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Chapter 1
How do you know if a guy really loves you if he never consciously made the decision to like you in the first place? Aiden had been forced against his knowledge and will to bring me closer to the one who’d manipulated my entire life. The love of my life was nothing but a pawn, and he’d never truly loved me by his own choice.
My life was a lie.
Chelsea walked in and held out a glass. “Here, have some water.”
Instantly, I recognised that I was living my vision. I remembered telling her I didn’t want any and then I cried into the pillow. I was so not going to play out that scene. I sucked in my breath and held it, trying to stop the next lot of tears that threatened to spill. I didn’t want my vision to come true. Although without a doubt, it already had. But I wanted to believe my future was not set in stone and I had the ability to make my own fate. Ah, who was I kidding?
Tears rolled down my nose and onto the already soaked pillow. Aiden and I… well, there never was an Aiden and me. For all I knew, the Aiden I loved never existed. I mean, he did date Georgia, after all. Maybe he was really like her before my father got control of his mind.
Chelsea sighed and put the cup on the bedside table. “You can’t keep doing this to yourself.” She sat down beside me and brushed my hair out of my eyes. “It’s been two days. Aiden deserves to know why you’ve suddenly left him.”
While I had been lying in the bed crying, Aiden had been meeting Chelsea at the hospital to continue to take away Marie’s pain during her bandage changes. He was desperately trying to get Chelsea to tell him where I was and why I’d left him without any explanation. But being the best friend that she was, she stuck by the code, even if she had a little help from me to keep her from talking.
“I can’t see him. I’m sorry. I just can’t.” My heart felt as if it had shattered into a million pieces.
My parents had created me as if I were some kind of science experiment. Someone who I had begun to think of as a friend had turned out to be my father. I thought I was an only child then discovered my mother had been keeping Gemma—whatever the hell relation she was—from me, and then I found out I had a brother and sister. And my boyfriend… he never truly loved me.
I closed my eyes, trying to numb the pain. I wished there was some way I could take it all away. But of course, I hadn’t learned to do that one yet. And if I had, I didn’t think I would stop with just the pain. I would probably have removed all my memories of the people who had said they loved me then tried to move on as a person with no memories at all. Anything would be better than the hurt and betrayal.
Chelsea looked at her watch. “I’ve got to be at the hospital in two minutes.”
I gave her a slight nod and sat up, wiping my tears with the sleeve of my top. “Just give me a sec.” I stood and went into the bathroom.
I locked the door then turned on the taps. I didn’t bother waiting and splashed my face with the ice-cold water, wanting to feel something other than crushing pain inside. But I didn’t feel a thing. It was as if my skin had become numb to life as well.
I looked up and stared at my reflection in the mirror. For once, I could say that my appearance had changed. My face was swollen from all the tears. My hair was a mess from lack of showering the last two days and my eyes… they appeared soulless.
Chelsea knocked on the door. “Jade?”
I thought about saying I would be out in a second, but I couldn’t even bring myself to say so many words out loud. I took a deep breath and opened the door.
Chelsea stood on the other side, wearing a sad smile. “Come here,” she said, pulling me into a hug.
I put my arms around her and transported us to behind a tree on the hospital grounds.
Chelsea gave my back a quick rub. “Thanks.”
I hated seeing myself through her eyes, but she was the one person who was truly there for me without any interference by my father. I hated what I was about to do, but I couldn’t think of any other way. If I didn’t do it, Aiden and my father would possibly find out what I knew, and I couldn’t risk her like that. So I entered her mind and removed all the memories she had of the reason why I had walked out on lunch two days ago.
“Text me when you’re ready to come back,” I said after I pulled out of her mind.
Oblivious to what I’d just done, she smiled and waited for me to leave.
“Jade.” Aiden stood behind Chelsea, the pain in his eyes crushing my heart all over again.
I stared at him, knowing I should’ve left but aching to see his face, even if seeing him was going to kill me later. Not knowing I could already hear his thoughts, Aiden opened his mind as he slowly walked toward me. He feared he would scare me away if he moved too fast. He couldn’t understand why I’d left him, why I wouldn’t speak to him, and why I was blocking him from our mental connection.
Tears spilled down my cheeks, and my heart broke all over again when I heard how much he was hurting and how much he believed he loved me. All I wanted to do was to rush over to him and hold him tightly, to take away all the pain I had caused him. I wished I could forget about the last two days and live the rest of my life under the delusion that he was truly mine. But his love wasn’t real. My father had made him feel that way, and I couldn’t live a lie.
I slowly shook my head as a fresh bout of tears escaped the floodgates. “I’m sorry,” I whispered.
“Jade!” Aiden yelled. Fear gripped his heart as he reached for me, hoping he’d get to me before it was too late. I felt his arms try to hold onto me, but I phased out before I changed my mind.
I collapsed onto the bed in the hotel room and cried until my tears ran dry. Seeing him there and hearing the desperation in his thoughts was all too much. He truly believed he loved me with all his heart and soul. And my heart shattered into a million pieces all over again.



Chapter 2
The sound of my phone vibrating on the bedside table woke me. I lifted my head and reached for it. I had five missed calls from Chelsea. Crap.
I punched in a quick reply to her text. Are you ready?
A moment later, my phone vibrated again. The message was short and straight to the point, which was uncharacteristic of Chelsea: Yes. She must be pretty upset, and I was guessing it had nothing to do with her mum and everything to do with Aiden and me.
I lay my head back down on the pillow, pulled the sheets over my head, and brought Chelsea back to the hotel room. She didn’t say anything at first—another sign that she was worried—and the thoughts running through her mind confirmed my suspicions in the worst possible way. Her brain was filled with messages from Aiden to me. He had told her everything he was feeling: the confusion, the hurt, the despair, and, most importantly, the fear. He knew Chelsea’s thoughts were all he required to make me understand just how much he needed me.
I thought about erasing everything Aiden had said from her mind, but I couldn’t do that to her. I was already screwing with her brain more than I wanted.
Chelsea stood there, not knowing what to do because she had no idea why I was acting the way I was. I went back into her mind and reinstalled all the memories I had erased, a too-easy action. Something had snapped in me after Harry had given me the drug to counteract the suppressant my father had administered, and I could do things I never could before. I was in complete control of every single one of my abilities, even the ability to alter moods. But I never used that one on myself. I was stuck in my crippling misery, exactly where I wanted to be. I needed to feel everything. Otherwise, I would never truly understand what I had lost and why I had to stop my father—at all costs.
When all of Chelsea’s memories returned, she sat on the bed next to me and put her hand on my upper arm. “That’s so weird when you do that to me.” Although she didn’t feel me in her mind, I always made sure she knew what I had done to her. And she was okay with that—without my making changes to her psyche. That was one of the many things that made her my best friend.
She sighed. “I know you don’t want to hear it, but you really do need to talk with Aiden. This is killing him just as much as it’s killing you. Don’t you think he deserves to know? At least that way, he’ll know why you’re staying away from him. I know you’re always saying you can’t tell him because his best friend is Nathan’s son, but don’t you think that’s for him to decide? Besides, I think it’s all just an excuse anyway.”
I threw the sheet off my face and glared at her.
She wagged a finger at me. “Don’t look at me like that. You know I’m right. You’re avoiding him because you can’t handle the possibility that he won’t love you of his own accord.”
“No, Chelsea.” I sat up. “I’m not worried that he won’t, because as far as he is concerned, he does. What I’m worried about is that his love isn’t real. He doesn’t love me. He never really did.”
Chelsea’s face softened. “Jade—”
“My father has taken something from me that I can never get back. He took my trust. I can never trust Aiden when he says he loves me. He’s only saying it because that’s what my father made him believe.” I looked down at my closed fists. “How can I ever know for sure?”
“I don’t know,” Chelsea said, her heart breaking for me. “But I do know you can’t keep being like this. You need to face Aiden.” She reached out and put her hand over mine. “And you need to do it soon.”
I swallowed hard. “I know. I know.”
“Well then, will you come out with me to get something to eat?” She hoped but didn’t think I would agree. She hated seeing me like that, and I hated making her feel that way.
So I said, “Okay.”
“Seriously?” she asked, hoping I’d turned a corner in my emotional crap-hole.
I forced a smile. “Just let me have a shower first, okay?” I headed for the bathroom.
She called, “Good, ’cause you stink like shit. I didn’t want to tell you before ’cause you were so depressed and all, but I was really starting to worry that the hotel staff might think someone had died in here.”
I chuckled and closed the door.
When I was showered, dressed and my looks once again belied what I felt inside, Chelsea and I headed to the lifts then took them up to the Sky Point Café. We were back on the Gold Coast because I didn’t know enough places to transport to. I figured as long as our hotel room was on an upper floor, Aiden wouldn’t be able to feel our presence from down on the street.
We took a seat overlooking the beach. A waitress came over and took our order.
Chelsea asked, “Do you know what you’re going to say to Aiden?”
I bit my lip. “Not a clue.”
She put her elbow on the table and rested her chin on her hand. “Are you going to tell him that Nathan’s your father, and he’s the reason why you guys got together in the first place?”
“I can’t tell him about Nathan because Nathan might find out, and that could put everyone in danger. But on the other hand, I have to tell Aiden about it because how else am I supposed to explain why I can no longer be with him?” Saying those words out loud made me feel as if a knife had been driven through my heart. “I don’t know what to do.” I sank back in my chair and stared absently at the table. “And then there’s the whole Nathan issue. He’s going to wonder why I disappeared, and he’ll probably find some sick, twisted way to punish me.”
“Forget about Nathan for now. You’re never going to be able to concentrate on beating his arse when you can’t stop thinking about Aiden. So my advice is: Go sort this mess out with Aiden, however you have to do it, and then go after Nathan.”
The plan sounded so simple when she said it, but we both knew the execution was as far from simple as one could get. First, I had to find a way to tell Aiden without Nathan finding out, and even though Nathan didn’t have access to Aiden’s mind, he would still know because of the close relationship he had with the Scotts.
The waitress brought our meals, and I watched Chelsea devour her pizza as I moved my pasta around without actually taking a bite. I still felt too sick to eat anything, and my stomach would probably stay on strike until I faced Aiden.
“I’ll do it tomorrow,” I said, putting down my fork. “I’ll come to the hospital with you and talk with Aiden then.”
Chelsea picked up a napkin and wiped her mouth and hands. “He’s going to be so happy when you speak to him again.” She smiled.
“Until he hears what I’ve got to say.”
“You’ve got to try to work things out with him. You can’t just walk away.”
“Whatever happens tomorrow, I know things will never be the same again. We won’t be able to go back.”



Chapter 3
I barely slept all night because I couldn’t stop thinking about what was going to happen when I finally saw Aiden. And by the time we had to go to the hospital, I was a nervous wreck.
“You ready?” Chelsea asked, standing in the doorway with her bag.
Ready? Yeah, I’d been ready since five a.m. when I had showered, gotten dressed and sat outside on the balcony, watching the waves roll in while I waited for ten o’clock. I stood up and went back inside. “No.”
“Come here,” she said, holding out her arms. When I didn’t step into them, she came over to me and pulled me into a hug. “You’ll be okay.”
I sighed. “Yep. Time to put on my big girl panties.”
She laughed, and I transported us to the same spot where we had run into Aiden the previous day. When my body became aware of my surroundings I froze, unable to breathe, as a familiar feeling washed over me.
“He’s here,” I whispered into Chelsea’s ear.
“I know. He’s behind you.”
“Jade,” he called, walking closer to us.
My heart was racing as I turned around. I stopped breathing when I laid eyes on him. The desperate look in his eyes alone could’ve killed me, but his thoughts were killing me over and over again.
“Can we talk?” he asked, hoping I wasn’t going to disappear again.
Unable to speak, I nodded. He smiled, but even that was heartbreaking. He knew that whatever I had to say wasn’t good. But I needed to tell him.
“I’ll leave you guys to it,” Chelsea said, backing away.
Not taking his eyes off me, he said to Chelsea, “Lucas is upstairs waiting for you.” He had asked Lucas to come and fill in for him just in case I showed up again.
“Thanks,” she said, then turned around and jogged up to the hospital’s main entrance.
“Want to go for a walk?” he asked.
I nodded. “But not here. Can we go someplace where we know no one is listening?”
“Sure.”
He was about to suggest going to the Currumbin rock pools, but I realised that Nathan could have planted that suggestion in his mind, so I said, “I know a place.”
We stepped behind the tree, and I transported us to Burleigh Heads. We landed in a discreet section off the walking track. Neither of us said a thing as I led the way, taking us down to the beach.
Being so close to him without touching him was almost too much. My entire body was hyper-aware of how close we were. It felt as if some magnetic force was pulling us together, which I had to continuously fight.
Aiden dropped his hand to his side, hoping I would put my hand in his, but at the same time thinking it would never happen. I sat down on the edge of the boardwalk, letting my legs dangle above the sand. Aiden moved to sit beside me and waited patiently for me to speak. I was glad I had picked that spot because somehow watching the waves rolling in gave me the distraction I needed to tell him the truth.
“I’ve thought so hard about how to say this.” I closed my eyes and took a deep breath.
Aiden put his arm around my shoulders but quickly removed it when I tensed. “I’m sorry,” he whispered. He didn’t understand why or how I could react that way to his touch.
I shook my head. “Don’t be sorry. You don’t know any better.”
What I said confused him more, but he didn’t want to say anything just in case it upset me.
“Oh, my God! This is hard.” Tears formed in my eyes.
“Just start with why you left me. Everything was going good, and then all of a sudden, something happened, and you left… without any explanation.”
“I know, I know. And I’m sorry. I really am. It’s just… I needed time to process something.” Actually, I needed time to grieve, but I wasn’t about to tell him that.
“Process what?” Aiden asked.
I took a deep breath. “Okay. Remember how Harry asked me to come see him just after we sat down at lunch the other day?”
“Yeah,” he said softly, thinking Harry had something to do with it. And if that were true, Aiden was already planning the ways he would make Harry pay for whatever he had done.
“Well, you know Harry found out I’d been drugged and he gave me something to counteract what I’d been given? Well… oh, God. How am I going to say this?”
He put his arm around me but didn’t pull back when I flinched. “Whatever it is you have to tell me, it’s okay. I’m here for you, and I always will be.”
I hadn’t wanted to look at him, but after he said that, I did. My lip began quivering, and my vision became blurry from the tears. “You don’t know how much I wish that were true,” I said silently, afraid my voice would fail me.
“Jade, you’re killing me with this. Could you please just tell me what’s wrong?”
I looked into his green eyes, wanting so badly to see them happy again, but I knew that what I was about to say would only make them sadder. “When the stuff Harry gave me counteracted the drug my father gave me, it changed me.”
Aiden pulled his eyebrows together. “Changed you how?”
“I could hear things I shouldn’t. I know things I shouldn’t. And something I heard made me realise we couldn’t be together anymore.” Tears spilled down my cheeks.
Running his hand down my arm, he turned his body to face me. “What did you hear?” The sickness in his gut rivalled mine.
“I know this is going to sound crazy, but it’s true.” I paused to settle my heart rate enough for me to continue. “I can hear your thoughts. And not just yours, but everyone’s.”
“Yeah?” he said, wondering what the big deal was.
“It’s a big deal because I can hear your thoughts right now, and I know you still have your mind block up.”
Aiden’s eyes widened in surprise. “Okay, that’s like some major shit and all. And if you told me any other time, I’d be all over it. But right now, I don’t get what that has to do with why you left me.”
“I know who my father is.”
“Something tells me that’s not as good news as what we’d hoped it would be.”
“No, it’s not.” There was no easy way to say it so I just blurted, “Nathan’s my father.”
“That can’t be. There’s no way Nathan’s your dad.” Aiden laughed.
I looked him in the eye, waiting for him to stop his panicked laughter. “It’s true. I heard his thoughts. And that’s the reason why I left you.”
“You left me because you think Nathan’s your father? That doesn’t even make sense.” He looked down and shook his head as he thought about it. He’d known Nathan ever since he could remember.
“I know it sounds crazy, and I’d be thinking the same thing if I hadn’t heard his thoughts, but I did. And I know it’s true. He’s my father.”
“Say all this is true… what does Nathan being your father have to do with why you can’t be with me?”
I sighed. “We were only together because of him.”
Aiden snapped his head up. He didn’t know what to say. Too many things were running through his head, and he thought if I really could hear his thoughts, then speaking wouldn’t matter.
“Think about it,” I said, ready to answer his unspoken questions. “Your parents didn’t meet Nathan until after you were born, because up until then, he was with my mother. Nathan has a lot of medical knowledge, but we don’t really know where or how he picked it up. He knows how to fix whatever it was that DD does. He was constantly interested in where my mother was. We always wondered how my father knew where we were and what was going on in our lives. That’s because he had inside knowledge. He was playing us while he pretended to be helping us. It’s him.”
The more he thought about everything I said, the more it started to make sense to him. And soon alarm bells were ringing. “Holy shit,” he said when his mind had wrapped around the truth. He cupped my face in his hands, kissed me, then pulled back, leaving me speechless.
“So we’re okay then?” he asked, relief filling his soul. The smile in his eyes vanished when he saw my expression. “There’s something else, isn’t there?”
I nodded. “We’re together because of him.”
“That doesn’t make any sense. He wasn’t even there the day we met.”
“I know. But I heard him thinking about how he made you meet me that day at the beach. He made you fall in love with me. It was all part of his master plan to bring me closer to him.”
He shook his head. “No, that can’t be.”
“It’s true. I’ve seen it for myself. I know he’s been in there,” I said, looking at his forehead. “You don’t love me.”
Aiden picked up my hands and held them tightly. “Yes, I do love you.”
“But that’s only because he made you! You never made the conscious decision on your own. You can’t know if you’d even like me if it wasn’t for his interference.”
“How do you know it was Nathan’s doing, and I don’t really feel like this?”
“Because I can see inside your mind. “
“If you can see inside my mind, you’d know I don’t care what he’s done. I love you, and even if it’s all because of him, I don’t care.” He tucked a piece of my hair behind my ear and put his hand on my cheek. “I’m happy. You make me happy.” He honestly couldn’t see a problem with our situation.
That was what scared me the most. “You might be okay with it—even if it’s because of him—but I’m not.” When he started to object, I added, “You may think you love me, but you don’t.”
“Shit, Jade,” he said as he stood up. “What do you expect me to do? I can’t just sit back and watch you throw us away like this.”
I got to my feet. “I’ve gone over and over this with Chelsea, but I can’t find a way to make it work.”
“Chelsea knows about this?” He wondered why he hadn’t been able to get anything from her thoughts.
I answered his unspoken question. “I’ve been wiping her mind clean of everything we’ve discussed every time she goes to the hospital. And then when she comes to the hotel, I put her memories back again.”
Aiden stared at me, unable to believe I could do that so easily.
“I told you I can do things I never could before.”
“Jade, I don’t get what I’m supposed to do. How am I supposed to prove to you that I love you, when as far as I’m concerned, I do and always have?” He took a step closer and picked up my hand. “I don’t want this to be the end of us.”
“I don’t want that either,” I whispered.
“Then there has to be a way to make this work. I can’t spend the rest of forever missing you.”
“You won’t have to,” I said. “I can take your hurt away.”
His hurt and frustration disappeared instantly as an idea popped into his head. He thought that if I could take Chelsea’s memories away so easily, then I could do the same to him.
“You want me to make you forget you love me?” I asked in surprise. But as soon as I said it, I realised how ingenious it was.
“Think about it,” he said, taking my other hand. “You can’t be with me because you don’t know if I really love you. But if you take it away and I fall in love with you again, which I will, you’ll know for sure it’s all me.”
I had to admit that the idea was a good one. But there were other factors involved. “If we do this, then it’s going to get a little tricky.”
“How so?”
“Well, if there’s any chance for us, then I still need to be in your life.”
“And the problem with that is?”
“Nathan.”
He stood there thinking for a moment. His thoughts mirrored mine, but he seemed a little more eager about the idea. “Then we’ll have to keep up the façade that we’re together in front of him and everyone else,” he said.
“What if you don’t want that after I take away your feelings?”
He smiled. “Then you’ll know I won’t ever love you again. But—and this is a big but—that’s never going to happen.” He pulled me into his arms and kissed me on the top of my head. “You’ll see. I’ll be loving you all over again before you know it.”
I leaned my head against his chest, wondering if it would be the last time I would be in his arms because he wanted me there. “I hope you’re right.”



Chapter 4
“When do you want to do this?” I asked Aiden as we walked along the shoreline.
We had been discussing the logistics. I would take away the love he felt for me, but I would have to leave all the memories he had of us together. Otherwise, someone might get suspicious, and Nathan could figure out that I knew his secret. We were going to have to pretend that nothing had changed between us.
“Well, are you ready to face Nathan again?”
“No. But I know I have to. If there’s any way I can beat him, then I need to know him and what he’s planning. I need to know what he’s done. And I have to go back before he gets any more suspicious about why I left.”
“What are you going to tell everyone about why you were gone?”
“I don’t know. PMS?” I said with a laugh.
He laughed. “You girls will blame anything on that, won’t you?”
I shrugged. “Well, it works.” We strolled onto the sand as we both tried to think of a good reason for my unexpected absence.
“What about a mini melt-down?” Aiden suggested.
“So you think they’ll go for the crazy girl reason?”
He smirked. “Something tells me it won’t be that hard to convince them.”
“You know that won’t work anymore. Remember, I know what you’re really thinking.”
“And so the tables have turned.” He put his arm around my shoulders.
I laughed. “Welcome to my life before I learned to block you guys.”
We walked on in silence, both of us wanting to make the most of the time we had before he would forget.
He stopped walking and turned me into his arms. “I love you. I know you don’t believe it, but it’s true.”
I looked up into his eyes, tears welling in my own. “I love you, too.”
He leaned down and kissed me softly on the lips. He didn’t want to break away, but he knew he had to.
“Now?” I asked.
He sighed. “May as well. The sooner you do this, the sooner I’ll get you back.”
Once again, I wished I had as much confidence as he did. With my stomach churning to the point I thought I was going to spew, I reached inside his mind and took away his love for me. The moment I did it, the way he looked at me and the way he held me in his arms changed. Yes, he still knew who I was, and he remembered that he had loved me, but he didn’t love me anymore.
I thought I would be okay with it. I thought I’d already accepted it. But seeing the change in how he reacted to me broke me in ways I never knew possible. I slowly sank down to the sand, curling my legs in front of me and burying my head between my chest and my knees as fresh tears streamed down my cheeks.
Aiden sat down beside me and put his arm around me. “Let me take this pain away from you.” He didn’t love me, but he still cared for me in the same way he cared for Chelsea. And I hated it.
“I can’t do this,” I said, standing up. “You can’t be the one to console me when you’re the one I’m crying about!”
Aiden sighed as he got up. “Come here.” He pulled me into a hug. He hated seeing me in such a state, but it wasn’t breaking his heart as it had only minutes ago.
I buried my head in his chest, but the familiarity was just too much. “I can’t do this,” I said then transported back to the hotel room.
I collapsed onto the bed with my head buried in my hands, but my fall was broken by something—or someone. I opened my eyes and screamed at Chrissy’s lifeless eyes staring back at me.
I scrambled up off the bed and backed up against the wall. Chrissy’s throat had been slashed, and a note was pinned to her chest.
“What’s wrong?” Aiden’s voice filled my head, making me jump.
I hadn’t let him in since I’d been able to block him permanently, so either I had accidently let down my guard, or Aiden was somehow able to penetrate my barrier.
Ignoring Aiden, I slowly edged forward to get a better look at the note.
 
DISAPPEAR AGAIN AND IT WILL BE YOUR BOYFRIEND.
 
I fought the bile that tried to make its way up my throat. Chrissy was dead because of me. Memories of our childhood together flooded through my mind, and my eyes welled with tears. We had been friends, and although things had changed between us, I would never have wished that on her. She deserved to grow up and have a happy life, not be killed for some twisted reason of Nathan’s.
My phone vibrated on the bedside table where I had left it. I cautiously picked it up and had to wipe some blood off the screen to see it. I had a text from Aiden.
Don’t shut me out.
With my phone still in my hand, I sank down on the chair beside the bed and curled my knees up to my chest. I couldn’t tear my eyes away from her body. Another person was dead because of me. And I didn’t understand why.
The only thing that made sense was that Nathan had killed her to bring me back into his life. After all, my DNA would be everywhere. I would need someone to fix it, and that someone would be Kai.
Whatever the reason, I knew I needed to stop hiding. It didn’t matter how I felt about my relationship with Aiden. I had to put a stop to my father before he took another innocent life. I would do whatever it took to put an end to his game.
Inhaling deeply, I prepared myself for what was to come and brought Aiden to me.
He took one look at the blood smeared on my face and knew something had happened. He slowly turned around to look at the rest of the room and laid eyes on Chrissy. “Shit!” he said, turning back to me. He kneeled on the floor in front of me and wiped some of Chrissy’s blood off my face with his sleeve. “Are you okay?”
I nodded. It was time for me to stop being the needy ex-girlfriend. “I’ll be fine.” I lowered my feet to the floor and stood just as the sound of sirens wailed in the distance.
Aiden got to his feet. I ripped the message off Chrissy’s chest and scrunched it in my hand.
“What was that?” he asked.
I balled it into my fist and held my hand behind my back. “Nothing.”
“Don’t give me that crap,” he said, walking closer to me.
He stopped inches away, making me realise that the feelings I had just promised wouldn’t get in the way were totally in the way. I sucked in a lungful of air as he leaned forward, stretched his arm around my back, and grabbed my hand. I knew he was just after the paper, but I still couldn’t help the way I felt whenever he was near me. Hell, if I was being truthful, my body went crazy whenever I thought about him.
He tried to pry open my hand, but I phased out of his reach. I didn’t want him to see the note. He didn’t need to know his life was in danger.
Aiden blurred as he rushed toward me, stopping a little farther away than the last time. He held out his hand. “Please?”
Actually, he did need to read. It wasn’t fair for him to be threatened and not know. I sighed and handed him the paper.
He smoothed it out and read the note. Not saying anything, he balled it back up then shoved it in his pocket. He was pissed. The sirens stopped as the police cars pulled up to the hotel.
“Let’s get out of here,” Aiden said.
“Hang on.” I headed toward the bathroom. I wanted to do a sweep to make sure I didn’t leave any of our stuff behind. I also needed to check for anything else Nathan had left for us. I found nothing.
I grabbed our few clothes from the hangers in the wardrobe and shoved them into a bag. “Okay, I’m ready,” I said, walking back to Aiden. “Are you still up for this?”
He smiled tightly and put his hands in the pockets of his jeans. “No, but what choice do we have? We have to stop him.”
I nodded. “Let’s do this.”
We transported to Aiden’s bedroom in the UK. I no longer felt comfortable calling it “our bedroom” when for all I knew, once it was all over, Aiden’s promise to love me again would be broken. God, I was pathetic. My ex-best friend was dead, I was going back to face my father, and all I could think about was Aiden.
I shoved those thoughts to the back of my mind and prepared myself for the lies to come. We would have to lie to Anna and Dave, and to Lucas, Georgia, and Kai. But the worst was we had to pretend to still like and trust Nathan, and that was going to take a monumental effort for both of us.
I let out a strained laugh. “Well this is a first.” When Aiden looked at me strangely, I said, “Your parents not busting in on us, knowing something is wrong.”
As if on cue, they appeared. Anna took one look and rushed toward me. She threw her arms around my neck and held me tightly. “Thank God, you’re okay.” She pulled back so she could see my face. “Where have you been?”
I shrugged. “Around. I freaked…”
Anna gaped at the blood in my hair. “Is that your blood?” She thumbed at it, trying to determine for herself.
Aiden walked up behind me and put his hand on the small of my back, making me tense ever so slightly. He noticed my reaction but didn’t say anything. “Chrissy’s dead.”
Anna put her hand up to her mouth as she gasped.
“It was your father, Adam, wasn’t it?” Dave asked.
I nodded.
“But why? What did Chrissy have to do with anything?” Dave asked, talking more to himself than to us.
“Are you okay?” Anna asked, rubbing my arm. She wondered why I wasn’t freaking out more but put it down to the fact that Chrissy and I hadn’t been friends for the last couple of years.
“I’m a little shaken up, but I’ll be okay.”
“Why don’t you go have a shower?” Anna suggested. “We can talk more once you’ve cleaned up.” What she really meant was for me to get all the blood out of my hair, but she didn’t want me to react the same way I had when I was covered in Ben’s blood, so she tried not to mention it. She let go of me and turned to Dave. “Come on.”
Once we were alone again, I expected Aiden to drop his hand from my back, but he didn’t.
“I’ll go have that shower,” I said, needing to get away without looking suspicious just in case Nathan was watching.
I hustled into the bathroom and closed the door behind me. I wanted nothing more than to sink to the floor and cry, but instead I took a deep breath and turned on the taps. I undressed and jumped under the shower, hoping Nathan wasn’t watching me.
The water turned red as Chrissy’s blood was washed down the drain. I shampooed my hair then scrubbed my skin with a loofah until it was almost raw. I didn’t want to get out of the shower, but I couldn’t stay in there forever. Begrudgingly, I turned off the taps, wrapped a towel around me, and stepped out of the shower.
After drying off, I walked into the closet, thankful I didn’t need to go out into the bedroom to get changed. I pulled on some tights and a long-sleeved top then went back into the room.
Aiden was sitting on the sofa watching TV. “Lucas called,” he said, looking over at me. “He wanted to know if he should take Chelsea back to his house, but I told him to bring her back here.”
“Thanks.”
He got up off the couch and walked toward me. “Are you ready?” He was really asking if I was ready to pretend we were still together.
The answer was no, but I lied. “Yep.”
I flinched when Aiden put his arms around me, preparing to transport us. He sighed because he knew that every time he touched me, it was a painful reminder of what we once were, and that although I still loved him, he no longer felt the same way about me. Aiden felt sorry for me.
That was it. I couldn’t take hearing his thoughts anymore, and I knew there would be no way I’d be able to concentrate while hearing how sorry he was for me. The only way to stop that was to block his thoughts. So I did.
He looked down at me and smiled—a pity smile. I was so glad I could no longer hear what he was thinking.



Chapter 5
We transported downstairs to the lounge room where Dave, Anna, Lucas, and Chelsea were waiting for us.
Chelsea was in shock. She slowly turned her eyes toward me. “I can’t believe she’s gone.”
I broke free from Aiden’s pretend embrace, glad for the distraction, and sat down beside Chelsea. “I know,” I said, putting my arm around her. “I can’t believe it, either.”
“It was your father, wasn’t it?” she asked, wondering if she was somehow going to end up like Chrissy.
I wanted to tell her I would make sure that would never happen, but because I’d taken her memory of the fact that I could hear people’s thoughts, I couldn’t say anything without her speaking her concerns first. And I couldn’t put those memories back without endangering her life, since Nathan could catch hold of her thoughts.
“Yeah, it was,” I said. “When I went back to the hotel room to get my things, her body was already there. He had killed her and dumped her body for me to find.”
“Did he leave any messages?” Dave asked.
“Do you think we should show them?” Aiden asked as he sat down on the arm rest beside me. He put his hand on my shoulder and rubbed it softly. Geez, he was good at keeping up appearances.
“I think Nathan might get suspicious if we don’t.”
Aiden reached into his pocket and retrieved the crumpled piece of paper. He tossed it to his dad.
Dave opened the note. His jaw clenched as he read that Aiden was the next target.
“What’s it say?” Anna and Lucas asked in unison.
The colour drained from Anna’s face when Dave read the note aloud.
“Why the hell would he kill Chrissy and threaten Aiden?” Chelsea asked.
“I think killing Chrissy was his way of getting me to come back and threatening Aiden was to make sure I didn’t leave again. He knew I would need everyone’s help to get myself out of this one.” When Chelsea didn’t understand, I added, “Even though I made sure the room wasn’t in our names, our DNA is everywhere, and we’re going to need Kai’s help to alter any evidence the police will get on us. There was too much blood to clean up, and the police were already on their way when Aiden got there.”
Chelsea laughed nervously. “Remind me to never get on your bad side.”
“That is never going to happen to you.” And I’d make damn sure I kept my promise.
“Well, Jade’s right,” Dave agreed. “We’re going to need Kai’s help on this one. And as you said, maybe this was Adam’s way of bringing you out of hiding.” Dave paused, then turned to me. “But then… why would he do that if he knew where you were? I mean, he had to know your location to be able to dump Chrissy’s body in that hotel room. It just doesn’t make any sense.”
“I know.” I was afraid that if he kept thinking about it then he would realise more and more how right he was. The only reason Nathan had killed her was to bring me back to the Scotts.
Aiden squeezed my shoulder slightly. “When does anything he does make sense to any of us?”
“That guy’s a friggin’ psycho,” Lucas said. I hoped he would still feel that way if he knew he was talking about his own father.
Dave wasn’t convinced, and he knew he was missing something, so I slowly pushed into his mind, ready to jump back out at the slightest knowledge of my presence, but he didn’t notice. I felt bad for what I had to do, but it wasn’t safe for Dave to continue his thoughts down that track. I forced him to stop trying to figure out the reason why and just accept what Aiden had said as the truth. My father was a complete psycho, one that no one would ever understand. Before getting out of his mind, I did a quick check to make sure that he wasn’t willingly helping my father with his quest to torture me. I breathed a sigh of relief: Dave was still one of the good guys.
A moment later, Dave said, “You’re probably right.”
“So what do we do now?” Chelsea yawned the last word.
“You need to get some rest,” I said.
Lucas put his hand on Chelsea’s knee. “Well, I guess that’s my cue to go.”
Chelsea knew she needed sleep, but she didn’t want to be alone, which she thought would happen since Aiden and I were back together. Before she could object, I sent her a gentle persuasion to keep her mouth shut and made sure it was done in such a way that no one else in the room would’ve noticed the change in her attitude.
“We’ll see you in a few hours?” I asked Lucas, at the same time planting a seed in his mind to make sure he told his father that we were back.
“Yep. Sure thing,” he said, completely unaware of my tampering.
“See ya.” Aiden pulled me back against him and kissed the top of my head. He was undoubtedly trying to make sure Lucas didn’t think there were any problems between us and tell Nathan. I was sure that wouldn’t be something Lucas would divulge voluntarily, but I wouldn’t put it past Nathan to make his son tell him.
Lucas smiled, then disappeared.
I waited for Aiden to loosen his hold on me, but he didn’t. The whole charade seemed to be easy for him, but it made me really uncomfortable.
“Right then,” I said, pulling away from him. I put my hand over Chelsea’s. “I think it’s time we get this one to bed.”
“Are you staying here?” Anna asked, hoping we were.
I shook my head. “I think it’s best we don’t stay anywhere Adam knows.”
Both Anna and Dave didn’t look happy that we were going off somewhere secret, but they both understood why we couldn’t stay there.
“Okay,” Dave conceded. “I’ll give Kai a call and let him know what’s happened. And we’ll see you all back here when you’re awake, right?”
“Absolutely,” Aiden said.
Chelsea let out another yawn. “So where are we going?”
“It’s a surprise,” Aiden said.
“I don’t care where it is, so long as it’s got a comfy bed.”
Aiden laughed. “That, I can promise.”
Chelsea pointed at Aiden. “Make sure to get two rooms, okay?”
He glanced at me. “Two rooms it is.”
For once I had to agree with her because I planned on spending the night in her room.
“Be careful—” Anna said as Aiden disappeared.
“We’ll be okay,” I told Anna. “Adam won’t know where we are.”
“I know.” She still worried we could be wrong.
“So have you spoken with your mum yet?” Dave asked.
“Not yet.” I knew I had to see her at some stage, but I wasn’t ready to find out the truth about what my mother had done. Thankfully, Dave didn’t push it any further.
Chelsea rested her head on my shoulder and closed her eyes.
I laughed and lifted my shoulder a little. “Don’t go to sleep just yet.”
“Mmm,” she muttered, already starting to drift off.
“Okay, I’m ready. You can come on over,” Aiden said.
I put my hand on Chelsea’s knee and shook it. “Wake up.”
“I’m awake, I’m awake,” Chelsea said, snapping out of her sleep.
I looked between Anna and Dave. “We’ll call you later, okay?”
Anna smiled. “Okay. Make sure you get some rest, too.”
“Will do.” I phased out with Chelsea.
We arrived at a hotel with adjoining rooms that overlooked Sydney Harbour. The sun was just starting to set, making it perfect for sleeping.
“Night all,” Chelsea said as she walked toward the adjoining room.
“Just a sec,” I said, turning to follow Chelsea.
Aiden caught my arm, stopping me from taking another step.
“What?” I asked.
“Can we talk?”
“Umm. Okay,” I said, as Chelsea closed the door behind her.
Aiden loosened his grip on my arm and slid his hand down to mine, causing my stomach to do all sorts of crazy things that I prayed would stop. I didn’t get why he was still putting on a show when there was no one around to see.
“Why are you doing this?” I asked, my voice cracking.
He narrowed his eyes at me. “Why are you freaking out when I touch you? I thought you wanted this?”
“I don’t want this. I don’t want you to feel like you have to pretend we’re together when there’s no one else around.”
Aiden smirked. “You can’t hear my thoughts, can you?”
“No.” I hung my head.
“Why not?” When I didn’t answer, he squeezed my hand. “Why aren’t you listening?”
“Because I can’t handle hearing how much you pity me.” I looked up into his eyes. “Every time you touched me, all you could think about was how hard this had to be for me, and how you knew I still love you, even though you no longer feel the same way.”
Aiden smiled. “Just because I don’t love you anymore, that doesn’t mean I don’t think you’re cute as hell.”
“Huh?”
“Jade, you took away my love for you, but you didn’t take away my brain. I still think you’re gorgeous, kind, caring, funny… did I mention gorgeous?”
I stood there looking at him with my mouth open. I didn’t know what to say.
“Take a look for yourself if you don’t believe me.”
I balked for a moment before deciding he was right. I needed to see for myself. I pushed open the barrier I had placed between our minds and took a peep inside his. He was speaking the truth. He did have feelings for me, even if they weren’t up to the level they used to be.
He smiled. “See?”
“I… I have to go.” I quickly turned around and walked toward Chelsea’s room. So many things were running through my mind, and I didn’t know how to feel about all of it. I needed to talk with someone, but Aiden wasn’t that person. I needed my best friend.
“Jade…?” he called.
I opened the door then quickly shut it behind me. The curtains were drawn, allowing only the smallest amount of light into the room. Chelsea was almost asleep, but per the BFF code, staying awake and talking to me was her duty.
“What?” she asked groggily when I flopped onto the bed beside her.
I rolled onto my side, facing Chelsea, and tucked my arm under the pillow. I slowly pushed inside her mind and restored all the memories I had taken from her that morning.
Chelsea jolted awake, knowing I needed to talk. “What happened?”
“While you were at the hospital, I told Aiden why I had left.”
“How did he take it?”
“He didn’t care that Nathan had made him love me. He was happy to go on living in denial.”
She narrowed her eyes. “And you weren’t, were you?”
I shook my head. “Aiden came up with the idea that I strip his love for me, and then he would prove to me that he would fall in love with me again.”
“Aw, how sweet.”
I rolled my eyes.
“So what’s the problem?”
“The problem is that he’s still attracted to me. He doesn’t love me, but he still wants to be with me.”
She joined Aiden in thinking I was crazy. “And the problem with that is?”
“The problem with that is… how am I supposed to be okay with it when for all I know the reason why he’s even remotely attracted to me is because of Nathan? Nathan pushed Aiden into meeting me, and maybe he had also pushed him into thinking I was hot.”
Chelsea rolled onto her back, laughing. “Oh, my God! That’s the craziest thing I’ve ever heard.”
Aiden burst into the room. “Chelsea’s right. That is the craziest shit I’ve ever heard, but I’m not laughing.”
I quickly sat up. Stupid me! I had forgotten all about how he could hear through walls.
“I don’t think there’s a guy alive that wouldn’t think you’re hot,” Chelsea said.
Aiden rubbed the back of his neck. “Look. Maybe I will fall in love with you again. Maybe I won’t. But how the hell do you expect me to find out if you won’t give us a chance?”
“He’s right,” Chelsea said, sitting up. “It doesn’t matter that he’s in your life only because of Nathan. You can’t change that. But it doesn’t mean you have to punish yourself or him”—she gestured at Aiden—”for something you have no control over. So many couples get together because certain events bring them into each others’ lives. And maybe you two getting together is the one good thing to come out of your father’s fucked-up games.” She also thought her meeting Lucas was on that list, but decided it was best to leave that one out. “Now go back in there”—she cocked her head toward the other room—”and get all this shit sorted out so I can get some sleep.” She pushed me off the bed.
I phased to a standing position just before I hit the floor. “Chelsea!”
“Go on.” She pointed at the door and glared at me. “And when I wake up, I want you to tell me you’re back together.”
“Yes, Mum,” I said, brushing past Aiden as I headed for the door.
“Thanks,” Aiden said to Chelsea, then he followed me out and closed the door behind him.
I sat down on the end of the bed, and he sat beside me. “Bet you weren’t expecting that from Chels.”
“No.” I let out a strained laugh. “But sometimes you need your best friend to snap some sense into you, even if it isn’t done in the nicest of ways.”
He put one knee up on the bed and turned to face me. “So are you saying you’re going to give me a chance?”
I looked at him, tears welling in my eyes. “I… I want to.”
He sighed. “But?”
I chewed my lip as I tried to think of how I could say what I was feeling. My mind was a jumbled mess, trying to process what my father had taken from me, and I didn’t know if I could ever get it back. “I feel cheated.”
“How so?”
“Nathan said he was going to take something from me, and at the time, I think he was trying to take away my freedom and sense of safety, but what he took was so much more. Everything in my life has been a lie. When I look at you, all I can see is how much I’ve lost. You were my everything, and now I know that wasn’t even real. My father has orchestrated every single aspect of my life, and I don’t know who I can trust.”
Aiden reached over and tucked a few strands of hair behind my ear. “You can trust me.”
“Can I?” I asked. “I mean, how can I know for sure?”
“When have I ever given you any reason not to trust me?” When I didn’t say anything, he added, “If you don’t believe me then take a look for yourself.”
I shook my head and looked down at my hands clenched together in my lap. “No, it’s okay.”
“No, it’s not.” He cupped my cheek in his hand as he turned my face so I could look into his eyes. “If we’re going to get past this, then you need to know for sure.”
I shook my head again. “No. I don’t need to.”
“Why not?”
I looked away. “Because I just don’t.”
“Or maybe it’s because, deep down, you know I’m telling the truth. You know you can trust me, but after everyone betraying you, you’re too scared to believe it.”
A few tears slipped down my cheeks. Aiden pulled me into his arms. At first, I tried to resist, but I quickly gave in. I rested my head against his chest and pulled my knees into his lap.
He rested his cheek against my head. “This is weird for me too, you know. I’ve still got all my memories of how much I loved you. Yet there’s this empty space in my heart… I want to feel that love again.”
I tilted my head up so I could look into his eyes. That was not what I thought was going to happen. I had imagined that he would see me as no more than a friend. I never imagined he would still want me.
Aiden brushed a piece of hair behind my ear. “Let me have the chance to fill this void. Let me have the chance to love you again.”
I reached up and put my hand on the back of his head, pulling until his lips met mine. He turned me in his arms, our lips never parting. Fear still burned brightly in my heart, but Chelsea and Aiden were correct. I needed to give us a chance. I just hoped I didn’t come to regret my decision.
As if hearing my thoughts, he pulled away. “You won’t regret this.”



Chapter 6
I slowly opened my eyes to find Aiden resting his head on his hand and staring at me. Had he been watching me sleep?
“Morning, sleepy head,” he said.
I smiled a true smile for the first time in days. “Morning.”
Chelsea stepped inside from the balcony. “Ah, she’s finally awake.” She plonked down on the bed beside me. “I’m glad to see everything’s sorted between you two.”
“Yep.” I sat up. “You gave me the kick in the butt I needed.”
She laughed. “Glad I could be of service.”
Aiden raised up to rest his back against the pillows. He lifted his arm so I could snuggle into his side.
Chelsea asked, “So what are the plans for today?”
I sighed. “I’m going to have to face Nathan.”
“Face him as in kick his arse?” Chelsea asked with a gleam in her eyes.
Aiden and I laughed. “I don’t think it’s going to be that simple,” I said. “I wish it were, but somehow I know I’m going to be in for the fight of my life.”
“Fight of our lives,” Aiden corrected. “We’re in this together, okay?”
I smiled. “Okay.” But I still believed it would inevitably come down to me against Nathan.
Chelsea looked down at her watch. “Oh, crap! I’ve got to be back at the hospital in twenty minutes.”
“We’ll come with you this time,” Aiden said.
A knock came on the door. “Room service.”
I looked at Aiden. “Did you order something?”
“Yep.” He hopped off the bed, walked over to the door, and opened it. “Thanks,” he said as he took some coffees from the waiter and placed them on the small bar area.
While Aiden signed the slip, the waiter peeped into the room. He smiled at Chelsea and me, but his thoughts were anything but polite. I had to give Aiden credit for not flinching when the guy silently cheered him on for having two girls in his bed.
Aiden ushered the guy out and shut and locked the door. He handed Chelsea a cup of coffee. “It’s already got your sugars in there,” he said when she wondered where the sugar packets were.
She smiled. “Thanks.”
Aiden handed me a cup then climbed back into bed beside me.
“Don’t get too comfortable,” Chelsea said to Aiden. “I wanna get to the hospital early.” Apparently, the last few times I’d transported her to the hospital grounds, she’d had only seconds to spare before they started on her mum’s bandage changes.
“Just let me go to the loo, and then we can go,” I said and climbed off the bed. I put my coffee down on the bar then went to the bathroom, closing the door behind me.
After I’d emptied my bladder and brushed my hair and teeth, I joined Chelsea and Aiden in the room. I picked up my coffee. “You ready?”
“Yep.” Chelsea hopped off the bed and Aiden followed. She put her arm around my shoulders. “Let’s go to the trees.”
“Hang on a sec,” I said. “You know I have to strip your memory before we go.”
“I know, I know.” She stood still, waiting for me to enter her mind.
I quickly pushed my way in, did what I had to, and got out. “All done.”
Chelsea screwed up her face. “All done with what?”
I smiled and shook my head. “Never mind.” I transported us behind the trees I’d been using for cover the last few days.
“Come on,” Chelsea said, walking briskly toward the entrance.
Aiden put his arm around my waist. “We better not keep her waiting.”
When Aiden and I arrived at Marie’s room, Chelsea was moving a chair to her mother’s bedside.
“Hi Marie,” I said.
Aiden waved at her. She hated that she couldn’t even return a measly “Hi.” But she didn’t need to feel that way. The last few days, I had been so consumed with what I’d lost that I hadn’t even seen the positives to my newfound abilities. Aiden wasn’t able to remove her pain permanently, which was why we had to be at the hospital every day for Marie’s bandage change. If I could do what Aiden couldn’t, then Marie no longer needed to feel pain.
“Good morning, everyone,” a nurse said as she and two others entered the room.
Chelsea looked up at them. “Morning.”
The nurse picked up Marie’s file from the holder at the foot of the bed. “And how many of you are staying with us today?” she asked, not taking her eyes off the paperwork.
“Just the two of us,” Chelsea said, knowing I wouldn’t want to stay.
I threw my empty coffee cup in the waste bin beside me. “Actually, I was thinking I might stay as well today.” I sat in the chair beside her.
Chelsea raised her eyebrows. “Really?”
I nodded. “Yes. Really.”
Aiden pulled a third chair over next to me. “You can fix her so she can’t feel pain, can’t you?”
A smile tugged at the corner of my lips. “That’s the plan.”
“Right now, let’s get this started,” the lead nurse said. She walked up to the head of the bed and injected some morphine into the drip. “And how are you today, Marie?”
Marie tried to smile, but it hurt too much.
The nurse put her hand over Marie’s, causing the woman to groan in pain. “Don’t worry, dear. It won’t be long until the medication kicks in.”
“Are you going to get in there any time soon? Or should I go back to making her forget her pain?” Aiden asked.
I was stunned by just how much trauma Nathan had caused my best friend’s mother. I pushed my way inside Marie’s mind and blocked her pain receptors. “It’s done.”
Once the nurses ascertained the meds were working—or so they thought—they got underway in changing Marie’s bandages. Nothing could have prepared me for her condition. I felt like vomiting. Her skin was covered in blistered burns. Some were still open wounds, and others had pus oozing from them.
Aiden leaned his face into my hair. “You did it.”
“Yeah, but I wish there was something more I could do for her than just take her pain away.”
“I know.” He kissed my head above my ear. “But what you’ve done is more than a burn victim could ever hope for.”
He was right, but I could do more. I had already saved my grandmother, and I wanted to do the same for Marie. But I also knew that nobody would agree to help me—nobody except the one person who thrived on seeing what I could do: Nathan. I wondered if I had the guts—or the self-restraint—to ask him for help when all I wanted to do was rip his head off for everything he’d done.
Then I thought of Harry. I was sure he would be able to pull off the same thing, but I would have to convince him to help me. I was guessing my mother wouldn’t approve, considering how she’d reacted when I told her Nathan had taken my blood for my grandma, so I would definitely need to keep her out of it.
“You okay?” Aiden asked.
I nodded. “Yep.” I leaned over to Chelsea and whispered in her ear, “I’ve taken all her pain away. She can’t feel a thing.”
She turned toward me, tears welling in her eyes. “Thank you,” she mouthed.
I smiled as I placed my hand over hers.
While the nurses finished changing the bandages, I tried to focus on anything but them. I was glad to have Aiden by my side again. He still had a way of calming me by his presence alone. Chelsea also felt better, but she had no idea Aiden could do that without touching her.
I decided I was going to try my luck with Harry instead of Nathan. And if that failed, I would have to find another way. I couldn’t allow Marie to be permanently disfigured because of me.
When the nurses left the room, Chelsea stood and went over to her mother’s bedside. She wanted to touch her mother but was too afraid that what I had done was only temporary.
“Go on,” I said.
Chelsea glanced at me, nodded, and placed her hand over her mother’s.
Marie’s eyes widened in surprise. Usually, the morphine was wearing off by the time the new bandages were on, and she didn’t understand why the pain wasn’t returning. I didn’t want her questioning the hows or whys, so I made her not care.
I stood up. “Chels?”
“Mmm?” she asked, reluctantly turning her head toward me.
“We’re just going to go to the waiting room down the hall.”
Chelsea smiled. “Okay.” She turned her attention back to her mum.
“See you later, Marie,” I said.
Aiden got up. “Hope you feel better soon.”
Marie’s eyes smiled her appreciation to Aiden and me before they returned to her daughter.
Aiden slung his arm over my shoulders as we made our way down the hall to the waiting room. The area was bustling with worried families trying to take their minds off the reason why they were in the hospital. Too many heartbreaking stories flittered from their thoughts. I went to work, making them feel peace and acceptance. Most importantly, I had them hold onto their strength so they could help their loved ones through their hard times.
Each and every one of those people instantly felt better. They were ready to be the strength their loved ones needed to get through the terrible ordeals. One after the other, they vacated the waiting room, ready to take on the world.
Aiden wrapped his arms around me. “This is one of the reasons why I loved you so much. You’ve got such a caring heart.” He kissed the top of my head. “And if you keep this up, you’ll have all of me back before you know it.”
Hope soared through my heart, but all I wanted to do was squash it. Because really, how many things in my life went the way I wanted them to? None. I smiled, pretending to believe what he said was true.
Aiden led me over to the couch. He sat, pulling me down on his lap. I edged myself off of him and curled up under his arm. I stared absently at the TV.
“What are you thinking about?” Aiden asked after a few minutes.
“Nothing.” I then added silently, “I was just thinking about what comes next.”
“You mean with Nathan?”
“Yeah.”
“Are you sure you’re ready to see him again?”
“No. But what choice do I have? Look at what he’s done to Marie, to Ben, to Chrissy and my grandma. He has to be stopped.”
“Do you have any idea how you’re going to do that?”
I choked out a laugh. “Not a clue.”
“What about your mum?”
“I have no idea what to do about her, either. I’m happy to take any suggestions you have?”
“What’s the old saying? Keep your friends close and your enemies closer.”
“That’s what they say…” I trailed off when Chrissy’s face appeared on the TV.
The news reporter said, “The young woman slain in a Surfers’ Paradise apartment yesterday has now been identified as Chrissy Jeffreys.” The footage then went to the hotel. “The police are not giving out any information regarding the investigation, nor are they saying if this was a random attack.”
“Oh, my God,” I whispered.
“Well, it looks like Kai’s been hard at work. Don’t they usually give out a bit more information?”
I nodded. “Normally. But I guess we have Kai to thank for that.”
Chelsea came into the waiting room. “Why the glum faces?”
Aiden answered, “Chrissy’s murder was just on the news.”
“Holy crap.” She plonked down on the couch beside me. “Did they say anything else?”
He shook his head. “No. They said the police weren’t talking.”
She sighed. “Well, at least that’s something, right?”
“Anyway,” I said, trying to change the subject, “are you ready to get out of here?”
“Sure am,” she said eagerly. She was hoping we were going back to England and that a certain someone would be there.
“Hang on a sec. I just want to give Lucas a call,” Aiden said, pulling out his phone. He dialled Lucas’s number and put the phone to his ear.
I nudged Chelsea’s shoulder with mine. “How’s your mum feeling?”
“Great.” She leaned in closer and whispered, “She can’t feel any more pain. Was Aiden able to stop it properly this time?”
“No. Not Aiden.”
“You?”
I smiled.
She hugged me. “Have I told you how much I love you lately?”
I laughed. “It’s the least I could do. I just wished I could’ve done it sooner.”
“Don’t be stupid. You’ve got more than enough to worry about without feeling guilty over my mum’s pain.”
I was about to disagree with her, but she turned her attention to Aiden. She tried to squash the smile that spread across her face when Aiden said he would see Lucas back in the UK soon. Boy, that girl had it bad.
Aiden stood up and put his phone in his pocket. “Let’s go then.”
On our way out of the waiting room, we passed someone who hadn’t been there when we arrived. I quickly jumped inside his mind and did the same to him as I had done to the others.
Aiden wrapped his arm around my shoulders and kissed me on the top of my head. “Now you’re just showing off,” he joked.
I smiled but didn’t say anything.



Chapter 7
When we arrived back in England, the sun was just starting to rise, and everyone was still in bed. A few days ago, I wouldn’t have had a clue where everyone was and what they were doing in a house that big, but with the drugs out of my system, my mental reach far surpassed the other next gens’.
I asked Aiden the question Chelsea was dying to know. “When’s Lucas getting here?” She pretended not to care as she walked into the closet to put on something warmer.
“He’s just having something to eat, then he’ll be over.”
I sat on the arm of the sofa. “What do you want to do ’til everyone’s awake?”
“I know what I’d like to do…” he said, his green eyes piercing the layer of defence I was trying to put up when it came to our relationship.
I wanted so badly to be with him again, but it didn’t feel right. Aiden walked over and pushed my legs apart so he could stand between them. He ran his fingers down my arms, leaving a trail of goosebumps. Gently taking hold of my hands, he pulled me into his embrace.
My heart was practically beating a hole through my chest. Being so close to him turned my insides to mush.
Just as I was preparing to pull away, Aiden kissed my cheek, then brushed his lips over my ear and whispered, “I really want to…” He kissed my ear. “Watch a movie.”
“Oh. my God,” I said, pushing him back.
A wicked grin spread across his face. “I had you worried there for a moment, didn’t I?”
“Worried? No. About to break my promise to myself, yes.”
He stepped closer. “Really?”
I stood on my tiptoes and kissed him softly then brushed my lips across his jawline until I reached his ear. “But that movie does sound like a much better idea.”
I phased out of his arms and reappeared beside the doorway to the bathroom. “Come on, Chels. We’re going to watch a movie.” I turned back to Aiden, who smiled and shook his head. God, I missed our banter.
Chelsea came trotting into Aiden’s room. “What movie are we watching?”
I shrugged. “No idea.”
“We’re watching a movie?” Lucas asked. I turned around to find him sitting on the sofa. “How about we watch Transformers?”
“No,” Aiden and I said in unison, which earned us a strange look from Chelsea.
“We watched that last time,” I explained.
“What?” Lucas asked. “It’s a good movie.”
“It’s a friggin’ awesome movie.” Chelsea sat on the couch next to Lucas. Sadly, she wasn’t just trying to agree with Lucas. She honestly did want to watch it, too.
I looked to Aiden to see what he thought. “Fine,” he said, not breaking eye contact with me. “Let’s watch Transformers…
again.” He then added silently, “At least we won’t have to pretend to be interested in the movie.”
I choked out a laugh.
Chelsea raised an eyebrow. “I don’t think I want to know what that was about.” Of course, what she was thinking was almost spot on.
“Okay, I’ll meet you down there,” Aiden said. “What does everyone want to eat?”
“Popcorn,” I said.
“I’ll have some chips and a coffee,” Lucas said.
“Oh, I’ll have a coffee, too,” I said.
Chelsea raised her hand. “Me, too.”
“Anything else?” Aiden asked.
“Nope,” we all said, and Aiden left.
I pushed off the doorframe. “Okay, let’s go.”
“Go where?” Chelsea asked.
I smiled. “To the movies.”
She pulled her eyebrows together. Before she could ask anything else, I phased out, taking Chelsea and Lucas with me.
“Where the hell are we?” Chelsea asked, slowly turning around in a circle.
“At the movies.” Lucas bounded up the steps to his favourite seat. He sat down and reclined his chair.
“Oh, didn’t I tell you? Aiden’s got his very own movie theatre.” I realised the irony of what I’d just said. When I had found out about the cinema room, I couldn’t believe Aiden hadn’t told me about it sooner, and there I was, doing the same to Chelsea. I was glad Aiden wasn’t there to pull me up on it.
She gaped. “No friggin’ way!”
“Come on,” I said, walking up the stairs. I stopped at the row where Lucas was sitting. “Apparently, these are the best seats, or so Lucas will tell you.”
Chelsea laughed.
“What? They are the best,” Lucas said, but he couldn’t be bothered trying to explain the reason why. He thought Chelsea would never understand, and I just wouldn’t care. Well, he was right about that.
I stood to the side to let Chelsea through first. “Go on.”
She didn’t need to be told twice. She quickly squeezed past me and sat down next to Lucas. She looked around the seat. “How the hell do you get this thing up?”
Lucas leaned over and pressed the button, making Chelsea’s legs fly up.
“Thanks,” she said with a laugh.
“Hey,” I said. “I’m just gonna go see if Aiden needs a hand in bringing everything back, okay?”
A devilish grin spread across Chelsea’s face. “Sure you are.”
Lucas just about choked when her thoughts moved on to the two of them. I really needed to have a chat with him soon about Chelsea’s affection towards him.
“Maybe you should start the movie without us,” I said. I winked at her then phased out.
“Hey,” I said when I landed in the kitchen.
Aiden spun around. “Couldn’t stay away from me that long, eh?”
“Sorry to burst your ego there, but it was more like I couldn’t bear to stay with the two of them talking about how awesome Transformers is.”
He laughed. “Sure, that’s the reason.” He kissed the top of my head, then turned back to the coffee machine.
The microwave beeped. “I’ll get that,” I said. I opened the door and pulled out the popcorn bag. “Where’s a bowl?”
Aiden pointed to a cabinet on my right. “In there.”
I opened the door, pulled out two bowls, and emptied the popcorn into them. Aiden pulled out a tray from the cupboard then put the coffee mugs and chips on it.
I picked up the bowls of popcorn. “Is that it?”
“Yep. That’s it.”
We transported back to the cinema.
“That was quick,” Chelsea said in surprise.
“Shh,” Lucas said. He was completely into the movie already, and although he knew the words by heart, he still wanted to hear them.
I sat down beside Chelsea then passed a bowl of popcorn to her. Aiden did the same with the coffees then placed the tray on the floor in the aisle before coming to sit beside me. He put his foot rest up, and I did the same. When I leaned my back against him, he dropped his arm around me with his hand over my chest, just as he’d done so many times in the past. I’d never given it a second thought, but after everything that had changed between us, the innocence of it felt lost. I was hyper-aware of how his arm rested against my boobs and the fact that my stomach had just turned to putty. Oh, God. I really needed to get a grip on myself.
“You okay?” Aiden whispered.
“Umm… yeah.”
“Are you sure? ’Cause you feel a little tense.”
I closed my eyes, willing myself to calm the hell down. “I’m sure,” I said a little too late, which I was sure Aiden noticed but he didn’t pull me up on it.
I tried to concentrate on the movie, but that was an epic fail, considering we’d only recently watched it. Chelsea was surprisingly into the movie and, for once, wasn’t thinking how close she was to Lucas. The one time I wished I could be distracted by her erratic thoughts was the one time she had none. And Lucas’s mind was void of anything unrelated to the movie, so there was no reprieve there, either.
All I could concentrate on was the feel of Aiden’s skin against mine, his breath on my cheek, and the way my stomach dropped each time he moved a muscle.
By the time the movie was over, I was seriously considering taking off with Aiden somewhere private, but the thought of the note I’d found on Chrissy killed that idea. “Thank God that’s over,” I said, sitting up.
Aiden slipped his hand down to my waist. “Don’t be so sure.” Then he turned to Lucas. “When’s your dad coming over?”
“Crap.”
Lucas shrugged. “Not sure.”
“So what are we going to do now?” Chelsea asked.
Just as I was about to suggest we hang out in our bedroom or play pool or anything to avoid Nathan, the screen lit up with what looked like an old-fashioned movie. Someone was filming a teenage girl from behind her. The camera moved steadily toward her. A man’s arm reached out over her shoulders and grabbed her around the chest. His other hand brought a knife to the girl’s throat. The screen went blank then came to life again showing the hotel room where Chelsea and I had been hiding back on the Coast.
The girl was thrown onto the bed, and I knew before she turned over that the girl was Chrissy. She opened her mouth to scream, but no sound came out. As the man moved forward, Chrissy tried in vain to scramble away. The shiny blade of the knife once again came into view, and Chrissy’s eyes widened in horror. Blood splattered all over the sheets and walls as he delivered one fatal swipe across her neck.
Chelsea screamed, and Lucas pulled her into his arms, making sure she was unable to see the screen. Digital fire burned through the middle of the footage. Then a message was displayed:
 
I WARNED YOU ONCE,
AND YOU DIDN’T LISTEN.
IF YOU DO IT AGAIN…
 
The fire burning at the edge of the screen rewound so we were once again looking at Chrissy lying dead on the bed. But instead of Chrissy’s face, it was Chelsea’s.
The screen went blank, leaving Aiden, Lucas, and me staring at the white screen in shock.
Bile rose in my throat as the image of Chelsea with her throat slashed open played over and over again through my mind. I was going to be sick. I transported to Aiden’s bathroom, lifted the lid of the toilet, and emptied my stomach contents into the bowl.
Once I’d finished, I slumped against the wall and put my head between my knees. My thoughts never wavered from the horrific image that would forever be embedded in my mind.
Finding Chrissy’s body had been a horrible experience, but seeing Chelsea killed brought it to a whole new level. Chelsea was my best friend and probably the only person who was in my life because she wanted to be there and not because someone had made her befriend me. I couldn’t bear to have anything happen to her.
“Hey.” Aiden’s soothing voice filled my mind.
I looked up to find him standing in front of me.
He dropped to his knees and pulled me into his arms. “We’re not going to let that happen to her.”
I buried my head in his chest. “We’ve got to stop him.”
He stroked my hair. “I know. And we will.”
His natural calming ability slowly washed over me for the first time since I’d found out the truth. I only half-wondered why that was because I had missed it so much and was in desperate need of it.
A few minutes later, my emotions under control again, I lifted my head and looked into his eyes. “You guys didn’t tell Chelsea about it, did you?”
He shook his head. “No, we’re not that stupid.”
“Where is she now?”
“Lucas took her to the lounge room.”
“Okay.” I pushed away from him and got to my feet. I was about to transport to her when I realised something was wrong. I dropped back down to my knees in front of Aiden, buried my head in my hands, and pretended to cry.
Aiden wrapped his arms around me, giving me the perfect opportunity to talk to him in case anyone was watching. It would only look as if he were comforting me as a good boyfriend was supposed to do.
“I can’t hear Chelsea or feel where she is, and I should be able to.”
“What are you saying?”
I pretended to sob quietly. “I think I’ve been drugged again. It’s the only explanation.”
“Are you sure you should be able to feel her from so far away?”
“I’m sure. But it’s not just that. You’re also able to calm me, which you haven’t been able to do since Harry gave me the injection.”
“Can you hear my thoughts?”
I pulled down the barrier I had put up between his thoughts and mine, expecting to hear them again, but there was nothing. “I can’t hear anything.”
“Shit. How do you think he’s drugging you?”
“Who friggin’ knows? For all I know, he could be drugging me with the air that I’m breathing.”
“You’re going to need to see Harry again.”
I tensed before forcing myself to relax into Aiden’s arms again. I wasn’t ready to see my mum again, but what choice did I have? If I wanted any chance in stopping Nathan, I needed to be stronger than he was, and if that meant I had to see my mother again, then so be it. “Okay.”
“Really?” he asked, his internal voice sounding surprised.
“Yep. But only after we let everyone know. I don’t want Nathan thinking we’re running off again.”
He kissed me on my forehead. “Let’s do this then.”
I pretended to wipe tears from my eyes as I pulled my head back. “I’m okay now.”
We transported to Chelsea and Lucas, who were sitting on one sofa, with Dave and Anna on the adjacent sofa. Aiden sat on the armchair, pulling me down onto his lap.
“You okay, honey?” Anna asked me.
“I don’t think I’ll ever get used to those messages,” I said.
“I don’t think you’re supposed to,” Aiden said. “I mean, that’s the whole point. Adam wants to shock you. He wants you to know he is in control.”
“Well, he’s got the shock value pretty much down pat,” Chelsea said with a strained laugh. “When you told me about the other messages, I had no idea just how bad they really were.” Her eyes glistened with threatened tears.
Lucas put his hand on her shoulder and sent her some calming endorphins. “You shouldn’t have had to see that.”
Lucas was right, but I didn’t know what to do about it. Chelsea was stuck in the situation whether we wanted her to be there or not. Nathan had made damn sure of that.
“How did he know you were back here?” Chelsea asked.
I shrugged. “I don’t really know.”
“He must have some sort of surveillance around here,” Lucas said under his breath. “Maybe we should see if Kai can find any cameras.”
“Good idea,” Dave said. “He’s coming around a little later to give us an update on the Chrissy situation, but I’ll call him to see if there’s any way he can do a search on this place while he’s here.”
I wondered why Dave hadn’t thought about asking Kai to do it sooner, but then I realised Nathan was probably stopping them from thinking of ways to figure it out. I had to wonder just how strong Nathan’s mind must be if he was able to control so many people, including my mother, who didn’t seem to recognise him at all.
“Do you know what time he’ll be here?” I asked Dave. “Because I was thinking of going to see my mum, but I want to be here when Kai arrives.”
“He’ll be here in about an hour,” Dave said. “But it’s just after midnight in the U.S., so you might want to wait ’til morning to go over there.”
Damn. Sure, I could wake up my mother, but the real reason I was going over there was to speak with Harry, and I didn’t feel comfortable enough to wake him. “I guess we’ll have to wait ’til the morning.”
“You know that means you’ll probably see Nathan again, and you won’t be able to know what he’s thinking,” Aiden said.
“I know, but I can’t wake up Harry. So we’re just going to have to deal with it.”
As if on cue, Nathan walked into the room, which sent chills up my spine. “Hi, guys.” He plopped into the armchair opposite where Aiden and I sat. “So where have you been the last few days?” he asked me casually.
My body went rigid, and I had to focus on trying to make sure I didn’t treat him any differently from normal. “This whole thing with my father screwing with me just got to be too much. And then there was my mother, who had this whole other life I didn’t know about, and a stepsister I didn’t know I had. I was just expected to deal with it, and I couldn’t. I needed a time-out, away from everyone.”
“Except Chelsea,” he said.
“Well, yeah… I needed some girl time.”
He nodded slowly, and I wished I knew what he was thinking. The way he looked at me made me worry that he knew I had figured out who he really was. “I guess you needed to do what you needed to do. I’m just glad you’re back now so we don’t have to listen to Aiden freaking out about where you were.”
“What do you expect?” Aiden asked as he wrapped his arms possessively around me, bringing me back against him in what I thought was a move to show Nathan that things between us were definitely still good. “Of course I’m going to freak out when she disappears and she’s got this psychopathic arsehole after her.”
“Okay, okay,” Nathan said, putting up his hands. “I was just mucking around with you.”
Dave cleared his throat. “I don’t think now’s the right time to be mucking around.”
Nathan pulled his eyebrows together. “Why? Did something happen?”
“Yeah, like he doesn’t already know,” I said to Aiden.
“Adam left another message for Jade. The kids were watching a movie, and at the end of it, he put on his own movie of Chrissy’s murder.”
“Shit,” Nathan said, pretending he actually cared. “Was there any message?”
“Just a warning to Jade not to go into hiding again,” Lucas explained. Then he added, “He said that if she hides again he’s gonna kill Chelsea.”
“Why would he change who the next target would be?” Aiden asked. I had been so caught up with seeing Chelsea mutilated that I hadn’t picked up on the new threat.
“No idea,” Dave said.
“Maybe it’s because Adam knows you’re back with Aiden now,” Nathan said. “Maybe there’s a reason why he wants to make sure you’re together.”
I tried to remain calm. “What the hell?” I said silently to Aiden.
“Be careful. I think he’s trying to see if you react,” Aiden said to me.
“Why would he want that?” Dave asked.
Nathan shrugged. “No idea. Maybe I’m wrong. But either way, we’ll definitely make sure Chelsea’s safe. The poor girl’s life has already been ripped apart thanks to Adam.”
I choked back a laugh that thankfully went unnoticed. I couldn’t believe Nathan could so easily pretend to give a shit when he was the one who was making Chelsea’s life a living hell.
“Are you guys all having another conversation?” Chelsea asked, getting a bit irritated.
“Yes, Chels,” Lucas said. “But don’t worry. It’s just because we’re able to talk a lot quicker than when we’re actually saying the words aloud.”
Chelsea slumped back in her seat. She wasn’t really offended. She just wished she could do the same.
“How’s your mum doing?” Nathan asked Chelsea. I wondered if he was testing me to see if I would react to his sudden interest in all the atrocities he had perpetrated. He’d hardly spoken two words to Chelsea before I’d disappeared. But then again, maybe he was just taking some interest in the girl his son seemed to be spending so much time with lately.
“There hasn’t been much improvement with her burns, but at least she’s not in any pain during the bandage changes, thanks to Aiden and Lucas,” she said, looking up into Lucas’s eyes. As she returned her gaze to Nathan, she tried to squash the smile that forced itself on her lips whenever she looked at Lucas.
“Well, at least that’s something,” Nathan said, leaning back in his chair. “Hopefully, it won’t be too long before she recovers.”
“Hopefully,” Chelsea agreed, as she thought about her mum’s wounds.
God, I was sick of listening to Nathan pretend to care. I was certain he was laughing at us in his mind. “You know what?” I asked, sitting forward. “I think I’m gonna pop over to Mum’s and see if she is awake. If she’s not, then I’ll come back here and wait ’til the morning.”
“I guess I’ll see you guys later,” Lucas said.
“Actually, I think I might stay here, if that’s okay with you?” Chelsea asked.
My heart began to pound inside my chest. I could feel Nathan’s eyes on me as he waited to see my reaction.
“You’ve got to leave her here,” Aiden said. “Nathan will know something’s up if you no longer trust her with everyone here.”
“Um, yeah. That’s fine,” I said then turned to Lucas. “Keep her safe, okay?”
He gave a little laugh. “Yeah, yeah, I know. You’ve given me this same lecture how many times now?”
I glared at him, wishing I could tell him that leaving her with him was probably one of the most dangerous things I could do, but insisting I take her was even worse.
“Nothing’s going to happen to her with everyone here to protect her,” Aiden said, probably more for Nathan’s benefit than my own.
I nodded. “Okay. We’ll be back soon.”
Chelsea grabbed a cushion, tucked her legs up on the couch, and lay down. “See you.”
Aiden nudged me. “Let’s go.”
Instead of going to my mother, I transported us both to the doorless room, thinking that if Harry was going to be at her house, that room would be the best bet.
“Jesus Christ,” Harry said when we appeared beside him. He was sitting at his desk, looking at a computer screen.
“Sorry,” I said.
He laughed. “You’re lucky I wasn’t in the bathroom again.”
I looked around the room to make sure we were alone. “Actually, I didn’t transport to you. I transported to the room and hoped you were here.”
Harry twisted his chair around. “Is everything all right?” He narrowed his eyes at me. “And I don’t just mean right now. What happened at lunch the other day? And why did you disappear without any warning?”
Aiden put his arm around my waist. “I think you’ve got to tell him the truth.”
I chewed my bottom lip. Harry had been the one to tell me that I’d been drugged. He had also been smart enough to keep it a secret from everyone else, and even after I left, he hadn’t told anyone from the UK what had happened and why I might have disappeared.
“Did something happen after I gave you the injection?” Harry asked.
I looked off to the side, staring absently at the white cupboards and walls. Even though Aiden thought we should trust Harry, I wasn’t so sure. Almost every single person in my life had betrayed me in one way or another. And Harry was my mother’s friend. How could I be sure he wouldn’t swear to me that he wouldn’t tell Mum and then break that promise as soon as we were gone? I couldn’t hear his thoughts, so there was no way I could be sure. “Yeah, something did happen.” I turned back to face him. “After the drugs were cleared from my system, my mind was slammed with so many visions overlapping one another that I couldn’t handle being around anyone. I needed to be alone.”
“Why didn’t you tell him the truth?” Aiden asked.
“Because I can’t be sure that I can trust him.”
Aiden left it at that, but by the way his jaw tensed, I knew he had something more to say.
“So your visions have stopped now?” Harry asked.
“They’ve stopped, and I think part of the reason is because I’ve been drugged again.”
He shook his head. “How can you be so sure?”
“I don’t know. It’s just a feeling I’ve got. After you gave me the injection, my mind was clearer than it’s ever been. Then, not so long after I got back to England, my mind clouded up again.”
“Okay,” he said, standing up. “Well, I guess there’s no harm in giving you another dose. If it turns out you haven’t been drugged, then your body will still be able to handle it.” He went over to the white cupboard that housed his needles.
“Oh, God,” I murmured.
“Come here,” Aiden said. “Up you get.” He lifted me up onto the stainless steel bench. He hopped up beside me and put his arm around my shoulders.
Just as Harry closed the door and turned around, Aiden filled me with some calming endorphins.
“Hey,” I said when he stopped a little short. “I know you were holding out on me last time.”
Aiden pulled his eyebrows together in confusion.
Harry laughed. “Don’t worry, mate. I calmed Jade down last time I gave her the injection, and apparently, I’m a little better at it than you are.”
Aiden’s arm tensed around my shoulders. He obviously didn’t like the fact that someone else could help me more than he could.
“Relax, man,” Harry said, putting the tray down on the bench. “It’s only because my abilities are stronger than yours because of the age difference.”
Aiden’s arm didn’t relax straight away, and I decided not to push the subject. I wrapped my arm around his waist and rested my head in the crook of his neck. Within seconds, his body relaxed, and he leaned his head against mine.
Harry wrapped the rubber thingy around my arm.
I gasped. “Oh, G—”
Aiden sent some more endorphins that would’ve rivalled Harry’s pulsating through my veins, and I barely noticed the prick of the needle as it entered my skin.
“Is that what I was meant to do?” Aiden said with a silent laugh.
“Perfect.” I tilted my head back and kissed him on the neck. “Just like you.”
Aiden barely contained his laugh. “So that’s all I needed to do these last couple of days to get you back into me?”
“Enjoy it while you can, because as soon as the antidote kicks in, I won’t be controlled so easy.”
“All done,” Harry said, dropping the needle onto the metal tray.
I lifted my head from Aiden’s shoulder.
Harry placed the tray on a bench adjacent to where I was sitting and turned back to face us. “So are you going back to England now, or are you going to stick around here for a bit?”
I thought up a quick lie. “We’ve got to get back. They’re waiting for us to have breakfast.”
“Do you want me to tell your mum you stopped by?”
“Yeah, that would be great. Can you also tell her I’ll stop by again in the morning?”
“Sure thing.”
I was about to leave when I remembered to ask, “How’s Grandma doing?”
He smiled. “She’s doing great. You would never know she had any surgery. Her scar is now a thin white line, and her energy level is something you’ve got to see.” When I narrowed my eyes at him, he added, “Let’s just say your blood has definitely made some positive changes to her once-tiring body.”
“I can’t wait to see. Is she still staying here?”
“On and off. She’s determined to enjoy her newfound energy as much as possible before it disappears.”
“So, it’s only temporary?” Aiden asked.
“We’re not sure just yet. But she’s not willing to wait and see,” Harry explained. “I’m sure she’ll be here if she knows you’re going to be back.”
I smiled. “I hope so.” I hadn’t had much of a chance to get to know her, and I hated to think that I had missed the opportunity again when I took off.
Aiden put his hand on my thigh and gave it a squeeze. “We better get going.” He added for me only, “I know you want to find out about your grandma, but I don’t think we should leave Chelsea alone any longer.”
“Okay. We’ll see you in the morning?” I asked Harry.
“Sure thing.”
“Later,” Aiden said.
I transported the two of us back to the UK, where the arsehole was still waiting for us to return.



Chapter 8
I probably should’ve waited in the States until the drugs were out of my system so I could hear what Nathan was thinking, but I didn’t want to leave Chelsea with Nathan for another twenty minutes.
“Did you get to speak with your mum?” Anna asked. Everyone was still sitting in the same spots as they were when we left, except for Chelsea, who had fallen asleep.
“She’d already gone to bed.” I noticed something about Nathan’s demeanour that made me think he was wondering why we had been gone so long. So I added, “But we ran into Harry, who’s going to tell Mum in the morning that we popped in. He wanted to know if I was all right and why I had disappeared at lunch that day,” I said.
“She was probably worried out of her mind while you were gone,” Anna said more to herself than to me.
“I’ll make it up to her.”
Nathan stared at me. I was going crazy, wondering what he was thinking. Did he doubt my story? Trying to ignore him, I cocked my head toward Chelsea. “How long’s she been asleep?”
Lucas put his hand on her calf and gave it a little push, but she didn’t budge. “She’s been out of it since you left.”
“Right,” Nathan said, putting his hands on the armrests of his chair. “I’m going to leave you guys to it.” Before anyone had a chance to say anything, Nathan disappeared.
“Do you think he knows something?” I asked Aiden.
“Not sure.”
“Who wants some breakfast?” Anna asked.
“Yes, please,” Lucas said eagerly. “What’s Bernie got for us today?”
“You’ll just have to wait and see.”
“You noticed he was acting a little strange, too, didn’t you?” I asked Aiden.
“He’s probably just trying to work out if there’s more to why you took off. But you’re back now, and I think that’s all he wants from you at this stage.”
“What about you two?” Anna asked Aiden.
Aiden looked up at his mum. “Sounds good.”
She turned to me. “What about you? You’re going to eat something, aren’t you?” she asked with a concerned look.
“I’m not really hungry.” My appetite was completely gone after seeing Nathan again. “Besides, someone’s got to stay here with Chelsea.”
“You should eat something,” Anna said, getting all maternal.
“I’ll bring her back something to eat,” Aiden said. I hoped he was just trying to get Anna off my back and wasn’t planning on following through on his promise.
Lucas, Anna and Dave disappeared, leaving Aiden and me alone with Chelsea. He leaned down and kissed my cheek, his lips lingering there as he spoke silently to me. “Will you be okay while I go?”
“I think I’ll be okay,” I said with a smile that threatened to reveal itself on my lips. “I don’t think he’s going to come back and chop her up while I’m here.”
He pulled away, trying to contain his laughter. “I’ll be back soon.” He disappeared.
My mind kept replaying the way Nathan had watched me. I wished more than anything that I was able to hear what he was thinking. He had to have been planning something. Or maybe he knew that I had figured out who he was, and he was trying to work out how to put an end to me before I had a chance to do the same to him.
Chelsea stirred. “No,” she mumbled.
I couldn’t hear what she was dreaming about. Dreams weren’t like thoughts; we couldn’t hear them without being able to go into someone’s mind. And I wasn’t able to do that again, thanks to Nathan. But whatever it was she was dreaming about, I was sure it was something that I had caused by being her friend. Just as I was about to wake her, she smiled and let out a giggle. I wished real life could mimic dreams where you could twist your fate so easily and not have to deal with the monster who terrorised you only moments ago.
Aiden returned holding a tray.
I glanced past the assortment of pastries, muffins and fruit and pointed at the cup of steaming coffee. “That I can handle.”
He put the tray down on the coffee table then sat down beside me. He reached forward and grabbed a muffin. “You want some?”
The smell of the bacon and egg combo almost made me spew. I shook my head, afraid that if I opened my mouth, I wouldn’t be able to keep my stomach contents down. I picked up my coffee and brought the mug to my lips and inhaled the aroma in an attempt to get rid of the sickly bacon and egg smell. Just as I was about to take a sip, a small pain shot through my head, followed by an overwhelming pressure that engulfed every inch of my skull.
“Take this,” I said, shoving my coffee at Aiden.
He took the cup, but hot coffee splashed over my hand, running down my wrist and onto my thigh. Another blinding pain shot through my head, and I felt as though my brain was imploding. Then I heard Aiden’s thoughts, Chelsea’s dreams, and the sounds of everyone in the house going about their breakfast routines.
Aiden stared at me, trying to work out if what had just happened to me was all part of the antidote Harry had given me or if Nathan had slipped me something else. He wondered if he should be shouting for help rather than sitting there, watching me, waiting for me to say something.
“I’m okay,” I managed to say.
A wave of relief washed over him. He tried to cover it up by pretending he was concerned by the spilled coffee.
I shook my head. “Sorry about that.”
He leaned forward and put the almost empty mug back onto the tray. “Don’t worry about it. I’ll get Bernie to come here and clean up.”
“Ahh, no you won’t,” I said, jumping up. “I don’t need or expect anyone to clean up after me.” He knew that I wasn’t just talking about the coffee. “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to snap.”
“It’s okay. If you want to clean it up, you can, but Bernie would probably have your arse if you don’t clean it properly. I’m just saying.”
Bernie really took pride in the appearance of the house and thought only he knew how to clean something properly. We mere geniuses didn’t know the first thing about what cleaners to use on what stain. “Bernie can clean up if he really doesn’t mind.”
“Mind? He lives for it.” Aiden laughed. “This will be the highlight of his day.” He then added silently, “You know he won’t mind. And I think there are other things we should be doing now that you have your abilities back.”
I forced a laugh. I knew Nathan wasn’t anywhere in the house, but I had no idea if he had set up cameras to watch me. Cameras were one thing I couldn’t detect with my mind. “I guess I should move Chelsea up to the bedroom then,” I said, looking down at her. That girl could sleep through anything.
“Probably a good idea.” He picked up the tray. “I’ll meet you up there.”
He disappeared, leaving me alone and wondering how I was going to land Chelsea on the bed without waking her up or dropping her on the floor.
“Oh well, here goes nothing,” I said as I sat beside her and put my hand on her shoulder. I figured if I landed on the bed, then she would be sure to land there with me. I transported out and succeeded in getting her onto the bed without waking her up.
I climbed off the bed and pulled the blanket up to her chin. She stirred momentarily before slipping into another dream.
I went into the closet and changed out of my coffee-soaked clothes. Just as I was pulling up my trackies, Aiden appeared before me.
A smile spread across his face when he saw me in my bra. I quickly grabbed a shirt off a hanger and shoved my arms into the sleeves.
Aiden whizzed over, stopping me before I could get the shirt over my head. “Don’t,” he said, lowering my hands.
The meaning behind his words was anything but I-want-to-see-you-without-a-shirt. He just didn’t want me to feel as though I needed to cover up in front of him. He wanted me to feel comfortable with him again. Hell, he wanted us to go back to the way things were—even the love part. But the problem was, he didn’t love me, and I couldn’t see it happening anytime soon. For all I knew, I had made him permanently unable to love me again.
Aiden cupped the side of my face, rubbing his thumb softly against my cheek as his eyes dropped to my lips. He wanted so badly to kiss me, but he was afraid I would pull away. He didn’t understand the way he was feeling, and quite frankly, neither did I. The raw attraction he had for me when we first met was back, but he also had the history of us ingrained in his memory.
I debated what to do. I didn’t want to reject him, but I wasn’t ready to have sex with him again. Though it wouldn’t be our first time, I guessed my subconscious was trying to protect me from the chance that he would decide he didn’t want to be with me any longer.
Aiden moved his hand to my back, silently asking permission to get closer. I gave a slight nod and dropped my shirt on the floor as he slowly pulled me against him. He ran his hand up my back, stopping briefly at my bra but deciding not to push things too soon. He lowered his lips halfway to mine and waited for me to make the connection.
I stood on tiptoes and pressed my lips against his. I wanted nothing more than to remove every single item of clothing that stood between us, but the kiss would have to be enough. I loved him so much, and I only hoped that he would someday feel the same way about me.
“Hello,” Kai called, opening the bathroom door. He took one look and backed into the bedroom. “Whoops!”
“Damn,” Aiden muttered. He bent down, picked up my shirt, and handed it to me.
“Is it safe to open my eyes?” Kai called.
I quickly put on my shirt. I could picture Kai standing out there with one hand covering his eyes and the other holding a wrap with all his leftover breakfast goop as the filling.
“Yes, Kai. We’re not doing anything!” Aiden then murmured, “Anymore.” He pulled me back in for a quick kiss then turned me in his arms and ushered me through the bathroom and into the bedroom.
When Kai spotted us, a mischievous grin spread across his face. “Sure you weren’t.” He winked.
I decided to call him on it. “Okay, fine. You did catch us with our clothes off and about to get all hot and steamy.”
“Really?” Aiden asked.
Kai broke out in one of his bellowing laughs. “I knew it.”
“No. Not really,” I said to Aiden. “And no, Kai. We were just getting changed after I spilt coffee on us.” When Kai looked down at my clean clothing, I pulled Aiden in front of me. “See?”
Kai grinned. “Yeah, okay, so that’s what you were doing in there.” He gave me a dramatic wink.
“Anyway,” I said, “what did you come up here for? I’m sure it wasn’t just so we could have this conversation.” But then again Nathan could have made Kai come up just to make sure Aiden and I were really okay together.
“Okay, okay.” Kai transported across the room so he was sitting on the couch with his feet up on the coffee table. “I just thought you might want an update on the Chrissy situation. And since you’re stuck with Sleeping Beauty over there”—he cocked his head toward Chelsea—”I thought I’d come up here instead.”
“What’s happened?” I asked, rushing over to the couch.
“Nothing, except I’m a genius.” He chuckled.
I sat on the armrest. “I guess I owe you another one.”
“Yep, you can add it to the list. What are we at now?”
“Too many to count.”
He laughed.
Aiden sat on the armrest beside me and wrapped his arm around my waist. “So what do the police think happened?”
“They’re clueless. Every fingerprint they picked up somehow disappeared from their systems and—”
“What about the physical evidence?” Aiden asked.
Kai smiled. “What physical evidence?”
“You stole evidence?” I asked.
Then I realised he was only kidding when his thoughts turned to how he actually did get the evidence. But again, I couldn’t call him on it without him knowing I could hear his thoughts.
“Sure did,” he said proudly.
Aiden laughed as he pictured Kai sneaking around like a ninja. “I knew you were all in for disobeying every law there is when it comes to cyberspace, but I never saw you as they type who would go in all covert and stuff.”
“Yep, you should’ve seen me. I was like a ninja ghost, unseen as I walked amongst them.”
“Really?” I asked, pretending to believe him.
“Jesus Christ, you two would believe anything I told you, won’t you?”
“You’re an idiot.” Aiden smacked Kai on the back of his head, just as Anna had done so many times before. “So how did you get it?”
“I made them destroy their own evidence and then delete all footage of it on the systems.”
“Not bad,” Aiden said. “But not as good as me imagining you dressed up like a ninja.”
Kai stood and started doing some fake karate moves.
“Is there anything else we should know?” I asked, trying to get the two boys back on track.
Kai’s everlasting smile disappeared. “I thought you might want to know that Chrissy’s funeral will be held in two days’ time.”
“Oh,” I said. Even though I knew what Kai was going to say before he said it, hearing the words out loud threw me back to the room splattered in Chrissy’s blood. “It’s going to be a closed casket,” I mumbled, thinking about just how deep Nathan had cut her. He had practically severed her head.
“Are you going to go?” Kai asked.
I thought about the sweet girl I had grown up with, the very same one who had turned into a bitch after Aiden came into our lives. “I don’t know,” I said, looking down at my hands clasped in my lap, my fingers turning white from the oxygen I had cut off to them.
Aiden put his arm around my shoulders. “You don’t have to decide straight away. Maybe you should wait ’til Chelsea wakes up, and you can decide together.”
I nodded but didn’t say anything.
“So are you two just going to hang around in here all day?” Kai asked.
“At least until she wakes up,” Aiden answered.
“Right.” Kai swung his legs off the coffee table. “I’m off.” He disappeared before we could say goodbye.
I edged over the armrest and slipped down onto the sofa.
“I’m just going to get changed out of this,” Aiden said, gesturing at his coffee-soaked shorts and tee.
I pulled my feet up onto the seat and hugged my knees against my chest as I once again thought about all the lives that had been destroyed because people knew me. I knew it was all Nathan’s doing, but that didn’t stop me from feeling responsible for their deaths, pain, and suffering. I had to go to Chrissy’s funeral, even if we had been frenemies in the end. We were once best friends—Chelsea, Chrissy and me—and I needed to show some respect for that. I just hoped Chelsea felt the same way.
“What are you thinking about?” Aiden said, coming back into the room.
“Just the whole Chrissy thing.”
He sat down beside me, put his arm around my shoulders and pulled me into his side.
I rested my head on his chest. “I know we didn’t get along for almost two years, but I still never wanted her to die.”
“I know.” He kissed the top of my head then rested his cheek against it. “Have you decided if you’re going to her funeral or not?”
“I think I should.”
Aiden agreed with me but didn’t say it aloud.



Chapter 9
Two hours later, Chelsea was still asleep. Lucas had gone home to get some sleep, too. His body clock had been thrown right out with all the trips to the hospital in Australia.
I had been dozing as I slouched against Aiden’s chest. He was watching some UK television show that he’d apparently loved as a kid, but it didn’t draw me in the least bit. “You should get some sleep,” Aiden said.
“So should you.”
Neither of us made any effort to move. Our minds were way too active to fully shut down in order for us to sleep. Being stuck in England like prisoners did nothing to help us relax.
I wanted to get out of there. “Do you think Nathan would have a problem if we took off somewhere to sleep?”
Aiden didn’t respond straight away, but he knew he didn’t need to. I could already hear his inner monologue as he tried to decide what Nathan’s reaction would be. For one, we had already been going somewhere else to sleep since Nathan had paid us that little visit while we were asleep and he didn’t seem to mind. But maybe he would have a problem with it after how long I had disappeared last time by myself.
I scooted off the lounge, practically falling over Aiden’s legs. “He’s downstairs.”
“Who’s downstairs?”
“Nathan!”
“What are you going to do?” Aiden asked as he pushed himself up off the lounge. He was worried I was going to rush in and do something stupid.
I needed to do something about the way we were standing there, me pumped with energy and Aiden stricken with worry. I was sick of having to pretend for the cameras—if there were cameras at all. That was going to be one of the first things I was going to find out from Nathan when I saw him. But until I knew for sure, I had to play it safe.
I picked up the end of Aiden’s shirt and pulled him toward me. He instinctively wrapped his arms around me and drew me into his embrace. I leaned my head against his chest momentarily before lifting my face to kiss his neck. If there were any cameras, I needed him to think we had just been playing around.
“Kiss me.”
He didn’t fully understand why, but he wasn’t going to pass up an opportunity to get back to where we were before Kai interrupted. He pressed his lips against mine, but the kiss I returned was empty, just a cover.
“I need you to stay here and watch Chels while I go downstairs and see what I can pick up from his thoughts. I’m also going to tell them that we’re going somewhere to get some sleep and we’ll be back in a few hours.”
Aiden’s lips broke away from mine, and he trailed kisses along my jaw line until he reached my ear. “I don’t like this.”
“I know.”
“Be careful.”
“Always.” I phased out of Aiden’s arms and reappeared in the casual meals room. Dave and Nathan were sitting at the table, eating a chocolate cake that smelled as though it had just come out of the oven.
“Want some cake?” Dave asked.
“Yeah, thanks.” I ignored the shiver that ran down my spine whenever I was around Nathan and pulled out a chair two over from Dave. “God, this smells so good,” I said as I cut a slice. Really, I felt like puking, but I needed to keep up the act.
“Tastes even better than it smells.” Dave shoved another piece into his mouth.
Nathan watched me. He suspected there was something different about me, but he couldn’t be sure. He was waiting for me to slip up, to reveal what had happened that day at lunch because apparently he didn’t buy my story. He had watched countless reruns of footage of me, trying to compare how I was before I had disappeared at lunch and how I was since I returned. He hadn’t noticed anything different in the way Aiden and I were with each other, which was a big plus, but also proved Aiden and I were right. He had been spying on us. From the various images that went through his thoughts, I could tell that cameras were everywhere.
I picked up a teaspoon, cut off a piece of cake, and put it into my mouth. I forced myself to chew then swallow. “Oh, my God! That’s good.”
“Told you,” Dave said around a mouthful of food.
Nathan stared at me blankly for a second then forced a smile. “Bernie’s a genius in the kitchen.”
I wanted to push inside his mind again, but I needed him not to be watching me when I did it; otherwise, I was sure I would screw it up. I forced myself to shovel down my slice of cake and then helped myself to another.
Bernie entered the room, carrying a tray with cups on top.
“This cake is awesome,” I told him.
“Of course it is. I made it,” he said, putting a cup of coffee in front of me.
I picked up my coffee. “You’re too good to me.” Putting the cup to my nose to inhale the aroma, I froze when I heard Nathan’s thoughts.
He held his breath as he watched me breathe in the coffee, afraid I might have smelled that something was not quite right with the coffee. He mentally encouraged me to drink it up like the naïve little thing I was, so easily controlled.
I wanted to swear every profanity I’d heard in my entire life at the bastard sitting opposite me. He had been drugging me with my one addiction—coffee.
I inched the cup away from my nose. If I didn’t take a sip, he would be suspicious. I brought the mug to my lips and took a gulp.
Relief washed over him, and he sat back in his chair and started up a conversation with Dave, who was obliviously shovelling food into his mouth.
The drugs had barely hit my stomach when I felt the effects. Pretending to eat some more cake, I pushed against Nathan’s mind. At first, the barrier gave a little, then it was like hitting a brick wall. I didn’t know if it was because of the drugs or something else.
Before I lost any more precious time, I concentrated on Dave and slowly entered his mind. Getting in was easy, but I couldn’t stay in there for more than a few seconds. It was too late. The drugs had taken effect.
I pushed my chair back and stood as I rubbed my belly. I was about to play the “I think I’ve had too much to eat and need to go lie down” card when I realised that could never apply to me. I leaned forward and cut another piece of cake. “I’m gonna take a piece to Aiden. He’s so got to try this.”
“Take two,” Dave said. “He’ll want more than just one slice.”
“Right.” I cut another piece and put it onto my plate. I was about to phase out when I remembered I’d actually come downstairs for something other than cake and being drugged. “Oh, I almost forgot.” I turned to Dave. “Aiden and I were wanting to get some sleep before we have to go back to see Mum. We’re going to take off somewhere, so we won’t have to worry about Adam finding us while we’re asleep.”
“Sure thing,” Dave said.
I wished I could’ve heard Nathan’s thoughts on the matter, but I had to rely on good old-fashioned body language. But Nathan was the king of faking nonchalance; he showed no emotion at all.
I nodded. “Okay. Well, we’ll call you when we wake up.”
“No worries,” Dave said.
“Enjoy your sleep.” Nathan smiled.
I couldn’t tell if he was trying to be nice or what. “Thanks,” I said, sounding purposefully naïve, then phased out.
“Get me out of here now,” I said the moment I appeared in Aiden’s room. I put the plate of cake down on the sofa.
“What’s wrong?”
“He’s a fucking son of a bitch, that’s what. And I don’t know how long I can hold myself together for the cameras. And yes, there are fucking cameras.”
“I’ll go first, then you can bring Chelsea with you.”
“Okay, just go.”
He disappeared.
I was fuming and trying my best not to show it. I went over to Chelsea and sat down beside her, pretending to be concerned for my friend. All the while, a raging war was going on inside me. I wanted to kill the bastard.
A few minutes later, Aiden phased back into the room. “I forgot my phone, and for some reason, I can’t contact you through here,” he said, pointing at his head. He put one hand on me and the other on Chelsea then transported us. We appeared in a bedroom with the curtains pulled closed. Soft light filtered in through the half-opened door.
I couldn’t wait to tell Aiden everything I’d learned. “Oh, my Go—”
“Sh,” Aiden said, pointing at Chelsea. He took my hand and led me into an adjoining room, leaving the door slightly ajar.
“The fucking bastard’s been drugging my coffee,” I said, spinning him around to face me. “He’s been watching every second of our lives, trying to find out what I know and why I left that day.” I ran my hands through my hair, wanting to rip it out in frustration.
Aiden wrapped one arm around my waist and put his other at the nape of my neck, drawing me into his chest. Usually, he just let me have my hissy fit and waited for me to calm down, but I guessed that one was different. I wasn’t overreacting.
Waves of calming endorphins flowed my way as he led me over to the bed. He waited for my anger to subside, then he sat on the edge and pulled me onto his lap.
I buried my face in the crook of his neck. “I’m gonna have to get another shot,” I whined.
Aiden laughed softly. “I think a needle is the least of your worries.”
I pulled my head back. “I know. And I knew this was going to be hard, but I didn’t know just how hard it would be to listen to his thoughts. He’s a sick bastard, and he’s just toying with me.”
Aiden wiped his thumb across my cheek. “And he’s going to pay for what he’s done.”
“How?” I asked, almost giving up hope.
He shrugged. “We’ll find a way.”
I jumped to my feet. “The cake.”
“What?”
“I brought you back some cake. If he sees that it’s still there, he might know something’s up.”
Aiden pulled me back to sit on the bed. “I’ll take care of it.” He disappeared.
A minute later, Aiden reappeared with the plate of cake in one hand and an overnight bag in the other. “Now it’ll look like I left the cake there until I came back for our things.” He put the plate on the nightstand and the bag on the floor then sat on the bed with his back against the pillows. “Come here,” he said, patting the empty spot beside him.
I crawled over, flopped my head down on one of the pillows, and stared at the ceiling. I had no idea where we were, and I didn’t care. I only hoped there were at least a million miles between Nathan and us.
I thought about all our private moments captured on display. “What kind of father does that?”
“I don’t—”
“What kind of father watches their daughter like that?” I wondered if he had cameras set up in the bathrooms as well. “The fucking bastard has probably seen me naked.”
Aiden’s body tensed beside me. I didn’t dare look at his face. Even though I couldn’t hear his thoughts, I knew what he was thinking. How far had Nathan gone? And how much had Nathan seen?
Another thought hit me. “I wonder if it’s just me he’s been drugging, or if he’s put it in your water, too.”
“Are you saying that he may have been drugging all of us?”
I rolled onto my side to face him. “Well, think about it. It’s pretty unlikely it was just my coffee he was drugging when it would be easier to put something in your water.”
“Then shouldn’t it have done something to the rest of us?”
“Maybe it has, and you all just don’t know it. That could be how he’s been able to control you so easily. Maybe the drugs have reduced everyone’s abilities to the point where he’s able to make you guys do what he wants. You know, like move to the Gold Coast, run into me that day at the beach, pick my school out of all the schools on the coast, especially when there were others that were much closer to where you lived.”
“Okay, so maybe you have a point.”
“We should ask Harry to run some blood tests on you.”
“Sure thing,” Aiden said, as he lay down beside me. “But first, I think we should get some sleep.”
“As if I could sleep after that.”
He ran his fingers softly over my cheek. “I can make you sleep.”
I was about to get upset with him for suggesting that he could put me to sleep, but then I realised it wasn’t such a bad idea. At least that way I wouldn’t have to think about the arsehole for the next four hours or so, until my mother was awake. “Okay.”
Aiden pulled back slightly. “Are you serious?”
“Why not? I’m tired, I’m shitty, and all I want to do is stop thinking about Nathan.”
He looked at me as if trying to decide if I was being serious or not. “All right then. I’ll set the alarms for seven o’clock U.S. time.”
“Thanks.”
He leaned closer and kissed my forehead. “Night.”



Chapter 10
“Wakey, wakey, sleepy head.” Aiden’s voice cut through my dream.
I opened my eyes to find his green eyes staring back at me, much as they had in my dream. Except in my dream, there was no Nathan. It was just us.
Chelsea slapped me on the arse from behind. “Up you get, sleepy head.”
I rolled over to face her. “Did I do that to you while you were sleeping?”
“No. And you better not,” she said, pointing her finger at me.
I narrowed my eyes at her. “Next time.”
“Yeah, yeah, whatever. Get that skinny arse of yours out of bed.”
“How come you’re even awake? You’ve only had like five hours of sleep.”
She shrugged. “Just am.”
Aiden wrapped his arm around my chest and snuggled up behind me. “Maybe I should’ve let you sleep for a little longer.”
Chelsea rolled over to the bedside table then rolled back to me holding a takeaway coffee cup. “Truce?”
I smiled and grabbed the coffee. “My one weakness.” Aiden lifted his arm off me so I could sit up.
“And I heard that someone else knows about it, too,” Chelsea said.
I turned to Aiden. “You’ve been talking?”
“What else were we supposed to do while you were asleep?” Aiden asked, sitting up. “Besides, you can just wipe her memories of the conversation before we go back.”
“Just like you always do.” Chelsea sounded upset, but I knew she really wasn’t.
Back when we were staying at Surfers, she’d told me she would rather me tell her everything just like a best friend should, and she didn’t care if I would only have to steal the memories from her. She just wanted to be there for me.
Aiden put his hand on my thigh. “Will you be all right here while I pop back to the UK for a bit?”
“Yeah, but why?”
“I thought it might be a good idea to show my face before we head over to the U.S., in case Nathan has it in his head that we’ve disappeared again.”
I nodded. “Good thinking.”
“Why do you even care what he thinks?” Chelsea asked.
If she knew the truth, she would be thanking us. But I wasn’t going to let her know that she was the reason we cared so much about Nathan’s opinions. “I just don’t want him thinking something has changed. I want to know what he’s done and who he has involved—”
“And if it was of their own free will,” Aiden added.
“Yeah that, too,” I said, realising how much it was affecting Aiden to know how easily he had been manipulated. “And how can I expect to do all that if he suspects something and turns on me before I find out anything?”
Chelsea nodded her head. “And then you might not ever be sure who has betrayed you.”
“Exactly.”
Aiden looked uncomfortable with the conversation.
Chelsea noticed and said, “Sorry.”
“Don’t worry about it,” he said. Even though I couldn’t hear his thoughts, I knew he really was bothered by it. He leaned over and kissed me. “I won’t be long.”
I smiled as he disappeared.
“So, things are going good between you two?” Chelsea asked.
“I guess.”
“What do you mean, ‘I guess’? It either is, or it isn’t. Which one is it?”
“It’s not that simple.”
“Yes, it is. And if you think it’s not, then that’s only because you’re making it complicated.”
“Please bless me with your wisdom, O Wise One,” I said.
She slapped my arm playfully. “You’re not getting out of it that easily.”
“Fine.” I took a sip of coffee. “It’s just that, every time I look at him, I have in the back of my mind that he’s only with me because of Nathan.”
“Duh! That’s probably the one and only thing you should be thanking Nathan for. He gave you the best boyfriend you could ever dream of.”
“Yeah, but that’s just it. Aiden’s only here because of Nathan.”
“And if it wasn’t for Nathan, you would’ve never met Aiden, and you’d be stuck with some loser on the Coast.”
“They’re not all losers.”
She raised an eyebrow at me.
I looked away.
Chelsea knew by my silence that I realised she had a point. “So the way I see it, you can either give up the best thing that has ever happened to you—”
“I never said I was giving him up.”
“No. But if you keep him at a distance to protect yourself, then all you’re going to do is screw it up without giving it a chance.”
“When did you become such an expert in relationships?”
She shrugged. “Watching Dr. Phil?”
I laughed. “You’re a dork.”
“But I’m right, aren’t I?”
I didn’t say anything.
“Aren’t I?” she asked again.
“Maybe,” I said into my cup then took a sip.
“So what are you going to do about it?”
Chelsea wasn’t planning on letting me out of the conversation until she was fully satisfied that I was going to stop being a chicken and fight to get back the relationship I’d lost. “Fine. I’ll suck it up, put on my big girl panties, and fight for my man. Happy?”
She nodded. “Good.”
I took another sip of coffee and waited for her next question.
“I guess you guys will be needing some space. You know, ‘to get to know each other’ again,” she said, doing air quotes with her fingers.
I decided it was time to turn the tables. “And I guess that suggestion has nothing to do with you wanting to spend some ‘alone time’ with Lucas?” I said, doing the same air-quote thing but almost spilling my coffee in the process.
She bit her lip in an attempt to hide her smile.
“Chelsea’s got a crush,” I teased.
“Ew, that’s a bit gross now that we know he’s your brother.”
Taking another sip of coffee, I thought about that. I hadn’t had much time to get used to the idea that Lucas was really my brother. And that meant Georgia was my sister.
“How weird is the whole Georgia and Aiden thing now that you know she’s your sister?” Chelsea asked.
“Weird, no. Disgusting, yes.”
“I guess it is a bit, isn’t it?”
“Yes. And that’s the reason why I don’t want to talk about it. God, I don’t even want to think about it. Thirty seconds ago, I was thinking about having sex with Aiden again, and now…”
Her eyes went wide. “Don’t you dare! Do whatever you have to do to get over this because you are not going to screw up this thing with Aiden just because you found out Georgia is your sister.”
“Fine.”
She whacked me on the arm. “I’m serious.”
“I know, and I promise I won’t let Georgia get in the way.”
“Good. ’Cause I’d hate to see her try to get her slimy little hands on him again.”
Just the thought of her touching him made my blood boil. No way was that ever going to happen.
Chelsea nudged my shoulder. “You okay?”
“Uh huh.”
She knew I wasn’t but didn’t say anything more.
Aiden appeared beside the door to the balcony. “I was hoping you’d be ready by the time I got back, but I guess that was asking a bit much.” He sat down on the tub chair beside the window.
“Fine.” I put my coffee on the bedside table as I got out of bed. “Give me two minutes,” I said, going into the bathroom.
A minute later, I emerged all ready to go. “Let’s go get us some needles.” I walked over to Chelsea and put my hand on her shoulder. “I’m sorry I have to do this to you… again.”
“I thought I told you to quit worrying. I’m fine with you screwing with my brain,” she said with a wink.
I smiled, thinking about how awesome she was. I pushed my way inside her mind and removed all traces of the conversations and knowledge of anything relating to Nathan being my father and being the one responsible for tormenting our lives. Once I was finished, I pulled out of her mind. “Okay, we’re ready.”
Aiden stood and came up behind me, wrapping his arms around my shoulders. “Let’s go get us some needles.”
Chelsea linked her arm with mine, and we phased to where we usually found Harry, but the room was empty.
“That’s a first,” I said, putting my hands on my hips.
“Let’s see if anyone’s home,” Aiden said.
“But that means I have to see Mum, and I don’t know I’m ready for that just yet.”
“Why?” Aiden spun me around to face him. “You know you have to see her today.”
“Yeah, but I wanted to be able to hear her thoughts when I did. I wanted to hear her reaction to seeing me again.”
“Well, we all know how good she is at keeping her thoughts secret.” When I pulled my eyebrows together, Aiden added, “Remember back on the Coast when Chels was missing? Your mum kept shuffling her thoughts around so I couldn’t catch anything.”
“She was doing that on purpose, but she won’t be able to hide her thoughts from me anymore.”
“True.”
Chelsea put her hands on her hips. “So what are we doing? ’Cause I don’t really want to stand around here all day.”
Aiden looked at me, waiting for me to agree with him.
“Fine,” I said. “We’ll go see who’s home.”
We phased out and appeared in the lounge room. No one was there, but the sound of voices wafted in from the kitchen.
“Hello?” I said.
“We’re in here!” Mum called.
Aiden took my hand and led me into the kitchen. Mum was standing behind the bench with a glass of orange juice, and Gemma was sitting at the table.
“Harry told me you were back,” Mum said, walking over to us. “You should’ve woken me up.”
Gemma asked, “So what was it? Did Aiden do something wrong? Did you find out he cheated on you or something?”
“Seriously?” I asked, raising my eyebrows. “Is that the best you could come up with?”
Chelsea laughed. “She’s twelve. What do you expect? She probably still laughs every time she hears the word boobs.”
Gemma threw a death stare at Chelsea. “I’m fifteen. And I don’t giggle at boobs.”
“Whatever,” I said. “Shouldn’t you be at school?”
“Please, girls,” Mum said. “Can’t you both just try to get along?”
Gemma took a bite out of her toast.
“Is Harry around?” I asked.
Mum sighed. “No, he’s not.”
“Do you know when he will be?” I asked.
Mum narrowed her eyes at me. “Why do you want to see him so badly?”
“Umm… I just wanted to speak with him about the whole Grandma thing. By the way, where is Grandma?”
“She’s outside. Gemma?”
“Yeah?” Gemma asked around a mouthful of toast.
“Can you go and tell Grandma that Jade’s here?”
Gemma huffed as she pushed her chair back and stood up. She opened the door beside the table and stepped outside.
When she was out of earshot, Mum said, “You know, you really should let up on her. It’s not her fault that any of this has happened. And considering you’re the oldest, you should at least try to be more mature.”
“Well, maybe we would’ve been closer if you had told me about her… what… fifteen years ago?”
“We’re not going to get into this again. Your grandma’s about to walk through that door, and I’d appreciate it if you leave her out of this drama.”
“Touchy, aren’t we?”
Grandma came in, saving me from whatever my mother was about to say. “Jade,” she said with a smile. She held out her arms for a hug.
“Hi, Grandma,” I said, wrapping my arms around her.
She put her mouth beside my ear and whispered, “Gemma was right. He’s cute.”
I laughed and turned to Aiden. “Grandma, this is Aiden. Aiden, this is my grandma.”
“So nice to finally meet you,” Aiden said oh-so-politely.
“Likewise,” she said with a smile. “I’ve heard so much about you, it’s like I already know you.”
“All good I hope,” Aiden said, sounding a bit nervous. I didn’t think he was actually worried there was anything bad said so much as he was concerned that someone had been telling her about him.
“I give you one guess who that could’ve been,” I said silently to Aiden as I glanced sideways at Gemma.
Gemma noticed me looking at her and gave me a fake smile. God, I couldn’t wait to hear what went on inside that head of hers. On second thought, I’d probably end up doing something I might regret.
“And this,” I said, turning to Chelsea, “is my bestest friend in the entire world.”
“Who’s otherwise known as Chelsea.” Chelsea held out her hand.
“Nice to meet you, Chelsea,” Grandma said, loving that she was meeting another important person in my life. “Why don’t we all go sit down and get to know one another better?” Grandma took me by the hand and dragged me toward the lounge room a little too forcefully for a woman of her age. She sat down on the sofa, pulling me down beside her. “Now tell me all about how you two met,” she said.
Chelsea sat at the end of the couch, leaving room for Aiden to sit beside me.
“Well?” Grandma prodded.
But what could I say? The truth was such a sore spot with me, and I couldn’t think about anything but the fact that Nathan was responsible. Aiden put his hand on my knee and proceeded to tell her the same story we had once believed to be the truth.
“Oh, my God,” Gemma said, sticking her head into the room. “Can you two get any sappier?”
I made a face at her. “Oh, my God, can you get any more pathetic?”
Mum put her hands on Gemma’s shoulders. “Jade,” she said, giving me a warning glare. She turned Gemma around. “Come on. You can help me in the kitchen.”
Gemma groaned but did as Mum asked.
“And how about you, dear?” Grandma asked Chelsea. “How did you and my granddaughter become best friends?”
Chelsea smiled. “Well, I didn’t have much of a choice. When I wouldn’t play with her, she hit me over the head with a bat.”
Grandma gasped, covering her mouth with her hand.
“Oh, God, Chelsea. We were three,” I said. “And it was plastic.”
“Yeah, yeah, whatever.” Chelsea laughed.
Grandma chuckled. She hated that she hadn’t been around to watch me as I grew up, and she wanted to make up for all the missed time. She really wanted to be a part of my life, and I kind of liked it.
“Enough about us,” I said, putting my hand on Aiden’s thigh. “How about you tell us what you’ve been up to since you got out of hospital?”
Mum walked in with a tray of steaming mugs. “Ha! What hasn’t she been up to?” Gemma followed her, looking as though she’d just had the “you behave or else” talk.
“I feel like I’ve been given a new lease on life.” Grandma had a twinkle in her eye as she thought about how the pains of old age had completely disappeared after the transfusion.
“So everything’s good then, is it?” I asked as Mum put the tray on the coffee table.
“Better than I could’ve ever dreamed of,” Grandma said. “And I owe it all to you. Whatever you have running through your veins feels like it’s the fountain of life that we’ve all been searching for.”
I laughed. “Well, I just hope for your sake, and ours, that it doesn’t wear off.”
She laughed. “So do I.”
Gemma handed me a cup of coffee. When I stared at the coffee, she said, “I didn’t spit in it if that’s what you’re thinking.”
“Gemma, don’t be so vulgar,” Mum said as she passed out the mugs.
“You better not have.” I wished I was able to penetrate her thick head and see if she was lying.
When Mum wasn’t looking, a smirk crept across Gemma’s face. After finding out Nathan had been drugging my coffee, I wasn’t about to take any chances. For all I knew, she could have put some illicit street drug in there because she wanted to see what would happen. Or maybe it was payback.
“Yeah, I think I might go make my own,” I said, getting up.
“Jade, really?” Mum said. “I was right there when she made it.”
“Still going to make a new one,” I said as I walked into the kitchen. “Chels, Aiden, do you guys want a new one, too?”
“I’m good,” Aiden said.
“Yeah, I’ll take my chances,” Chelsea called. “And if anything happens to me, you’ll kick her arse, won’t you?”
“Chelsea,” Mum scolded.
“Bet your arse, I will.”
Grandma chuckled. I felt sorry for her for having spent so many years without anyone in her life, and I wished we could’ve been there for her—especially after her husband died.
Once I had made a new coffee that I was sure was safe… well, as safe as I could hope for, I made my way back into the lounge. I sat between Aiden and my grandma again. “Hope Chelsea hasn’t been telling you any more bad things about me.”
Grandma laughed. “No, dear. She hasn’t.”
“No, that stuff is going to come out when you’re not around to spoil my fun,” Chelsea joked.
I turned to Mum. “Is Harry here yet?” I wanted to spend more time getting to know my Grandma, but I needed to get those drugs out of my system.
“One boy’s not enough for you?” Gemma asked.
“Ew,” I said, thinking how old Harry probably was. Aiden tensed beside me.
“Gemma,” Mum said, as I put my hand on Aiden, trying to reassure him that I would never think of Harry that way.
“Please, he’s only thirty-five,” Gemma said, ignoring Mum. “Like that’s too old for you.”
“Gemma!” Mum yelled. “If you can’t behave, then go.” She pointed toward the hallway that led to the bedrooms. “Actually, go. You’re going to be late for school, and I’m not having you miss another day—especially when it’s just to stir up your sister.”
“Sister?” Gemma and I said.
“I so don’t think so,” I added.
“Damn right,” Gemma agreed.
“Go,” Mum said more forcefully.
Gemma headed that way. “Keep an eye on your girlfriend if you want to keep her,” she warned Aiden.
Mum massaged her forehead as if we were really giving her a headache. She put her hand down and looked at me. “Are you ever going to give her a chance?”
“Is Harry here?” I asked again.
She sighed. “Yes, he’s in the room now.”
I turned to Grandma. “I’m sorry, but I really need to talk with Harry about something.”
“That’s fine, dear.” She patted my knee. “I’m sure we’ll have plenty of time to get to know one another.”
“Definitely.” I stood up. “Chels, do you mind staying here while Aiden and I go see Harry?”
Chelsea was about to ask why she couldn’t come with us but then realised she would have Grandma all to herself. “Of course not,” she said with a smile as she slid closer to my grandma.
“And so the storytelling begins,” I said under my breath. “We won’t be long.”
Aiden stood and we transported to Harry.



Chapter 11
“Harry,” I said when we appeared in the room.
He whipped his head around in surprise. “Twice in a matter of hours.”
Aiden put his arm around my waist and pulled me closer in what seemed like an ancient male tradition to warn off others, letting them know the female was taken. I was sure he didn’t mean it like that, but I had to laugh.
“What?” Aiden asked.
I shook my head. “Nothing.”
Harry turned around in his swivel chair. “So to what do I owe the pleasure of your company this time?”
“Um, I think I’ve been drugged again.”
Harry drew his eyebrows together. “What makes you think that?”
I thought about telling him the truth, but I still didn’t know if I could trust him. “It’s just a feeling again.”
“Did what I gave you last time have any effect?”
“Yeah, it worked. But only for a bit. He must be slipping me something some way that I’m taking it without knowing because I hadn’t gone to sleep when it happened.”
“Right.” He got up from his chair. “Well, we’ll have to figure out how he’s getting it in your system because I’m guessing you don’t want to have to keep coming back for another one of these.” He opened the door to the cupboard.
I heard the clank of something hitting the steel tray, then he turned around. “I think maybe I should take some of your blood to see if it’s the same as the last time.” He nodded at Aiden. “And I also think I should test yours as well.”
Crap. Two needles.
“Yeah, sure,” Aiden said.
“Do you think Aiden’s been drugged as well?” I asked.
Harry shrugged. “Not sure. But I think it would be wise if we knew for sure.”
“I guess.”
“Who’s first?”
I quickly pointed at Aiden. “He can go first.”
Aiden smiled. “Thanks.” He held out his arm and watched as Harry tied the rubbery thing around it and dabbed an alcohol wipe on the inside of his elbow. As soon as I saw Harry reach for the needle, I turned my head away.
A few seconds later, I heard the needle drop on the tray, and Harry said, “All done.”
“Your turn now.” Aiden put his arm around my shoulders and sent some calming endorphins my way. He didn’t skimp on them, either. “Is that better?”
“Much,” I said as I laid my head against his shoulder.
Harry picked up my arm, did his prep work, then injected the needle. I barely felt a prick. “Thanks,” I whispered into Aiden’s ear.
He leaned down and kissed the top of my head.
“One down, one to go.” Harry stuck another needle in and injected the antidote. “All done,” he said a couple of seconds later as he swiped a cotton ball over my skin. “I should have the results this afternoon if you want to pop back then.”
I watched as the holes closed up, leaving nothing but a smudge of blood as evidence. “Yep. Sure.” I figured Aiden wasn’t eager to see Harry again so soon, but he just had to get over it. We needed Harry, and there was no one else we knew that could fill his shoes. I just hoped that Harry was someone we wouldn’t regret trusting.
Aiden and I transported back to the lounge, where we found Chelsea and Grandma looking cosy as they talked about some of the things we’d got up to as we grew up.
I said, “Hope she hasn’t bored you too much, Grandma.”
“Not at all,” Grandma said with the smile that never seemed to leave her face.
I caught Aiden’s arm as he started walking toward the sofa. “Can we talk for a second?”
He drew his eyebrows together. “Ah, yeah, sure.”
I smiled at Chelsea, my mother, and Grandma. “We won’t be long.”
I took Aiden’s hand and led him outside. The air was cool, but I no longer felt cold. I guessed Dave had been right that I would one day adjust my mind to no longer think about what was expected of a normal human. We walked down the steps and along the side of the pool.
He sat down on the garden retaining wall. “So what did you want to talk to me about?”
I stood in front of him, wishing I could see inside his head so I didn’t need to ask the question, but the antidote hadn’t kicked in yet. “What was up with you and Harry?”
“What do you mean?” Aiden asked.
“You know what I mean.”
“No, I don’t.”
“Fine. Why the cold treatment toward Harry?”
“I wasn’t giving him any cold treatment.”
I laughed. “You barely said two words to the guy. And when you did say something, it was short and cold.”
Aiden looked down at the floor. “I don’t know why.”
I moved in between his legs and lifted his chin so I could see his eyes. “Tell me,” I said softly.
“I don’t know why.”
“It’s what Gemma said, isn’t it?”
He tried to look down again, but I wouldn’t let him. “Yeah, okay. It is.”
I frowned. “You’ve never had a problem when anyone tried to cause trouble before, so why now?”
“Maybe it’s because I feel that something’s changed. And I don’t just mean you taking my love for you away. I mean, how you act towards me.”
“I don’t act any different.”
He raised an eyebrow. “Jade.”
I sighed. “Fine. It’s because I’m afraid. I’m scared you won’t fall in love with me again. And I don’t want to get hurt.”
“So you’re putting up a wall instead.”
“Have you been watching Dr. Phil with Chelsea?”
Aiden scrunched up his face. “What?”
I shook my head. “Nothing. She said almost the exact same thing to me this morning when you went back to England.”
“Good.” He put his hands on my hips and pulled me closer. “Now maybe you’ll give us a chance. No more walls?”
“No more walls.” I wrapped my arms around his neck. “I’m not letting go of you that easily.”
“And I’m not giving up on us that easily.” He kissed me, sending my stomach into a quivering mess.
All I wanted to do was show him how much I loved him, but I didn’t think my mother’s backyard was such a good place for that. “Maybe we should go inside.”
“Maybe.” He kissed me again, making me forget what it was he had just agreed to.
A sudden pain shot through my skull, bringing me out of my love-induced state. I buried my head in my hands, praying the pain would soon stop.
“It’s happening, isn’t it?”
Unable to speak, I nodded, but even that small motion was almost unbearable.
Aiden turned me around, pulled me onto his lap, and wrapped his arms around me.
The implosion began, and just like that, I could hear Aiden’s thoughts again. I dropped my hands away from my head.
“Did it work?”
“Yep. It worked,” I said with relief.
“So I guess now is the time to go find out what your mum knows and doesn’t know about Nathan.”
I sighed. I didn’t want to find out the truth, because if I found out she had known about him all that time, then I didn’t know how I would trust her ever again.
“Come on,” Aiden said, standing up and putting me on my feet.
“Okay.”
We walked up to the house and into the lounge room.
As soon as Grandma saw us, she said, “I’m sorry dear, but I need to go have a shower.” She stood up. “So many things for me to do today.”
“That’s okay,” I said. “We can catch up some more later?”
“Definitely.” She strolled toward her room.
“You did that, didn’t you?” Aiden asked.
“I didn’t want her around while I’m trying to figure out Mum.”
I sat on the couch beside Chelsea. Aiden took the seat on the other side of me.
“So, Mum,” I said, “how did the lunch thing go after I left?”
She looked at me strangely, wondering if I was just making small talk or if I really wanted to know. “There wasn’t really much of a lunch after we realised you had disappeared and weren’t coming back.” She paused, waiting for me to say something. When I kept quiet, she continued. “We were all wondering why you left without saying anything and where you’d gone. And then Chelsea disappeared, too. I’m sure Aiden’s already filled you in, hasn’t he?”
“Um, yeah.” Okay, so it wasn’t going to be as easy as I’d hoped. I had to go inside her head and see for myself. Slowly, I pushed my way into her mind. Her thoughts were a jumbled-up mess. Pieces of information were missing all over the place, and there was no trace of who had been in there and screwed with her brain. I couldn’t find anything that led me to believe she had knowledge that Nathan was “Adam.”
“Are you okay?” Mum asked.
She thought I was acting really strange just sitting there and staring at her. When I looked at myself through her eyes, I did look weird. I had no idea what to look for in her mind, and I didn’t know where to start. There were too many blank holes. She had definitely been tampered with, but by whom?
“Jade?” Mum asked, getting even more concerned.
I pretended to shake my thoughts away. “Sorry, just thinking.”
“Are you sure?” she asked. “Because you don’t look okay.”
“I’m fine, really.” I put on a smile, hoping that would appease her. “I was thinking, since I kind of ruined the last time we all got together, that maybe you can come over to the UK for dinner tonight, which will be your lunch… I think.”
“Yep, it’ll be your lunch time,” Aiden said to Mum.
“Do you think your parents will mind?” I asked Aiden.
“Of course they won’t.”
Gemma walked in with her bag slung over her shoulder. I always thought she exuded confidence, but her thoughts were anything but. She felt intimidated by me. “Hope you’re here when I get home.” She winked at Aiden, who just sat there dumbfounded by her directness.
A few minutes ago, I would’ve said something to wipe that grin off her face, but I didn’t know the truth then. Inside, she was hurting. She felt as though she had been robbed of her childhood because everything was always about me. Everyone was always trying so hard to protect me, and she felt forgotten. But that grin of hers never faltered.
“She’s unbelievable,” Chelsea said when Gemma walked out the front door.
“I know.” I agreed only because it was expected of me.
Mum knew a portion of the pain Gemma had to live with, and that was why she wanted so badly for us to get along. She didn’t think it was right for her to tell me Gemma’s sorrows, and she hoped that if we could get along, maybe I’d see Gemma for more than the bratty kid she portrayed herself to be.
“So, Mum,” I said, “can I tell Anna to expect all you guys?”
“Everyone?” Mum asked.
“Everyone’s welcome,” Aiden said.
“You can always leave your delightful child at home if you want to,” Chelsea said with a smirk to rival Gemma’s.
“Chelsea,” Mum warned.
“I was kidding,” she said, although we all knew she wasn’t.
Mum turned to me. “I’ll have to check with the others, but I’ll be there.”
“Great.” I then planted a suggestion in her mind to make sure Grandma wouldn’t come along. I wanted to keep her as far away from Nathan as possible.



Chapter 12
When we got back to England, Aiden left Chelsea and me in our bedroom while he went to find Anna to tell her we were having my mum and her other family over for dinner. He was also going to ask her to call Kai and Nathan to join us. I didn’t think there was much chance that Nathan wouldn’t join us. He wouldn’t miss the opportunity to have my mother and me in the same room.
“So does this mean Georgia’s going to be at this dinner thing, too?” Chelsea asked.
I shrugged. “I would like to think not, but going by past get-togethers, I’m going to say probably.”
“Great,” she said sarcastically.
“I know.” I pretended to agree, but truthfully, I wanted Georgia there. Hell, I wanted everyone I knew there so I could watch and listen to how they interacted with one another. I needed to find out who had been lying to me. Who had been faithful? And who I could trust? Mostly, I just hoped that everyone was a victim of Nathan’s sick game.
“So what do you want to do ’til this dinner thing starts?” Chelsea sat cross-legged on my bed, looking bored.
“How about we go play a game of pool?” I asked, heading for the door.
She laughed. “I suck at pool.”
“So do I, but who cares?”
Chelsea crawled off the bed. “Fine.”
I transported us downstairs to the pool room. As soon as I turned on the lights, my eyes went directly to the coffee table, where I had received the present from Nathan that contained my grandmother’s kidney.
I put my arm around Chelsea’s shoulders and turned her toward the pool table. “Come on.”
“Sorry,” she said, trying to put the image of what had been inside that box to the back of her mind. “I should be the one telling you it’s okay, not the other way around.”
“Don’t be silly. Unfortunately, I think I’m starting to grow accustomed to such things,” I lied. She didn’t need to know just how much Nathan was freaking me out, especially with his last threat of taking Chelsea’s life if I didn’t play his little game.
I chose two pool cues from the stand and handed one to her. “Do you know how to rack the balls?”
She laughed. “Not a friggin’ clue.”
“Great,” I said, looking at the balls spread out on the table. “That makes two of us.” I picked up the triangle, put it down one end of the table, and shoved the balls inside in no particular order. “You go first.”
“Gee, thanks.”
“Where are you?” Aiden asked.
“In the pool room, trying to play pool.”
Aiden appeared with Lucas as Chelsea tried to hit the white ball with her stick but ended up hitting the felt instead.
“Easy,” Aiden said.
Chelsea’s face went bright red. “I told you I can’t play,” she said to me.
Lucas walked over to her. “But you can learn.”
We spent the next hour learning how to play, and by the end of it, Chelsea was actually hitting the ball and knew how to set up the table. I, on the other hand, had practically mastered the game. The door swung open just as Aiden was taking his shot, but of course, he didn’t miss.
“Hi, kids,” Anna said as she made her way over to the table. “I was just coming to tell you guys that we’ll be having dinner at nine.”
“Nine?” Aiden asked in surprise.
“If we have it any sooner, it will be too early for Nikki and the others,” she explained. “So you might want to go grab something now to hold you over until dinner.”
“Sure thing,” Lucas said.
He was much like Aiden when it came to food. I was normally the same, but since Nathan’s sick game had started, I barely ate a thing. And when I did, I usually ended up throwing it back up.
Anna turned to leave. “I’ll leave you guys to it then.”
“Is there anything I can help you with?” I asked, feeling bad for not doing a damned thing when it was my mother’s family coming for dinner.
“Don’t be silly,” she said, waving me off. “You know I love to do these sorts of things.”
“You?” Aiden said. “Don’t you mean Bernard?”
“But I’ll be helping him,” Anna said.
Aiden laughed. “Right.”
“Well, I better get back to him then.” She left before Aiden could say anything else.
When Aiden noticed my change in mood, he came up to me from behind, wrapped his arms around my waist, and hung his head beside my ear. “Want to get out of here for a bit?”
“Yeah.” I let out a strained laugh. “But Nathan’s sure as hell made that impossible for me, hasn’t he?”
“We don’t have to leave this place. I just thought you might want to go somewhere else so we can talk about tonight.”
“Your turn,” Lucas said to me.
Aiden jumped in. “We’re going to sit this one out.”
“But we’re only halfway through the game,” Chelsea said.
Aiden shrugged. Taking me by the hand, he led me over to the black couch and sat down in the corner, pulling me down beside him. I swung my legs to the side and rested my back against his chest. Aiden put his arm over my shoulder, his hand landing on my chest and making me wish we had someplace we could go where there were no cameras.
“So did you find out anything about your mum?” he asked, pretending to watch Chelsea and Lucas play.
“Not much. There were so many holes in her memory. It was like someone had gone in there and erased certain things.”
“That’s weird, but then I guess she always has been hiding one thing or another.”
“She didn’t have any idea why I disappeared, and I’m pretty sure she didn’t recognise Nathan. But I don’t think I’ll truly know where everyone stands until tonight.”
“Have you thought any more about how or when you’re going to tell everyone else about him?”
“How am I going to tell Lucas?” I asked. “I mean, how are you supposed to tell someone that their father is the sicko who’s been killing everyone?”
“I don’t know,” Aiden said as he traced invisible circles over my arm. “But I do think they need to know.”
I chewed on my bottom lip. I kept forgetting Lucas had a sister who, no matter how much I hated to acknowledge it, was my sister, too. And why should they listen to me? Why the hell would they believe someone they had just met instead of the father who had raised them? “I think I’m going to need some proof before I tell them.”
“And how do you suppose we get that?”
“I was hoping you’d be able to tell me.”
We tried to think of ways we could get proof, but we both came up empty. We weren’t experts in dealing with people like Nathan, which meant we needed to find someone who could help us.
I told Aiden, “I think we’re going to have to get everyone from the U.S. to help—if they’re not in with him, that is.”
“Let’s just hope they’re not.”
The thought of finding out where everyone stood made my stomach churn. “I feel sick.”
Aiden kissed the top of my head. “You’ll get through it. I know you will.”
“What choice do I have?”
“None.”



Chapter 13
“Come on, Jade,” Chelsea said, leaning against the door to the wardrobe. “Everyone’s already here.”
Facing Nathan and my mother together for the first time since I could hear their thoughts was going to be one of the biggest moments in my life. I wasn’t sure I was ready for it.
“Come on,” she whined.
“Okay, okay.” I grabbed the pair of jeans I’d been ohing and ahing over for the last ten minutes and put them on.
“Here.” Chelsea shoved a shirt at me.
I rolled my eyes but didn’t object to her choice.
As soon as I put on the shirt, she grabbed me by the wrist. “Let’s go.”
“A little eager, aren’t we?”
“I… we shouldn’t keep everyone waiting,” she said.
“Don’t you mean you don’t want to keep Lucas waiting?”
“No.” She turned away so I couldn’t see her cheeks flushing with embarrassment.
“Chelsea Carmichael,” I teased, “I never thought I’d see the day when you’re not openly flaunting your lust over a guy.”
“I’m not lusting over him.”
I raised my eyebrows and smirked at her.
She laughed. “Okay, so maybe I do have a thing for him. But that doesn’t mean I want him knowing about it. And the only reason why I don’t want him to know is because there’s no way we could ever be together. I’d just be some poor little normal human girl lusting over a god that she didn’t stand a chance with.”
Ever since I’d found out Lucas was my brother, hearing Chelsea talk about him felt weird. “Let’s just go.”
I transported us to the hallway outside the dining room. I wanted a chance to suss things out while I walked up to the table. Chelsea opened the door, and I took a deep breath before stepping inside. The scene looked like any normal dinner party, yet I knew it was going to be anything but.
“Hi, girls,” Mum said.
“Hi, Mum,” I said at the same time Chelsea said, “Hey, Nikki.”
Aiden was already sitting at the table. Chelsea and I took the two seats to his left.
Aiden put his arm around my shoulders, leaned over, and kissed my forehead. “You okay?”
“No,” I replied. “Anything happen yet?”
“Just your normal, boring, adult dinner conversation.”
“Can’t you two save all your love confessions until some other time?” Georgia said. She was pissed at seeing us so openly in love. I almost laughed out loud—if only she knew.
“Can’t you stop being a bitch just for one night?” Lucas asked.
Georgia turned her scowl in her brother’s direction. “Bitch, eh?” She looked at Gemma. “See? This is what you get when you hang around a normal too much.”
“What the hell is your problem?” Chelsea spat.
“You’re my problem,” Georgia replied.
Kai laughed. “If only I could put this shit on YouTube.”
Georgia looked at me, waiting for me to jump to my best friend’s defence. As usual, I kept quiet because I was able to see the truth behind her words. Georgia didn’t really feel that way toward Chelsea. She was just bitter about Aiden’s and my relationship. She was still hung up on him, and Chelsea and Lucas were the ones bearing her wrath.
“Well,” Lucas said, “if this is the type of reaction I’m going to get from you after spending a few hours with Chels, then I think I need to spend more time with her.”
“Lucas, please stop antagonising your sister,” Anna said.
“Yeah, that’s right,” Georgia added. “You couldn’t get your best mate’s girl, so you’ve moved on to the next best thing.”
Ew. I had to force myself not to let my face show how grossed out I was with the thought of it.
Lucas huffed. “Grow up, will you? You know damn well I never felt that way about Jade.”
My attention was pulled away from the bickering when I heard Nathan’s thoughts. But I didn’t dare avert my eyes from Georgia and Lucas. Nathan was happy for the distraction the fighting provided so he could watch me closer without being noticed. The silent talking between Aiden and me had raised his suspicions. Nathan had decided he needed to step things up. And that only meant one thing. My breath was sucked from my lungs as I heard what he planned to do.
Chelsea was going to be murdered that night.
Nathan picked up on my reaction but wasn’t sure if it had something to do with the fight going on or if it was something else.
Quickly turning my attention back to Georgia, I said, “There’s no need to be such a bitch toward Chelsea just because you’re still hung up on Aiden. You know you’re never going to get him, so you’re just taking your frustration out on these two.” Oh, God. I never meant to air her dirty laundry, but I couldn’t think of anything else to say to squash Nathan’s suspicions about my lack of reaction.
All eyes fell on me, and more amazingly, everyone fell silent, except for Kai, who was practically pissing himself laughing at Georgia’s stunned expression. But most importantly, Nathan was no longer worried that something else was wrong with me.
“Where the heck did that come from?” Lucas asked, surprised to see a snarky side of me.
Aiden and Chelsea were glad I had finally stood up for myself. The rest of them weren’t so happy.
Gemma laughed. “So she’s got balls after all.”
“Gemma, please,” Mum said.
“You don’t say anything to Jade after what she just said, yet you come down on me?” Gemma said, getting all pissed. “Yeah, great parenting.”
Kai grinned. “We have so got to do more of these lunches.”
Anna shook her head. “You’re as bad as they are.”
“Come on. Where’s your sense of humour?” Kai asked.
Anna rolled her eyes. “Okay, can all you kids just please try and get along tonight? And if you can’t, can you just not talk to each other, so we can all pretend to have a good time?”
None of us said anything. Georgia wouldn’t start anything anymore. What I said had embarrassed the hell out of her, and she wasn’t about to come back for round two anytime soon.
Mum wondered why Nathan didn’t stop his children’s argument. But then she figured that she didn’t stop me either, so who was she to judge? Besides, she didn’t know if the fighting was a normal thing that he had to put up with and had given up trying to stop. She didn’t know him at all and that was way too weird.
“How come none of you have ever met before?” I asked. “I mean, in the whole time since you’ve all known what you are, how is it that nobody knows each other?” I turned to Mum. “And how is it that neither Anna nor Dave knew you were like them?”
“Ah…” Mum stumbled, trying to figure out what to say.
Anna picked up the serving tongs, grabbed some Moreton Bay Bugs, and put them on her plate. “I guess your mum worked out a way of hiding it, and we didn’t look into it too much because we had no reason to suspect anything.” Anna picked up another bug and offered it to me. She hoped we kids would start eating and stop bickering.
I held out my plate. “Thanks.” But I wasn’t going to let a little thing like eating stop me, even if it meant making Anna feel uncomfortable.
She dropped the bug on my plate and went back for two more for me. “Who else wants some?” Anna asked, holding another bug in the tongs.
“I do. Thanks, Mum,” Aiden said, and Anna filled his plate as well.
Taking note of what Anna was trying to do, Mum served herself and Gemma. The table grew quiet as everyone began eating.
I ripped out the bug meat and realised I didn’t have any seafood sauce. I reached for the bowl, but I couldn’t quite reach it. Nathan leaned forward, picked it up, and passed it my way.
“Thanks,” I said.
His hand brushed mine as I took the dish, and I gasped as I was thrown into another vision, but not just one. The vision was a multitude of terrifying pictures. Images flashed through my mind, never once settling on a particular scene but jumping from one to the other then back again. The common denominator was blood. My mind was a blood bath, but I couldn’t see who the victim was. As soon as I had that thought, the vision focused on one particular scene. Nathan was planning to do to Chelsea what he had done to Chrissy but on a much bigger scale. With Chrissy, he had stopped with her neck, but Chelsea wouldn’t be so lucky. I screamed when I saw her mutilated body with a carved inscription in her flesh:
SAY GOODBYE TO EVERYONE YOU KNOW AND LOVE.
The message was followed by sixteen vertical lines, with a line through three of them. Nathan was going through a list of people he knew I cared about in one way or another, eliminating them one at a time.
The next thing I knew, I was ripped out of the vision. Everyone was staring at me. I had screamed out loud, and they all knew I’d had a vision. They also knew my visions came when I touched something or someone that could induce it. The only things I had touched were the bowl of sauce, the spoon, and possibly Nathan’s hand.
Time was up. Everyone was drawing their own conclusions as to what had caused my vision, and Nathan knew it. That was the end of trying to figure out Nathan without him knowing. I shoved my way into his mind.
His eyes lit up with the realisation that I was in there and that I knew who he was. And more importantly, I could no longer be controlled. He shoved me out of his mind.
Anger flared in his eyes, but nobody else noticed. He was controlling what they saw. They all just focused on me.
“You fucking bastard,” I said through gritted teeth.
“Watch your language,” Mum said.
I blocked her words from my mind. She didn’t suspect Nathan at all, and that was all I needed to know.
Without any warning, Nathan snatched up a knife. A whip of emotion flared up beside me, and I watched through Aiden’s eyes as Nathan lunged at me.
I snapped back into my own mind, but Nathan was already gone. Aiden was hunched over me with the knife protruding from his chest. He had sacrificed himself in the second he realised he loved me as he watched the knife go toward me.
“No!” I tried to turn Aiden over, but his body fell to the floor. My scream was echoed all around the room when everyone realised what had just happened. I knelt beside him and reached inside his mind, praying for some sort of activity.
Nothing.
I didn’t understand how that was possible. We weren’t meant to die.
Blood covered my hands, and tears streamed down my face as I tried to remove the knife. I knew you weren’t supposed to do that, but Aiden wasn’t normal.
Hands grabbed at me, trying to pull me away from his body. But I wouldn’t let them.
“Jade,” both Anna and Mum said silently.
I ignored them and threw myself back into Aiden’s mind. There was life.
“He’s alive,” I wailed, choking on my unshed tears.
I lifted his head onto my lap and tried to wipe the blood from his face. I only manage to smear it, making him look even worse.
“Jade,” Mum said, “we need you to let Harry take a look at him.”
“Harry’s not a doctor!” I shouted.
“No, he’s not,” Mum said. “But he knows more about Aiden’s injuries than you do.”
“He can look, but I’m not going anywhere.” Aiden was practically dead because of me, and there was no way I was leaving him alone in case Nathan came back to finish him off.
“Jade, please.” Mum exhaled deeply. “You don’t need to see this.”
“The hell I don’t.”
Harry knelt down on the other side of Aiden. “She can stay.” He ripped open Aiden’s shirt, revealing a jagged gash in his chest. Blood seeped out, and the wound didn’t seem to be closing as it should have.
Panic rippled through me. I reached inside Aiden’s mind, looking for the life I’d seen only seconds ago. I found only a small flicker of activity, which seemed to be getting smaller by the second. “What’s wrong with him?”
“I don’t know,” Harry said. “But I think I’ll need to close this up.” He disappeared just as he finished his sentence.
Anna knelt beside me. She picked up Aiden’s hand and squeezed it tightly. I had been so consumed with my own feelings that I hadn’t even heard hers. She was his mum, and of course, she was hurting.
Without telling anyone what I planned to do, I stood up and walked over to the table. I placed my hands on it and hung my head forward, pretending I was trying to get a grip on myself. When I knew nobody was looking, I picked up a knife and sliced the palm of my hand.
I balled my hands into fists and walked back over to Aiden. I dropped to my knees and bent over, pretending to hold him as I cried. I carefully slipped my hand over his chest and pressed my palm against his open wound.
Harry phased back in. “Jade?” he asked.
I slowly raised off of Aiden, making sure I balled my hand into a fist once more so no one would see my wound. My hand was already healing, so I didn’t need to keep it covered for long. They wouldn’t be able to tell the difference between my blood and Aiden’s.
Harry was holding that tray of his. It contained not just the needle, but also thread and another sort of needle that I presumed would be used for stitches.
Just as Harry threaded the needle, Aiden’s wound began to close.
“Oh! Thank God,” Anna said. She turned to me, smiling through tears of joy. “He’s going to be okay.”
I nodded and swiped at my damp cheeks as I watched the last of his wound close.
Aiden’s chest began to rise and fall with greater force, and he slowly opened his eyes.
“Hey,” I said.
He reached up and cupped the side of my face. “I love you.”
I put my hand over his. “I love you, too.”
He moved his hand to the back of my neck and pulled my lips down to his. Aiden wanted nothing more than to transport to somewhere private, and I wanted it, too, but we both knew it would have to wait. We needed to stay there and talk to everyone about what just happened.
Reluctantly, I raised my head and looked around. They were all stunned into silence. None of them knew exactly what had happened. They’d seen Nathan lunge at me but didn’t know why he had done that.
Aiden lifted himself onto his elbows. “We need to tell you all something.” He tried to sit up but had to grab my hand for support.
Dave reached for Aiden. “Let’s get you to bed.”
“No,” Aiden said, wishing he sounded more forceful. “We need to talk to everyone now.”
“Okay,” Dave said. “But we should probably talk in another room.”
“I agree.” Aiden started to get to his feet, and I rushed to help him. “But we’re going to have to go someplace else.”
I added, “We need to go to a hotel or somewhere. We can’t talk here.”
“Why not?” Anna asked.
“You guys can do what you want,” Georgia said, “but I’m getting out of here.”
“No.” I raised my hand. “You need to hear what I’ve got to say.”
“This is about Dad, isn’t it?” Lucas asked.
I didn’t want to say anything in front of the cameras that were certainly there. We could’ve just talked mentally, but Nathan would still be able to see their reactions. “Will you please just all come with us?”
Aiden tried to stand on his own and succeeded. “I’m going to go find somewhere we can talk, then Jade can bring you all over. I won’t be long.” Aiden leaned down and kissed me, disappearing before he pulled away.
Everyone wanted to know what we wanted to talk to them about, but no one wanted to ask. They were all shocked into silence and still trying to process what had just happened. How could a father, a friend, try to kill one of their own?
Bernie came in carrying a tray filled with desserts. He stopped dead in his tracks when he saw everyone standing around with shocked expressions. When he looked at the floor and saw the blood all over the carpet, he passed out.
“Great,” Dave said, rushing to his side.
“We’re going to need to bring him with us, too,” I said when I heard Dave planning to transport Bernie to his bed. “But it’s probably a good idea if he stays knocked out for a bit.”
Aiden returned. “I’m ready.” When he saw Bernie lying on the floor, he asked, “What happened to him?”
“He saw your blood and passed out,” I explained.
“It’s probably a good idea if I go with you to the hotel first so I can land Bernie on a couch.”
Aiden nodded. “Jade will bring you all over in a sec.” He transported us to an apartment I had never seen.
“Where should I put Bernie?” I asked.
He pointed behind me. “There’s a bedroom through there.”
I opened the door and stepped inside. Once I had a full view of the bed, I brought Bernie to me and landed him safely on the bed. I then went back into the living room, closing the door behind me, and transported everyone else to us.



Chapter 14
I walked over to Aiden and wrapped my arms around his waist, careful not to put any pressure on his chest. I didn’t care that his shirt was soaked with blood. He was alive, and that was all that mattered. Besides, my shirt already had its fair share of blood on it anyway.
When he tried to pull me closer and I resisted, he said, “I’m okay. There’s no more pain.”
I looked up into his eyes, not understanding why I could no longer hear his thoughts. I was certain that I hadn’t been drugged again because I could still hear the thoughts of every other person in the room.
He narrowed his eyes at me. “You should know, shouldn’t you?”
“I can’t hear your thoughts.”
“You’ve been drugged again?”
“No. I can still hear the others.”
“Can you guys just get on with telling us whatever you think we have to know?” Georgia asked.
I turned around. “Sorry,” I said but meant it for everyone besides Georgia.
Aiden sat on the leather armchair facing the rest of the room and pulled me onto his lap.
Everyone else took seats on the two sofas and any other piece of furniture with a flat surface. Georgia moved to stand by the door to the bedroom.
“Now,” Aiden said, “I want everyone to keep an open mind, okay?”
“After what happened tonight, I’m pretty sure our minds are way open,” Dave said.
Everyone pretty much agreed with him. Georgia was the odd one out. All she thought about was seeing the love of her life lying on the floor with a knife protruding from his chest.
“And after we tell you, Jade’s going to need to go inside your minds to see where everyone stands. Does anyone have a problem with that?”
“So you want us to take down our mind blocks?” Anna asked.
Georgia scoffed. “Like that’s ever going to happen.”
“Why are you telling them this?” I asked.
“Because if anyone has a problem with it, then they’re probably aware of what Nathan’s been doing. I’m sure you’d rather them not stay to hear what we’ve got to tell them about you.”
“You’re so smart,” I joked.
“Does anyone have a problem with that?” Aiden asked again. “I know it’s a lot to ask, but after you hear what we’ve got to tell you, you’ll understand why.”
There were various acceptances around the room, but Georgia said, “Like hell I’m going to let you inside my mind.”
“Then go,” Aiden said. “But know that if you go, you’re never going to be welcome back in our lives again.”
Georgia stood there, too shocked to move. She hated watching Aiden with me, but the thought of never seeing him again made her think twice. She slid down the wall and sat cross-legged on the floor.
Aiden nodded. “Okay, so does anyone else have any problem with what we’re asking?”
Kai laughed, but it wasn’t his usual carefree laugh. He knew something serious was going on and that it had something to do with one of his best friends.
Aiden put a hand on my shoulder. “Do you want to tell them, or do you want me to?”
“Would you mind?”
He shook his head. “Not at all.” Aiden took a deep breath and exhaled loudly. “Did everyone see what happened tonight?”
Dave let out a strained laugh. “Yeah, we watched as one of our best friends tried to stab Jade, then you threw yourself in front of her.”
“Everyone saw the same thing,” I told Aiden.
“What we don’t get is why,” Anna said, hugging herself as if she were trying to keep warm. She was in shock and too caught up in what had happened to her son to care about fixing herself.
I knew she hadn’t asked me for help, but considering the circumstances and the fact that she had helped me so many times, I decided to return the favour. Anna jerked as she realised someone was controlling her emotions, but she had no idea who it was. No one had touched her, and as far as she knew, someone had to be touching her to be able to calm her. Anna scanned the room, trying to find who was responsible. When her gaze landed on me, my guilty expression gave me away. “You did that, didn’t you?”
I nodded slightly.
“How?” she asked, not realising she’d spoken aloud.
Dave put his arm around his wife. “How what?”
She shook her head. “Nothing.” Anna wanted to give me the chance to explain, and she didn’t think Dave would be able to keep a straight face if she told him silently.
Aiden shifted me on his lap. “There’s no easy way to say this, so I’m just going to come right out and say it.” Aiden glanced at me. “We know who Jade’s father is.”
“You do?” Mum asked, sitting on the edge of her seat.
Aiden nodded. “It’s… Nathan.”
“What the fuck?” Georgia spat as everyone had a similar reaction. “You’re trying to tell me that my dad is her father? That she’s my sister?”
“That’s impossible,” Mum said, shaking her head. “Don’t you think I’d know who her father is?”
“Mum…” I waited for her to look at me. “It’s true.”
“No.” She shook her head again. “I would’ve recognised him.”
“Bullshit,” Georgia said.
I expected the same reaction from Lucas, but he surprised me. He didn’t want to believe his father could do that, but then Nathan hadn’t exactly been a loving father. Also, Lucas felt guilty for Ben’s death, and as soon as I said that his father was responsible, Lucas blamed himself even more. Besides, he’d seen his father lunging at me with a knife. To him, that was proof enough.
Kai chuckled nervously. “As much as I’d love to watch this new revelation sink into Georgia, there is no way that guy could be your father.”
“How do you even know this?” Jack asked. He’d been helping my mother try to find my father for almost eighteen years, and neither of them had even gotten close.
“Something happened, didn’t it?” Harry asked.
I nodded. “After you gave me the antidote—”
“Antidote?” my mother and Anna asked in unison.
“Harry found out I’d been drugged, and he gave me something to counteract it,” I explained.
Mum glared at Harry, wondering why her friend hadn’t told her.
“Don’t be angry with him, Mum. He didn’t tell anyone because he thought the less people knew, the better.”
“I’m sorry, but she’s right,” Harry said to Mum. “For her to be drugged without knowing meant that someone was slipping something to her. And I’m sorry, but for all I knew, it could’ve been someone close to her.” When Mum didn’t say anything, Harry turned to me. “What happened after I gave you the injection?”
“Nothing at first. I went back to where everyone was having lunch. But about twenty minutes later, this massive pain shot through my head. I felt like my skull was imploding. Then the next thing I knew, I could hear everyone’s thoughts. And no one had dropped their mind blocks.”
“Huh,” Chelsea said when she realised her thoughts weren’t private where I was concerned. She didn’t have a problem with me, but I didn’t think she would be so accepting of it if she knew the others could hear her thoughts, too.
“What the hell?” Kai said. “You can hear our thoughts?”
As soon as Georgia saw me nod, she disappeared. She didn’t leave because she was in cahoots with Nathan. She left because she didn’t want me to know how she still felt about Aiden.
“Is she in this with Nathan, too?” Mum asked.
I shook my head. “No. She just doesn’t want me hearing her thoughts. She might be a bitch, but she’s not a killer.”
“That’s not all Jade can do,” Aiden said, steering the conversation back on track. “You know what we are capable of doing to a normal human? Well, that’s what she’s able to do to us.”
“She’s surpassed us,” Harry whispered, speaking more to himself than to us.
“Say all this is true,” Mum said, standing up. “How do you explain that I couldn’t recognise him?”
I shot Mum a knowing look. “When I first realised he was my father, I was too caught up in what he was thinking to wonder why you hadn’t recognised him.”
Mum’s eyes widened. She feared I had learned the truth about how I was conceived. “Oh, my God,” she said, realising that if I didn’t know before, I definitely knew after what she’d just thought.
“We’ll talk about that later,” I said, giving Mum a ‘Yeah, I know’ look.
Mum closed her eyes and breathed deeply. She had deep regrets about what she had done, but at the same time, she would’ve done it all over again because, at the end of the day, she had me. Although I may have been conceived for the wrong reasons, she loved me for all the right ones. She tried to push her thoughts to the back of her mind and concentrate on what we were trying to tell her, but they kept creeping back to the forefront of her mind.
“So as I was saying,” I said, trying to push Mum’s thoughts out of my head. “It wasn’t until tonight that I was able to find out why you didn’t recognise him. If you had any photos of him, I would’ve been able to tell you earlier that it was him, but you didn’t. And when you saw Nathan, he made you believe you were seeing someone else.”
“How was he able to do that?” Jack asked.
“I don’t know how. I just know that’s what he was doing when you got here.”
Mum knew how, but she didn’t want to say. She didn’t want everyone to know what they had gotten up to when they were together.
A thought popped into my head. “I need a volunteer.”
Lucas raised his hand. “I’ll do it.”
I shook my head. “Sorry, but I’m going to need someone whose abilities are more advanced.”
“I’ll do it,” Mum said, knowing she was who I needed.
I had to try my idea on someone who was stronger in the mind than the others. And since she had fooled the Scotts for so long, she was definitely the best choice.
“I’m going to push inside your mind.”
“Okay,” Mum said warily.
“I’m going to need you to try to push me out of there with as much force as you can.”
“Got it.”
Nobody really understood what I was doing and why, but they didn’t question me. I quickly pushed my way inside Mum’s head, the same way I had done to Nathan.
“Okay, push,” I told her.
Mum did as I asked and tried her hardest to push me out of her mind, but she wasn’t successful.
I withdrew. “She couldn’t push me out like Nathan did.”
“Try me,” Dave said.
“Okay,” I said, not wanting to tell him that I thought my mother was stronger than he was. I shoved my way into his head. “Push me out now.”
Dave tried his best to shove me out, but all his efforts were in vain.
I withdrew. “Anyone else?”
“I’m guessing you weren’t able to push her out?” Anna asked Dave.
He shook his head. “No. I wasn’t.”
“So what does this mean?” Harry asked.
“It means that I think Nathan is somehow more advanced than the rest of you,” I explained.
Kai laughed, thinking there was no way that was possible.
Chelsea looked at Lucas. “You’re his son. Didn’t you notice any of what Jade’s saying?”
“Ahh…” Lucas didn’t know what to say.
“I mean, you had to have sensed something,” Chelsea continued. “You lived with him. Did you not think it was strange that he was disappearing so often without telling you where he was going? Or that he was hiding Nikki somewhere?” She tilted her head to the side as she studied his face. “Where was he hiding her?”
Lucas’s eyes widened in horror. He feared that everyone would think he was like his father.
“Chelsea, stop,” I said. “He doesn’t know anything.”
She bit her bottom lip as she considered what she should say and where she should stand. I was her best friend, and she felt that deserved her alliance more than someone she had a major crush on. “Are you sure?”
“Yes, I’m sure,” I said. “You know I can hear his thoughts.”
Chelsea turned to Lucas. “Sorry. You know I’ve got to stick by my girl.”
Lucas smiled and slung his arm around her shoulders in a friendly gesture. “I know.” She barely heard what he said because her thoughts were so consumed with the way his arm felt against her body.
“So what do we do now?” Jack asked.
“I think we all need some time to process this,” Dave said.
“Maybe we can meet up again in a few hours?” Anna asked.
Jack nodded. “Sounds good.”
“Shall we meet back here again?” Mum asked.
Aiden nodded. “Here’s good.”
“Okay then,” Anna said, clasping her hands together.
“Just one more thing before you all go,” Aiden said, stopping his mum before she phased out. “Jade still needs to go inside your minds. We need to know that no one here knew about Nathan and was helping him.”
“Sure thing,” Dave said, and everyone else agreed.
I spent the next fifteen minutes searching through everyone’s minds, looking for anything that would suggest they had known about Nathan or had anything to do with Ben’s or Chrissy’s deaths, Marie’s burns, or Chelsea’s house exploding. Thankfully, everyone came up clean.
“Just one more thing,” I said, stopping Anna once again from leaving. “Nathan has hidden cameras everywhere. That’s why we had to bring you guys here to talk. So you’ll need to watch what you say.”
A proud smile spread across Kai’s face. “I can take care of that. I’ll do a sweep of your house later,” he said to Anna then turned to my mum. “And I can also do one on yours.”
Mum nodded. “Yeah, that would be good. Thanks.”
“Do you think we should try to find Georgia?” Anna asked. “She doesn’t know what she’s getting herself into if she runs into Nathan.”
“That won’t be necessary,” I said. Before they could ask why, I brought Georgia to us.
“What the hell?” Georgia asked, when she realised where she was again.
Anna transported to her side and placed her hand on Georgia’s shoulder. “Come stay with us. Please?”
Georgia nodded. “Okay,” she said, her voice barely a whisper.
“Where are you going to go?” Chelsea asked Lucas.
He shrugged. “I can’t go home.”
I got off Aiden’s lap, walked over to Lucas, and knelt down in front of him. “You can stay with us.”
Lucas shook his head. “I can’t believe you’re my sister.”
I laughed. “I can’t believe you’re my brother.”
My attention was diverted to Gemma, who was watching with envy the way Lucas and I interacted.
I got up off the floor, went over to Gemma, and knelt beside her. “I know how you really feel,” I said silently to her.
Gemma chewed on her bottom lip, not knowing what to say.
“I want to get to know you. You know, as a sister.”
A nervous smile spread across her face, and tears threatened to spill from her eyes. “Thanks.”
I returned her smile. “I’m going to go now so you don’t lose face as the smartass bitch you’re known for being.”
Gemma laughed out loud, which garnered curious looks from Mum and Jack.
“We’ll speak soon.” I stood and walked back to Aiden.
Dave rubbed his chin. “You know, it might be a better idea if none of us go home just yet. If Nathan’s as psychotic as we think he is, who knows what he might try?”
Anna was on the same train of thought as Dave. “And maybe none of us are safe to sleep at our houses until we put an end to Nathan.”
Lucas cringed. He may have accepted that his father was the one responsible for the sick game, but he still didn’t want him dead. The problem was, I didn’t see any other way around it.
“Maybe we shouldn’t go home either,” Jack said.
“At least the room should still be safe,” Harry said under his breath, but of course everyone picked up on it.
“The room?” Dave asked.
“Umm, yeah,” Harry said, realising he hadn’t told anyone but Aiden and me about it.
Chelsea had known, but her memories of the place had been wiped to keep her and the room’s location safe. Even I didn’t know the exact whereabouts, so there was no way Nathan could’ve figured it out from any one of us. Harry looked to Jack to see if it was okay to tell everyone. Jack gave one short nod of approval.
“It’s a room Jack had built with no doors or windows,” Harry explained. “The only way in is if you’ve been in there before… well, unless you’re Jade, of course. It’s where we’ve been keeping any information about Jade and Adam.”
“So it’s kinda like your Bat Cave?” Chelsea asked with a smirk that brought a smile to Lucas’s face and a burst of laughter from Kai.
“Man, I’ve got to see that place,” Kai said. “But I guess that won’t be happening for a while.”
“One day,” Jack said. He, like Harry and Mum, didn’t want to let anyone in there until he could trust them.
“Where are you going to stay?” I asked, then realised I’d forgotten that one very important, vulnerable person was alone. “Shit.”
Everyone stared at me. Before they could finish their thoughts on what the hell I was on about, I brought Grandma to us.
“Oh, my goodness,” Grandma said with her hand over her heart. If she didn’t have my blood running through her veins, keeping her heart going, she probably would’ve died from shock.
“Sorry, Grandma.”
She spun around, eyeing everyone. “Where am I?”
Mum walked over and put her arm around Grandma’s shoulders. “Come over here.”
She ushered Grandma to the chair that Aiden had just vacated. When Grandma’s eyes widened in horror at the blood all over Aiden and me, I quickly went inside her mind and made her not see it anymore.
Mum knelt down beside her mother. “Something’s happened, and we’re going to stay somewhere else for a while.”
“What’s happened?” she asked.
“We’ve found out who Jade’s father is, and he knows where we live. Our home isn’t safe anymore,” Mum explained. She pushed her way inside Grandma’s mind and made her accept the idea without any question. Mum figured she could fill Grandma in later when no one else was around.
“Oh,” Grandma said.
Mum stood and walked over to Jack and Harry. “Harry, do you mind if we go back to your house while we figure out where we can stay? Your place should be safe because Nathan has never been there.”
“Of course,” Harry said.
Mum turned to me. “We’ll see you later. You know how to reach me, right?”
“Yep,” I said. Aiden came up behind me and wrapped his arms around my waist.
“What about George?” Grandma asked.
“Your cat.” I thought about the cat I had seen the day I first met my grandma and brought him to me. “You mean this one?” I asked, holding out her Persian cat.
Grandma’s face lit up. “Georgie Boy.”
“Oh, God,” Georgia muttered, realising she and the cat shared almost the same name.
For once, neither Kai nor Lucas said what they were thinking.
“See you,” Gemma said. She, Grandma, and the U.S. clan disappeared.
“Right then,” Anna said. “We’re going to that place we stayed at the last time we went to Greece.”
“Okay,” Aiden said. “Not that there’s any need to tell us where you’ll be.”
Anna smiled and turned to Georgia. “You’re coming with us, right?”
Georgia nodded, got up off the floor, and walked over to Anna.
“See you,” Anna said as they went into the next room to collect Bernie.
Aiden looked at Chelsea and Lucas. “Do you want to stay with us?”
“Ah, yeah,” Chelsea said, wondering why the hell Aiden would be asking her that. Then, it dawned on her. “Oh, you were speaking with Lucas, weren’t you?”
Aiden laughed. “Yes, Chels, I was.”
“Right.” She turned to look up at Lucas. “You’re staying with us, aren’t you?” What she meant was, Please don’t leave me alone with these two ’cause I know what they’re going to do the second they’re alone.
“Since you put it like that,” Lucas said then chuckled. Chelsea didn’t understand his amusement, but she wasn’t complaining. She would get to spend more time with him.



Chapter 15
“I’m going to go clean up,” Aiden said, releasing me from his embrace. “There’s another bedroom and bathroom through that door.” He pointed across the room. “Do you guys mind ordering some room service?”
“Sure thing,” Lucas said.
Aiden slowly walked into the other bedroom. Chelsea looked at me, wondering what the hell I was doing there with her when I should be in the room with Aiden.
I smiled at her. “You’ll be okay?”
“Of course I will be,” she said, thinking, What could possibly go wrong with Lucas there beside her? Also, she wanted me out of her way so she could get some alone time with him.
“Are you sure you’ll be okay with her?” I silently asked Lucas.
“I’ll be fine.”
Chelsea’s eyes went wide. “My mum!” With everything that had happened, she had completely forgotten about her mum, and more importantly, that her mum could easily be a target.
“You stay with Aiden and make sure he’s okay,” Lucas said. “And Chelsea and I will go to the hospital and stay with Marie ’til we can figure something out.”
“You sure?”
“Aiden needs you,” Chelsea said. “He’s just been stabbed, for Christ’s sake.”
“Thanks,” I said with relief, then Lucas and Chelsea disappeared.
On my way into the bathroom to check on Aiden, who was already in the shower, I stopped as I passed the wardrobe mirror. In the past, my reflection had always belied how I was feeling inside, but the girl I saw looking back at me appeared as broken on the outside as I felt on the inside.
My boyfriend had almost made the ultimate sacrifice by taking a knife for me, and I wasn’t sure he would’ve still been with us if it wasn’t for my blood. The life in Aiden’s mind had almost disappeared and had only come back when I mixed my blood with his. I wondered how the wound had affected him. I’d thought we were supposed to be able to live through anything. Something definitely didn’t seem right. But when it came to Nathan, nothing ever did.
I heard the shower turn off, and a minute later, Aiden walked in wearing a hotel robe. “You should have a shower, too. I’ve put a robe next to the bathtub for you as well.”
“Thanks.” I walked into the bathroom, partially closing the door behind me. I changed out of my clothes and threw them in the wastebasket. I definitely wouldn’t wear them again, so washing them would’ve been pointless.
I turned on the tap and stepped under the steaming water, letting it wash away the evidence of the horror my father had inflicted. The water going down the drain slowly turned from light red to pink then finally clear as I scrubbed with the tiny hotel loofah.
I turned off the shower, grabbed a towel and dried off, then put on my robe.
Aiden was sitting on the edge of the bed when I walked back into the room. “How are you feeling now?” He stood up.
I walked over and tugged on his robe. “I was going to ask you the same question.”
“I’m okay.”
I looked up at him, my eyes filling with tears. “Why did you do it?”
“Jump in front of you?” When I nodded, he said, “Because I love you, Jade.”
“How?” I asked, not understanding how he could love me again so soon. “I mean, love takes time, and it’s only been a few days.” I looked down at my feet.
“Jade?” He lifted my chin. “You may have made me forget that I loved you, but you never took it away.” When I scrunched up my face in confusion, he added, “Something happened to me when I saw Nathan come at you with that knife. It was like something just clicked, and I not only remembered how much I love you, but I felt it, too.”
A tear slipped from my eye as his words replayed in my mind—words I had been afraid I’d never hear again.
“I love you, Jade.”
“I love you, too.”
He opened his mind to me so I could see how true his words were.
“Thank you,” I whispered, as another tear escaped.
He wanted me to do the same. A smile spread across his gorgeous face as I dropped my mind barrier. Aiden took a step closer and reached out to me. I held his gaze, never once doubting his love for me. I knew it was real.
He put his finger underneath the belt of my robe and looked at me, silently asking for permission. I nodded, and he slowly untied the belt. My robe fell to the floor, leaving me naked in front of him. I sucked in a sharp breath as he looked at my body. He had seen me naked before, but watching him take in every inch of my body and lock the memory away in his mind forever sent my heart racing for more.
He was mine, not because someone made him want me but because he wanted me. He wanted me so badly it took every ounce of his strength to slow down because that was what he thought I deserved.
I put my hands on his chest, feeling his heart rate soar. I moved my hands down his stomach, stopping when I reached the tie to his robe.
My breath caught when his robe fell open, leaving me inches away from the body I thought I’d never touch again. I traced the thin white line that was all that was left of his wound. In a matter of hours, even that mark would be completely gone.
Aiden cupped my face in his hand, letting his thumb brush over my lips. He leaned in and kissed me. All the restraint we both had went to hell the moment our lips touched.
He pushed my back up against the wall. Holding me suspended off the floor, Aiden kissed me as he had never kissed me before. Every fibre of his being was focused on how my body was responding to his, and I was glad as hell that Chelsea and Lucas weren’t there to hear us.



Chapter 16
Aiden twirled a piece of my hair through his fingers as he lay beside me, looking into my eyes. “I’ve missed this.”
“I’ve missed this, too.” As much as I wanted to stay there in our own little safe bubble, I knew that bubble was about to pop. “We have to go to the hospital.”
“I know,” he replied, making no attempt to move. He kept playing with my hair.
“We should probably get out of bed soon.”
“I know.”
I laughed softly as I leaned closer and kissed his lips. Aiden finally dropped my hair and moved his hand over my hip and onto my back, pulling my body against his.
“We can’t do this again,” I said between his kiss.
He stopped briefly to say, “I know,” before his lips were once again against mine.
“Oh, God,” I mumbled into his mouth. I was torn. Never before had I wanted to be alone with him as much as I did that very second, but we’d already taken enough time to get “cleaned up.”
Aiden pulled away and looked at me with a smirk. “So I’m a god now, am I?”
I laughed and pushed at his chest.
“Hey,” he said, “you know I was stabbed there only a couple of hours ago.”
My smile vanished. He had meant it as a joke, but I didn’t think I would ever see it that way.
He squeezed my hand. “I was only joking.”
I dropped my eyes to the thin white line. “I’m so sorry.”
“You don’t have anything to be sorry for.”
“You were stabbed because of me.”
He lifted my chin. “I was stabbed because I couldn’t live if something happened to you. Nathan is the only one responsible. And I don’t want you ever blaming yourself because I would do it again in a heartbeat.”
A single tear rolled down my cheek.
“No more tears,” he said, wiping it away with his thumb.
I nodded. “No more tears.”
He kissed my forehead. “Well, I guess we should get ready.”
I sighed. “I guess so.”
“But we’re going to have to get some clothes.”
“Crap. Where are we going to get some clothes?”
He smiled. “There’s a shop downstairs.”
I raised my eyebrows. “And you expect me to go downstairs in what?”
“Your robe.” Before I had a chance to freak out, he added, “I’m just kidding.” He reached over to the phone on the bedside table, picked it up, pressed a button, then put it to his ear.
Ten minutes later, there was a knock at the door. Aiden put his robe back on then disappeared into the other room.
“Thank you,” I heard him say, then he closed the door and came back in, holding four bags from the hotel’s boutique.
***
Five minutes later, we were in Marie’s hospital room with Chelsea and Lucas.
“Has she woken up at all?” I asked as I sat in the chair next to Chelsea.
She shook her head. “She’s been asleep since we got here.”
“People who are sick or injured usually sleep more than normal,” Lucas said.
“He’s right,” Aiden said.
“Unless they’re one of you,” Chelsea said, wishing she and her mum were like us.
The four of us fell quiet. What could we say? Of course she wished she was a next gen, but there was nothing she could do to change that. But there was something I could do to help.
I turned to Aiden, who was standing beside me. “I’ve got to go see Harry.”
“Now?” Aiden asked. All the previous animosity he’d showed toward Harry over the past few days had disappeared. Aiden was back to how he used to be, no longer threatened by other males.
I stood and wrapped my arms around his waist. “I like you so much better when you’re not jealous.”
Aiden draped his arms over my shoulders. “I wasn’t jealous.” When I raised my eyebrows, he added, “Okay, so maybe I was a little. But could you blame me?”
Considering how I felt when I first found out about Georgia, the answer was no. But I didn’t tell him that. I stood on my tiptoes and pressed my lips against his.
“Righty-O,” Chelsea said. “Didn’t you guys get enough of each other over the last hour?”
I tore my lips from Aiden’s and looked at Chelsea, who had a smirk on her face. “Not nearly enough,” I said with a devilish grin.
“Okay, okay,” she said, waving me away. “I don’t want to hear about it.”
I almost snorted. “That’d be a first.”
Chelsea’s face flushed with embarrassment.
“Anyway,” I said, ducking under Aiden’s arms, “as much as I’d love to stay here and embarrass you some more, I’ve got to go see Harry for a bit.”
“Is everything okay?” Lucas asked.
“Yep.” I nodded. “I just need to see him about the whole Nathan drugging thing,” I lied.
“Will you come back here?” Chelsea asked.
“Yeah. I’m not going to be there for long.”
“See you soon.” Aiden leaned down and kissed me before I phased out.
When my feet touched solid ground, I kept my eyes shut, afraid of where or what Harry had been doing when I transported to him. “Hello?”
He didn’t answer.
“Harry?”
Again, no answer.
“I know you’re here. I can feel you.”
“Then why don’t you open your eyes?” he asked with a laugh.
I slowly opened my eyes, preparing to shut them again in case he was in the loo or something. I breathed a sigh of relief. Finding him reading an iPad in bed was far less embarrassing than turning up while he was using the toilet.
He put his iPad on the bedside table. “What can I help you with?”
“Umm,” I said, trying to figure out the right way to say what I needed to say. The problem was, there was no right way. “You know how Nathan gave my blood to Grandma, and it healed her?”
“Yeah?”
“Well, I was thinking I could do the same to Marie.”
“Marie?”
“Chelsea’s mum.”
“Ah, right.”
“So you’ll help me do it?”
He shook his head. “I didn’t say that.”
“What are you saying then?”
Harry swung his legs off the side of the bed. “I’m saying that your mum would probably have my arse if I helped you.”
I took a step forward. “I don’t care what Mum says. Marie’s in hospital because of me, and if there’s a way I can fix her, then I want to do it.”
A smile slowly spread across his face. “You’re lucky I don’t care for my arse then, aren’t you?”
“Are you serious?”
“Yes, I’m serious. But if you want this to work, you can’t tell your mother until it’s done.”
I nodded. “Sure thing.” It wasn’t as if she’d never kept stuff from me. “So what do we do now?”
He stood up. “First, we’ll need to take some of your blood.”
I cringed.
“Still not over your fear of needles?”
I shook my head. “Not yet.”
Harry picked up his shoes near the door and sat down on the bed to put them on. “I’m going to need to go back to the room to get some supplies.” By supplies, he meant needles, but he thought he would do me a favour and not say the word. The problem was that his thoughts would betray his good intentions every time.
“Okay, well, I’m going to go back to the hospital, and then I’ll meet you over there.”
“Are you sure?” he asked. “I mean, we can do it back here.”
I shrugged. “Okay, we’ll meet you back here then.”
“We?”
“I’m going to have to tell Aiden, and I’m guessing he’ll want to come with me.”
After how Aiden had acted the last time, Harry was surprised Aiden wasn’t there already to make sure no one else came close to his territory.
I laughed at his thoughts, thinking how true they were. Aiden had acted like a dog protecting a bone.
“What?” Harry asked.
“Nothing,” I said with a smile. “I’ll meet you back here in ten minutes?”
“I’ll be here.”
Just as I was about to phase out, Harry realized why I was laughing. He had forgotten I could hear his thoughts. And he feared how his next meeting with Aiden was going to be if I told Aiden that he’d likened him to a dog.
I chuckled. “Your secret’s safe with me.”
I transported to the spot behind the tree I’d used when I was dropping off Chelsea to the hospital then walked up the pathway and through the main entrance.
When I arrived back at Marie’s room, the nurses were already inside, changing her bandages. Marie was awake and couldn’t understand why she wasn’t feeling any more pain. But she wasn’t complaining.
“Aiden?” I wanted to get his attention without disturbing everyone else.
He looked up and smiled.
“Come out here for a minute.”
Aiden excused himself and followed me out of the room. “Is everything okay?”
“Yep.” I laced my fingers through his. “I just need to talk to you about something.”
“Okay.” He walked with me to the visitors’ room.
Like the last time we were there, the room was filled with worried family members and friends. Aiden once again filled them with much needed calmness and positive thinking. We made our way to a spare table in the back corner of the room and sat down.
“What did you want to talk to me about?” he asked.
I took a deep breath, hoping that Aiden was going to be on board with my plan and not make me do it without his support. “I went to see Harry about helping Marie.”
He narrowed his eyes at me. “Helping her in what way?”
“He’s going to take some of my blood and inject it into her like Nathan did to my grandma.”
Aiden sat there in silence for a moment. “I think that’s a great idea.”
I raised my eyebrows in surprise. “You do?”
He laughed internally. “Of course I do. What did you think? That I was going to tell you what a bad idea it is?” When I nodded, he continued. “It’s one of the best ideas you’ve come up with. Because let’s face it, we can’t keep coming back here every day. Nathan knows our routine, and Marie’s not safe here without one of us here to protect her. And after what happened at dinner, I’m not sure even we could save her from Nathan.”
“He’s like some souped-up cold-blooded killer. I don’t know how we’re going to stop him.”
Aiden put his hand over mine. “We’ll find a way.”



Chapter 17
We left without telling Lucas and Chelsea where we were going. We figured we’d be back before they even knew we were gone.
Harry was already waiting for us when we arrived at his room.
“About time,” he joked.
But when there was a needle involved, I was never in a joking frame of mind. “Where do you want me to do this?” I asked.
Harry pointed at the bed. “You can sit there if you want.”
I perched on the end of the bed, and Aiden sat beside me. He lifted his arm, and I snuggled into his side.
“How are you feeling now?” Harry asked Aiden as he pulled out the rubber tubing and tied it around my arm.
“I’m completely fine. There’s only a thin white line remaining, which should disappear soon.”
“Good.” Harry dabbed my skin with the alcohol wipe.
My heart began pounding as I realised that since I was no longer drugged, Aiden and Harry weren’t able to calm my nerves. It was up to me. Because I had never done it to myself, I wasn’t sure I could work out how to do it in time.
Harry put down the wipe and picked up the needle.
I slammed my eyes closed and concentrated on making myself calm. A second later, I breathed a sigh of relief. I had done it.
“All done,” Harry said, pulling out the needle. He pressed a cotton ball against my skin then removed it. “Already healed,” he said in surprise. Usually it took less than a minute, not a second or two. “You know, one of these days, we’re going to have to find out why you’re so different.”
I laughed nervously, thinking that was code for my becoming a pincushion. “One day,” I said, hoping that day would be a long way away.
“So how are we going to get the blood into Marie?” Aiden asked Harry.
“I’ll have to come to the hospital with you and inject it into her.”
“She’s getting her bandages changed right now, so it might not be a good idea to go there just yet.”
“Can’t you just give it to us, and we can make one of the nurses inject it into her IV drip?” I asked.
“Well, then can’t I just come with you two and make the nurses forget I was ever there?” Harry didn’t really care who injected the blood into Marie. He wanted to watch her reaction to my blood.
I shook my head. “You really love this stuff, don’t you?”
A sheepish smile spread across Harry’s face. “I can’t help it.”
“Fine,” I said. “You can watch.”
“Thank you,” he said with relief.
I laughed. “No, I should be thanking you.”
“Being able to see how she heals with my own eyes is payment enough.”
“You really are weird,” I said.
“Hey, don’t complain, Jade.” Aiden said. “At least now we won’t have to look at her burns to see if it’s working.”
I shuddered, thinking about the last time I’d seen her wounds.
Harry rubbed his hands together, trying to contain his excitement. “Let’s do this then.”
“You ready?” I asked, noting he hadn’t picked up the blood.
“Woops. Almost forgot.” He picked up the syringe.
“Are you sure that will be enough?” Aiden asked, looking at the tiny amount of blood he had taken from me.
Harry shrugged. “I think so, but we can always draw more if it isn’t.”
“I’m sure it’s enough,” I said a little too quickly, making Harry laugh.
“Ready?” I asked.
“Ready,” Harry said.
I transported us back to Marie’s room. The nurses appeared to be almost finished, and thankfully, her burns were already covered.
“Oh, my God,” one of the nurses said, holding her hand over her heart when she saw us appear out of thin air. I quickly jumped inside her mind and removed the memory of what she had just seen.
Once I finished, I looked at the other two nurses. They were standing still, as if they were in some sort of trance. The next second, the first nurse got the same expression on her face.
“What are you doing here?” Chelsea asked Harry.
“I’m here to help.” He walked over to the side of the bed where the IV drip was.
“What’s he talking about?” Lucas asked.
“He’s about to give her some of my blood,” I said.
“Why?” Chelsea asked, then the penny dropped. “Like your grandma.”
I nodded. “If my blood could make Grandma heal, then why shouldn’t it do the same for your mum?”
“Oh, my God.” Chelsea jumped up and threw her arms around me. “Thank you. Thank you. Thank you.”
I laughed. “You’re strangling me.”
She released her grip around my neck. “Sorry.”
“It’s okay.” I smiled. “It’s not as if you could really choke me anyway.”
“True.” Chelsea went back to her mother’s bedside.
Harry turned to Chelsea, “I really thought we’d have to convince you that it was the right thing to let us try this on your mother.”
Chelsea screwed up her face. “Why?”
I put my hand on Chelsea’s shoulder. “Chels is completely on board with anything and everything we can do. Hell, she’d jump at the chance to become one of us.”
“Of course I bloody would,” Chelsea said. She wondered who the hell wouldn’t want what we had.
And sadly, the answer was me. If I had just been a normal human, Ben and Chrissy would still be alive. Marie wouldn’t be in hospital, and Aiden would never have been stabbed.
Lucas stood up and joined us beside Marie’s bed. “Let’s hope this works.”
Harry put the syringe in the tube and injected my blood. We all watched the clear tube turn red as my blood made its way into Marie’s arm.
“Let’s see if this is working.” Harry peeled away the bandages covering her face.
“I can’t watch this,” I said, turning around.
Aiden put his arm around me and I buried my face against his chest. I didn’t need to see it. I would know everything that was happening to her through the thoughts of the others.
Her wounds weren’t healing straight away as Harry had hoped. Chelsea thought it was because my blood wasn’t working on her mum like we’d thought it would.
“Give it time,” Harry said to Chelsea, not taking his eyes off Marie.
Chelsea sucked in a sharp breath as she watched what she thought and hoped were her mother’s burn wounds healing. “Did you see that?” was what she wanted to ask, but her throat felt as if it had closed up on her.
“It’s working,” Harry said, desperately trying to contain his excitement so as not to attract any attention from nearby staff.
I turned my head and watched Chelsea’s face light up with excitement.
Lucas put his hand on Chelsea’s shoulder. “It’s working. Your mum’s going to be okay.”
“Don’t get too exited just yet,” Harry said with his eyes still trained on Marie’s slow-healing skin. “We don’t know if her burns will completely heal just yet.”
The four of them stood there for the next fifteen minutes, watching Marie heal while I kept my head buried in Aiden’s chest.
When I knew there were no more open wounds, I turned around and saw what my blood had done. Although Marie’s skin had grown over, it still looked very thin, almost transparent. “Is her skin going to stay that way?”
Harry bent over Marie. “It might take a little while for it to thicken, but we won’t know until it does or doesn’t happen.”
“It doesn’t matter either way,” Chelsea said, then realised how awful that sounded. “I mean, even if her skin stays this way, it’s better than what it would’ve been if you hadn’t have given her your blood.”
“It’s okay, Chels,” I said, putting my hand on her arm. “I know what you meant.”
The next time I looked at Marie, I was sure her skin was the slightest bit thicker. “I think her skin’s improving.”
“I think you’re right,” Harry said, his face only inches from Marie’s head. “We’re going to have to move her.” Harry straightened. “She can’t stay here anymore.”
“Where is she going to go?” Chelsea asked.
“I think she should stay with me, so I can keep an eye on her progress,” Harry said.
“I’ll speak to Kai about covering up the hospital records,” Lucas suggested.
“And I’ll make everyone forget,” I said.
“Do you know whose memories you’ll need to alter?” Aiden asked.
I had never altered memories on such a large scale. “Ah, no.”
Aiden’s lips curled up in a smile. “I think I might help you then.”
I scrunched up my nose. “That might be a good idea.”
Harry turned to Lucas. “Can you go find Kai now and ask him to do his thing right away?”
“Sure thing,” Lucas said. He was about to phase back to England when he realised no one was there anymore. “Where are they?”
“They’re in Greece,” Aiden said. “I’ll need to take you to them, then I’ll come back.”
Lucas nodded.
Aiden leaned down and kissed my cheek. “Be back soon.”
Both Aiden and Lucas disappeared, then a moment later, Aiden reappeared. “Let’s get started.” He slipped his arm around my waist. “Is it all right if Chelsea goes with you?” Aiden asked Harry.
“Can I?” Chelsea asked Harry. She didn’t want to leave her mother’s side.
“Sure thing.”
“What do we do with them?” I asked, referring to the nurses.
“Leave them until last. Nobody will notice they’re missing because they’re supposed to be in here for another ten minutes or so,” Harry explained.
“Good thinking,” I said. “We’ll come over when we’ve finished.”
“Okay,” Harry said.
“See you soon.” Chelsea thought, Thank you over and over for helping her mother.
Aiden and I left Harry and Chelsea with Marie and made our way down the hall to the nurse’s station. Nurses were rushing around everywhere, making it that much harder to find specific ones. I concentrated on pushing into each of their minds. Once I was in, I removed all memories of the burn victim in Room 6B. The task was easier than I thought it would be. Within seconds, I had altered everyone’s memories. The problem was that not every nurse who knew about Marie was there. Some were on later shifts.
“We’re going to have to come back.”
“I know,” Aiden agreed. “Let’s just find out when the others are scheduled to work.”
The woman sitting behind the screen stopped what she was doing, her face taking on the ‘Aiden’s screwing with my mind’ expression. I couldn’t hear Aiden’s thoughts, but I could when he was inside the nurse’s head. He was making her bring up the roster. We took note of who was rostered on that day and who was missing, noting when their next shift would start. The nurse’s expression went back to normal once Aiden was no longer in her mind.
Aiden draped his arm over my shoulders. “Let’s get out of here.”
I wrapped my arm around his waist. “Back to Harry’s?”
“Or maybe to Kai.”
“Right.” We needed to make sure Kai was on top of making Marie disappear from the hospital records. And we also had to go back for Lucas, since he didn’t know where Harry’s house was and couldn’t get there without us.
Closing my eyes, I transported us to Lucas. When I opened them, we were standing on a balcony overlooking the crystal-blue waters of the Greek islands. “Oh, my God. This place is amazing.”
“It is, isn’t it?” Lucas said. He was sitting on top of the thick stone balustrade with his back resting against the white wall of the house.
I turned to Aiden. “We are so coming back here again once all this stuff is over.”
Aiden laughed. “Whatever you say.”
Lucas made a whip-cracking noise, making Kai laugh.
“How’s it going?” I asked, walking over to Kai, who sat at a patio table with his laptop.
“Almost done.”
“Awesome.”
Kai wasn’t thinking anything about what we had done to Marie, and I was thankful that Lucas had been smart enough to not tell him. “We’ve got to go see my mum for a bit. Will you be okay if we go now?” I asked Kai.
“Pft.” He raised his eyebrows. “I think I can manage without you guys.”
“Are you sure?” Aiden asked.
“Anyway,” I said quickly before Kai got a chance to respond to Aiden’s snark. “Can you tell Anna and Dave we’ll be back later to speak with them?”
“Where are they anyway?” Aiden asked.
“Sleeping,” Kai replied. “It’s after midnight UK time, and you know how tired seniors get.”
“Then shouldn’t you be in bed, too?” Lucas asked.
Kai glared at Lucas. “You are so lucky I’ve got more important things to do.”
“On that note, we’ll see you later,” I said.
“Later,” he replied, going back to the computer screen.
I took one last look at the amazing view and transported us to Harry’s room. Marie was lying on the bed with an IV drip still in her arm.
“Wow,” I said. “Her skin is still improving.”
Chelsea looked up at me from her mother’s bedside. “I know, right?”
Harry stood from his chair in the corner of his room. “She just might make a full recovery.”
“That’s awesome,” I said.
“Do you two mind coming with me?” Harry asked Aiden and me. “There’s something I need to talk to you about.” He turned to Chelsea. “And no, it’s not about you or your mum.”
She held up her hands. “I wasn’t going to say anything.”
“Right,” he said sarcastically.
“Where do you want to talk?” Aiden asked.
“Let’s go back to the room.”
We transported back to the windowless, doorless room.
Aiden hopped onto the bench. “What did you want to talk to us about?”
Harry sat in his swivel chair and rolled out into the aisle so he could be closer to us. “I wanted to tell you that I got your blood results.”
I walked over to Aiden and put my hand on his knee, already knowing what Harry was going to say.
“I’ve been drugged, haven’t I?” Aiden asked.
Harry narrowed his eyes at Aiden. “Don’t tell me you can hear my thoughts, too?”
Aiden shook his head. “No, but Jade can, and she looks a little stressed.”
“Right,” Harry said, realising just how in tune Aiden was with me.
“It was the same thing that was in my system, isn’t it?” I asked.
Harry nodded. “At least I already have the antidote for it.” He got up, went over to the cupboard, and retrieved a needle. He then picked up the antidote and walked over to us. Aiden stuck his arm out to the side. Even if I wasn’t the one getting jabbed, I couldn’t stand to look at it. I turned my head so I couldn’t see it and closed my eyes to be on the safe side.
“You really are a wimp, aren’t you?” Harry said with a laugh.
“Pathetic and proud,” I said, keeping my eyes shut.
“Ow!” Aiden jumped beside me.
I whipped my head around, and they started snickering.
“It’s already finished,” Aiden said, still laughing.
“That’s so not funny, especially after what happened tonight.”
Aiden’s smile dropped, and he put his hand over mine. “I’m sorry.”
Harry was about to say something when Aiden cut him a ‘don’t go there’ look, making Harry shut his mouth.
“Okay,” I said, trying to break the uncomfortable silence. “Do you know what Aiden will be like after your antidote kicks in?”
“You mean, will he be able to do what you can?” Harry asked.
I nodded.
“I’m not sure. I mean, he could’ve just been caught in the crossfire when Nathan was drugging you.”
“So my parents could’ve been drugged, too?” Aiden asked.
“It’s possible. I can test them if they’d like.”
“Thanks,” Aiden said, hopping off the bench. “I’ll let them know.”
“Well, I’ve got a few things I need to do here, so you two may as well go back to my house,” Harry said. He walked over to the bench and put down the tray with the needle on it.
“Sure thing,” Aiden said.
Aiden and I transported back to Chelsea and Lucas. Marie was still sleeping. Her skin looked even thicker than it had just a few minutes ago.
“I can’t believe how well she’s healing,” I said.
Aiden put his hands on my shoulders. “You’ve got some pretty special blood in those veins of yours.”
He didn’t know the half of it. I was pretty sure I was the only reason he was still with us.
Chelsea got up off the edge of the bed and threw her arms around me. “I can’t thank you enough.”
I put my hands on her shoulders and pushed her back so I could see her face. “You don’t need to thank me at all. I’m the reason why she was burnt to begin with.”
“I thought I told you to stop blaming yourself for what happened to her. The only person responsible is the arsehole who blew up my house.”
Lucas’s face dropped. He knew Chelsea was right in saying that his father was an arsehole after everything he’d done. But it was still hard to think of the person who had brought him up as anything but the nice person he portrayed himself to be. Then there was the other thing that was bothering Lucas—he blamed himself. He’d been right there when his father had killed Ben, and if anyone would’ve been able to save Ben, it was him. He should have known what his father had planned and picked up on the signals earlier. Lucas didn’t know what the signals were, but he was sure if he had paid a little more attention to his dad, they would’ve been there.
I walked over to Lucas and sat down on the edge of the bed in front of the chair he was sitting in. “It’s not your fault.”
Lucas looked up at me but didn’t say anything.
“You’re not responsible for the actions of your father. You’re only responsible for the actions you do yourself. And from what I’ve seen, you are nothing like Nathan.”
“You know what?” Aiden said, sitting down beside me. “You should take some of your own advice. Here you are telling Lucas that he’s not responsible for everything his father did, and yet you’re blaming yourself for all of it.”
Lucas and I looked at Aiden but didn’t say a word. We both felt responsible, and our feelings weren’t going to change until we were sure our father was no longer wreaking havoc in our lives.
Lucas turned to me, wondering how we’d both missed seeing how we were connected to each other. “I can’t believe you’re my sister,” he said, shaking his head.
“Half-sister, but yeah, I know what you mean.” I felt then was the time to ask something I’d been afraid to say out loud. “Who’s your mum?”
Lucas shrugged. “I have no idea.”
I narrowed my eyes at him. “What do you mean, ‘you have no idea’? You’ve got to know who your mum is.”
“I don’t,” he said with no emotion. “Nathan never talked about her, and whenever Georgia or I asked about her, he wouldn’t answer us.”
“How could he not?”
“What kind of person doesn’t let their children know who their mother is?” Chelsea asked.
Lucas and I looked at each other than back at Chelsea. “Our father,” we said in unison.
I turned to Aiden. “Do you know, or did your parents ever talk about their mother?”
Aiden shook his head. “My parents don’t know. They just thought the memory of whatever happened to her was too painful to discuss.”
“That’s so not right,” Chelsea said, thinking how awful it would’ve been if her mum had stopped talking to her about her father. And her father had been betraying her mother when he died. Hearing how Nathan had handled Lucas’s mother’s absence gave her a new appreciation for her own mother. She sat down on the bed beside her mum. “When do you think she’s going to wake up?”
“Harry wants her to be asleep while her skin heals,” I explained. “He thinks she might freak out a little if she sees herself healing way too quick for a human. And believe me, I know what that’s like.”
Chelsea picked up her mother’s hand, happy and content with her progress.
I stood and put my hand on her shoulder. “Do you mind if I go see my mum for a bit?”
“Of course not.”
I walked out and followed the sound of hushed voices until I reached the lounge. Mum was sitting next to Jack on the sofa, and Gemma was in the armchair, playing on her phone.
“Hi, darling,” Mum said. “I wasn’t expecting to see you so soon.” That was her nice way of saying that she was surprised I wasn’t bunked up in the hotel with Aiden, too afraid to let him out of my sight after the knifing incident.
“I know I wouldn’t have left him,” Gemma said, keeping up her smartass façade. What she didn’t say was how much she wished she could get away from Harry’s house. It was so not cool to hang out so much with her parents.
“Anyway,” I said, “I just wanted to let you know that we’ll be going to Chrissy’s funeral in a couple of hours.”
Mum sat up straight. “Do you think that’s a good idea?”
“Probably not, but I think I owe it to her.” Especially considering she was dead because of me.
“Okay, darling. But I think it might be a good idea if we came as well. You know, just to make sure Nathan doesn’t try anything. Safety in numbers.”
“Mum, I think I can handle him.”
She raised an eyebrow. “Just like you handled him over dinner?”
Ouch. “That’s so not cool, Mum.”
Mum shifted in her seat. “I’m sorry. It’s just… you don’t really know what he’s capable of.”
“And you do, I suppose?”
“Well, I—”
I cut her off. “Of course you do. And that was the biggest problem. You knew and didn’t tell me. If I had known, maybe none of this would’ve happened. If you only had a picture or anything… we could’ve stopped him!”
Mum scratched her forehead. “I don’t want to get into an argument with you again.”
“I don’t want to argue either. But for once in your life, I want you to tell me the truth!”
“The truth? I’ve told you the truth. You know why I left him.” My mother’s heart rate soared.
I gave her a cold, hard stare. “But you’ve never told me that you created me.”
“Of course I created you,” she said, her voice catching on the last word. “You were in my belly for nine months.”
“No, Mum,” I said. “You know what I’m talking about.”
“I don’t—”
“Don’t give me that crap, Mum! I heard Nathan thinking it. I know I was a frigging science experiment.”
“I… ah…” Mum didn’t know what to say. She never thought I would find out.
“Don’t you dare!” I yelled as she thought about disappearing.
She didn’t listen. Mum phased out, leaving a stunned Gemma and Jack behind.
“Don’t bring her back,” Jack yelled at me, guessing what I was about to do.
“Why the hell not?”
Jack took a deep breath. “Because she needs time to think.”
“I don’t care what she needs. I—”
“I know,” Jack said. “You want answers, and rightfully so. But I think it would be better to give her some time, and you’d get more from her. So let her calm down and then come back and speak to her.”
No matter how much I wanted to bring her back, I knew Jack was right. “Okay. I’ll give her space. But she doesn’t have forever. I want to know soon.”
“I know,” he said.
“I mean it. Because if she doesn’t tell me soon, I promise you, I can, and I will make her.”
He nodded.
As I was about to leave, Gemma’s nervous voice appeared in my head. “Can I come with you?” She didn’t want to stay cooped up there, and Mum and Jack wouldn’t let her go anywhere on her own.
“Hey, Gemma?” I said.
“Yeah?”
“I was wondering if you wanted to come hang out with us for a while?” I quickly turned to Jack. “If it’s okay with you?”
“Umm, yeah,” he said in surprise. He hadn’t seen that one coming. Jack thought I hated his daughter, and I had… right up until I could hear her thoughts.
“We’re just going back to the hotel we were at before, and then we have to go to the funeral.”
“You want me to come to a funeral?” Gemma asked, getting all grossed out by the suggestion.
“Well, you could stay here if you want,” I said.
“No!” She jumped out of the chair and was by my side in a second.
“Are we that much of a drag?” Jack asked with a laugh, but only I knew how serious he was. He hated seeing Gemma grow up from always wanting to be around her daddy to needing her own space.
“You know I love you, Daddy,” Gemma said sweetly, trying to butter him up for her next question. “Can I have some money?”
“We’ve got you covered,” I said, pushing down Gemma’s outstretched hand.
“Are you sure?” Jack asked me.
“Yep. Aiden pays for me and Chels so, why not Gemma, too?” I said, knowing Aiden would be completely on board with the idea as well. “I’ll bring her back after the funeral.”
“Or not,” Gemma said with a cheesy, hopeful smile.
“Don’t push your luck, young lady.” Jack chuckled. “And I’m talking about with Jade, not with me.”
“Right. Got it,” Gemma said.
“See ya.” I grabbed Gemma’s hand and transported us to Harry’s room.
“What the hell?” Gemma said when she saw Marie.
Marie’s body was still covered in bandages, but the ones that Harry had removed from her face showed her skin had practically healed. It was a little redder than normal, but all in all, it was a hell of a lot better than any of the doctors had hoped for.
“What’s she doing here?” Chelsea asked.
“Relax, both of you.” I pointed at the bed. “Sit down.” Gemma did as she was told and sat on the end of the bed.
“Good dog,” Chelsea said with a laugh. When Gemma’s eyes widened, Chelsea added, “Sorry, I couldn’t resist.”
Gemma smiled. “I think I’m going to like you better than his sister,” she said, cocking her head toward Lucas.
Lucas laughed. “Anyone’s better than my sister.”
“Gee, thanks,” Chelsea said.
“You know we love you,” I said, sitting down next to Chelsea.
“What’s not to love?” Lucas said, making Chelsea’s heart skip a beat.
“So what’s with the coma patient?” Gemma asked.
“Okay. You have to swear you won’t tell anyone.” I paused, waiting for her to agree. When she nodded, I continued, “This is Chelsea’s mum, Marie.”
“The one who was burnt?”
“Yeah. After everything that happened over dinner tonight… we couldn’t leave Marie in the hospital. So I asked Harry if he could do a favour for me.”
“What? Keep her in his room?”
I shook my head. “No. That was his idea. I asked him if he could inject my blood into Marie to make her heal like how we did with Grandma.”
“Ah,” she said as the penny dropped. “And you don’t want me to say anything to Mum ’cause you know she’ll chuck a hissy fit.”
“Exactly.”
“Obviously Harry was okay with it.”
“Obviously,” I said, waving my hand toward Marie.
“You know, I don’t think you’re going to be able to hide this from Mum for that long.”
“I know. Just long enough for Marie to heal and then I’ll tell her.”
A grin spread across her face. “I’ve so got to hear that conversation.”



Chapter 18
An hour and a half later, the stone angels stood before us, condemning me just as they’d done when we had come to the church for Ben’s funeral. I was almost certain they were going to spit holy water at me to keep me from entering their sanctuary. But I entered the church without incident.
Sitting on a stand next to the coffin was a photo of Chrissy that was taken before Aiden came into our lives. Back when she was happy. I wanted to damn Nathan to hell for causing one of my childhood friends to become nothing but a distant memory. But I couldn’t be angry with him for bringing Aiden to me. In fact, that was probably the only good thing to come from all of his terror. And it wasn’t as if Chrissy had no choice over her actions—or did she? Had Nathan turned her against me just as he had made Aiden fall in love with me? Or was her hatred and jealousy all her own doing? That was a question that would remain unanswered for the rest of my life.
The priest greeted us as if we were any other members of the grieving family or friends. I wanted to sit at the back of the church, but the back four rows were already filled. I spotted Megan toward the front, and although she had always been nothing but sweet to me, I didn’t have it in me to pretend that we were there for any reason but guilt.
“Let’s sit here,” I said, quickly ducking into the pew to my left, halfway down the aisle. I sat down, and Aiden sat beside me. Gemma went to my other side, and Chelsea and Lucas scooted in beside her.
Chrissy’s family were beside themselves with grief, wondering why they had to bury their daughter when it should be the other way around. What was worse, they couldn’t give her an open coffin. The memory of what they had seen when they identified her body was going to haunt them for the rest of their lives.
I reached out and pushed my way inside their minds. I made them accept what had happened, enabling them to move on with peace. When they thought about what their daughter looked like with her throat slashed, I blurred out the gore and left them with a sense of knowing that she was in heaven. Even if I didn’t believe it, letting them do so was nicer. I also made sure that, when they thought about Chrissy, the first thing they remembered would be the sweet girl she once was, not the bitter teenager she’d become.
By the time I was out of their heads, their shoulders had relaxed, and their tissues were no longer needed. They both thought that God had blessed them with peace and acceptance. I figured if that was what they needed to move on, then that was what they were going to get. No parent should ever have to go through what they were.
Aiden put his arm around my shoulders and kissed the top of my head. “You did good.”
“I wish I could do more.”
“What you did is enough.”
Chelsea leaned forward to look past Gemma. “What are you guys talking about?”
Gemma whispered, “She screwed with their heads.”
I rolled my eyes. “That’s not what I did.”
Gemma raised her eyebrows.
“Okay, so maybe I did. But it was in a good way.”
“Oh,” Chelsea said. She’d experienced the same sensation when Aiden had helped her at Ben’s funeral.
The priest made his way up to the lectern and began the ceremony. Pictures of Chrissy were projected onto the screen at the front of the church. The images slowly flicked from one happy moment to another until one of Chrissy and me came onto the screen. We were ten years old, standing on the grass in our swimmers with our arms around one another’s shoulders as we sucked on our ice blocks. I thought I’d felt guilty before, but after seeing that picture, the guilt amplified a million times. Chrissy was once a sweet girl, and Nathan had ruined her. I had given up on her. I could’ve fought harder to keep our friendship.
“You’re blaming yourself again, aren’t you?” Aiden asked.
I was about to answer when a video of me in Thailand appeared on the screen. I was standing at the counter, waiting for JD to return from the backroom, when the gunman entered the café and opened fire. The video’s pace slowed to almost frame by frame, so that everyone could see that my actions were not like the others—too much movement passed between frames. Just before the bullets entered their unsuspecting victims, screen-me closed my eyes and disappeared, and so did every other person in the camera’s view. The footage then cut to the beach, where Aiden and I stood talking to each other and, once again, moved way too quickly between frames. Again, we disappeared.
The mourners gasped and turned around to stare at me. Whispers filled the church. Too stunned to care, I continued to watch as the footage changed to one I’d hoped to never see again.
I was strapped to the bed with the psycho dragging the knife through me. Finally, the screen went blank, and I feared another message was going to be displayed. But nothing happened. I looked to my left, and Aiden was no longer there. He’d stopped the video.
Just as I was about to thank him, Chelsea was ripped out of her seat and thrown against the cross at the front of the room. Screams echoed through the church as Nathan pinned her down with one hand while holding a knife in the other. He slashed the knife across her neck before I had a chance to react.
I wasn’t sure if I flew or transported to the front of the church, but I managed to catch her on her way down to the floor. I knelt, holding Chelsea in my arms as her blood ran from her neck, draining the life out of her.
Aiden and Lucas were on their knees beside me in a split second. The glistening knife caught my eye as it fell to the floor. I picked it up and sliced my hand.
“What are you doing?” Aiden yelled.
Blood dripped down my fingers, and I hoped my cut wouldn’t heal before I had a chance to save her. I wrapped my hand around her throat, trying to push my blood inside her body. My blood started to fuse with hers, and the gash across her throat began closing.
Screams continued as people rushed outside, afraid that they were next.
“Where’s Gemma?” I asked, searching the crowd for her.
“She’s right here,” Lucas said, pointing behind him.
Gemma was sitting on the floor, hugging her knees to her chest as she rocked back and forth.
“Get her out of here!” I ordered Lucas.
He nodded, and they were both gone.
“We need to go, too,” Aiden said.
Chelsea’s eyes shot open, and she gasped for air. Her hands instinctively went to her throat. She didn’t understand how she was still alive and why there didn’t seem to be any pain where she was sure she had been sliced.
“You’ll be okay,” I said, wiping her blood-stained hair away from her face.
“We have to go.” Aiden grabbed my arm, turning me around so I could see why he was in such a rush.
Five people were standing at various places around the church, all holding up their phones. I was about to make them stomp on their own phones, but I realised it would’ve been pointless. They were doing live feeds. Our secret was a secret no more.
Aiden swept Chelsea up in his arms. “Where to?”
I shrugged. “I don’t know.”
“Come on.” He turned and ran through the doorway to the side of the platform.
I followed them into the back of the church. “Let’s take her back to Harry’s. I think it’s time I speak with Mum whether she likes it or not.”
“I think you’re right.”
We transported back to Harry’s room. Aiden lay Chelsea down on the bed beside her unconscious mother.
“What happened?” she asked in a croaky voice.
“You know what happened,” I said. “But you’re okay now.”
“How?”
“Well, you’ve got the bestest friend ever,” Aiden said.
“I gave you my blood,” I explained when she didn’t understand what Aiden meant.
Aiden laughed. “She practically pushed her blood into you.”
Chelsea sat up on her elbows. “Seriously?”
“Well, I wasn’t about to let you die.” My smile dropped instantly when I heard whose attention we’d caught on the other side of the door. “Crap.”
The door burst open. Mum’s eyes practically bulged out of their sockets. “What the hell is going on in here?”
I needed answers, and she was the only one who could give them to me. However, I didn’t think Harry’s bedroom was the place to have that conversation. I took a deep breath then exhaled slowly. “We need to tell you something, and I think it would be better to talk out in the lounge.” I then added silently, “You know, away from Marie and Chelsea.”
Mum didn’t like me putting her off, but she knew I was right. She spun around and walked out the door.
I turned to Chelsea. “You stay here and get some rest. We’ll be just out in the lounge if you need anything, okay?”
She tried to nod, but her neck still felt strange. “Okay,” she whispered.
Aiden took my hand, and we walked out the door, down the hall, and into the lounge.
“What did you do?” Mum asked.
“I—”
“Oh, my God!” Gemma came bounding toward us from the hallway. “You’ve got to see this.” She held up her phone.
When she knew we could all see the screen, she pressed Play. We watched the events of what happened in church play on YouTube.
“No,” Mum whispered, covering her mouth with her hand.
Aiden said, “Shit.”
“And that’s not all,” Gemma said when the video stopped. She switched to another video then held up her phone and pressed Play again.
Everything that had happened since Nathan’s game had started was on display for the world to see. The video footage we’d seen at the church was only the beginning. Aiden had shut down the projector after it showed that I’d transported him to me, but the YouTube version continued. On the screen, Aiden stared down at the psycho, who suddenly dropped to the floor, screaming in pain until he died. The video then went on to show Chelsea and me appearing out of thin air outside her house, then the house exploded. Marie appeared out of nowhere, as did Aiden and my mother. Then Aiden, Mum, and I disappeared. The image changed to the night of Aiden’s birthday, where it showed me smelling my grandmother’s kidney. Conveniently, Nathan was the only one not within the camera’s view when we all then disappeared. The footage picked up in the room where Grandma lay on the gurney with her guts on display. Then, it showed how my blood made her stomach repair itself. Last was an image of me getting off of Chrissy’s dead body.
The screen went blank, then the familiar writing scrolled.
 
The footage you have seen today has not been tampered with.
People like this live amongst us…
 
The screen once again went blank before displaying:
 
I CREATED YOU. NOW I’M GOING TO DESTROY YOU.
GAME ON, BITCH!
 
“Holy frigging shit,” I said when the video finally stopped.
“What the hell has he done?” Mum asked, shaking her head.
“He’s just outed us to the whole world.” Aiden stood up. “There’s no way to fix this.” He put his head in his hands, and for the first time since I’d known him, he was freaking out.
“It’s already had over a billion views,” Gemma said.
Aiden dropped his hands and looked at my mum. “What are we going to do?”
“It’s time to come clean, Mum. We need to know everything there is to know about Nathan. Why is he doing this to me, and why am I so different?”
When I asked the last question, I hoped she didn’t know what I was talking about, but she did. Her heart rate soared as she tried desperately to calm herself down.
“What have you done?” I asked, my voice catching in my throat.
Aiden sat down beside me and put his hand on my back, letting me know he was there for me.
“I…” Tears glistened in her eyes. “I was young and stupid. Adam… I mean Nathan said it had something to do with all the chemicals everyone was using. He explained that they were killing off the human population, but some of us evolved. And he and I were the very first people to have done so.”
“And you believed him?”
“Of course I did. I knew there was something different about me. Then someone came along who knew what I was and seemed to have all the answers I had been searching for. I was naïve. I trusted everything he said.”
“Get to the point about me,” I said.
She nodded. “Adam was into experimenting on everything. And after years of being together, he talked about having a baby. But he didn’t want to do it the normal way. He said he had uncovered a special gene that could amplify what we are. He wanted to make a ‘super baby.’” Mum did air quotes with her fingers. “He wanted to watch and see what the baby would be like when it grew up.”
“So I’m just a science experiment,” I said. I already knew that, but I wanted Mum to admit it and feel bad for what she had done.
She turned to me, tears spilling from her eyes. “I wanted a baby. That’s all I ever wanted, and until I met your father, I couldn’t. There was no way I could’ve had a baby with a normal human because they would’ve wanted to have been in the baby’s life. And you know that would never be possible.” She reached out and brushed her thumb across my cheek. “What I did may have been wrong, but I did it out of love. I love you, Jade. I always have, and I always will.”
What she didn’t say was what brought tears to my eyes. Heartache ripped through her. She feared I’d never speak to her again. And if I wasn’t able to hear her true thoughts, her worst fear may have come true.
“It’s okay. I get it,” I whispered through tears of my own.
A few days ago, Gemma would’ve been sitting there making fun of us. But Aiden’s stabbing and what she had seen at the funeral had changed her in ways I never thought possible. She was crying, too.
Mum wiped her face. “So what’s the story with Marie?”
“We couldn’t leave her in the hospital for Nathan to use as leverage, and we didn’t have the ability to take care of her.”
“I’m guessing that means you did what I saw you do to Chelsea on the video.”
I nodded.
“So now you’ve healed three people with your blood.”
“Four,” I whispered.
“What?” Aiden asked in surprise.
I turned to face him. “I saved you, too.”
“What?” Aiden and Mum asked at the same time.
“When Nathan stabbed you…” I paused, thinking about the awful event. “You were dying. There was no brain activity. So, while no one was looking, I grabbed a knife, cut my hand, then pressed it against your wound.”
“Oh, my God!” Gemma said.
“You mean to say I was dead?” Aiden asked in disbelief. “How is that even possible?”
“I don’t think you were dead. But your brain had almost ceased functioning, and I’m guessing that I was lucky enough to get my blood into you in time. If normal humans can have a small window to be revived, then why shouldn’t we?”
Aiden shook his head. “How did you even think to do something like that?”
I shrugged. “I don’t know. It worked for Grandma, and when I saw you lying there, I had to try something.”
He wrapped his arm around my shoulders and pulled me closer. “I can’t believe you did that for me. I mean you’re so scared shitless of needles and knives, and you willingly cut your hand?”
I looked up at him. “Of course. I would’ve sliced my whole body in half if it meant saving you.”
Aiden laughed. “I think that’s one of the nicest things anyone’s ever said to me.”
“I’m sorry to burst your happy bubble,” Mum said. “But I think you’re missing the bigger question.”
“Which is?” I asked.
“Why did the knife almost kill Aiden?”
Jack and Harry walked into the room. “What did you say?” Jack asked, thinking he hadn’t heard right.
Aiden’s phone rang. He stuck his hand in his pocket and pulled it out. “It’s mum,” he said and answered it.
Mum stood and walked over to Jack and Harry. She explained to them what I’d said about Aiden almost dying.
Aiden hung up the phone. “They’ve seen the footage.”
“Shit.”
“They want to see us.”
“They can come here,” Mum said, joining us again.
Harry and Jack sat down on the adjacent sofa.
Aiden typed a message into his phone. Less than ten seconds later, he had a reply. “They’re ready.”
I transported Anna, Dave, and Kai to us.
When I saw the looks on their faces, I wanted to melt into the sofa. They were pissed. I just counted myself lucky that it wasn’t me they were pissed with.
“How’s Chelsea?” Anna asked. “Did it work?”
I nodded. “She’s in Harry’s room.” I paused. “Um… she’s with her mum.”
“Her mum?” Anna asked.
“Jade healed her, too,” Aiden said.
Dave and Anna’s eyes widened.
“I couldn’t just leave her there for Nathan to get her,” I said. “Don’t worry. I didn’t tell anyone about your involvement,” I said silently to Harry. I didn’t think there was any point in dobbing him in the shit as well.
“Thanks. But it wasn’t necessary. I’ll take whatever shit comes my way.” Harry then said, “I helped Jade.”
Mum whipped her head around to Harry. “Why the hell would you do that?”
“Told you,” I said to Harry.
“Because she asked me for help,” he replied as if that was all the explanation that was needed.
When I heard the crap Mum was about to give Harry, I said, “I was going to do it with or without his help. I just thought it would be a lot less messy if Harry was involved.”
Remembering all the blood on the YouTube video, Mum looked down at my clothes then Aiden’s. “Why don’t you two go get cleaned up? We can talk afterward.”
“We’ll go back to the hotel to clean up,” Aiden said.
“We’ll make sure Chelsea gets cleaned up as well,” I said, standing.
“Do you need something to change into?” Mum asked, about to offer us some of Gemma’s and Jack’s clothing.
I shook my head. “We got some things from the hotel’s boutique. We’ll be back soon. And in the meantime, can you fill everyone in on what I told you about Aiden and the knife?”
“What about Aiden?” Anna asked, instantly fearing the worst, even though she could see for herself that he was fine.
Aiden put his arm around me, and we walked back to Harry’s room, leaving Mum to explain.
Chelsea was sitting up in bed, talking to Lucas.
“How are you feeling?” I asked her.
“Great actually.” She put her hand to her neck. “I can’t feel a thing.”
“That’s great,” I said. “We’re going back to the hotel to clean up.”
Chelsea wanted a shower badly, but she didn’t want to leave her mother. Her need to be clean won out in the end.
“Just a heads up,” I said. “I’ve told Mum about Marie.”
“Oh.” She crawled to the edge of the bed. “How did she take it?”
“Not good, but what’s done is done. She can’t change it. She just has to suck it up.”
Chelsea laughed. “I would’ve loved to have seen her face.”
“Yeah, she was pretty pissed.”
“That’s an understatement.” Aiden laughed. “Anyway, we better get going. Did you want to come, too, Lucas?”
“Ah, yeah. Sure.”
The four of us transported back to the hotel room. Lucas grabbed the TV remote and made himself comfortable on the couch, while the rest of us headed to our rooms.
“Don’t be long,” he called out. “You know I get bored easily.”
The shower was a decent size, so Aiden and I both got undressed and hopped in together. I soaped up the loofah and scrubbed Chelsea’s blood off my body.
I rinsed the loofah, applied more soap, then turned to Aiden. My eyes instantly went to the faint white line on his chest. “Why is it still there?” I traced the line with my finger.
Aiden looked down at his chest. “That’s weird. It should have healed by now.” He grabbed the loofah and started cleaning himself.
“He must have put something on the knife,” I muttered.
“That would explain why I almost died.”
“Yeah, but what could’ve done something like that? I mean, aren’t our bodies supposed to be able to fight anything that might kill a normal human?”
“Maybe this is something different. For all we know, he could’ve found something that attacks our bodies, something we can’t fight off. After what your mum told us about what they did when they were together, it’s not such a far-fetched idea, is it?”
My stomach churned. “I guess not.”
I got out of the shower and wrapped a towel around me then walked over to the sink and stared at my reflection in the mirror. My hair was a mess, but at least it was clean. I picked up the crappy hotel comb and ran it through my hair, trying to get out the knots. Aiden turned off the water, grabbed a towel, and stepped out of the shower. I looked at Aiden in the mirror. He stood there watching me as he tied his towel around his waist. My eyes dropped to the scar on his chest. “I still can’t believe you did that for me,” I said as I put down the brush and turned around to face him.
Aiden picked up my hand and turned it palm side up. “I still can’t believe you did that for me.”
“It was my other hand.”
Aiden laughed as he dropped my left hand and picked up my right. Unlike his, there was no evidence left of my selfless act. He lifted my hand to his lips and kissed my palm softly. “Thank you.”
I pressed my lips against the scar on his chest then looked up into his eyes. “Thank you.”
Although I could no longer hear what he was thinking, I was sure he was fighting the same impulse I was. But I knew that if we got started, there was no way I would let go of him. And no matter how much I wanted to live in a world where we could fly by our hormones alone, we didn’t. At least not until Nathan was stopped.
“We should probably go,” Aiden said with a longing in his tone to match that of my heart.
I nodded and moved toward the bathroom door. Aiden grabbed me from behind, turned me around, planted a kiss on my lips, then spun me around and pushed me gently out the door. “When all this is over, you and I are going somewhere where no one can interrupt us,” he said as, a little dazed, I walked into the bedroom.



Chapter 19
Ten minutes later, we were back at Harry’s house, sitting on the sofa. Chelsea had gone into the bedroom to sit with her mum. The rest of the UK and U.S. clans were there, except for Gemma, who had gone to nap in one of the bedrooms.
Mum had filled in the Scotts and Kai on what I’d done to Marie, Chelsea, and Aiden. Surprisingly, the Scotts weren’t as pissed as my mum. And Kai… well, he was Kai. Nothing bothered him.
Harry sat forward in his chair. “I’m going to run some tests on you to see if we can find out why that knife caused you to almost die,” he said to Aiden, then realised Aiden should have a choice in the matter. “Only if that’s all right with you?”
Aiden nodded. “Of course it is. I want to know why that thing almost killed me just as much as you do.”
“And if it was something Nathan has discovered can kill one of us, then maybe we can use it on him,” I said, then instantly regretted it.
Lucas’s heart sank. He hated what his father had done, but Nathan was still his father. He didn’t feel it was right to be planning his murder.
“I’m sorry, Lucas. I didn’t mean to upset you.”
“Don’t worry,” he said, trying to brush it off.
Everyone else may have had no idea what was going on, but I sure did, and I wasn’t about to let it go. “Why don’t we find out what we’re dealing with first? Then we can make plans on what we’re going to do with it.”
“Shall we go now?” Aiden asked Harry.
Harry stood. “Sounds good.”
“I’ll see you soon.” Aiden kissed me on the cheek then disappeared with Harry.
“Did Harry say when he’s going to wake up Marie?” I asked, knowing Chelsea was worried.
“We discussed it while you were gone,” Mum said. “And we decided it was for the best if we left her unconscious until this is all over.”
“That’s a bit extreme, isn’t it?”
“Well, think about it. If we wake her, then we’re going to have to explain to her what’s going on and then find somewhere to hide her and convince her not to say anything to anyone and not contact anyone she knows. Or we could just leave her in the room then wake her when she’s safe.”
I raised an eyebrow. Mum had already shipped Grandma off to the Italian countryside. And if it was okay for her, then it was okay for Marie. “Or we could wake her and let her stay with Grandma. It’s not fair to keep her sleeping like that, and at least Grandma would have someone to keep her company.”
“Or we could just keep her sleeping,” Mum said again.
I shook my head. “Yeah, not going to happen.”
Mum’s eyes flared with annoyance. She was not used to me being in control. She quickly got a grip on herself, and said, “If that’s what you want.”
“That’s what I want.”
“Can you at least wait till Harry gets back before you wake her?” she asked.
“I’ll wait.”
“Thank you.”
Kai suddenly asked, “Where’s Georgia?”
“She’s gone to stay with my mother,” Mum answered.
“Seriously?” I asked.
“I think she probably feels more comfortable being anywhere but around you,” Lucas said.
“And at least she’s safe,” Anna added, not denying Lucas’s theory.
“What are we going to do about being outed?” I asked. “Does the media just think it’s a hoax, or are they actually buying it?”
Jack picked up the remote and switched on the TV. The screen came to life, showing the very footage Gemma had shown us on her phone. Jack pressed a button on the remote, flipping to another channel, and again, the same footage played. He continued to flip through the channels with almost every one showing videos of me doing one impossibly freakish thing or another. He switched off the TV.
Aiden appeared sitting next to me, and Harry stood leaning against the wall.
Aiden looked around at everyone’s sullen faces. “What’s wrong?”
“Show him,” I said.
Jack flicked the TV back on and flipped through the channels again.
“Holy shit,” Aiden said. “What are we going to do?”
“How about we just concentrate on one thing at a time,” Dave said.
“You mean Nathan?” Kai asked.
Dave nodded then turned to Harry. “How long do you think it’ll be before you have the results from the knife?”
“We should have something in a few hours.”
A few hours! “So we’re just supposed to sit here and do nothing ’til then?” Then I remembered Marie. “Oh, yeah.” I jumped out of my seat. “Harry, can you come help me wake up Marie?”
“Um…” Harry looked to Mum, who shrugged. “Yeah, sure.”
Harry and I went into his room, where we found Chelsea sitting on the bed beside her mother.
“Hey, you,” I said, sitting down beside her.
“Hey,” she said, looking down at her mother, unable to believe how good her skin looked.
“Chels?”
She looked up. “Hmm?”
“I was thinking we should probably wake your mum up now. What do you think?”
“Seriously?” she asked, a smile spreading across her face. “She would love that so much.”
“Good. It’s settled. We’re waking her up.”
Harry walked over and took another look at Marie’s skin. “She may just make a full recovery.”
Chelsea bit her lip, trying to contain her joy.
I rubbed my hands together. “Let’s do this.”
Chelsea laughed. “You look kinda evil when you do that.”
I was about to do an evil laugh when I realised Harry was already waking her up. I nudged Chelsea’s arm and pointed toward her mother.
Chelsea sucked in a sharp breath. “Oh, my God,” she whispered.
“She’s coming around,” I said.
“She’s probably going to freak, but we’ll fix her,” Harry said.
“Probably wasn’t a good idea to wake her ’til I’d spoken to Chelsea about her mum going to stay in Italy. And it probably would’ve been a good idea to wake her up there instead.”
“Too late now,” Harry said.
Marie’s eyes slowly opened. Before she had time to process that her surroundings had changed, I pushed my way inside her mind and removed all memories of her ever being burned. She no longer had any knowledge that she’d been in hospital for the past few weeks. I replaced her memories with ones a little less life-shattering. Marie would think the redness of her skin was due to a chemical peel gone wrong.
Realising Chelsea would have no idea what I had done, I tried something new. “I’ve made your mum think she’s had a chemical peel gone wrong.”
Chelsea’s eyes widened the second she heard my voice inside her head. She quickly realised what I was doing and pretended as though nothing had happened. “Hey, Mum,” she said in a soothing voice. “How are you feeling?”
“A little better.” Marie attempted to sit up but wasn’t quite ready.
“Lay down.” Chelsea eased her mother back onto the bed.
“Chels, can I speak with you for a sec?” I asked.
“Um, okay?” She wondered what was so urgent that I needed to tell her so soon after her mother had woken up.
“It won’t take long,” I told her, then said to Marie, “Harry will take a look at you to see how everything’s healing.”
Marie nodded, completely unaware of the real reason her skin felt the way it did.
Chelsea and I stepped outside and into another room down the hall. Just my luck, it ended up being a bathroom. Why did so many of my conversations end up in the loo?
Chelsea leaned her back against the wall. “What did you want to talk to me about?”
“Your mum can’t stay here because of everything that’s going on at the moment and—”
“Because you don’t want her finding out that you guys have evolved?”
“Yeah. So we were thinking it would be best if your mum stays with my grandma in Italy.”
She nodded. “Do you want me to go with her, too?”
“Do you want to go with her?”
She shook her head. Chelsea felt guilty, but she wanted to stay with me.
“Don’t worry,” I said. “She’ll have fun. We can go and see her after this is all over.”
“I know. And I’m counting on you to make it quick.”
I smiled. “I’m trying.”
Chelsea swung her arm around my shoulders and pulled me toward the door.
“Hang on just a sec,” I said, stopping. “There’s something else you need to know about Italy.”
“Such as?”
“Georgia is staying with Grandma, too.”
Chelsea’s eyes bugged out. “Seriously?”
I shrugged. “Who knew? Georgia likes to hang with the oldies. I guess she got used to them, considering most of her customers were probably seniors.” Instantly, I felt bad for saying it. Georgia was my sister, and I probably shouldn’t give her so much crap about being a hooker. But my remark made Chelsea laugh, so I wasn’t going to put a damper on the moment. “Come on.” I put my arm around her shoulders and pulled her toward the door. We stepped into the hallway then back into Harry’s room.
“So, Mum.” Chelsea plopped on the bed next to her mum. “I’ve got to go somewhere for a bit, but I’ll come see you again soon.”
“I’m going to take her to Italy now,” Harry said.
“Won’t she think it a bit strange being in another country?” I asked.
“She would if I wasn’t going to make her think she was meant to be there.” He looked down at Chelsea, waiting for her to take the hint, say goodbye to her mum, and leave.
Chelsea leaned down and kissed her mum on the cheek, thanking God she was able to do that without her mum being in excruciating pain. “Love you, Mum.”
Marie smiled. Her still-taut skin made it a little uncomfortable to hold the expression for long. “Love you, too, sweetie.”
With tears welling in her eyes, Chelsea hopped of the bed.
“After I drop her off, I’m going to go back to the room to do some work,” Harry said.
“Okay,” I said silently to Harry. “See ya,” I told Marie, putting my arm around Chelsea’s shoulders as we walked out of the room.
The TV was back on in the lounge, and everyone was completely fixated by what was on the screen. When they noticed Chelsea and I had come back into the room, all eyes fell on us.
“What?” Chelsea asked, feeling the tension in the air.
“Come sit down and watch,” Lucas said, patting the cushion beside him.
Chelsea dropped onto the couch, and I sat next to Aiden. I already knew what had them all on edge, but I still wanted to see it for myself.
Lucas lifted the remote and pressed Rewind then Play. My chest tightened when I saw Aiden’s and my faces staring back at us.
“Holy shit,” Chelsea said. She wanted to see how I was taking it, but she couldn’t seem to tear her eyes away from the TV.
Our photos were dropped as the camera switched to a Gold Coast police officer standing outside my house. The officer began with a warning to anyone who might see us to stay away as we were considered dangerous. Us? Dangerous? If I wasn’t so shocked, I would’ve laughed.
Lucas switched the channel, and once again, our faces were on the screen, although they weren’t warning everyone how dangerous we were. A scientist was talking about Aiden and me being the people of the future. He was calling on us to work with him so they could put an end to death, pain, and suffering. Footage of us at the church replaced the talking head. The camera slowly zoomed in to show Chelsea’s neck being slit open by someone hovering in the air. The person dropped her and disappeared into thin air. I caught her in mid-air then laid her on the floor. I grabbed the knife, cut my hand, then pressed it against Chelsea’s neck. The camera zoomed in even closer, and the video showed Chelsea’s wound slowly fusing together.
Witnesses had confirmed the footage was not a hoax. The priest, however, claimed that the devil had tried to kill the poor girl, and through an act of God, I was given the strength and ability to heal the girl. He was calling me a saint.
Lucas switched off the TV.
“Well, that’s something you’ve never been called before,” Chelsea said with a laugh.
“They’re going to want to experiment on us, aren’t they?” I could just see them sticking me as if I were a pin cushion as they tried to understand what we were and how society could benefit—but more likely, who had the deepest pockets and what they wanted to do with the information. Either way, our futures had just taken a massive turn for the worse.
Aiden put his arm around me. “They can’t experiment on us. They can’t hold us. And they can’t use anything to take us down. There was no footage of your mum. All they know is that we can teleport and heal people.”
“But they’re going to try.”
“I think you’re missing the bigger picture,” Anna said. “You two will become nothing but a legend over the years. You can lay low until all of this blows over. They may only have eighty years left in their lives, but you’ve got eternity. Plus, they don’t know we don’t age. They’ll be looking for someone older as the years pass.”
“That wouldn’t matter, though, would it?” I asked. “I mean, we will forever look like the photos they have of us now.” I didn’t mention the fact that I didn’t want to be in hiding for the next fifty or a hundred years.
“Yes, but you know you can alter someone’s perception of the way they see you,” Anna said.
“Like Nathan did with Mum?”
Mum’s shoulders sank. She hated knowing she had been sitting at the very same table in her own home with my father, and she hadn’t known it.
“Well, it worked, didn’t it?” Anna asked.
“Yes,” Mum said softly.
“See?” Anna said as if she’d just solved the problem.
What Anna was suggesting was doable. I just hoped it wasn’t the only way.
My phone beeped with a reminder. “We have to go back to the hospital. The next shift of nurses is about to start.”
“Hold up,” Dave said, raising his hand. “You two can’t go back there after that.” He cocked his head to the black TV screen. “I’ll go instead.”
“Thanks,” Aiden said. “Two nurses are starting now and then another three in one hour.”
“Right.” Dave looked down at Anna. “I won’t be long.”
She smiled as he disappeared to take care of our dirty work.



Chapter 20
We arrived in the room to find Harry jittering around. It only took me a second to realise what had him so freaked and excited at the same time. He’d uncovered something that could blow us all out of the water.
I clapped my hand over my mouth. “Oh, my God.”
“Oh, my God, what?” Aiden asked.
Harry practically bounced over to us. “I though it was a mistake, but I ran the test again, and they were right.”
“What was right?” Aiden asked.
Harry took a deep breath to calm down, but he also felt that his news was so monumental it deserved a build up. “Nathan had laced the knife with some kind of new drug that can debilitate the gene that makes us evolved.”
“Let me get this right,” Aiden said. “You’re saying that whatever was on the knife turned me back into a normal human?”
“Yes. That’s exactly what I’m saying.” Harry began to pace. “The substance that was on the knife turned you back into a normal, and it was only because of Jade giving you her blood that you were able to heal again.”
Aiden’s face turned pale. “Does that mean I’m no longer evolved?”
Fear gripped me around the throat, reached down, and squeezed the hell out of my heart. There was no way Aiden wasn’t a next gen anymore. My whole life seemed to flash before me, a life where I’d have to say goodbye to Aiden at some point in the future, then I’d have to live on forever without the person who held the other half of my soul.
“Don’t panic just yet,” Harry said, thinking I was going to pass out. “It might just be a temporary thing. I need to do more tests to see if it’s worn off at all, and if the results show it has, then I think it would be safe to say it was only temporarily in your system.”
Aiden jumped up on the stainless steel bench. “Do it then.” He held out his arm.
On the way over to the cupboard, Harry stopped next to me and put a hand on my shoulder. “You should sit down.” He ushered me over to his swivel chair.
I sat and stared absently at the floor as I thought about how I’d only just got Aiden back and there was a possibility I might lose him all over again. But it would be worse. Last time, I knew I could go on, knowing he was alive and would find happiness, even if it was with someone else. But for Aiden to die… that was just too much for me to live with.
“Jade?” Aiden put his hand on my back. “Let’s get you back to the hotel.”
I stood up and grabbed Aiden’s arm, twisting it around so I could see his bicep.
“What are you doing?” he asked with a nervous laugh.
“I want to see if you’ve healed.”
Aiden placed his hands on my shoulders. “Just stop for a minute.” Aiden lifted the sleeve to his T-shirt and showed me where Harry had jabbed him. “It’s gone. See?”
I stepped closer and inspected the spot. There was nothing there. I let out the breath I hadn’t realised I’d been holding.
Aiden wrapped me up in his arms. “I’ll be okay. You’ll see.”
“Give me an hour, and I should have the results of your latest test,” Harry said.
“Okay,” Aiden replied then transported us back to the hotel. He eased me down onto the bed then sat down beside me. “I’m going to be okay.”
I turned to him, tears welling in my eyes. “You don’t know.”
“No, you’re right. I don’t know. But I do know that there’s no mark left from the needle. It closed up almost straight away, just like it should. And I’m still able to hear Chelsea’s thoughts, which has got to count for something.”
I grabbed the top of his T-shirt and pulled it down so I could see if his scar was gone. “Then why is that still there?”
“I don’t know. But I hope it stays there.”
“Why would you want that?”
He looked down and traced his finger over his scar. “Because it’s a constant reminder of how close I came to losing you.”
I let out a strained laugh. “I think it’s more of a reminder of how close I came to losing you.”
Aiden sighed. “Come here.” He pulled me to his side. “How about we don’t worry about it until we know it’s something we need to worry about?” When I didn’t answer, Aiden squeezed my shoulder. “Hey?”
Aiden’s positive thinking wasn’t going to stop me from worrying. I needed some concrete evidence. What I needed was a vision. But visions were not something I had control over. Then I wondered if maybe I did have some control since I was no longer doped up from Nathan’s drugs.
Turning to Aiden, I put my hand over his chest and tried my hardest to connect to whatever part of my brain allowed me to see into the future. A vision came.
Aiden and I stood in the room, listening to Harry give us the good news. The drug was no longer in his system. Harry couldn’t find any traces of it in Aiden’s blood.
I snapped out of the vision with a huge grin on my face. I threw my arms around Aiden, pushing him down onto the bed beneath me. I kissed him then pulled back so I could look into those hypnotic green eyes that I loved so much.
“You saw something, didn’t you?”
“Uh huh.” I smiled as a tear slipped down my cheek.
“And I take it that’s a good thing?”
“Uh huh.”
Aiden laughed. “Is that all you’re going to give me?”
“Uh huh.”
He tickled my sides, making me break into a fit of laughter.
“Okay, okay.” I brought down the barriers to my mind so Aiden could see for himself.
A smile spread across his gorgeous face. He turned me over and pinned me beneath him. “See? I told you I’d be all right.” He kissed me then brushed his lips over my jawline until he reached my neck, where he kissed me again.
Bringing down his own mind barrier, Aiden showed me just what he was planning to do to pass the time while we waited for Harry to tell us what we already knew.



Chapter 21
Harry grinned and said, “It’s good news. There was no trace of the drug in your system.” He watched us closely, wondering why we weren’t jumping for joy. “I thought you would be a little happier.”
Aiden said, “Believe me. When Jade found out I was okay, she was… over the moon.”
“You already knew?”
I nodded. “I had a vision.”
“Of course,” Harry said, thinking he should have guessed sooner. “I don’t suppose you found out anything else that could be useful?”
“Nope. Just that you gave Aiden the good news,” I said.
Aiden leaned back against the bench. “So, this thing Nathan put on the knife, is it something you could replicate?”
Harry picked up a small vial from the bench. He turned around and held it up between his finger and thumb. “You mean this?”
“Oh, my God,” I said. “Do you know what this means?”
A devilish smile spread across Harry’s face. “We can use it on Nathan. This is our way of getting rid of him for good.”
My heart sank when I thought about Lucas. By “for good,” Harry meant we should kill Nathan. “There has to be another way,” I mumbled.
“What?” Aiden asked.
A couple of weeks ago, I would’ve jumped at the chance to kill Nathan, but things had been different since I gained the ability to hear everyone’s thoughts. We needed to stop Nathan, but I didn’t know if I had it in me to kill him then watch Lucas try to cope with losing his father—albeit a psychopathic arsehole of a father, but still his father.
“There has to be another way to stop him rather than killing him.” When the two of them looked at me as if I were nuts, I decided to try another angle. “I mean, killing him would be too easy and too kind for what he deserves.” I sucked in a sharp breath as an idea came to me. “What if there was a way to make him suffer in the worst possible way but never hurt him or kill him?”
“Go on,” Harry said.
“What if we could inject this drug into his system then have him locked away? Think about it. All his abilities will be stripped. He would become a normal human, and then we can get him admitted to a psych ward or something. That would be worse than death.”
Aiden put his arm around me, pulled me close, and planted a kiss on my forehead. “That is brilliant.”
Harry smirked. “That would be the ultimate revenge for the arsehole. The only problem is that we don’t know if the drug only made Aiden normal temporarily or if it passed through his system because of your blood. And we don’t have time to figure it out. And if it did wear off on its own, we don’t know whether the time frame will be the same for Nathan as it was for Aiden.”
“Because Nathan’s stronger?” I asked.
“Exactly. So what we need is to have a constant release of the drug going into his system.”
“Are you able to put that stuff into something that will give him a slow release?” Aiden asked, eyeing the vial in Harry’s hand.
Harry held up the vial. “I think I can manage something.”
“This is so awesome.” I finally felt as if we were getting somewhere. If Harry was able to do this, then we could soon have our lives back. “How long will it take you to make it?”
Harry placed the vial on the bench. “Well, first I think we need to decide what type of device we’re going to make.”
“Can’t you make something like those contraceptive implant thingies? And then we could just stick it somewhere inside of him?”
Harry laughed, amazed by how simple I thought it would be. “Yeah, I could make something like that, but I think the question is how we’re going to get it into him.”
“We’ll need to have a foolproof plan,” Aiden said, once again coming to the rescue. “Obviously, Jade will be the one to bring him to us, then we’ll need to be standing there ready to inject it into him.”
“By we, you mean me?” Harry said.
“Well, you are so good at it,” Aiden said.
Harry shook his head. “Fine. I’ll be the one to stab the bastard.”
Do we have to figure out a way to subdue him ’til it does?” I asked.
Harry shook his head. “I’ll lace the syringe so it will have an instant effect on him.”
“So when should we do this?” I asked.
Harry sat in his swivel chair. “First, I have to get my hands on one of those implant thingies,” he said, mocking me.
“Smartarse,” I said with a smile.
Harry grinned. “Why don’t you two head back and fill everyone in. You’re going to need to work on a plan as to what we’re going to do with him once he’s been subdued.”
“You’re right,” Aiden said. “We have to think this through properly.”
“Can we go back to the hotel first?” I asked Aiden.
Aiden tried to hide the smile that played on his lips. “Didn’t get enough?”
I quickly turned my head so Harry couldn’t see my face as I flushed with embarrassment.
“Well, we may as well go then,” Aiden said, wrapping his arm around me and pulling me against his body so I could hide my pink cheeks. “Will you come back to your house when you’ve finished here?”
Harry nodded. “That’s the plan.”
“Okay then, we’ll see you soon,” Aiden said.
I waved at Harry around Aiden’s back. “Seeya.”
Aiden and I transported to our bedroom in the hotel. He looked at me and smiled. “I know you wanted to talk to me about something. I just couldn’t resist seeing you embarrassed like that.”
I slapped him playfully on his chest. “Don’t do it again.” I sat on the edge of the bed. “How are we going to get him admitted to a psych ward?”
He sat beside me. “Well, I guess Kai could dummy up some sort of doctor referral or court order and have the hospital pick him up.”
“That could work.” I twisted to the side and put my knee up on the bed. “Where do you think we should keep him?”
“We could go for somewhere local so either my parents or your mum can keep an eye on him. Or we could send him to some second-class facility where he’ll be treated worse than an animal.”
I liked the idea of the latter, but what I wanted more was for him to be driven insane, what he had tried to do to me. “I want him in a state-of-the-art facility, in a white padded room, in a straitjacket. I want there to be no way on earth he can escape.”
Aiden laughed. “That would probably be the highest form of torture for him.”
I smiled. “I know.” What I didn’t say was that it would also be something I thought Lucas could live with. But he didn’t really have to know the details. “Maybe we should keep the ‘driving him insane’ part away from Lucas.”
Aiden narrowed his eyes at me. “Why? Has Lucas said something?”
I shook my head. “He hasn’t said anything.”
“But?”
“It’s just that…” God, I felt terrible for what I was about to say. But I thought Aiden should know how his friend was really feeling. “Lucas knows that his father needs to be stopped. But whenever anyone says something about killing Nathan, he feels sick to his stomach.”
“So that’s the real reason why you didn’t want him to die?”
“It was at first, but then I realised the psych ward was better than any death we could plan for him. It will be like torture for him every single day. Day in and day out.”
“Just like what he’s done to us for the past few months?”
“And my mum for even longer.”
“Do you think she’ll be on board with all this?”
“It doesn’t really matter, but there’s only one way to find out.”
Aiden put his hand on my knee. “Let’s go see your mum.”



Chapter 22
At Harry’s house, we found the lounge empty. Sounds of laughter came from outside. Aiden opened the sliding door, and we stepped outside into the moonlight. Lights lined a path down to the pool, where Chelsea and Gemma were swimming. Lucas sat on a lounge chair, watching the girls and thinking about his father’s demise. I hoped what I was going to tell him would ease his conscience.
“Hey, guys,” Lucas said when he saw us walking down the path.
“You should come in,” Chelsea yelled as Gemma splashed water at her face.
I was about to ask her where she’d gotten a swimming suit until I realised she was just wearing her underwear. She figured her bra and panties were black and didn’t reveal anything a suit wouldn’t. But she expected me to do the same.
“No thanks,” I called back. “I’ve got to talk to Lucas and Mum about something.”
“Your loss,” Chelsea said then ducked under the water to swim away from Gemma. The only problem was that Gemma knew what to expect, and she swam quickly to get in front of Chelsea and wait for her to resurface.
Aiden and I sat on the lounge chair next to Lucas with our backs to the pool.
“What’s up?” Lucas asked, worried we were going to give him some bad news.
I put a hand on his arm. “Don’t worry. We’ve got some good news. We’ve come up with a way to stop Nathan. And I wanted to run it past you first before I tell my mum.”
“Okay,” he said nervously.
Aiden slung his arm over my shoulders. “It’s pretty ingenious actually.”
My lips twitched as I tried to suppress a grin. “I didn’t feel right about killing him. And when we were with Harry an idea just sort of came to me.”
“Which is?” Lucas asked.
“Jade’s came up with this idea that we can use the drug Nathan laced the knife with on Nathan and also put it into something that can slowly release the drug into his system and make him normal. He would become a normal human.”
Lucas’s eyes practically popped out of their sockets. “Seriously? That’s why you almost died?”
“Yep,” Aiden said. “Nathan’s discovered something that will make us normal. After it’s been implanted in his body, Nathan will be easily controlled.”
“So what are you planning on doing with him once he’s normal?”
“We’re going to send him to a psych ward,” I said. “He’ll be completely cut off from ever being able to get that thing out of his system, and nobody will listen to him if he starts talking about him being evolved and has this drug inside him to make him normal. They’ll think he’s a nut job like the rest of the people in the hospital.”
A smile spread across Lucas’s face. “That is ingenious.”
I chuckled. “I know, right?”
“She’s not just a pretty face,” Aiden said, looking at me proudly.
“Ew! That’s my sister you’re talking about,” Lucas joked.
I remembered the times when Georgia had tried to drive a wedge between Aiden and her brother by saying that Lucas wanted me. I was so glad to find out Lucas had never felt that way about me. Otherwise, Lucas would’ve probably needed counselling for the rest of his life.
“Do you think your mum will be okay with your plan?” Lucas asked.
“I guess it’s time to find out.” When I heard Lucas worry that Mum might still want to kill his father, I added, “Not that I care if she’s okay with it or not. He’s going to the psych ward.”
Lucas smiled. “I think that’s the best punishment.” He also knew it would ultimately drive his father crazy, but he felt his father deserved that after everything he’d done.
Aiden and I got up off the lounge. When Lucas started to follow suit, I silently asked him, “Can you stay out here to keep an eye on those two?”
Lucas eased back down and smiled. “Sure thing.”
“We’re going inside for a bit. You girls have fun,” I called out, then Aiden and I made our way back inside the house.
The smell of coffee wafted into the lounge from the kitchen. “Want a coffee?” I asked Aiden.
“Like you have to ask.”
We found Mum in the kitchen with two cups of coffee, one under the machine, and another empty cup to the side. “Hi kids,” she said. “I’m making yours now.”
“Thanks, Mum,” I said at the same time Aiden said, “Thanks, Nikki.”
Mum took the cup out from under the spout and put the next cup in place. “So what is it you’ve got to tell me?” She always knew by my body language alone that something was on my mind.
“We’ve found a way to stop Nathan,” I said.
“Oh?”
“How about we wait ’til we’re sitting down to talk about it?” I suggested.
Mum worried she might not like what I had to say if I wanted her to sit down. But she accepted my request and turned around to finish making the coffees.
I stepped up to the bar. “Where’s the sugar?”
“I’ve already put it in.” She took the coffee out from under the spout and handed it to Aiden.
“Thanks,” he said, taking it from her.
She pointed to the one on the right. “That one’s yours, Jade.”
I grabbed my cup as Mum picked up the other two, and we headed into the lounge.
“Coffee ready?” Jack asked, walking in from the hallway.
“Sure is.” Mum handed him a cup. “Jade and Aiden have to talk to us about something. They’ve apparently got a plan for Nathan.”
“Oh?” Jack seemed a little more intrigued than Mum was.
We all sat on the sofa.
“So what is it?” Mum asked when I didn’t start talking straight away.
“Actually.” I turned to Aiden. “Can you get your parents over here? I don’t really feel like explaining it twice.”
“Sure thing.” Aiden pulled out his phone and dialled his mum. I leaned closer so I could listen.
Anna picked up on the second ring. “What’s wrong?”
“Can you, Dave, and Kai come over to Harry’s? There’s something Jade and I have to tell you guys.”
“Is everything all right?” she asked.
“We’re fine,” Aiden said. “When can you all be here?”
“Dave and I will be there in a—” The call was disconnected, and Anna and Dave appeared in the lounge room. “Kai’s still out surfing.”
I jumped up from the sofa. “I’ll take care of it.” I went outside. I thought about bringing Kai into the pool, but I figured he was a big enough boy and could handle going from the sea to the grass. I concentrated on Kai and brought him to me.
Kai stumbled and almost fell flat on his face before he phased out and reappeared standing up on the grass. “Where’s my board?”
“Seriously?” I laughed. “You were just in the surf, and now you’re on land, and the first thing you think about is your board?”
Kai shrugged. “I like my board.”
“Fine,” I said when I realised he wanted to go back for it.
He disappeared then reappeared with his board under his arm a few seconds later. “So what is it you needed?”
“I’ll tell you inside.”
Mum came out of the house with a towel for Kai.
He leaned his board against the porch and took the towel. “Thanks,” he said, drying off.
Mum and I waited patiently then led him into the house.
“This better be good.” Kai sat down next to Anna. “‘Cause those waves were awesome.”
“Well, we came up with this idea of what we can do with Nathan,” I said. “After we found out Nathan had laced the knife with something that turned Aiden into a normal human, we—”
Anna sucked in a sharp breath, having the same fears I’d had.
I rushed to reassure her. “Don’t worry. He’s fine now. It’s all out of his system.”
But she was still sceptical, unlike Dave who figured that if there had been such a significant change in their son’s life, we would’ve told them by now.
Aiden put a hand on his mum’s arm. “Really, Mum. I’m fine. I’m still going to live forever.”
Relief washed over Anna’s face, and I knew it was safe to continue. “So I realised that Nathan’s fascination with experiments was going to be his demise. Harry was able to make more of the stuff, and he’s going to put it inside some sort of slow-release device, lace the syringe, and then inject it into Nathan. Nathan will instantly become normal and no longer a threat. We don’t know if the drug is permanent just yet, but this device will keep him that way until we figure it out. If it is only temporary, we’ll have to keep injecting it into his system.”
“Where do you plan on keeping him?” Mum asked.
I gestured at Kai. “That’s where you come in.”
“Me?”
“I want you to find a maximum-security psychiatric facility then create the files to have him committed. I want him locked away in a padded cell, unable to hurt himself or anyone else ever again. And because he’s in a psych ward, whatever he says to anyone won’t matter because they’ll just think he’s crazy. It will be the ultimate revenge.”
Everyone had thought I was going to tell them how I was going to kill Nathan. But when they heard my plan, they thought it was so much better.
“That’s fabulous.” Mum laughed. “I can just imagine what his face will look like. It will be a living hell for him. Every year he’ll be in there will be that much worse. He’ll hate growing old. He will grow old, won’t he?”
I nodded. “As long as we keep that drug in his system, he’ll grow old just like every other human.”
Mum closed her eyes and took a deep breath. For the first time since I was born, she knew we would be okay.
Kai stood up. “I’m gonna go get my computer. I’ll be back in a sec.” He disappeared.
“We’re going to need to keep an eye on Nathan, aren’t we?” Dave said.
“Of course we are,” Mum replied. “We’re also going to have to readminister the drug every…” Mum turned to me. “Did Harry say how long the drug will stay in his system?”
I shook my head. “He won’t know if it’s permanent until he’s done some further testing.”
“Right. Then if it’s not permanent, we’ll have to find out and make arrangements to have it administered as needed,” Mum said.
Kai reappeared with his laptop in hand. He sat on the couch and opened it up.
I put my hand on Aiden’s knee. “I think we’ll leave you guys to work out the details of whatever you’re going to do to him once he’s incarcerated because I really don’t want to know. I want to get on with our lives and forget about him.” I turned to Mum. “Is that okay with you guys?”
“Of course it is, sweetie,” she said.
“We don’t expect you to be involved in keeping him in there,” Dave said.
“You two need to do whatever it is normal teenagers do and not worry about him,” Anna added.
“Does that go for me, too?’ Kai asked, not taking his eyes off his screen.
Anna rolled her eyes. “Dream on. You’re going to be the busiest out of the lot of us.” Anna turned to Aiden and me. “You two get going. We’ll call you when we have all the details set up.”
“Thanks,” Aiden and I said in unison.
We transported to the lounge chairs beside the pool. Lucas was still in the same position, and Chelsea and Gemma were drying off.
“How did it go?” Lucas asked.
“How did what go?” Chelsea asked.
At the same time Gemma asked, “What’s going on?”
I waved them over. “Come here.”
Aiden and I sat down on the lounge facing Lucas, who sat up and swung his legs onto the ground so he was facing us. Chelsea and Gemma sat down beside him and waited for us to fill them in.
“In short, we’ve come up with a plan to deal with Nathan.”
“Seriously?” Gemma asked.
“Now, what I’m about to tell you, you can’t tell anyone,” I said.
“Yeah, okay,” Chelsea said.
“I’m serious.”
“Yeah, we get it,” Gemma said. “No telling anyone.”
“Nathan had laced the knife he used to stab Aiden with a substance that strips our abilities and makes us normal.”
Gemma’s and Chelsea’s mouths dropped open. My mother was right. The two of them were very much alike.
“So in short, we’re going to put something in him that will slowly release the drug into his system, making him normal and then have him locked away in a psych ward for the rest of his life.”
“Oh, my God,” Chelsea said. She was about to say that was exactly what the bastard deserved when she realised Lucas had been quiet about the whole matter. She wondered if he was really all right with doing that to his father.
“When’s this going to happen?” Gemma asked.
Aiden cocked his head toward the house. “They’re all in there discussing it now.”
“And we’re going to go back to the apartment to catch up on some sleep,” I said when I heard how badly Chelsea wanted a shower and to go to bed.
“Oh, thank God,” Chelsea said. “I thought you were going to tell me we had to stay here for another couple of hours.”
“Nope. We’re leaving it all to the oldies to figure out.”
Gemma sighed. “Well, I guess I’ll see you guys when you come back.”
“Unless you want to come with us?” I asked.
Gemma’s heart lifted. She couldn’t believe I was including her in so much of my life. “Is there enough room?”
Chelsea slung her arm around Gemma’s shoulders. “You can bunk with me if you’d like.”
Gemma smiled. She felt as if she’d inherited another sister besides me. “That would be great.” I was glad Chelsea was making the effort to include Gemma in our family.
“You’re coming, too, right?” I asked Lucas.
“Why not? It’s not like I’ve got anywhere else to go.” Lucas then thought about how true that really was.
Aiden scrunched up his face. “What the hell? You’re sounding like a girl.”
Lucas punched him in the arm. “Is that better?”
“Much,” Aiden said. “Now you may not have a conventional family anymore, but you still have us and one awesome new sister.”
“And you know you’re always welcome to stay with us,” I added.
Lucas smiled. He thought about how much he liked me and how much he hated his twin sister and wished I was the one he’d grown up with. “I suppose I’ve got the couch.”
“Unless you want to share with us?” Gemma asked.
“Don’t even think about it,” I warned.
Gemma laughed. “I was just kidding.”
Chelsea contemplated saying what was on her mind and finally decided to put it out there and see. “Why not? The bed’s big enough.” When Gemma’s eyes widened, Chelsea added, “With me in the middle of course.”
A grin crept onto Lucas’s face. “You mean so I can protect you girls if anything happens?”
Chelsea bit her lip as she tried to hide her smile. “Exactly.”
Wow! I may have been wrong when it came to Lucas feeling something for Chelsea. “You two better not do anything with Gemma in the bed,” I said then instantly regretted it.
Both Chelsea and Lucas were horrified by the idea that I would think they would do anything with Gemma there. But it wasn’t just that part I regretted, but that Chelsea thought Lucas may actually have feelings for her if I felt I had to give them the warning. Lucas tried to hide the smile that played on his lips.
“Okay,” I said, needing to get away from them. “Let’s go back to the hotel.”
“Let me just tell Mum and get some pajamas,” Gemma said, getting up. She hurried into the house and was back within a couple of minutes with a bag slung over her shoulder. “I’m ready.”
I transported us back to the hotel.
“Night guys,” Aiden said, taking my hand and pulling me toward our room.
“Night,” they said.
I waved as I followed Aiden and closed the door behind me, kicking off my shoes at the door. I then plopped down on the bed and stared at the ceiling. “I think Lucas is starting to have a thing for Chelsea.”
Aiden sat down beside me, took off his shoes, and threw them next to mine. “It was only a matter of time.”
I rolled over to face him. “What do you mean?”
Aiden lay back on one elbow and rested his head on his hand. “Well, they have been spending a hell of a lot of time together, and you have to admit Chelsea is pretty cute.”
“And?”
“And he’s a guy.”
I rolled onto my back and smacked my hand against my forehead. “Of course. How could I be so stupid? Guys only think with one thing, don’t they?”
Aiden laughed as he swung his arm over my waist and leaned down, his lips stopping only inches from mine. “That they do.”



Chapter 23
Fear gripped every fibre of my being. Aiden and I were in bed asleep, completely oblivious to the monster standing over us.
I knew right away I was having a vision. But something about it didn’t feel quite right.
Nathan hovered over me with a knife in his hand, watching me sleep. I was in the same bed where I had fallen asleep wrapped in Aiden’s arms. Nathan gripped the knife in both hands and raised it. He drove the knife down toward my body. My eyes shot open.
I wasn’t dreaming!
The next thing I knew, I was once again watching events unfold through Aiden’s eyes. I tried to scream but couldn’t. Aiden flung his arm toward Nathan. I feared Aiden was going to try to take the knife for me again.
Instead, Nathan suddenly flew toward the window. The glass shattered as Nathan sailed through it. I felt him disappear before he hit the ground.
Aiden and I stayed completely frozen as we tried to get our heads around what had just happened. Nathan hadn’t gone through the window on his own. He had been pushed. But Aiden hadn’t touched him.
Aiden sat up and shook his head. He turned to me and patted my chest, probably checking for stab wounds.
“I’m fine,” I said, my voice catching. I sat up next to him. “Thanks to you?”
He stared at me for what seemed five minutes but was probably more like thirty seconds before he said, “I did that, didn’t I?”
“Yeah.” I crossed my legs underneath me. “And here we thought Nathan’s drugs weren’t suppressing anything.”
He breathed out harshly as he tried to wrap his head around what he could do.
“Try it again,” I suggested.
He chuckled. “Try to throw someone through the window again?”
I almost laughed, but then I remembered there were three more people in the hotel who were still asleep and vulnerable to Nathan’s attack.
“The others,” I said before I transported to Chelsea’s room.
Nathan wasn’t there.
Aiden appeared beside me. “Don’t go doing that without me.”
I rested my head against his chest and felt the pounding of his heart. I really had to stop transporting to places without him. It wasn’t fair to make him worry when all I needed to do was take him with me. He didn’t need warning. What he needed was peace of mind, and after everything we’d been through the last few months, giving him that was the least I could do. “I’m sorry.”
Lucas stirred then realised someone was standing in the room. He sat up preparing to get the girls to safety when he saw it was just Aiden and me. “You scared the shit out of me.”
Chelsea and Gemma woke up, wondering what the hell was going on.
Lucas turned on the lamp on the bedside table. “What’s going on?”
“Nathan was just here,” Aiden said.
“What?” the girls asked.
“What happened?” Lucas asked. He knew everything had turned out okay since we were both standing in front of him, but he also knew something had us completely freaked.
“We’ll explain everything when we get out of here.”
“Where are we going?” Chelsea asked.
Aiden shook his head. “I think we need to get this over with.” To me, he added, “Let’s go to Harry’s.”
“You guys ready?” I asked.
“Just a sec.” Gemma jumped out of bed. She packed up her things in her bag and slung it over her shoulder. “Ready.”
I transported everyone to Harry’s lounge. The oldies were all sleeping but quickly woke to the sudden noise in the house. Mum, Jack and Harry were soon standing in front of us.
Mum rushed toward me. “What happened?” Seeing I was fine, she turned to Gemma. “Are you okay?” She brushed back a lock of Gemma’s hair.
Embarrassed, Gemma swatted Mum’s hand away. “I’m fine. It’s Jade that had the run in.”
Mum’s eyes widened in horror. “What happened? Are you okay?”
I laughed. “You can see I’m fine.”
She sighed. “I know, but it’s a mother’s right to worry.”
A couple of weeks ago, I would have shot her down, telling her she had no right to worry about me because she’d never worried about me. But things had changed. Life wasn’t always what it seemed. Sometimes, there are bigger things at play than I could ever imagine, causing people to do things they’d never thought they’d do. I had to forgive her and move on. “I think you all should sit down,” I said.
As everyone moved over to the sofas, Aiden and I pulled Harry into the hallway. “Do you have the thingy ready?” I asked him.
Harry laughed. “Yes, the thingy is ready.”
“Good. Then you need to go get it now.”
When Harry narrowed his eyes at me, Aiden said, “Nathan just paid us a visit.”
“We need to end this now,” I added.
Oh shit, Harry mouthed. He phased out and was standing back in front of us within seconds. “Got it.”
I just about passed out when I saw the size of the needle on the applicator in his hand. I had to remind myself it was for Nathan, not me, and as far as Nathan was concerned, the bigger the better. To the side of the applicator was a white matchstick-looking thing, which I guessed was the slow-release device.
“Can you set that thing up so we can use it?”
“Now?”
“Now.”
Harry did as I asked then held the device in his open palm.
“Thanks,” I said, snatching it from him. I no longer thought Harry was the best choice to face Nathan with me, and deep down, he knew it too. I turned to Aiden and held the device out to him. “I’m going to bring Nathan to me, and I want you to stab him from behind, okay?”
He took the applicator from my hands. “Absolutely.”
Aiden and I moved into our places, leaving Harry standing at the end of the hall and freaking out.
“Ready?” I asked Aiden.
He nodded. “Ready.”
“On the count of three. One. Two. Three.” I transported Nathan to me.
The moment he appeared, an invisible hand closed around my throat, cutting off my airway. I was lifted off the ground and thrown against the wall. Suspended in mid-air, I gasped as Nathan squeezed his outstretched hand. The death-grip around my neck tightened in response. Panic rippled through me. Nathan had been holding out on us. He was far more advanced than any of us had given him credit for. But the thing that scared me the most was why Aiden hadn’t stabbed Nathan yet.
I could feel Aiden to the side of me, but there was something different about him. Fighting the invisible grip around my neck, I managed to turn my head enough to see Aiden. He too was suspended with his back against the wall, but his face was void of emotion. His eyes stared blankly in my direction, but there didn’t seem to be anyone home. Aiden wore the same expression a normal human did when he was screwing with their minds.
Beyond Aiden, Harry’s body lay crumpled on the floor. He had been no match for Nathan, and I feared everyone else in the house was also incapacitated.
I desperately tried to calm down as the grip around my neck tightened even further. Pressure began building inside my head as Nathan tried to push his way into my mind. Snippets of what he planned to do to Aiden and me flashed through my brain. Something inside me snapped, and I thought Nathan had broken my mind.
A primal rage burned within me. Nathan’s expression became fiercer, and he squeezed his hand tighter, attempting to break my neck.
I was in control—of him. I relaxed his grip on me and eased both Aiden and myself onto the ground, snapping Nathan out of Aiden’s head in the process.
Nathan dropped to his knees, his brain fighting his actions all the way.
“What’s going on?” Aiden asked. “Why is he kneeling?”
Nathan held out his hand, palm up.
“Give him the applicator,” I said.
“Are you crazy?” Aiden asked.
I looked into his eyes. “Trust me.”
Aiden’s face softened. “I always will.” He put the applicator in Nathan’s hand.
Before I carried through with my plan, I dropped my mind barrier to Aiden and let him see through my mind into Nathan’s. Aiden chuckled, not with glee but with satisfaction.
Nathan grabbed the applicator with two hands and held it in front of his chest, the whole time screaming profanities at me in his mind.
I smirked at him. “Karma’s a bitch.”
Nathan thrust the needle into his chest and injected the very same solution into himself that he had made to destroy me.
Nathan dropped the syringe, and I pulled out of his mind. Almost immediately, the barrier to his mind dropped. Actually, it didn’t drop so much as it ceased to exist.
“What have you done, you stupid bitch?” Nathan yelled. “I made you, and I should’ve killed you—”
Aiden punched Nathan in the face. No longer being able to withstand such a blow, Nathan dropped to the floor, out cold.
“God, that felt good,” Aiden said.
I threw my arms around Aiden’s neck. “We did it.”
He lifted me off the floor and spun me around. He stopped short and put me down when Mum, Jack, Lucas, Gemma, and Chelsea came into the hall at the end where Harry was sitting on the floor.
“Look who we caught,” I said in the most innocent voice I could muster. I hoped my mum wasn’t going to come down on us too hard for facing Nathan on our own.
They all gaped at me then at Nathan.
Gemma broke the silence. “He’s not dead, is he?”
Aiden shook his head. “Definitely not dead.”
Jack stepped forward. “How about you two come tell us what’s going on?” He didn’t feel comfortable leaving Nathan there alone, so he bent and picked him up as if he weighed no more than a child, then slung him over his shoulder. Jack turned to Aiden. “Why did you knock him out?”
“Because I couldn’t guarantee he would still be alive if I went inside his head.”
Jack nodded. “Fair enough.”
With a grin to match my own, Aiden took my hand and squeezed it tightly. “I guess I better call my parents.”
“I guess so.”
Aiden pulled his phone out of his pocket and dialled Dave’s number while we followed Jack into the lounge.
Within seconds, Anna and Dave arrived. “What the hell?” Dave said.
Anna was speechless as she looked at Nathan’s body that Jack had dumped in the middle of the room.
“Sit down, and we’ll try to explain everything,” Aiden said, holding out his hand toward the sofas where the U.S. clan was already seated.
We waited until Anna and Dave sat down before we started.
Aiden took a deep breath. “As you can all see, Nathan’s no longer like us. We’ve injected the drug into his system, and it took effect immediately.”
“Is that why he’s like that?” Anna asked.
Aiden shook his head. “I knocked him out.”
Everyone thought Aiden had meant he had mentally, not physically, knocked him out. But I didn’t think they needed to be corrected.
Dave leaned forward in his seat, his elbows resting on his knees. “Why didn’t you wait for us?”
“Because Nathan paid us a little visit while we were asleep,” Aiden explained.
Almost everyone sucked in a sharp breath.
Aiden shot me a sideways glance. “He was trying to stab Jade again.”
“Oh, my God,” Mum murmured, putting her hand over her mouth.
“I’m okay, Mum,” I said. “Aiden saved me… again.”
Anna phased out and reappeared in front of her son. “Are you okay?” she asked, scanning his body for evidence of any wounds.
Aiden put his hand on his mother’s shoulder. “Mum. I’m okay.”
She bit her lip and nodded. “Then if you didn’t take the knife for her, how did you stop him?”
“I, uh…” Aiden was at a loss for words.
“I think he shoved him,” I said. “And when I say shoved, I mean Nathan went flying through the closed window.” Everyone wondered why Nathan hadn’t phased out before he hit the window. “Nathan got distracted by Aiden’s new ability. He didn’t even think to transport before he hit the glass, and to tell you the truth, I was too stunned to do anything either. I think Aiden has telekinesis.”
Various profanities were muttered as they tried to take in what I was suggesting.
“Have you ever done anything like that before?” Dave asked, wondering how he hadn’t noticed his son’s special ability.
Aiden laughed. “No. It’s not like I ever thought ‘Hey, I’m gonna try to see if I can move something without touching it.’”
“Have you done it again?” Kai asked.
Aiden dropped his smile and looked at the magazines on the coffee table. Everyone watched in awe as the magazines slowly lifted off the table until a twenty inch gap appeared between the two. Just as easily as they rose, the magazines returned to their rightful place on the table. “I guess that answers your questions then, doesn’t it?”
“Why is it you two are so different?” Lucas asked, trying to concentrate on anything besides his father slumped on the floor.
Aiden shrugged. “That’s something we can find out later. Right now, we need to put Nathan away before he tries anything again.”
“Lucas isn’t doing so good with seeing this,” I said silently to Aiden.
“Can you call Kai and see if he’s found somewhere for Nathan and if he can organise to have him transferred there immediately?” Aiden asked his father.
Dave pulled out his phone, and a minute later, Kai phased in.
“Holy shit,” Kai said. “When did this happen?”
“Just now,” I said. “Are we all good to go with the psych ward?”
Kai tore his eyes from Nathan. “Yep. We’re all good to go. We just need to get him back to England.”
“Good. Can we take him there now?” I asked.
“Sure—”
Dave cut Kai off. “We can take him there. You
two can stop worrying about him.”
“I can’t stop worrying ’til I know he’s locked up,” I said. “I want to see it.”
“There’s nothing to see,” Kai said. “We were going to knock him out for the transfer, but it looks like you’ve already done me the favour.” He gestured at Nathan’s body.
“We’ll call you when he’s been admitted,” Dave said.
“And I can even show you the video surveillance of him on the inside if you’d like.”
I nodded. But before we left, there was something I needed to know. I looked down at Nathan. Seeing him lying on the floor, completely defenceless, brought a sense of peace to me. He was no longer a threat. And he could no longer keep any secrets from me.
Taking a deep breath, I pushed my way into his mind and searched through his memories. I went back as far as was relevant to me. Mum had been honest about how I was created. Nathan had not only tried to do testing on me when I was inside her womb, he had also wanted to inject me with something to enhance my abilities after I was born.
Mum had left him, and that was where the fun began. She hadn’t exactly lied to me about what happened after she left. She just didn’t know the truth. Nathan had stolen some of her memories, which accounted for the black patches I had seen in her mind.
Nathan had completely lost it when he found out she’d left him. Then, he found Anna and Dave. I was shocked to discover that Nathan had been experimenting on Aiden as well. Aiden was the post-birth test subject.
I glossed over the next part of his memories as they were nothing but a race to find my mother and his hate for her because she constantly gave him the slip. I searched until I found the day I met Aiden at the beach. Nathan had been there watching our first encounter. I just about stopped breathing when I realised Nathan hadn’t made Aiden show any interest in me at that point. Aiden had liked me on his own. When he left me to go back to his towel, Nathan caught up with him. Nathan had been thrilled with how easy it would be to get the two of us together, and he even thought we would’ve done it without his intervention, but he wasn’t going to take his chances. He made sure that Aiden would walk back and ask me out for coffee.
All I wanted to do was jump out of Nathan’s head, kiss Aiden, and tell him how sorry I was for stripping him of his true love for me. If I hadn’t have been so devastated when I’d heard Nathan at lunch that day thinking how he made Aiden love me, I would’ve saved us a lot of heartache.
Next, I found more of my mother’s memories he’d stripped when he held her hostage. My mother hadn’t just been encouraging Aiden to constantly stay with me after Chelsea went missing. Her manipulations had started much earlier. Mum had been relying on Aiden to keep me safe while she was off trying to prevent my father from finding me.
The only other thing in Nathan’s memories that took me by surprise was the frequency that he had watched us. He had cameras set up everywhere and had viewed me every day for the past few years. The guy was a frigging creep.
I withdrew from his mind. “Take him away.”
Dave and Kai nodded.
“Thanks.” I turned my back to them. “Let’s go…” I paused, not knowing where to go.
Aiden put his hands on my hips. “How about we go on that holiday we’ve been talking about?”
I smiled. “I’d like that.”
Gemma jumped off the couch. “Me, too. Me, too.”
“Sit back down,” Mum said. “You’ve got school tomorrow.”
Gemma screwed up her face. “Seriously?”
“Seriously.”
“We’ll come visit you after school’s out,” I said.
Gemma smiled. She was too choked up with knowing she finally had a sister that cared about her to protest any further.
I put my hand on Aiden’s chest and slowly traced my fingers over where the scar was under his shirt. “Let’s go.”
“Hey,” Chelsea said, “what about us?”
“What about you?” I said with a serious tone.
Chelsea looked taken aback for a moment until she realized I was only joking. She got up off sofa and walked over to us. “You’re a bitch, you know that?”
I smiled. “I know.”
“You coming?” Chelsea asked Lucas.
“Wouldn’t miss it for the world.”
I turned to face Mum, Jack, Harry, and Anna. “We’ll be in touch soon.” I waved at Gemma. “I’ll see you tomorrow.”
“Okay.”
“Just get going, will you?” Anna said with a laugh.
Aiden laced his fingers through mine and transported us to our villa in Thailand. The red and orange sunset danced across the ocean.
“Where the hell are we?” Chelsea asked.
“We’re in Thailand,” I said. “This is where we were staying when we first left the coast.”
She opened the glass sliding door and stepped onto the balcony with Lucas in tow.
Chelsea put her hands on the balustrade. “Don’t take this the wrong way, but there’s no way in hell I’m staying here with you two.” She glanced over her shoulder at Aiden and me. “You know, ’cause I actually want to get some sleep, and by the looks of those walls, I’m guessing they’re not very soundproof.”
I cringed. “Oh, my God, Chelsea. Did you really have to say that?”
“What?” She smirked. “I’m just putting it out there.”
Lucas laughed then quickly shut up when it hit him that Chelsea was talking about his sister. “Okay, Chels.” He put his hands on her shoulders. “We’ll go find somewhere else to stay tonight.”
I wasn’t going to argue. I wanted to talk with Aiden about some things, and having Chelsea and Lucas there would make the conversation that much more difficult.
“There’s a great hotel about ten minutes down that way.” I pointed to the right.
“Jade,” Aiden said, “how about I drop them off and come straight back?”
I scrunched up my face. “Probably a better idea, huh?”
Aiden nodded. “Much.”
I gave Chelsea a hug. “Have fun,” I whispered in her ear.
“Planning on it,” she said.
I glanced sideways at Lucas and saw him fighting back a smile. I pulled back from Chelsea. “I’ll see you in the morning.”
“Maybe,” she said with a cheeky grin.
I rolled my eyes. “Come here,” I said to Lucas. I wrapped my arms around my brother and said silently. “I know you’re my brother and all, but if you break her heart, I’ll kill you.”
Lucas laughed then realised I was serious. “I told you I won’t hurt her.”
“I know.” I released him from my embrace. “See ya tomorrow, bro.”
Lucas smiled. “See ya tomorrow, sis.”
Chelsea laughed. “God, you two sound like idiots. Bro. Sis,” she mocked.
I looked at Aiden. “Take her away before I slap her one,” I said with a smile.
Aiden leaned down and kissed me on my lips. “I’ll be back soon.”
Aiden transported Chelsea, whose heart was pounding with a mixture of nerves and excitement, and Lucas, who seemed to be completely taken by my best friend. I was glad Chelsea was able to find happiness after everything that had happened to her.
Taking one last look at the sun setting over the beach, I turned around and went back inside.
Aiden was sitting on the sofa. “What took you so long?”
“That was quick,” I said with a laugh. “What did you do? Drop them and not even say goodbye?”
“Pretty much.” He got up and came over to me. He wrapped his arms around my waist, lowered his head to the crook of my neck, and kissed it softly. “‘Cause I can think of one thing I’d much rather be doing with my time than spending it with two people who didn’t want me there.”
“As much as I’d love to work on that thought, there’s something I have to talk to you about first.”
Aiden trailed kisses from my neck up to my earlobe. “Can’t it wait?”
I wanted to let my hormones take first priority, but I couldn’t. I grabbed Aiden’s hands as they wandered down to my butt and pulled them in front of me.
Aiden sighed. “You’re really going to do this, aren’t you?”
I nodded. “I am.” I pulled Aiden over to the sofa to sit.
“What is so important that it can’t wait ’til later?”
“What I saw inside Nathan’s mind.”
That got Aiden’s attention. “Was it something bad?”
“Good and bad… well, not so much bad, but just…” I twisted in my seat to face him. “When you were little, Nathan injected you with the same stuff Mum and him had used on me when I was conceived.” I thought that was a much nicer than saying, “While they were creating their perfect test-tube baby.”
Aiden’s mouth fell open. “Are you sure?”
I nodded. “That’s why you’re different from all the other next gens. And that’s also why my mum and Nathan were so much more advanced as well. Nathan more so than my mum because he continued injecting himself after Mum left him.”
“Well, that would explain a few things. What about the good news?”
“Well,” I said, trying to contain my smile, “I found out what happened that day at the beach.”
He narrowed his eyes at me. “When we first met?”
“Uh huh.”
“And?”
“And…” I brought down the barriers to my mind and let him see for himself. I watched as a smile spread across his gorgeous face, lighting up his eyes in the process.
“And you put me through all that when I already loved you on my own?” In one swift movement, he climbed on top of me and gently pushed my back against the seat. He slowly lowered his head until his lips were only inches from mine. “You owe me big time.”
“I kno—”
Aiden cut me off by pressing his lips against mine, and for the first time in the last four months, I didn’t feel guilty for what we were about to do.



Chapter 24
The next day, Aiden and I went to England. We stood around Anna’s computer with Kai in the chair, his fingers dancing over the keyboard. Dave had called to ask if I still wanted to see the footage of Nathan in the psych ward. My response was, “Hell yeah!”
“Was he still out of it when he was admitted?” Aiden asked Kai.
“He slept like a baby the whole time,” Kai replied.
“You’re lucky you didn’t kill the guy,” Dave said, shaking his head. “Not that he didn’t deserve it.”
“Okay, I’ve got the live feed ready,” Kai said.
Aiden wrapped his arms around me from behind as Kai started the video.
Nathan was sitting with his back against the padded white wall, just as I’d imagined. He expression was blank as he stared straight ahead.
“Why is he wearing a straitjacket?” I asked.
“And why does he look so doped up?” Aiden added.
“That’s the next movie we have for you.” Kai grinned.
As soon as I heard what both Kai and Dave were thinking, I just about choked on a laugh.
Aiden chuckled nervously. “What?”
I turned my head so I could see his face. “You’ll see.” I looked back at the computer and watched as Kai brought up the video that would see our ultimate vengeance.
The camera was zoomed in, showing Nathan covered in blood that seemed to be coming from the area where he injected himself. He was screaming, trying to tell everyone that he was super-human and that someone had implanted something in him that had turned him into a normal. The camera zoomed out to show the room was filled with doctors and nurses holding him down while one tried to inject him with a needle. Nobody believed him. Apparently, Kai had put on his transfer papers that Nathan was a seriously disturbed individual who lived in a fantasy world where he believed he was like Superman, but he’d been injected with his own Kryptonite and displayed frequent episodes of self-harming.
“That’s why he’s in the straitjacket?” Aiden asked when Kai stopped the video.
“Yeah, he was trying to get the implant out with his fingers,” Dave said.
“You guys are so awesome,” I said, throwing my arms around Kai and Dave, which was kind of awkward considering Kai was sitting in the chair and Dave was standing behind him. “Thank you so much.”
“You’re welcome,” Dave said.
Kai nodded. “The bastard deserved it.”
I hopped up to sit on the edge of the desk. Aiden stood beside me and slung his arm over my shoulders.
“What do we do about the world looking for us?” Aiden asked.
A devilish grin spread across Kai’s face. “I could take down the net.”
“Or you could just hide out for a while, which I’m guessing you were going to do anyway,” Dave suggested. “And then when you do decide to venture back into civilization, I think you’re both strong enough to make sure no one notices you. You know, like Nathan did when he was around your mum.”
“I guess so,” I said.
Aiden picked up a piece of my hair and twirled it through his fingers. “By the time we’ve finished our holiday, everyone would’ve probably forgotten about us anyway.”
I screwed up my face. “How long do you expect this holiday to last?”
“Well, I think we’ve got a lot of catching up to do.”
I jabbed my arm into his side.
“What did you do that for?” he asked.
“I can’t believe you just said that in front of your dad,” I said through gritted teeth.
Aiden laughed. “I didn’t mean it like that. I want us to spend time just being teenagers. You know, doing teenage things that don’t automatically mean in the bedroom.”
“Oh, my God.” I put my head in my hands.
“Just one more thing,” Dave said, saving me from any further embarrassment. “Harry wanted me to ask you if you could pop over to the room after you’ve finished here.”
“Okay,” I said.
“Oh, and you can tell Chelsea that her mum is going to be staying in Italy for a bit longer with your grandma. Apparently, the two of them are having a ball in the countryside.”
“And where’s Georgia?” Aiden asked.
“She’s downstairs with Anna. She’s going to be staying here for a bit,” Dave said.
“Fine by me,” Aiden replied. “It’s not like we’re moving back here.”
When Dave looked at me, I shrugged. “I don’t care.”
“Good.” Dave smiled. “I hope you two won’t be strangers now that this is all over?”
“And now that Georgia’s here,” Kai muttered under his breath.
Dave rolled his eyes. “Yeah, now that Georgia’s here.”
“Don’t worry, Dad. That bitch won’t keep us away.”
“Aiden,” Dave said, sounding all parental. He shook his head. “Just go, you two.”
I smiled. “See ya later.”
“See ya,” Aiden said.
We transported to the room, where Harry was pacing the walkway.
He came to a halt. “Oh good, you’re here.”
“What’s wrong?” Aiden asked.
“Nothing’s wrong.” Harry walked over to us. “It’s just that I got some more tests back. And it seems that your grandma’s genes have been altered—permanently.”
“What?” Aiden and I both practically yelled.
“I’ve gone over it again and again, and the data’s right. I think she’s going to remain like that. I mean, I have to do more testing as time goes by, but I think your blood has changed her for good. And I need to start running some test on Chelsea and Marie, too, because you gave them your blood as well.”
“Holy shit,” Aiden said.
I realised what had Harry bouncing around wasn’t just what the data said about Grandma, Chelsea, and Marie. But I wasn’t as excited about it as Harry was. “My blood can end pain and suffering, can’t it?”
Harry nodded with excitement. “I think it can.”
I thought about what that could mean: the end of sickness, heartache, people dying. But then there would be the other side. My father was the perfect example. He wanted power. He wanted to manipulate everyone around him, and he wouldn’t be the only one who would want that.
So my choice was a difficult one but, at the same time, an easy one. We would have to find a way to separate the gene for eternal life from the one to heal. And we would also have to make sure it wasn’t permanent. People needed to get sick and injured, and people needed to be stoppable.
In the interest of maintaining order, I would not change everyone. At least not before the world was ready for it…
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