing indicated where, or when, we were.
“If you could see what I see, you’d agree with me, love,” the woman responded in a very familiar voice. The dark-haired woman turned and looked directly at him, pleading with her eyes. I knew those eyes, and I knew that face. It was the goddess. “If you don’t marry and have an heir, your country will die.”
“Then let it.” The man grabbed the goddess and pulled her tightly against himself.
“I can’t let you do that,” she replied, pushing back to make only a little space between them. “This world needs you. Mankind needs you and your heirs. If only you could see.”
“The show me,” he begged, his voice strained. The man obviously didn’t like what she was suggesting. He needed some convincing.
“I would if I could,” she replied, stepping back, but he quickly snatched her hand to keep her from walking away.
“You are a goddess. You are magic. Show me why we can’t stay together,” he pleaded now. Falling to his knees, he grabbed her waist and pulled her tight, pressing his face to her stomach. “I do not wish to live if I can’t have you. Please don’t leave me alone.”
The scene faded and a new one appeared before us. This time the goddess was alone. She was still in the room from before, but now there was half-eaten food on the various mats, and the pillows were more strewn about the room. Whatever party that had occurred was over. The goddess leaned down and picked up an empty glass. She was deep in thought.
The man from before returned and came up behind her. He wrapped his arms around her middle, burying his face in the crook of her neck and into her hair.
“See. No one minds if there’s no heir. We’ll be fine. We can stay together,” he told her. Her face said otherwise and she continued to stare at the cup. “Now come to bed.”
The goddess nodded and looked back at the cup as she set it on the mat. She let him drag her away, and her expression changed from sadness to determination.
The scene ended and again began a new one. The man entered the same room, presumably not long after they had left it.
“Where are you?” he asked, looking around the room as if the goddess would magically appear. Nothing happened. “Love, where did you go?” he asked the empty room. Still nothing happened. His relaxed posture changed. He sensed something was wrong and fell to his knees. 
Time sped up as we watched the man. He didn’t move from his spot on the floor, but people came and went in the room. No one was able to get him to respond. He sat and stared at the cup she had been holding the night before until the scene faded again.
I was back in my room. “Where did you go?” I asked. The story was incomplete.
“He could never let me go, just as it was the hardest thing in my life to let him go,” she replied. “I knew the moment you decided to let Seth go to save him that you were the one. You have my willpower, and maybe even more than I have, as I truly have never let go. I’ve watched you and your family for centuries. I can’t help it. You are all that’s left of him.”
“Did he ever figure out where you went?” I asked. I wanted to know how the story ended for the man.
She smiled. “Yes,” she replied as the space next to her shimmered.
The man we had been watching before appeared next to the fading goddess. He looked shocked as he stared at her in her ghostly form.
“Is she the one?” he asked, pointing to me.
The goddess smiled. “She is.”
The man slowly approached me. He looked different in his twenty-first-century clothing, with his hair cut to match. I could still see the well-defined muscles beneath the suit he wore, but it was strange to see him go from being dressed half naked to completely clothed. His face, though, hadn’t changed. The hard angle of his jawline was still there, even with the shadow of missing a day’s shave.
“And she’s the same one of mine?” he asked, stopping before me. He stared at my eyes; it was like looking into a mirror. I didn’t have a hard time believing the goddess that I was related to this man. He could easily have passed as my own father. “And she will change that? She will make it all right?”
“Yes,” the goddess replied.
He looked back to me and then to the goddess. “And you promise she’ll be happier than she is now? She won’t have our fate? She will be able to stay with her love?” He looked pained as he added the last comment. 
I was taken aback by that. What did he know about me? How did he know I wasn’t happy?
“When she’s back together with the one she is meant to be with, she will be,” the goddess replied. “If she’s strong enough, she will get the happy ending we did not.”
The man nodded and stepped back. He reached for the goddess and stopped, knowing his hand would go right through her. He looked pained to have realized that. He gave me one last look before nodding to the goddess and disappearing from my room.
“What was…?” I questioned. It was too surreal to have just been in her memories and then for him to show up in my bedroom.
“He needed to see,” the goddess replied “And I needed you to see. That man was the reason I did this. He’s the reason I wanted people to be able to travel. By seeing you and the future, he understood that he had to accept his fate without me. He went back and lived the life he was meant to live before he ever met me. He had children, and they had children, and each generation did what they were fated to do. I gave up my powers the moment that I understood what it would take for him to be happy.”
The goddess had immense love for the man that just appeared, and disappeared almost as quickly. It was hard to imagine she had given him up, and I saw the pain they both were in when they looked at each other. Their love was the kind my mother talked about, and she had given it up. She chose to live with the pain and let him have the fate he was meant to have than to choose her own heart over it. That was amazing.
“How did you give up your powers?” I didn’t see that part of the story. “I mean, you were once real. Sorry. Not that you aren’t real now. You were once human-ish.” I tried to correct my verbal stumble, but really, how was I supposed to describe her? She was basically a ghost now, and fading even more as we talked.
“What you saw was my last night alive as what you’d call human. That was the last time I ever was able to feel the touch of another person. I gave that all up to save him and mankind as I knew it.” That still didn’t explain it all. She could be confusing. The goddess smiled at me. “I put every ounce of my magic into the stones that decorated the dishes in the room that night. Every piece that was there was a piece of chalcedony. Those became the blessed stones when I scattered them throughout time, but left just that one cup for him to find. When he finally left his daze, he fell into a rage at not finding me. He cut his hand, and the blood activated the stone I left for him. I was able to come to him and tell him what I did. He didn’t believe me until I took him through time. I showed him what would happen if he didn’t marry. I showed him the world that would exist. He returned to his time and married as I told him to, but he was still not happy. After his first child was born, he used the stone to call to me again. I took him from generation to generation, showing him each of his ancestors. He still didn’t want to accept that he couldn’t be with me until I showed him you. You convinced him that what I said was true.”
“But I didn’t say anything,” I replied.
The goddess smiled. “You did in the future. I showed him all the fates you have gone through, and he understood. No matter what life throws your way, you still find a way back to your fate. You still do what is right, and lead everyone to their destiny. No matter how many times Logan changes everything, you become what is needed. He wanted to see you now before he went back to his life. That’s why he came. Because of you, he went home and lived a long and healthy life. He raised his children to be great leaders as he was, and each generation carried on his bloodline. Your father continued that, and has been a great leader himself. His military campaigns have been second to none. He was a born leader, and so will you be.”
“A leader of what?” I asked. I had no ambitions to run for any sort of office. Running the country, or even just a company, wasn’t exactly my style.
The goddess smiled, but didn’t answer, and left my question hanging in the air. 
“And how does this explain what Logan’s doing?” I finally asked. That was the original question.
“Logan’s taking the stones, collecting them for himself,” the goddess replied. As much as Logan thought he was getting away with his plans, it seemed that the goddess knew what he was up to.
“Taking them?” I asked. How could he just take them? What did that mean? Weren’t you supposed to keep your stone when you traveled through time? Weren’t they told to hold onto them? Was he off hunting the world for the stones that lie in wait for the next user? Could that be why he was gone all the time?
“There’s nothing altruistic behind why Logan is helping many people avoid going back to their own time. He told you the story about his mother. He’s used that excuse for years, but it’s just that—an excuse. Each person he’s saved, he has done so because he wants their stone,” the goddess explained. “He trades their stone to keep them safe.” Like Ty, I thought. Ty traded his stone to Logan to get his friends back in the present time with me.
“What does he want with all the stones?” I asked. It made no sense to me why he was collecting them. He already had the power to time travel and take a person with him without using a stone. They were essentially useless for him.
“My power,” she replied darkly. I had no idea what her power was, but I could tell that it wasn’t a good thing Logan was trying to get it. “If Logan can collect all my stones in one place, he can assume the power I had before I changed. Essentially, he can become a god.”
 
I sat on my bed where I dropped at her news. I wanted to think Logan was a good guy and just doing things to make it right in his eyes, but I was getting the feeling that my naïve views of Logan were way off. He was using each person he found to collect the stones for power. He wanted to be a god.
“He’s not a good guy that does a few bad things,” the goddess replied, reading my mind—as usual. “Logan is a bad guy that has one good spot in his life—you. You are the only good he does. I think he even sees that, hence he hangs on so tight to you. You are the last bit of good left in him. You are the only one that still believes he’s good.”
“What about all the people he’s saved?” I asked. They were all quite friendly. They had asked him to let them stay in the present time.
“They are all indebted to him, and he makes sure they know that every day of their lives,” she replied. “None of them are free. None of them are living the life they were meant to live. None of them are happy.”
Was she implying that if you tried to defy fate you’d be unhappy?
The goddess nodded. “He might think he is doing good to redeem himself. He might honestly believe he is, but he’s robbing them of their true happiness, and instead he’s making them into his personal slaves.”
There was nothing of that which sounded even remotely good.
“And when he gets all the stones…?”
“He will combine them and take their power,” the goddess replied. She wasn’t holding anything back, even if it was hard to fathom.
Logan wasn’t the good guy I was trying to see him as. What would it mean if he got the powers of the goddess? What would he do with them? What could he do?
“What are your powers?” I asked. I wasn’t even sure what she was capable of herself.
“Almost anything,” she answered my thoughts again. “You know how people tell stories of the genie in the lamp?” I nodded. “I am basically that genie without a master. There are a few limitations, but I can do almost anything else.”
“And Logan would be able to do that, then?”
She nodded. That wasn’t a good thing. He was already making my life devoid of happiness, it was no wonder Kye didn’t want me to have the life Logan was planning. If he could truly do anything, I’d be lost.
“And how many more stones does he have to collect?”
“There’s only one stone left that he has not found,” she replied. I sucked in my breath at her answer. Logan was one stone away from being a god. If he was good enough to ruin my life without powers, what would my life be when he could do anything?
“And the stones in my arm?” I asked. I technically had two of them now.
“I’m not sure how he plans to take those from you, but I knew that if they were just left under the skin like the others, he would take it right out of you. I’m pretty sure he has some sort of plan to be able to use them, but I can’t tell you how. I just know that he’s close to getting what he wants.”
“How close?”
“When he finally finds the last stone, there will be no way to stop him. I will cease to exist,” she answered.
My heart stopped a beat, and I looked closer at her. She had been fading for quite some time. I remembered the sparkling form I met only months ago. She wasn’t solid then either, but there was more to her, she was less see-through-y. 
“He’s close to finding it?” I asked. It was a scary thought.
“Finding it? No. But he’s close to it. If he knew where to look, this would have been done over a week ago.”
“You know where it is?” I asked, hopeful that it was the key to stopping him. If I knew where it was, I could stop all of this. I’d protect it from him.
“Yes, but I cannot tell you. There’s still a chance you’ll choose to help him. You need to be sure which side you’re on before you find out the truth.”
My mouth hung open. Why would I help him? What chance was there in that? He was basically enslaving people and stopping them from their destinies. It didn’t seem like I had a bright future with him. And Kye was working on a plan to allow me to be with Seth. Why would I help Logan? 
The goddess smiled sadly at me.
“No matter what I tell you, you will still see good in him. You will still give him chance after chance. You want to believe he can be virtuous. You want to believe that your first love was a great guy. He might have been a great guy if he could allow himself to understand destiny. His lack of desire to see the truth clouds everything. I wish it wasn’t that way. He had so much potential. He would have been a great keeper if he could see past his mother. She knew all along that her fate was to return to her time. She accepted that fate. It was Logan who couldn’t. He tried to bring her back to the present. He found out that she would die anyway. Her life was always meant to be short. You can’t change that even with the powers I have. I wish I could, but I can’t keep someone alive past their time. We each have a role, and we each have to play that role. That is fate. You can learn, you can accept it, and you can live your life to the fullest.”
“Then you know how things will turn out?”
“No. I know how I want it to turn out, but Logan is messing with fate. If he gets his way, there will no longer be fate. Life as we know it will be Logan’s making. He will decide who gets to live and die. Who gets an easy or a hard life. He will decide everything. One person shouldn’t have all of that power. I understood that, as do the other gods. I don’t even want you to see the world that will exist if he does get that. I hope it won’t, but it is a possibility. It’s all a possibility. I’ve seen many endings. I hope the one where you are happy is the one that comes to pass, but that isn’t the only option. Logan is changing your fate, and if he gets the last stone, he will change your fate to something no one wants.”
I shivered. I had a clue that my fate with Logan didn’t include my friends. What would he do to them? Would he eventually turn on Kye? Would I be left alone? It was a scary thought.
“How do I stop him?” I asked.
“By first accepting fate,” the goddess replied. 
“How can I accept something that I don’t even know what it is?”
She was confusing. I wasn’t about to try to change my fate, but I had no clue what it even was.
“You have to accept not just your fate, but that of your friends,” she replied.
She was talking about Ty now. I understood that much. I thought of my friend. He was a great guy. In my time he was a star football player. People around campus recognized him, and called him by name. He was friends with everyone. Overall, anyone who knew him was lucky that they did. In the past he was a silent slave. He wasn’t even allowed to talk to me in private. How was I supposed to accept that as his life? It didn’t seem fair.
The air beside her shimmered, and she didn’t turn to see who entered the space beside her.
“Accepting fate isn’t about being fair,” she explained. “Fate is realizing that there is a reason things turn out the way they do and accepting that you can’t change the reality of it.” She turned to Kye, who was standing beside her.
“Did you get it all sorted out? You can get everything set up to give her a chance?” she asked him. I guessed I wasn’t the only one he was talking to about making plans.
“I can do it,” he answered. 
“Is your planning all done? You can restore the order of the past?” she asked, and Kye nodded. “Then good luck to you.” 
Kye opened his hand and Ty’s brown aventurine sparkled in his palm. The goddess reached down, and even though she was transparent, she was able to pick up the stone. Her ghostly form got brighter as she did so. With the stone in her hand, she walked over to me.
“I believe in you. I believe you’re strong enough to do what is right. I believe you can save everyone.” Her form was now more solid and she pulled my arm from my lap. Brown dust swirled over my already marked arm. The brown lines sat beside the red carnelian lines, hidden from everyone, but Kye and I saw them as they were laid down intertwining with the green chrysoprase lines. When the last bit of dust had fallen from her hand, her form dimmed even more than before.
“I wish you both good luck. I will be watching and hoping that you can make it through all right.”
The goddess faded from my room.
“I hope you’re ready for the shit to hit the fan,” Kye added as she left us. 
I had no idea what he was planning, or why she just gave me Ty’s stone, but I was sure I’d find out. It was all a bit overwhelming anyway, so I didn’t even try to imagine what was going to happen next. It wasn’t like I could use the stone since I still wore the bracelet from Logan. But Kye and the goddess did seem to be on the same page, and I sure hoped I would catch up soon.
I looked to Kye who was looking at his watch. He was ready for something. I wished I had time to process everything, but I had a feeling whatever was going to happen next was already in the works. Was I ready to accept fate? I had no clue. I hoped I could. 
 
 



Chapter 13
Returning to the Past
 
Logan appeared in my room just popping up from nowhere. That, in itself, was a little disconcerting, since he wouldn’t have known if I was getting dressed or something. But the look on his face was even more startling. He was panicked. He didn’t even acknowledge me as he stood before Kye.
“The stone is gone,” he told Kye.
“What stone?” Kye asked back.
“The aventurine,” Logan responded like there was only one aventurine stone in the entire world. “When’s the last time you used it?”
“I used it three days ago, as you asked me,” Kye replied. Then he waited. Kye was as good at the game as Logan was, maybe even better. There was no way anyone could tell that he had just had the stone in his hands, and Logan hadn’t asked him that. Even if he did, I had a feeling Kye would be able to get around it.
“If you had it then, I have to go back and see where it could have gotten to in those three days,” Logan replied. “I can’t teach Mari how to keep Ty here without his stone. This will change everything. They might have gotten to it.”
Kye coughed a little at Logan’s response, and pointed to me. Logan turned to me, finally realizing that I was in the room.
“Mari,” he said in surprise.
“Logan,” I said back cautiously. What was I hearing? There seemed to be more behind everything than even the goddess was letting on. And then there was the fact that I needed Ty’s stone to keep him in the present. I already had Seth’s and Dee’s stones. Did that mean all I needed was my mother’s and I could keep her safe, too?
“What are you doing here?” he asked.
“My bedroom,” I replied matter-of-factly, pointing around the room to make him finally see where he landed.
“Oh,” he said as he realized. Then he turned to Kye. “What are you doing here?”
It was strange to see Kye and Logan together. I realized there wasn’t a hint a jealously from Logan, and that was strange, too. Ty had told me that Logan had scared away any guy that tried to date me after him, and that he was a very jealous person. I didn’t see that at all. In fact, he was surprised more than anything to find Kye in my room.
“I just came to ask Mari to supper with me,” Kye replied. 
I raised my eyebrows. I suppose that could be true if he had intended to do that after everything else. How strange it was to find that truth-telling didn’t exactly mean you told the right answer. I was sure going to need lessons if I had to deal with Logan.
“You can do that at home, in the future,” Logan quipped. He opened his hand showing that he had two stones in it, and handed them to Kye. “Take her to the future where she will be safe.”
“What…?” I began to object, but Logan continued.
“It’s only temporary. Until we’re sure they’re not coming after us,” Logan replied.
“Who?” I asked suspiciously.
“No one you need to be concerned about. Be sure to keep her indoors. She will be safe there.” Logan turned back to Kye.
Kye nodded to Logan, and he turned back to me.
“Stay with Kye. Do everything he tells you.” Logan stared into my eyes to be sure I got the point. “He will keep you safe. Trust no one but him.”
“What’s going on?” I asked, looking between them. The situation was just growing more and more confusing.
“Nothing that you need to worry about, just let me take care of everything. I promise I will return to you, and everything’ll go back to normal,” Logan added, like my concern was for his well-being and not that I was just completely confused by the whole situation in general. “Promise me that you will do as Kye tells you to do.”
I raised my shoulders and nodded my head. I had no clue what he meant, but I was sure he didn’t know about Kye or his intentions. Would he find that out by going into the past? Would he find out that Kye took the stone? I looked past Logan and to Kye. Kye was keeping his grin to just the very corners of his mouth. He wasn’t worried at all. I sure hoped he had some sort of plan because as soon as Logan found out that Kye had taken the stone, I was screwed. Kye was my last hope to take control of my life back.
“Good,” Logan added, leaning down to kiss me. I was shocked by the unexpected show of affection and kissed him back, though not very convincingly. It was a good thing Logan thought I was just startled by the situation.
Logan faded out of the room without saying anything else to either of us. Kye waited a second, and then his grin lit up his whole face.
“You suck at the acting thing. Good thing I have a plan to get you out of here. Logan is pretty blind when it comes to you, but I’m sure he’d figure out you didn’t want to be with him sooner rather than later,” Kye teased.
“What’s going on?” I asked again. I didn’t care if I sucked at acting, or that my return kiss stunk. I wasn’t prepared for it, and I knew I could do a much better job acting if I had the chance.
“Nothing much. Just Logan freaking out that the gods are coming for him,” Kye replied, waving his hands in the air with a look of mock horror on his face. “He does this every now and then. He’s so sure, every time he gets closer to collecting the stones, that the gods will come and stop him. I’m living proof here from the future to tell you that no one is coming to stop him.”
“Oh.” It wasn’t much, but it was the best reply I could give him. Up until now, I didn’t really give much thought to the goddess, or even considered that there could be other gods in general.
“Are you ready to go back to the past and meet your father?”
“What?” I asked.
“We don’t have much time before Logan tracks the stone. I need to get your mother to the past first, and then we can get the guys all back at one time,” Kye answered. “Tell them to meet us at the clock tower right away, and I’ll come back there once your mother is safe.”
Kye took out his cell phone and handed it to me. 
“But what about…?” I began, but never got to finish. Kye disappeared from my view. 
I looked at the cell phone in my hand. The guys didn’t have cell phones. How the heck was I expected to contact them? And once I did, what I was supposed to tell them? It seemed like Kye had a plan, but he didn’t elaborate with me. I looked back at the phone. I had two choices now. I could stay with Logan and hope that he came to his senses and realized we weren’t meant to be together, or I could do as Kye asked. It would have been a whole lot easier to go with Kye if he had told me more. Now I felt like I was blindly leading the guys, who were just as clueless as me. I flipped on Kye’s phone and scrolled through the contacts. Lucky for me he only had a couple, and one was listed as Ty. Ty had a cell phone?
I pressed the button and called Ty. At least I hoped it was my Ty.
“Hello,” the voice on the other side answered. Yep, it was my Ty.
“Hey, Ty, it’s me, Mari,” I said quickly. “Kye has a plan, and it’s already in motion. He wants us to meet him at the old clock tower.”
“Right now?” Ty asked.
“Yes. I don’t know how long Logan will be gone, but we’re meeting right now,” I replied as I looked around the room for my shoes.
“We’ll meet you there,” Ty said before hanging up.
I found the shoes and speedily got dressed. As I hurried down the hallway, I paused at Sim’s door. She had been my first real friend in college. I really kind of missed her. In each of my new pasts, it sucked that we grew further and further apart. It was best that way, though. I had no clue what was going to happen with my life, but by not being part of it, she was safe from all the trouble.
I hurried out of the house and across campus. How long would it take for Logan to realize what had happened? I didn’t want to be around when he did. He was going to be mad. It was going to be even worse when he found it was Kye. There was something between the two of them, but Logan trusted Kye completely. It was strange, actually. I never really saw anyone that Logan trusted like Kye, and now Kye was betraying him. I sort of felt bad for Logan. This was going to crush him.
I walked up the stairs to the tower and realized I didn’t have a key to get into the room. I hoped Kye would be back soon, as I was pretty sure standing outside the room wouldn’t keep us out of Logan’s radar.
I made it to the top to find the door open, and Ty and Kye both inside.
“Dee is coming back right away,” Ty told Kye. “He should be here in about five minutes.”
“Good. And Seth?” Kye asked as I stepped into the room.
“Seth is trying to get rid of Melissa. I was pretty sure that you didn’t want her here for all of this,” Ty replied.
“Certainly not,” Kye answered as he noticed me. “She’d bring Logan here immediately.”
“What’s going on?” I asked. She’d bring him to us? It seemed like we had a few minutes, and I really wanted to know what Kye was planning, even if I wanted to ask more about Melissa.
“We are heading back to the past,” Ty replied before Kye could.
I looked between them. “We?” I asked. I had been trying very hard to keep Ty in the future. The past wasn’t a place for him. I wanted him to have a life in my time where he could actually live. Did he miss that whole conversation the last time we met?
“For now,” Kye added, seeing my dilemma. “Ty can come back here once you’re safe, and Logan isn’t a threat.”
I raised my eyebrows. “How long will that be?” I didn’t like the idea of Ty returning the past as a slave.
“I don’t know,” Kye replied. “If we do this right, Logan might not be a threat once we leave here, but knowing him, he’ll find a way. It might take some time. But whatever it is, Ty can always come back here to stay.”
“How? Logan didn’t teach me yet. We don’t even know what it takes.” I hadn’t gotten that far with Logan.
“You hold the power to do that now. You hold the power for all three of them with the lines on your arm.”
I looked down at the three lines. The deep red carnelian line was the first one I received. The newer aventurine matched it exactly, and if you didn’t look close you wouldn’t even see it. The apple green chrysoprase drew its own line to compliment the carnelian. All three stones were in me now. All three stones would allow me to travel if it wasn’t for the stupid bracelet I still wore.
“And you know how to do it?” I asked. If he had known all along, he could have told me earlier.
“In theory, yes. And I’m sure if we succeed in keeping Logan from ruining the future, the goddess will teach you anything you want to know,” Kye added.
“Like she’s taught me so far?” I didn’t want to bet Ty’s future on the goddess. She had a way of wanting me to learn for myself.
“Fine. If she won’t teach you, I’ll have her teach me and then I’ll teach you,” Kye replied.
“Teach you?” I was missing something, I was sure. Didn’t his father teach him about time travel and everything? Wasn’t that how a gatekeeper learned?
“Another conversation for another time,” Kye said. I heard someone running up the stairs and turned, my heart jumping in my chest at the sound. Did Logan find us already? I held my breath as a head of dark hair appeared first. I exhaled. It wasn’t Logan. Dee climbed the stairs quickly and hurried into the room.
“That was faster than five minutes,” Ty stated. 
“I told you five because I didn’t want you leaving without me,” Dee replied, breathing heavily to catch his breath. He raised a hand and waved to me as he bent over. It seemed like wherever he was, he’d just run the whole way to us.
“So you already dropped Hepa off?” Ty turned back to Kye, getting back to business.
“What?” I asked. Where was my mother? My heartbeat increased as I started to freak out a bit. She was my mother after all, and I was terrified to think she was back in the past all alone. 
Kye turned to face both Ty and me at the same time. 
“I took the stones Logan gave me and went to get your mother. I took her back to the past into a safe zone. She’s waiting there for Seth, Dee, and Ty. They will take her to Seth’s father, and then onto Egypt,” Kye explained.
“But she’s a runaway,” I replied. “Won’t the general send her back to Nahrin?” That was my biggest worry about returning her to the past. Then there was the idea that my father might reject us being there also. Kye was sure that my father wanted to see us, and I had to hope it was true.
“Not if I explain that you are the child of her and General Meryamun, and that I plan to marry you,” Seth answered, entering the room.
My heart leapt in my chest. How did I not know he had come into the room? My heart was already beating faster as I thought of my mother. I guess I didn’t realize that it was the same feeling I felt when Seth was nearby. I couldn’t move as I looked at him. He was perfection. His dark reddish hair was windswept, as he had obviously run to the tower like Dee, but at least he wasn’t out of breath. My heart couldn’t beat faster as I took all of him in. I hadn’t been this close to him in weeks in a situation where Logan either wasn’t around or about to show up. It had been too long. I missed him so much.
Seth didn’t wait for me to respond. He bounded across the room in two strides, swooping me up into his arms. He pulled me close as he pressed his lips to mine. I felt the zing of our touch and the warmth of his hands as they held me close. I could have stayed that way forever. Somewhere beside us I heard someone cough, but I couldn’t bring myself to stop kissing Seth. It had been way too long. I didn’t need to let my brain ruin this perfect moment. My heart deserved at least one win every now and then.
Kye coughed a second time, and Ty chuckled.
“You could give them just a moment,” Dee said. Even he was on our side at this point.
“I wish we had a moment, but we need to get this done. I was pretty good at covering my tracks, but Logan will find out eventually that we didn’t go to the future like he asked me to,” Kye replied. “Now, about your mother.” Kye knew exactly how to bring me back to my brain and away from my heart. “Seth, Dee, and Ty will be with your mother at all times. She will be safe, and they know not to go outside the borders of the country. Logan won’t be able to get to them. I promise you, Mari. They will all be safe.”
“That’s nice, but you have one stone that isn’t used up. How do you plan to take everyone back there?” I asked. I was beginning to think Kye didn’t think his plan through. It would take a while for the stones to recover from the travel. I knew that personally.
“By using their stones,” Kye replied like it was apparent. 
I tapped the bracelet on my wrist. Had he forgotten already? It was the reason I was still in the mess I created. I couldn’t send anyone anywhere.
“Lucky for me, it’s only you that can’t use those stones. I still can,” Kye said.
My eyes bugged a little at him. I couldn’t help it. If he had been able to use the stones all along, why hadn’t he told me? Why hadn’t we just run away?
It was like Kye could read my mind. “You only had two stones to use. We might have been able to hide, but eventually Logan would find us. If we went back to your father, then Logan would be able to hurt your friends and mother. We couldn’t act until we had enough stones to get away from all of it with everyone. We can do that now. And we have to go right now.”
Seth held tighter to me as he realized our time together was going to be cut short again. He pulled me closer than we already were. I could feel the heat radiate off of him, and he leaned down, nuzzling into the crook of my neck. I would have been embarrassed about my wild hair and rushed appearance if there had been time, but there wasn’t. Seth was leaving me again. Our reunion was shorter than even the last time.
“We need to go now.” Kye told the three guys.
“But what about the rest of the details?” I asked. His plan had to be more than just take them back.
“I can fill them in once I get them there. And I’ll come right back to fill you in on what we need to do.” 
Kye was doing his best to push us all along. He seemed hasty to get everyone where he thought things would work out the best. I looked at him and saw his desperation. He was trying to beat Logan at his own game. I had met Kye less than a month ago, but I already trusted him. Part of me worried about that. Why did I trust him that much? Was he really trustworthy? I looked at him again and he stared into my eyes. He was completely open with me. I knew already that I could trust him. I was already in the clock tower where Logan wouldn’t find me. I had no reason to trust him, and my brain wanted answers, but my heart knew it was safe. Kye was doing everything he could to keep me safe from Logan. He wasn’t like his brother who was trying to trick me. He truly understood me, and wanted me to be happy.
“Fine. What do I need to do?” I asked, holding out my hand.
“Nothing,” Kye replied, opening his hand showing me the last remaining charged stone. “Everyone touch this.” I looked at him. I wasn’t going back that way, was I? Kye really hadn’t explained what I was going to do. “You too, Mari. It won’t take you with us, but it will use the power of the chalcedony.”
The guys all piled their hands on top of the stone, like they were getting ready to break the huddle in one of their football games. Kye pulled my hand to the bottom of the pile. I looked at each of the guys. Dee was anxious, but looking happy to go back. Ty was smiling also, but I was sure it was for my benefit and not his. Seth mouthed the words I love you as I turned to Kye.
“I’ll be right back,” he spoke as all four of them faded.
Let’s go team, I thought to myself in the empty room.
 
It was
probably only moments that Kye was gone, but it felt like hours. Each second dragged on as I waited. I didn’t dare go near the windows where someone could see me. Twice I rechecked the door to make sure it was locked. It really didn’t matter with time travelers, but I still wanted to be sure no one was going to come in while I waited. I had no explanation for being in the tower, and I sure didn’t want to be dragged out of it.
Kye appeared back in front of me, startling me.
“Did it work? Did they find my mom?” I asked.
“Yes. She didn’t end up waiting more than a few minutes for me to return with the guys,” Kye replied. “I saw them head back to the camp and meet up with Seti’s father before the stones recharged.” 
Kye held one fully charged stone in his hand. The second stone had lost its shimmer completely. I looked down at my own stones. My lines were all gone. I knew when they disappeared that it had worked, but I didn’t think where it would leave us. What were we to do now? We could only have one traveler, not two, unless Kye was going to use his gatekeeper travel powers.
“Are you going to use your travel powers?” I asked. That was the only logical way I could see us both leaving.
“No. I can’t,” Kye replied. “If I travel now, I will go back to being my original age. Trust me. Early teen me is not going to be a help to you in any time period. The man I am now is who you need to keep you safe.”
“Then what do we do?”
“We call on the goddess,” Kye said and stepped outside the room momentarily. 
He stepped back in, and I felt the breeze that accompanied him, but didn’t see a thing. I looked around the open room. Was she with us? I hated when she was invisible. It was unnerving. Her magical laughter echoed through the room.
“I don’t mean to tease this time. My power is weakening, child,” the goddess told me. “I no longer have the strength to appear before you.”
My heart skipped a beat. She was fading. I saw it only hours before as we talked to her, but the reality was setting in. She truly was fading now, and it was happening quickly. She would be gone before I had a chance to learn anything, or to even save us from the future she feared. It was bleak to think about. She was fading into nothingness. Would anyone even know when she was truly gone? Would anyone mourn her? The only person she ever loved had been dead for thousands of years.
“Do not be sad for me, child. I knew, when I placed myself into the stones, that my time would be limited. I accepted that to make sure he lived on. I’ve lived long enough to know that it was worth it. Saving him, and saving his family was worth everything. To see each generation grow up and to see him reborn again and again was worth it. I’d give up my life over and over if given the chance to save him. That’s what true love is.” Her voice floated around the room and seemed to come from every direction at once.
“We need one last favor,” Kye said, staring at a specific spot. It was as if he could see where she was. “We need help going back. I only have one stone left, and I don’t think we have enough time to wait for them to recharge.” Kye held out the two stones.
“Yes, you need help,” she answered. 
The two stones floated out of his hand and turned into dust as we watched. The dust moved across my body and settled across my shoulder. Forming an intricate pattern, the very faint used up white and black stones covered my upper shoulder and went down to the elbow of my left arm, meeting up with the very faint original lines.
“Now you can leave,” Kye replied, nodding at what the goddess had done.
I stared back at Kye. “First off, this is stopping me.” I held up my wrist with the stupid bracelet. “Second. I’m not leaving without you.”
Kye huffed at my response. “You will leave without me. We don’t have any extra stones left, and you need to get out of here now. If Logan finds you, this is all for nothing.”
“I’m not leaving you here,” I said a second time. He wasn’t getting the hint. There was no way I was leaving him alone to face Logan’s wrath.
“He won’t hurt me, if that’s what you think,” Kye replied.
“I can always go back there, wait for the stones to return, and then come back and get you.” Yes, that was what I would do.
“No. No,” Kye quickly told me. “You’ll be in danger if you leave your father. You have to stay there. You have to wait for Seth to come to you. Then everything will be fine.”
“I’m not leaving you.” I crossed my arms over my chest, willing him to try to get out of it. He was going to see just how stubborn I could be for a friend.
“I will send you both,” the goddess said. “There is enough power left in me for that much.”
“No, it will kill you,” Kye said out loud what I was thinking.
“I’m glad you both care, but it’s my choice. I want to save you. Your role in all of this is not over yet, Kye. She will still have more to do, and you need to make sure she survives it all.” The goddess was still floating around. “But you need to remove the bracelet. I cannot send her while she is wearing it.”
Kye bowed his head to the place where the goddess must have been. Kye turned to me. 
“Mari, if you really want to do this, we need to do it quick. I don’t know how long Logan will be gone, especially if I take that off,” Kye told me. 
I nodded. I did want to do it, but something was still holding me back. I had made a deal with Logan, and I was fulfilling my part. I had given him a chance. There was nothing more I could do. Yes, I still liked Logan. I think I always would. He was my first boyfriend. I could never change that, but that wasn’t enough. I loved Seth. I needed to be with him. It was the right decision to leave like this, but I felt bad. I understood what Logan was doing, and couldn’t say it was all bad. 
I hated that everything was getting muddled together. The goddess was correct. No one was completely good or bad. It was all a mixture, and that just made things harder. No matter what they both thought, Logan wasn’t a bad person. I knew that was the truth deep down, but I couldn’t just go along with him and his plans. I needed to do this. We needed to meet up with Seth.
“We have to,” I answered. “So how do we undo this?”
“With my blood,” Kye replied. “Only the blood from one of the family can do it. My blood will open it just as much as Logan’s would.” 
Kye searched my face. He could sense my hesitation. What we were about to do would crush Logan, and Kye was family. He was betraying him.
“I have no regrets,” Kye told me. “Logan should have never taken it this far. He should have accepted his fate when it was dealt to him. You were never meant to be his. He will never understand that.”
I nodded. I agreed with him, but it was hard. Logan was still Logan.
“If you don’t want to go, we can make a new plan. I can take us to the future, and we can wait for him. Everyone is safe in the past. I promise you. Either way, they’re safe. We don’t need to go.”
“No, we do,” I replied. “Logan isn’t my future. Seth is.”
“There’ll be no going back,” Kye added as he held the bracelet in his hand. “Once I break this, Logan will know. He will know everything, and that you left with Seth.”
“I can’t keep lying to him. I don’t love him like I love Seth. I never could,” I answered.
“I know that,” Kye replied quietly. I nodded.
“I need to be with Seth,” I continued. “And this is what needs to be done.”
Kye nodded.
“Without a stone, Logan won’t be able to easily find your mother, or the guys, even if he enters the country on foot. Your father will keep him from time traveling, so everyone is safe. Unfortunately, he will know where we are,” Kye added. “You’re prepared to deal with that?”
I shrugged. Logan would come looking for me. I just hoped that by my mother going with Seth, Dee, and Ty, she wouldn’t be made a target.
“As long as you promise my father can protect her, I can do this. I can face Logan when it’s time.” I sure hoped so. I would be breaking his heart by leaving, but I just couldn’t get him to understand. It was different with Seth. It would always be different with Seth, and I couldn’t let it go.
Kye watched me. I had no idea what he was looking for. I wasn’t about to go back now. Seth, Dee, Ty, and my mother were already in the past. The only way to be with them was to go back. I just needed the bracelet off. Kye could do that. Kye would do that. I looked up to him, and he didn’t look as sure as when he was taking my family into the past. I hoped he would take care of everything. Did he have it in him to betray Logan?
“Are you prepared to deal with Logan?” I finally added. “He’s your family, after all.”
Kye took a breath in. “He’s not my family by choice. I can handle this.” Kye seemed surer once he said the words out loud. “Are you ready to live the life you were meant to have?”
I raised my eyebrows. I didn’t know what he was talking about.
“In every lifetime that Logan messed up for you, you were in Egypt. You were with your family. And you always ended up with Seth. That is your fate,” Kye told me. “That will always be your fate.”
I was even more certain now what we were doing was right. If every time Logan changed something this was where we ended up, I had to believe in fate. It was fate to meet Seth, but I felt, deep down, that my life was always supposed to be with Seth and no one else.  Seth was my future and nothing Logan could do would change that. I couldn’t avoid it any longer. I couldn’t be apart from him any longer. We were doing the right thing.
Kye held my hand in his. I was reassured by his touch. His hand was warm, and it hummed just like when I touched my Seth. He might just be Logan’s family, but fate had put him on my side. He picked up the bracelet and the charm slid down to the other side. The lines on my arm sparkled more intensely at his touch, like they were just as ready to go on our trip as we were. Kye looked up at me one last time. I nodded to him. We needed to be gone soon. I couldn’t stay and let Logan make the future he wanted. It was time for Kye and me to go to the past. It was time to meet my father.
Kye pricked his forefinger on the edge of the charm. He glanced one last time at me before pressing his forefinger to his thumb with the bracelet between them. The bracelet snapped and the charm fell to the floor. I went to pick it up, but stopped at the look on Kye’s face.
“We’ve got to go now. He’s coming,” Kye quickly spat out. “He’s quicker than I thought.”
I grabbed Kye’s hand. We needed to be gone, and it was time to make our own future. The goddess encircled us. She began pushing us into the past. We faded from the room as a slight shimmer indicated that Logan had arrived. I was glad to be gone before he made it into the room, so I didn’t have to see his face. I might have been going against Logan’s plans and my plans, but I had no other choice. He would never understand the love I felt for Seth. It had to be done, but I didn’t have to enjoy causing him pain.
I didn’t have time to think more than that as time sped backward and I waited for us to get to the right place. I wasn’t sure where, or when, exactly, we were going, but I felt for the warm tingles of family. I searched for the father I’d never met. We sped past cities as we neared, and I didn’t have a chance to see where I’d call home. I needed to just find him, wherever he was. I closed my eyes and ignored the world as I focused on the warm fuzzies. I felt my mother and Seth as we passed them, and I followed the new thread connecting me to the past. Soon after that we reached the place. I still didn’t open my eyes when the goddess released the time travel. She faded away, and I hoped it wasn’t forever. Did she just spend her last bit of energy getting us to the past?
We landed as gracefully as we could, but with the rush, we kind of just plopped down onto the ground in front of the single man in the room. Kye landed beside me, and I could feel his eyes upon me, but I couldn’t take my gaze away from the man in front of me.
I had dreamt of meeting him my whole life, and now, he stood just feet away from me. He was stunned by our entrance, yet didn’t call for the guard I could see outside his room. He was watching me, and studying me, as much as I was him. He was intrigued, and I understood from Kye’s explanation that you couldn’t time travel into this man’s country without his approval. We’d just done the impossible in front of him.
The man stood and stared back at me, assessing me as I did him. I always thought I looked like my mother, as I have her pale skin, red hair, and grey-blue eyes, but now as I stood in front of my father, I knew that I looked more like him. I immediately recognized my high cheekbones and big eyes. I even inherited his smile, which turned down just slightly at the edges to make his relaxed face seem like he was slightly upset. I had no doubts whatsoever. The man that stood before me now was definitely my father.
The air hung silent between us. We each were trying to figure out the situation. I knew who he was, but did he know who I was? Could he recognize his own child? One he had never met?
I didn’t know what to say to him, so I glanced around the room. This was my moment, and I had no clue. I had many conversations in my head growing up, when I pretended that I could meet him, and now nothing came out. I was screwing up the moment I had imagined when thinking about meeting my father. 
The room was larger than I had thought it was when we quickly approached him in our travels. Large curtains billowed at the side of the room letting in fresh air. I could smell water. We had to be close to some body of water. I remembered how Seth liked the water, and remembered he was on his way coming for me. Thoughts of him increased my strength. Doorways were on either side of the room that led to additional spaces. I tried to figure out what to say to the man in front of me, but the best I could do was keep looking around. This was where I was supposed to be raised. This was supposed to be my life. I’d never get that back thanks to Logan.
I turned my attention to my father and tried to muster the courage to talk. He wasn’t an overly large man, and it was strange to think of him as a military leader. His dark hair was shaved close to his head. His large, dark eyes seemed to be all-knowing, and I could see the leader behind them. The goddess had said he was a great man. I had a feeling it wasn’t necessarily physical strength that was his greatest asset, even though from what I could see of him in his lack of clothing, except for his little shendyt, he was far more defined than any father I had met growing up. He was still studying me intently. His eyes mirrored my confusion and uncertainty. I could faintly feel the same pull as I did with my mother. I was sure who the man was, but what was I expected to say? I gathered together everything inside of me and took a chance.
“Hello, father,” I said quietly, and with as much confidence as I could muster.
His passive face morphed to shock and then a smile. He didn’t doubt my words. I knew in that moment I was saved from my fate with Logan. This man before me was powerful, and he would protect me. He was my father, after all.
“You are Hepa’s child,” he guessed correctly. “Hello, daughter, and welcome back.”
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Kye sat beside me in the lavish room my father provided. We were in my father’s apartment in his palace. Yes, my father lived in a palace, but he was giving us space to rest after the tale we told him. I could see that his mind was working on figuring out the details. He was willing to help us, and that was all that mattered now. We came to him to try to preserve the past, and he was more than willing to go along with it. He seemed more anxious than anything at the prospect of my mother coming soon. She had been just as nervous when we left her with Paramessu and his army. She hadn’t seen my father for almost twenty years, but she was ready as ever to meet him again. I could tell how much he loved her, and how she loved him. It was strange after growing up without a father to find that my parents were just as much in love as ever, and I never knew about it.
My father gave me a few details of his own past. He had married after my mother left, but he never loved her the way he loved my mom. His wife had passed away during childbirth several years ago, and I was his only heir. He kept stressing to me the importance of being his heir, but I had yet to give him the details of the goddess. I didn’t tell him that he was just as important, and that we carried a bloodline she was willing to die for to protect.
Everything, so far, was working as we planned. Kye got my mother, Seth, Dee, and Ty into the past, and we now just had to wait. My father reassured me that if Seth told Paramessu to stay within Kemet borders, then that’s exactly what Paramessu would do. I hoped so. It would stink to come this far and not be safe.
As we relaxed and waited for them to arrive, I anxiously anticipated Logan’s appearance. He saw us leave, and would be livid. What would he do in response? How would he react? I took everyone back in time that knew about, or could time travel. The only one left was my grandfather, and I was certain that Mr. Sangre wouldn’t let anything happen to him. Their friendship went back quite a way in the past. There was no one else he could use to get to me, and Kye reassured me several times now that Logan couldn’t just pop in and take me away.
I rubbed wrist, now free of the bracelet that Logan had used to keep me in his time. It was strange to have my time travel powers back, and to feel the power within me. The extra three lines made a humming vibration I felt even stronger now. It was like I was connected now to everyone who had ever traveled. I could feel Seth, and could tell that he was still a day away. It made me home in on my father as he went about his business elsewhere in his house. From what I could tell, he spent most of his time sitting somewhere. I had no clue what his job was now. I kind of wanted to ask, but got the feeling he wasn’t going to tell me if I did.
I wandered back from the open doorway that led down to the water. I had guessed correctly that the house was built on a river. The waves lapped against the house. It was beautiful, but I was keeping my distance. Without a doubt this wasn’t just a river, this was the Nile. From what I could remember, the Nile had dangerous animals like crocodiles, and I didn’t want to see any of those close up.
“Then is that it?” I asked Kye. Seth had promised me that he would make sure my mother made it to my father. We had dropped them off inside the Egyptian border, so it was bound to work out fine, but I couldn’t help but worry. What if Logan found out? There was still the possibility he would go after my mother and the guys. I wouldn’t feel relieved until they were within my sight.
“What do you mean?” Kye was sitting on the window on the other side of the room, looking out at the city. My father’s room did have a great view. 
I fingered the necklace around my neck. I was glad to be wearing something of my mother’s, it did help me worry less. I still found it ironic that I’d lost it years ago because Logan time traveled back to get me the exact outfit I wore on our date. Now I had it again I felt better, like my mother would be back soon, and everything would be fine. She would see my father again, and there was nothing to worry about. He didn’t have a wife now, and was just waiting for her to return. I could feel the love he had for her pour off of him when he asked me questions. They really shared that once-in-a-lifetime love.
“We made it. We’re putting the past back in order, the way it’s supposed to be. I was supposed to be here. I was always meant to meet Seth and fall in love with him, but here, in this time. I’m doing exactly what was meant for my life,” I said. I was beginning to appreciate fate, especially since it wanted me to be with Seth. “Seth is returned to his father’s side, and will be entering the city tomorrow with my mother. We put it all back in place. Wasn’t that what we were expected to do?”
Kye nodded as he continued to look over the city. He wasn’t smiling or happy about my assessment. The frown stayed on his face as he scanned the horizon.
“By being here we are restoring order, right?” Why wasn’t he happy? We did exactly what he planned. We were on the right track now. According to Kye, within the borders of Egypt we were safe. Why didn’t our making it back make him happy?
“We didn’t win,” he replied.
“What?” I asked. “But we did it. We changed everything back.” How could we have not won? The goddess was clear that we had to correct the past in order to correct the future. We did exactly that.
“I don’t know what went wrong, but this doesn’t change the future. Logan still wins,” Kye replied. He turned his violet eyes to me. He was serious. How could he know that Logan would win? Logan didn’t stand a chance. I had no plans to leave the past, and even if we did, I now had five stones embedded in me. There was nothing to do now but wait. I didn’t plan to give Logan the stones, and I wasn’t going to use them. He could never become a god now. Our history would be restored. How could it be that we still failed?
“Why? How could you know that?” I asked. I wasn’t about to give up. I had just gotten the life back that I was supposed to have all along. I had my Seth, my mother, and my friends. Everything was in place. We were living the past the way it was supposed to be. When Logan finally realized he lost and gave up, I could take Ty back to the future to live his life the way he wanted. Everything was fine. Everything was more than fine. We did exactly what we planned.
“If you’d won, I wouldn’t be here,” Kye answered as he turned his eyes back to the city. That made no sense. 
“What?” I asked, standing and joining him. Was he serious? We had just executed a plan that he had made and that he thought would result in his disappearing. Kye was my friend now. He was part of my life. How could putting the past together make it so that he wouldn’t exist?
“I am the mistake in the future that changes everything,” Kye answered. “I failed you again. Somehow, Logan still wins.” He turned his eyes back to me. I could almost make out faint tears. “I’m still here.”
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Dream of Me
Quinn Loftis
Prologue
 
“In the evening, while the children are seated at the table or in their little chairs, he comes up the stairs very softly, for he walks in his socks, then he opens the doors without the slightest noise, and throws a small quantity of very fine dust in their eyes, just enough to prevent them from keeping them open, so they do not see him. Then he creeps behind them, and blows softly upon their necks, till their heads begin to droop. […] Under each arm he carries an umbrella; one of them, with pictures on the inside, he spreads over the good children, and then they dream the most beautiful stories the whole night.” ~ Hans Christian Anderson
 
 
Dair was pretty sure that if ever an angel had an equal on earth, Sarah Serenity Tillman was it. He watched her as she carried boxes, helped organize each booth for the sale, and brought plates of food to everyone after having taken it upon herself to order and pay, though no one realized she had, for the pizza. She appeared tireless. After five hours of helping three churches put together a large fundraising craft fair/bake sale, Serenity still had a smile on her face. She was asked the same question by every elderly lady with purple hair in the county, and with each one she patted their arm, smiled warmly, and answered with just as much patience as she had the very first time. Dair was just waiting for the moment when she finally threw her hands in the air and said to hell with it, the way most would have. But as he watched her get into her car waving at the pastor’s wife and telling her she would be back at 6:00 a.m. to help tomorrow, he realized that Serenity was not most people. She was something else and he wanted to know more. Not just because she was his next assignment but because she was different and he wanted to know why.
The next day, she did just as she said she would. She was the first one at the building to help with the fundraiser. After lunch she told a lady named Pearl, apparently the person in charge of the entire event, that she needed to leave. She apologized profusely and then explained that she had volunteered to help her aunt decorate the library for Christmas, to get the Angel tree organized, and to wrap the gift boxes for the presents they were sending overseas to the soldiers still stationed there. 
“I truly am sorry, Mrs. Pearl,” Serenity said sweetly. “I didn’t realize I had overbooked myself.”
“You go on, honey,” Pearl waved her off. “You’ve done more than enough. I think we can handle it from here. Thank you for everything.”
“It wasn’t a problem. I’m glad I could help.” 
Dair had watched as she decorated the library, made posters for the canned food drive and Angel tree, and then wrapped twenty small boxes that people could take and fill with things to send the soldiers. The entire time she talked happily with her aunt, Darla, who might be the only person as angelic as Serenity. They sang Christmas hymns and told stories of memories from the previous year’s Angel tree event. Not once did she complain that her feet hurt, or that she was tired, or that she had had to smile so much in the past two days that she was sure her face would split in half. Her kindness was contagious, Dair noticed, because people smiled when they saw her coming. They went out of their way to wave at her or stop and talk to her, and he could tell that they genuinely liked Serenity.
He could have finished this job days ago, but he continued to observe her daily life for a week. The only time that Serenity ever allowed her weariness, worries, or any emotion other than care and kindness, to show was in the privacy of her room and only to her cat, Mr. Whitherby. It was in those times when the house was quiet and still that she would pour out her heart to her faithful, but cantankerous, feline sounding board. It was also during those times that Dair truly got to know and begin to understand Serenity Tillman.   
He had been weaving the dream every night for the past four nights, while silently watching her during the day. And still after four days he had yet to get the entirety of the dream into her mind. It was on that particular night that he felt the burden of his position for the first time in a very, very long time. He listened to her talking to Mr. Whitherby, and his soul shrank at the frustration and hint of fear he heard there.
“I’ve never been afraid to go to sleep before, Mr. Whitherby,” she told the large cat that lay in her lap flicking his tail as he purred under her attentive petting. Her hands stroked down his back over and over in a methodical rhythm. “It’s not necessarily that the dream is scary. It’s just that it is not what is supposed to happen; it’s not what I want for my life. I feel so selfish for wanting out, especially when I’ve allowed others in this town to rely on me.” She paused and took a deep breath letting out a long sigh. “I’ve already told Mrs. Brown that I can’t look after her dog on Tuesdays, and I’ve told the Humane Society that I won’t be there every other Saturday anymore, and yesterday I called the afterschool program at the elementary school and told them I couldn’t be a mentor any longer. Maybe I’m stopping all these things too soon, but I just want to have a clean break when it’s time for me to leave. Is that selfish of me, Mr. Whitherby?”
No, that’s human of you, Dair thought to himself. Didn’t she see that she couldn’t just take care of everyone else all the time? Didn’t she know that eventually everyone else would drain every little drop from her without ever wondering if Sarah was being taken care of?  There was no doubt that Serenity’s Aunt Darla and Uncle Wayne loved her, and would do anything for her, but they couldn’t meet all of her needs. They couldn’t fill every void inside of her. 
  If Dair was honest with himself, he would admit that he wanted her with a passion he had never felt before. As the ocean’s tide was drawn to the bank and helpless to deny the pull of the moon’s call, so he was drawn to her. The human female had no idea he even existed, and yet he longed for her to see him, know him, and want him as he wanted her.  
In that moment, as she stared at her cat and her weary eyes filled with tears, Dair realized that he wanted to be the one to meet those needs. He wanted to be the one to take care of her when she refused to take care of herself. But though she fascinated him, this Sarah Serenity Tillman, he had a job to do. And this fascination was one that he could not afford. It didn’t matter that his feelings had grown beyond her being an assignment for the Sandman. She was human; he was something more than human. His kind were never to mix with the Creator’s children, and yet Brudair could not deny his need to see her, be with her, and know more and more about her.
When she finally drifted off to sleep hours later, she wasn’t aware of his presence. Instead she was lost in her dreams―dreams that he helped create. That was what he did. He was the Sandman, after all, and dreams were his specialty. His name, Brudair, was Scottish Gaelic that literally meant dream, though the messengers of the Creator often simply called him Dair. Humans had heard of him, of course, but they thought of him as a myth, like the tooth fairy. They even had stories about him and his job as the Sandman but they were way, way off. Oh, he did give dreams but not to everyone and not only to children as the human myth implied. No, his job was much more important than just making sure that children had pleasant dreams.
The Sandman’s job was to go to the people designated to him by the Creator and influence their dreams for the Creator’s plan. These people were not just everyday Joes. The people on the list were people who would influence the course of history, usually in some major way. They would save a life, lead a country, start or end a war, or perhaps find the cure to a deadly illness. They were game changers and it was Dair’s job to help influence them to move in the direction the Creator wanted them to go. His dreams did not guarantee that the humans would follow because they had free will. They were able to make their own decisions about the direction of their lives. He could no more force them to do as his dreams suggest than he could turn himself into a human. There were times in his long existence that he wished he could just tell the humans he visited why they must go a certain direction in their lives, but that was not his place. And he didn’t always know the full plan of the Creator. 
So, since the beginning of time, he, the Sandman, aka Brudair, had been casting dreams. His life was one of solitude, his only interactions being with the messengers of the Creator and inside the minds of the humans he visited. He had never been bothered by this existence―had never questioned the Creator’s design for his role in the human world. Not until now. Not until her. 
The very first night he had come to her, she had drawn him in by her gentle spirit. He had watched her interact with her family and seen the selfless way in which she helped them. Dair had seen her fret over her future because she didn’t want to leave those she loved, even though she so desperately wanted to get out of the small town where she grew up. He had listened to her pour out her heart to her cat, who followed her around like a loyal dog. She shared all of the worries that she quietly bore. But it was the times that he had seen into her mind while she slept that she had become even more alluring. She was so very in tune with her thoughts, even while asleep, that he had had to be very subtle about his suggestions. She seemed to question her own dreams while slumbering. Questioning was rare, and also troublesome, because it often caused the human to wake up before the dream could take root. Serenity, as she liked to be called―he had learned from his completely unabashed spying―was making his job take longer than normal because he had yet to plant a full, complete dream in her mind. 
She stirred, drawing his thoughts back to the present, and he found, as he stared down at her, that he didn’t mind at all that his job was taking longer than normal. He wasn’t ready to move on to the next human. Dair wanted―no, he needed―more time with her. He longed to know more about her, to hear her voice, and to watch her live selflessly, putting others’ needs before her own. She baffled him because of her behavior. It wasn’t normal for a human to think of others first. From his long, long time in the world he had seen how self-serving the human race could be, and Serenity truly was a diamond in the rough on that rock called earth.
“Sleep, Princess of Peace,” he whispered to her. “Let go of all those burdens you bear and listen to the tale I weave.” He took a step closer, and another, until he was standing right beside her. It was too close, and yet not close enough. He hummed as he entered her mind with his own and began to build the dream once again.
Dair tried to create the thoughts in such a way that she would believe they were created by her own subconscious. He gave her very subtle suggestions and for a few minutes he thought that perhaps she was finally going to accept that there was nothing strange about the dream she was having. But as she rolled over onto her back and pushed the hair from her face, he knew she was already beginning to wake. Her eyelids fluttered several times before finally rising, revealing startling sea green eyes. Her eyes seemed to meet his but he knew that couldn’t be because she couldn’t see him, not unless he truly wanted her to. She blew out a deep breath and rubbed the sleep from her eyes. Then, as she had done every night he had woken her up, Serenity reached for the notebook on her bedside table and began to write down her thoughts about the dream. The pages of the notebook crinkled as she flipped to the next empty page. Then the only sound in the room was the scratching of the pen as she wrote about the things he had planted in her mind.
“You’re a determined one; I’ll give you that,” he told her, regardless of the fact that she couldn’t hear him. Dair knew that she wouldn’t be going back to sleep anytime soon so he took a seat in the chair at her desk and watched as she turn her head, deep in thought. As minutes turned into an hour, he considered that perhaps he should get some sort of hobby for times such as this when he was simply waiting. But then he thought that such a thing might distract him from Serenity.
“That’s sort of the point, you stalker,” he grumbled to himself. But, stalker or not, he didn’t leave and he knew he wouldn’t. Instead, he would sit there, watching and wishing that he could reveal himself to her. Dair knew that would never happen, but for once he allowed himself to dream. Though he did not require sleep, he submitted himself to day dreams filled with sea green eyes and a voice that spoke to the empty places inside of him. 
“It can’t be normal,” Serenity said as she looked over at her faithful cat. She reached over and scratched him under his chin, much to his delight as she continued to talk to him. “I just can’t believe that my mind is coming up with these ideas. There has to be another explanation.” When she pulled her hand away from the feline, he stood and arched his back, stretching as only a cat could. Then he walked gracefully over to her only to then ungracefully plop himself onto her lap over the notebook in which she had been scribbling.
“Demanding much, Mr. Whitherby?” Serenity asked the male cat. He gave her a look that Dair could only interpret as get over it, and then he proceeded to lick his paws and clean his face. “Well, don’t let me interrupt your bath while I try to figure out how on earth I’m having dreams that I think are telling me to stay in this small town—this town that I would practically give my right arm to get out of.” Mr. Whitherby made a grunting noise that caused Serenity to smile which, in turn, caused Dair’s breath to catch in his chest as he stared at her. 
Serenity had a smile that could make a man want to move mountains for her. It was all innocence and joy wrapped up and surrounded by love. She was a girl who truly knew how to love without strings attached and that love came bursting through when she smiled.
“I want to make you smile like that,” Dair told her. There was no response and his heart broke a little more, just as it had done each day he had returned. The life she represented was not for him and being near her only made him want it more. He needed to leave her, but as he listened to her laugh and saw the life that danced in her eyes, he didn’t know if leaving was something he could do. The idea of never seeing her again, of not being able to be a part of her life, caused such pain that he didn’t know how to cope. Dair was so unexperienced with the emotions running through him, there were times when they threatened to overwhelm him. The only thing keeping him grounded was Serenity’s calm demeanor. As he finally stood to go, he walked over to her, leaned down, and pressed a kiss to the top of her head. It was the second time he dared to do it, and he found that he would endure many horrific things just for one real touch. For one touch that she could feel from him, and one that he could feel from her, he would face any punishment that would be sure to come his way.
“Goodnight, Sarah Serenity,” he said gently as he walked to the closed window and began to step through it as if it were open to the outside world. He looked back one more time at the girl who held him captive. “I wish you could dream of me. I would dream of you if I were capable of such a thing.”    
 
Stalk Quinn
www.quinnloftisbooks.com
@AuthQuinnLoftis
Facebook: Quinn Loftis Books
 
Other Books By Quinn Loftis
 
They Grey Wolves Series Books 1-8
Elfin Series Books 1-3
Gypsy Healer Series Books 1-2
Call Me Crazy (stand alone)
Dream Maker Series, Book 1



Table of Contents
Title
Book Three
The Chalcedony Chronicles
Front Matter
Other Books By This Author
Dedication
Prologue
Chapter 1 - Prince Arik-ninari
Chapter 2 - Stuck in the Past
Chapter 3 - Broken Promises
Chapter 4 - Heartbreaking Terms
Chapter 5 - Breaking Up
Chapter 6 - New College Semester
Chapter 7 - Second First Date
Chapter 8 - Disaster of a Double Date
Chapter 9 - Anniversary Date
Chapter 10 - Real Friend
Chapter 11 - Old Friends
Chapter 12 - Changing the Game
Chapter 13 - Returning to the Past
Sneak Peek: Chrysocolla
Acknowledgements
About the Author
Other Books By this Author
Bonus Chapter: Dream of Me by Quinn Loftis


cover.jpeg





images/00001.jpg





images/00004.jpg
BKRISTIN MCMICHAEL





