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 Preface


 

I never thought I could feel so alone. 

 Never in my dreams did I think a day like this would ever come. A day where I am packing the last of my belongings and moving to a state that is barely on the map, to a town no one has ever heard of. To leave the beautiful, sunny beaches for the cold winter woods of the north.

 I had a lot less than I thought I did. I guess in my little room, the mass of my belongings appeared much larger than they really were. Everything that I could call my own fit into ten medium sized boxes, taped up, labeled and shipped up north to my new home. 

 Home. Would I ever really know what that is again?

 Everything else that belonged in this small vacant space -things that belonged to my parents- is being packed up and sent away where I don’t have to see or deal with it. The only possessions I took from the rest of the house, things that didn’t belong to me, were my father’s favorite ring, my mother’s locket and the book she read at least once a month, her worn favorite copy of ‘A Midsummer Nights Dream’. 

 At one time these items could not be found anywhere but with my parents and it is because of that that I can not part with them. They are the only pieces left that I can hold. 


 


 


 


 

Chapter One


 

When I got off the plane, leaving my old life behind with the warm weather in the south, I felt my heart harden and a stray tear drip down my cold cheek. “I will not cry!” I screamed in my head, determined. Through the rush of people getting ready to exit the plane, no one noticed. 

 Good. 

 I grabbed my backpack from under the seat and stood, waiting to make my way into the awaiting crowd of anxious travelers. 

 “Did you enjoy your vacation sweetheart?” the old lady across the isle asked as she backed up, giving me room in the cramped isle

 I gave her a wary smile as I responded, but there was a hint of sadness behind my attempted polite expression that the old lady must have seen. Her enthusiasm faded quickly, the corners of her mouth lowered appearing in a thin line as she nodded once at me. Sympathy simmering in her eyes. 

 Finally the string of impatient passengers began to move in front of me. A group of very restless people in the back began to clap and whistle while they pushed at my back in an attempt to force the line faster. I was happier staying on the plane. At least on the plane nothing was real yet. Looking out the window while we were landing was like watching a movie, keeping all the action outside while I was safely inside and untouched. The plane, for me, was like my limbo. It was my midnight, my dawn, my twilight. It was like standing in a door way not knowing what would happen if you look that final step inside or outside the room. The world out there was unknown and I was safer here, trapped in this cramped little cabin of a plane that was too hot, with people that were too grumpy and smelled faintly of something I was too afraid to uncover.

 The sea of people erupting out of the terminal, throwing me around like a pinball being bounced through the machine. Why was everyone here in such a rush? After spinning a couple times, being forced in one direction and than the next, I lost my balance and felt myself falling to the ground. My arms reaching out to catch anything around me to cushion my fall, when just as I braced myself to hit, I felt arms loop around my waist, awkwardly, but keeping me mostly on my feet. 

 “Where’s the fire!” he yelled over his shoulder as the crowd passed us by and blew around the corner. “Are you all right?” he asked, as I regained my balance and grabbed my bag that fell on the floor. 

 “Yeah… I’m fine. Thanks.” I said, finally looking up to see his face. He was a really good looking guy and around me age, I would guess. He was a good head taller than me with broad shoulders and light brown hair, cut shaggy and hanging in his eyes. And those eyes, a beautiful milk chocolate color that just made you crave some sweets. He had a nice golden tan that said he spent a good amount of time outside this summer. As our eyes met, he stuck out his right hand. 

 “Hi! You must be… Trystessa? I would assume…because you are the only one left from the plane. Everyone else took off,” he said gesturing with his hand toward the now empty terminal. “I’m Jayson.” I reached out and took his hand, but his eyes never left my face. I felt my cheeks warm slightly under his gaze. 

 “Trystie” I said in response. He finally dropped my hand. “Um…where you waiting for me? I thought…”

 “Yeah, I know. You expected Justin and Kimber to be here. Sorry.” He looked down at his feet, an uncomfortable expression creeping across his face. I looked up and gave his a small heartening smile as he motioned for us to start walking.

 “It’s okay,” I tried to reassure him, even though I was a little peeved about my new guardians not coming to see me off the plane in a new a unspeakably depressing place at a really hard time in my life. But hey, who actually gets what they want out of life? “Not a big deal” I went on. “So why did they send you? What did you do wrong to get sent to pick up the new girl? You lose a bet or owe them money?”

 “Well,” Jayson made a scrunched up face. “Justin and Kimber have been getting things ready, anticipating your arrival for the last week, so naturally they talked about you a bit. They told us that you were landing tonight and that you were around the same age as me and would be going to the same school. They thought it would be nice for you to know someone when you started school Monday.” He stopped abruptly and cleared his throat. Looking down as he continued to navigate through the empty halls, I saw his cheeks get a little red, even in the dim lighting of the closing airport. He gathered himself and peeked over at me to see if I was paying attention. Catching my eyes, he quickly turned back. “So… they thought it might be a good idea for me to come get you from the airport. That way they could finish getting things ready for you and we could get to know each other a little on the way home. It’s about an hour drive from here, but there is always traffic so it will probably be longer. I hope I am not that unbearable.” He seemed to hold his breath in waiting a response. 

 “Um… Thanks. I’m sure your not. That unbearable, I mean.” I saw him let out a slow breath and smile, a little smile, then become serious again.

 Just from walking around the airport here and being on the plane, I could immediately tell the people here were different, more uptight. Everything seemed rush, rush, rush. It was like a different world up here. We quickly grabbed my bags from baggage claim and walked to his car. During out brief walk from the doors to the parking lot, I tried to take in my surroundings. It was definitely not what I was used to. For one, it was colder here, not something I am happy about. And two, the atmosphere was different. It felt old, like a place with a lot of history. Nothing in Florida ever made me feel that way. Nothing there seemed mysterious. 

 Jayson insisted on carrying my bag and putting it in the car. He at least made me feel welcome. The whole hour and a half ride home -he was right about the traffic- I listened to him talk. He told me all about the school, the people in it, the neighborhood we live in, the “fun” things to do and anything else he could think of. I was actually glad to listen to someone else talk. It helped me keep my mind busy. Helped me relax. I was able to sit back in the big secure white truck Jayson drove and take in all there was around me as we got closer to my new home.


Home. Is that what this really is? I guess it would be the definition of a home. The place you live, where all your things are. But I knew it wasn’t going to actually feel like home. Just being here already felt nothing like home. But how could I complain? Someone was willing to take me in, and I greatly appreciated the generosity. 

 The trucks swift speed began to slow and I suddenly became very aware of our area. I watched as Jayson headed over toward the very dark exit ramp seemingly in the middle of nowhere. 

 Nowhere. Just as I had feared.

 Jayson regarded me in the darkness that surrounded us and coughed in an attempt to stifle his laughter. “It’s not as bad as it looks. Boring maybe, but not bad.”

 I looked at him briefly, then went back to my surroundings, saying nothing. There wasn’t much to really see getting off the exit. It was darkness all around with only a few street lights illuminating the empty streets. Being used to seeing masses of gas stations, fast food chains and stores when exiting off a highway, I guess I just wasn’t prepared to see a small commuter parking lot, a single restaurant in the distance, an open empty field and a church. Damn it all, I was really in the ‘burbs. 


 

About ten minutes after exiting the highway and driving down some very windy and steep hills shrouded in darkness, we pulled down a very long driveway. The scenery down the drive was really no different than the surroundings up the huge hills to get here, we were enclosed by woods. Very dark and spooky woods. Not my favorite part of my new situation. It added a very creepy ambiance to the mystery of my “to be” place of residence. For a second, we were in total blackness. The only light visible was the dancing glow from Jayson’s radio. Finally the house came into view. It sat at the end of the driveway, at least a thousand feet back from the road. No lights from the house reached the blackness that we left behind us. 

 It felt like it took forever until he stopped the truck before a set of massive garage doors and killed the purring engine. The big house loomed in front of me, very intimidating. I dared a nervous glance over at Jayson. He saw me look at him and smiled reassuringly. “Don’t be nervous, it’s going to be fine!”

 Although I didn’t really know Jayson, aside from our trip from the airport, which given how much he could talk gave me a pretty good insight into the life of Jayson, I still knew him better than the people I was going to be living with. I visibly tensed when he reached for his door but, I said nothing. Jayson shut off the truck and just sat there. I’m sure he was waiting for me to get up the nerve to move. 

 Suddenly, he picked up his right hand and put it over mine. I felt a strange connection with the almost stranger, like we had been friends forever. Just one friend comforting another. “Trust me, it’s going to be all right. I can go in with you if you’d like.” The look in Jayson’s eyes was sincere. I stared back at him, my hand still under his and just nodded. Apparently that was all the incentive he needed. The next second, he was jumping out of the big truck and getting my bags out of the back, with an expression I didn’t know him well enough to decipher.

 


 


 


 


 



 


 


 


 


 


 

Chapter Two


 

Jayson led the way around the shadowed front of the house up to the front door. He stood in front of me, almost as if shielding me, and knocked twice. I heard scrambling behind the door and frantic whispers, and after a couple seconds, the door swung open to reveal a relatively young couple standing on the other side, hand in hand. I didn’t actually realize they would be so young. They both knew my mom and were friends of the family, even though they were about ten years apart in age. They stayed pretty close growing up, so I was told, and even after my mom had moved away they kept in contact. 

 “Hi Justin, Kimber!” Jayson half yelled as he pushed his way past them forcing their hands apart, and brought in my bags. I stood on the porch, frozen with nervousness. Justin and Kimber looked at each other as if lost for words, and then looked at me. 

 Jayson was back before either of us had the chance to say anything. He stood behind my new guardians with that same encouraging expression, waiting for me to come in. Finally, Justin broke our silence.

 “Trystessa, we’re so glad you made it safely. I could only assume that means Jayson’s driving has improved.” I heard Jayson grunt behind them, but Justin continued on, unfazed. “How was your flight? Sorry we weren’t there when you landed. We thought it would be nice for you to meet someone before you started school Monday. And we had a few things to finish up here before you came.” I noticed Kimber give him a quick elbow to the side and they moved together to open some space for me to come in.

 Finally, standing in the house, the strange tension I felt was broken and for the first time I really took in the two new people I would from now on be living with. They were definitely young. Probably in their early thirties. Justin was of medium height and build wearing khaki pants and a collared green shirt. He had short sandy colored hair cut very neat and serious brown eyes. He had a thoughtful and honest face. Kimber was about my height, 5’5, but just a little heavier than my hundred fifteen pounds. She wore a pair of low cut jeans and a flowered shirt that buttoned down the front with long straight blonde hair that fell down to the middle of her back and she had incredibly bright blue eyes. They looked good as a couple and they looked comfortable to live with. Suddenly, I felt a little more relaxed as I walked past them into the living room. Jayson followed close behind me, his right hand behind my back guiding me in. He leaned down toward my ear and whispered, “Are you okay now? Would you like me to go?”

 I turned around to look at him as he straightened. I hadn’t completely understood how tall he really was until I was right under him needing to look up. 

 “I think I will be okay. Thank you for the ride… and for coming in with me. I will see you Monday?” By his expression, he looked a little hurt. He obviously didn’t want to go yet and only asked because he knew he should. I kind of didn’t want him to go yet but somehow it didn’t seem fair of me to ask him to stay my first five minutes in the door. Plus, I had a feeling I was going to see a lot of Jayson, whether I really wanted to or not. But right now, it felt good to have someone I could call a friend here. 

 “Okay,” Jayson said quickly with understanding in his chocolate eyes. “Well, I know you will be settling in tomorrow but… if you are bored or would like some help, just give me a call. I live right down the street. We passed my house on the way up the hill. So…”

 “Thanks Jayson, but you really don’t have to do this.”

 “No, no, I would like to help. If you would like me to, that is.

 “If I find I absolutely need the help, I’ll call to bother you. Thanks.”

 “Make sure you do. I’ll see you later.” He reached out and shook my hand again and then turned to go out the door. “Bye Justin. Bye Kimber. See you guys soon.” And he was gone. For a second after he left, I was sorry I asked him to go, quickly feeling the sense of loneliness sweep over me.

 Justin and Kimber came to sit by me in the large and open living room. It was kind of spooky; there were so many windows and glass doors with no shades. You saw straight into the forest, the pitch black night. I quickly drew my attention away from the thought and focused on the two new people in my life. 

 “Jayson is a nice kid, isn’t he?” Kimber asked. “He goes to your school and he lives really close. We are friends with his parents and we thought it would be nice to be close with someone we spend a good deal of time with. On the up side, I think he likes you. Not a bad way to start in a new place.” She gave me a little wink.

 “Yeah, he is really nice. Thanks you for sending him. He filled me in on all the school stuff already.” Suddenly I got a twisting pain in my stomach, a reminder of the events that so recently took place were catching up with me. My hands folded into my lap and my eyes dropped to stare at my knees. I felt my throat tighten and burn. A pressure started to swim behind my eyes. I will NOT cry! I had to keep reminding myself crying was a waste of time and it made me feel weak. There is nothing that crying can do to make this any better. I needed to move on with my life, putting everything in the past behind me. It’s what they would want. I took a deep breathe and returned my gaze to Justin and Kimber, who suddenly looked sad. 

 “So, can you guys show me around?” I asked as happily as I could. Their look of pity made me feel like I was drowning.

 “Oh, yeah, sure. Follow us!” Justin said snapping himself out of his trance.

The whole house was a complete blur. But all I really needed to remember was where the bathroom and my bedroom were. Luck was on my side when they finally got to my room. 

“Ok, this is the reason why we had Jayson go get you tonight. We wanted to finish your room. We hope you like it.” Kimber was practically glowing she was so excited. No matter what this room looked like, I was going to be excited for her, for them, because they put so much time into making it for me. “Ready?”

 “Ready,” I said, taking a deep breath. 

 The door swung open to a huge room, at least twice the size of my tiny room back home. It was freshly painted a deep purple with white trim around the windows and doors and a bright blue and yellowish green zigzag design scattered right through the middle of the walls, all the way around the room. There was a huge flat screen TV mounted on the wall to the left as I entered and a beautiful, very large bed against the far right wall with two matching dressers, two small night stands and a walk-in closet. I stood there looking like a deer in headlights, my mouth hanging open. 

 “And here is your bathroom, all to yourself.” My gaze snapped to Kimber, I don’t think she could have smiled any wider. I walked in the direction she pointed and into the bathroom, looking around. I had my own bathroom! A shower and a tub, a very large full length mirror behind the door and a cabinet and sink area all ready stocked with new things for its new occupant. I was speechless. 

 “Do you like it?” Kimber asked from the doorway. 

I looked back at her, completely dumb-founded. “How could I not! But…”

 “But…” Kimber egged on.

 “But… it’s too much. Really this wasn’t necessary. I would have been fine on the couch.” I really would have been. They didn’t need to go through all this trouble for me when I was the one putting them out in the first place. I was grateful for a place to live.

 “Trystessa, don’t be ridiculous! We wanted you to come here and for you to have a place in this home that is yours. We want you to be happy. And at least if you can’t be happy anywhere else, then at least you can be happy in your room.” Kimber looked like she had anticipated my qualms. She knew she was doing way more than she had to, and she was happy to do it. To make me happy.

 “Well than, thank you. I love it. It couldn’t be any more perfect.” I took a deep breath and looked around the room again, my room. “And please, call me Trystie.” 

 “No problem. Would you like to start unpacking now, or would you like to wait for tomorrow?”

 “I think I will wait until tomorrow, if you don’t mind. I am kind of tired and it is late, I guess. Is that okay?”

 “Okay, Trystie. When you get up tomorrow just let me know and I will get the rest of your things up here and you can get yourself settled.” Justin said happily. “Jayson brought up your luggage from the plane. So make yourself comfortable, get settled in and help yourself to whatever you’d like. We’ll be at the other end of the hall, last door on the right, if you need anything. I’m wiped, so I’m off to bed. See you in the morning.” Justin finished with a smile and walked out.

 Kimber came up to me and gave me a quick hug, but seemed a little unsure if she was doing the right thing. As she pulled away, she smiled and said, “We are so glad you’re here. Have a good night.”

 “Thanks,” I said, and she was gone. 

 Once they were gone, I got out my luggage bag and found my favorite clothes to sleep in, one of my dads vintage tees and a pair of cut off sweats. Everything I needed was already in the bathroom. So I went in and brushed my teeth and washed my face. When I came out, I was all ready to fall into that big fluffy bed. All I needed was my iPod. I rummaged through my carry on and finally found it, hidden. As I was zipping up the bag again, I got a glimpse of my mom’s book. I stared at it for a minute, my stomach tightening with every second. There was no way I could leave it there and go to bed. So I grabbed it and put it on my nightstand after giving it a kiss. Now that my stomach was all in knots again, I put on my ear phones and lay back, a tear escaping down my cheek as I closed my eyes. Hoping the music would sooth my nerves and ease some pain. Maybe keep the nightmare away. The music played on and on, until the knots loosened and my mind slipped away into sleep. 


 

Jayson didn’t wait until I called him to come by the next day. In fact he barely waited until I was awake. As I walked down stairs in the morning, trying to remember where the kitchen was, I heard the front door open and Jayson’s voice echo through the halls. “Good morning Justin, Kimber. Is Trystie up yet?”

 “Good morning Jayson. No, I don’t think she is. We just got up ourselves. You’re an early riser, huh?”

 “Yeah, I um… I guess so. Do you mind if I wait for her?”

 “No, not at all. Have a seat. Would you like some breakfast?”

 “Sure,” he said happily. I heard the scrapping of a chair and heard the shuffling of plates. 

 I started to work my way down the steps when I realized, I just woke up! I was wearing my ratty old pajamas, no makeup on and my hair was in a messy scrunch on the top of my head. Why do I even care? Normally, I guess I would, but Jayson’s the one that came over this early when I didn’t even get the chance to call yet. I don’t care what they think. I humphed to myself and continued down the stairs and found my way into the kitchen. 

 “Good morning, Kimber. Good morning, Justin.” I purposely ignored Jayson sitting at the table. I walked right passed him, asking Kimber where the glasses were and got myself some orange juice. I took a big sip as I walked over to the table and sat down, facing away from Jayson. 

 “Good morning, Trystie.” Jayson said a little shyly. He may have gotten my hint. He was pushing his luck a little bit. I did appreciate his help last night, but I don’t like feeling like I don’t have a choice. I told him I would call him if I wanted his help or company, and here he is before I was even awake. But the puppy dog eyes he was giving me when I looked up at him were a little hard to ignore and I couldn’t resist the smile that crept onto my face.

 “Good morning, Jayson.” I took a quick sip of my orange juice and noticed his expression had changed, he was happy again. “Jayson, do you mind doing me a favor?”

 He looked up at me with a face that showed he was eager to do anything. “Sure,” he said “What can I do you for?”

 “I’m glad you’re here, but next time, can you give me a heads up? At least make sure I am awake first.”

 He flinched. “Oh, I’m sorry. I didn’t call because I didn’t want to wake Justin and…” I looked at Jayson and raised my eyebrows. “Okay,” he said. “I see your point. Next time, call first. Got it.”

 Kimber interrupted at that point. It was a good place to jump in. The look on Jayson’s face was heart breaking. “Speaking of calling first, we got you a present. It’s kind of a house warming present.” She put the food she was holding down on the table in front of us, and took off into the other room. I shrugged my shoulders and grabbed a hand full of bacon. Before I could finish one slice she was back with a little leather pouch and another one of her famous smiles. 

 “Here you go.” She gave it to me and saw the apprehension in my face. “Trystie, I don’t want to hear it or even see that look on your face. It’s nothing big, just something that I think will make things easier for you here.”

 I looked down at the little pouch, now in my hands, and sighed. There didn’t look any way for me to get around them giving me things. I definitely didn’t want them to thinking that they needed to give me things. As much as I wanted to be at my home with my parents, they were definitely making it hard for me to be unhappy here. And I guess that was the whole point, right? 

 So I slowly untied the knotted string at the top of the pouch and tipped it over, to unload the contents out into my hand. What came out was a brand new cell phone. It was a lot better than the one I had back home. It was without a doubt an expensive phone, but I knew they wouldn’t let me complain. It was pointless. I looked back up at both Justin and Kimber, put my best smile across my face and thanked them. They wouldn’t let me say anything more. I would have complained about the necessity of a phone, the money the phone cost, not to mention the monthly bills. These are all things I am used to thinking about, but they didn’t care. 

 “The phone is already loaded with the important numbers you will need here. The house number, our work and cell phone numbers, Jayson’s home number and the neighbors right in front of us, the Fives. So now it’s all yours to do with it what you want.”

 “Thank you,” I felt the need to say again. Why were they doing so much? All this isn’t necessary. 

 I ate the rest of my breakfast in silence and let Jayson do all the talking, again. He is kind of funny. It’s like he needs to fill all the dead air. I wonder if he is capable of being quiet, I thought to myself. I caught myself giggling a little and looked up at Jayson to see if he noticed. Apparently not, he was still talking to Justin. Something about the football team this year, but I wasn’t sure. 

 After breakfast, I went back up to my room, Jayson bounding up the steps behind me. I had a lot of work to do today, a good amount to unpack and things to find places for. But first, I needed a shower. 

 When we got in front of my bedroom door, I turned around. Jayson had so much momentum from racing up the stairs after me that when I unexpectedly stopped, he almost smacked into me, managing to stop only a few inches from me. His arm braced over my shoulder against my door. He looked down at me, his lip twitching into a smile.

 I looked up at him, his face was so close to mine. Too close. “Um… Jayson?”

 His chocolate eyes focused intently on mine. “Yes?” he answered.

 “I really would like to take a shower before I, um… we get started. Would you mind going down stairs and asking Justin if he would bring the boxes up, so we can start when I’m out?”

 It seemed like forever before he backed up slightly, putting some space between us and letting me breathe, and answered my question. “Sure, no problem.”

 I turned around and opened the door before he backed away any further. But when I turned back, he was gone. 


 

I took a nice long shower. It felt so good, so relaxing. I didn’t care about what mess was waiting for me outside this room. Right now, I am happy. I said to myself. I am really easy to please, all I need is a nice hot shower and I can wash all my stresses away. Unfortunately, it wasn’t long lasting. Once I was out of my hot shower and toweled off, a rush of worries hit me like a flash flood. It completely knocked my heart down into my stomach, as I remembered why I was here and what was waiting for me behind my bathroom door. 

 I quickly got dressed in my favorite lowrise jeans and a yellow tee. I threw on some make-up and towel dried my long hair and walked out to face my new world. 

 Jayson was there, of course, waiting patiently on my bed. He always seemed to be in his element, never out of place or uncomfortable. I apologized for taking so long and he quickly waved away my apology. “I understand women.” was all he said. 

 I looked around the room and saw that all of my boxes were here, neatly piled up against the far wall. I groaned, loudly, while looking at them. 

 “I know, Trystie, but the faster we get started, the faster it will be over.” Jayson said as he put a comforting hand on my shoulder. As pushy as Jayson seemed, in the day that I’d known him, I thought to myself, I don’t deserve to have a friend like this. I’ve never had a friend that put their own crap aside to help deal with someone else’s. At that point, I was thankful for his generosity. I would have never asked anyone to help me deal with this mess before me. 

 I handled my few boxes of clothes, while Jayson unpacked all my books, pictures and CDs and any other knick knacks that some how got piled into my last room. Going through it now, it seemed silly to keep most of it. There weren’t that many boxes to begin with. Jayson definitely got the easy end. Seven of the ten boxes were full of clothes, so Jayson only had to deal with three boxes, mostly full of garbage, it seemed. 

 It would have taken me much longer without Jayson. As it was, it took us three long hours to put everything in its place. Thank God for Jayson. He kept my mind from wondering to the unpleasant things that usually plagued my thoughts. When my room was completely together and the empty boxes brought down to the trash, I thanked Jayson for all his help. I really did mean it. It was a lot easier having someone outside my heartache here to make things go quicker. 

 “You’re welcome!” he said with a little smile. “I knew you would need my help, even if you didn’t want to ask for it. I told you, I understand women.” He wiggled his eyebrows at me. 

 I shook my head and flopped back onto my bed, closing my eyes. I laid there for a minute, until I felt the side of my bed decompress. I squinted and saw that Jayson sat down next to me. He was just looking at me, expectantly. I could tell me wanted to say something, but he was holding back.

 “Spit it out, Jayson.” I said, throwing my eyes open.

 “Sorry, sorry!” He said, jumping up from the bed. “I just thought maybe… I wanted to ask if you would like to do something with me today. Maybe go for a ride and I could show you around the town.”

 I smiled at him and waited. I knew there was more, but he said nothing more. “Is that all?”

 He gave me a somewhat nervous smirk. “Well, no… Tomorrow is your first day of school and I wanted to know if you would like a ride in the morning? To school. Riding the bus sucks and it makes its route up here really early. If you don’t want to I understand, I just thought I’d ask.”

 “That would be really nice Jayson, if it’s not an inconvenience for you.” Just thinking about needing to take a bus to school made me nauseous. Back at my old school, I never took the bus. I always had someone pick me up and bring me home. I would walk if I needed to. Anything besides the bus! “So, when are we leaving?”

 “Well, school starts at 7:30, I’ll be here around 6:45. If that’s good for you.”

 “Yeah, that’s fine. But I meant today, you wanted to take me for a drive around the town. When are we going?”

 “Oh! Whenever you’re ready. We could go now if you don’t have anything else you need to do around here.” He looked excited. I wasn’t really all that interested in exploring the town, but I was even less interested in sitting here and thinking. I needed to keep myself busy so the black hole in the center of my chest didn’t consume the rest of my body. 

 I grabbed my bag and Jayson handed me my new cell phone before I walked out the bedroom door. I told Justin and Kimber where we were headed and they seemed happy that I wasn’t going to sit around and be depressed all day, which, I must admit, is what I would be doing if it weren’t for Jayson. I heard Justin mumble something to Kimber about “Jayson picking her up was a good idea”, or so it sounded like, as we walked out. The last thing I heard was “Not too late, school tomorrow!” as we walked out of the house. 

 We took his big truck all around the town. He showed me all the “hot spots” in town. Nothing great. All the kids seemed to hang out in the parking lot of a sandwich place or gather at hidden openings in the woods. There was really nothing in the town to see besides that. If you needed anything besides groceries, you were headed to a neighboring town for it. Not having a car in a town like this was going to be painful. I was going to need to find a way to get one, fast. I couldn’t rely on Jayson for everything, regardless if he offered it or not.

 He finally dropped me off at home around eight o’clock. He reminded me again what time he would be here in the morning and took off down the long drive way disappearing in the dark. I walked in the front door and announced myself. I heard a faint yell from somewhere in the house, acknowledging my presence, then there was silence again. I saw that they had eaten dinner, but left me a plate on the table with a note that said, Just in case you’re hungry – J&K.

 I didn’t even taste what they left me, I ate it so fast, and before I knew it, I was back in my room. It was still early, but I had nothing to do now. No friends to call, no where to go, so it was decided, the TV was going to be my best friend here in the woods, as pathetic as that may be. I flipped through the channels until I found MTV. It really didn’t matter what was on, as long as my mind stayed busy. I don’t know how long I watched, but I eventually fell asleep. 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 

Chapter Three


 

It was still dark when my alarm went off in the morning. The little clock on my nightstand declared that it was five thirty. I got up and picked out a quick and simple outfit, another of my favorite dark lowrise jeans and a purple Ed Hardy tee and jumped into the shower. It was one of my favorite outfits. No matter what happened today I would at least feel comfortable in my own skin. I always got compliments when I wore it, it felt like one of the only times I wasn’t invisible at my old school. The purple of the shirt contrasted nicely with my long, dark, reddish brown, wavy hair and made my green eyes smolder. It was something that I felt totally secure in, and I would need it today, of all days. 

 I got dressed quickly, threw on my traditional simple make-up and towel dried my hair. Once I was semi-satisfied with my look, I went down stairs, backpack in hand, to get some breakfast. 

 “Good morning, Trystie. How was your night?”

 “Morning, Justin. It was good. I hope I wasn’t home too late for you guys. You didn’t say what time so…”

 “Not a problem, you were home way earlier than we thought. Would you like some cereal? The boxes are in the cabinet there,” he said pointing to a small cabinets above the fridge. “Go on and help yourself.”

 I walked over and retrieving a box, poured myself a bowl. “Thanks again, Justin. You guys are great for doing all this.”

 “Please, Trystie. Stop thanking us for everything. We wanted you here. We want to make you comfortable, to call this place your home, that’s all.” When he smiled at me, it was so comforting and I did, at least I knew I would, be able to call this place home. 

 “I’m on my way out to work, would you like a ride down to the bus?”

 “Oh, no thanks.” I said, taking my last bite of cereal. “Jayson is picking me up. He should be here in about ten minutes, I guess.” I cleaned up my mess, putting my dishes in the dishwasher. 

 “Sounds good,” he said pulling on his jacket and picking up his coffee. “I’ll see you later, than. Enjoy your first day. I want to hear all about it later.”

 “Sure you do.” I said with a smile, and he walked out the front door. 

 A few minutes later, I heard a knock at the door. Jayson stick his head in. “You ready?” he said once he saw me. 

 “You know, you didn’t need to come to the door and get me. Beeping when you’re outside is fine.” I explained. 

 “Yeah, yeah,” he said in response. “Don’t forget a jacket; it’s kind of cold today.”

I grabbed my jacket that was hanging over the chair and ran out the door into the cold. 

 The school was quite a bit further than I thought. It took a good fifteen minutes to get there. It didn’t look like I would be walking if I couldn’t get a ride. It was also a lot bigger than I would have expected, for such a small town. We parked in a small lot to the far left of the school. Jayson called it the “over flow” lot. It’s for students who aren’t seniors yet that get special permission to drive to school. I didn’t ask any questions, I didn’t want to know how he got permission. Just as if he had read my mind, he turned to me and gave a smirk. Just like I thought, I didn’t want to know. 

 Jayson was kind enough to walk me to the main office and wait while I signed in and got my schedule. The secretary explained all my classes to me and gave me a map of the school, so I wouldn’t get lost. That was definitely a big fear, an irrational fear, but a fear all the same. Getting lost. I couldn’t get lost.

 Jayson looked at my schedule as we left the office and showed me what classes we had together; first period English, second period History and we had the same lunch. He walked with me to my locker, in the same area as his and then together, walked to our first class. I couldn’t get over how beneficial it was knowing someone who seemed so… selfless. Honestly, in a school this big and in a new, strange place, I don’t know what I would have done without him. I would have gotten lost finding something as simple as my locker, that’s what.

 For a dreaded first day, it was going by pretty quickly. Thank god, none of the teachers, so far, made me stand up to introduce myself. I don’t think I could handle that. I am pretty positive that I would have stumbled over every word that I managed to speak and then, probably, get dizzy, maybe throw up? How knows, but I’d rather not find out. Public speaking was never my thing and I avoided it at all costs. A few people at my last school who sat in the front row could testify to the very reason why I shouldn’t be allowed near the front of a room. 

 After my first two classes, Jayson managed to finagle a way to walk me to my next class and still make it to his before the bell rang. Luckily, my third and fourth classes were in the same hallway. No way for me to get lost. When fourth period was finally over, I let out a relieved breath. I hate Spanish, something I was never good at. Conjugating I could do, but to formulate a sentence, me? Not so much. The bell rang and as soon as I was out the door, I saw Jayson leaning against the lockers waiting for me. 

 I gave him a curious look. “Jayson, don’t you have anything better to do than guide me around all day? Or are you just trying to get out of your classes early?”

 “No, not really.” He said with a big smile. I was getting used to that smile. “I thought I would come and walk with you so the caf, unless you would like to find it yourself?” Not waiting for an answer, he spun and started away.

 “No, no. I’ll walk with you.” I said quickly, running to his side and looping my arm with his. No way for him to escape and no way for me to get lost. Bonus.

 We walked down a few halls and through the media center, and then took the stairs down. It was only a short walk from there to the caf. Once we got in the very large room surrounded by glass windows, Jayson walked me over to his usual table, already full of people. 

 “Hey guys, this is…”

 “Oh yeah, the new girl! Trystessa, right?” said the girl across the table. She leaned back in her chair and crossed her arms over her chest, a small smile crossing her lips, seeming amused.

 “Trystie” I said. 

 “Yeah,” Jayson cut back in with a glare. “I know you all heard. This is Trystie. Trystie, these are my friends, most of them.” He gave someone a fixed stare, than continued again. He introduced me to everyone; the girl who interrupted was Becky. She had medium length straight blonde hair and icy blue eyes. I was told she was notoriously known to be out spoken and sometimes rude. I heard the word obnoxious from somewhere around the table and she turned to stick out her tongue. “She’s also a gossip whore.” Jayson whispered not very successfully. That earned him a very unfriendly finger waving in the air. He laughed slightly then continued on.

 He went around the circle making sure I met everyone. Lauren was next, a nice girl with reddish blonde curls shaping her face. She gave me a nod and smiled. Next were Alex and Mike, very large twins with shaggy brown hair and hazel eyes. They looked like they could bench press a Volkswagen.

 Across from them was a girl, Drea. I absolutely loved her short bob haircut and the deep brownish gold color. She waved awkwardly and smiled. Jayson continued the introductions, but suddenly I didn’t hear him anymore. The most gorgeous guy I had ever seen walked into the caf, striding beautifully across the room making time seem to stop. And he was headed in our direction.

 He was at least six feet of absolute perfection. His skin was light and contrasted drastically with his long almost black hair hanging down over his eyes. His loose shirt and fitted jeans fit his lean body flawlessly and complimented his every move. 

 I seriously hoped my mouth wasn’t hanging open. I physically checked when everyone turned to see what I was looking at. Becky snickered as she turned and saw what caught my eye. I was too enamored to respond.

 “Hey, Jayson! You missed one hell of a party this weekend. You hurt my feelings not coming.” He stopped and stuck out his bottom lip at his friend. “You know you need to make it up to me, right? The best friend has no valid excuse to miss a party.” 

 Then the smile that was created on his face, in that moment, sent a chill through my body and made my knees weak. 

 “Yeah, I know.” He ran a hand threw his hair. “And you know I will.” Jayson said in response, than glanced at me quick from the corner of his eye. I knew he was putting something off to come and get me at the airport.

 “Hey, who’s you’re friend?” the guy asked, eye finally focusing on me. I was having a hard time looking away. 

 Jayson rolled his eyes and turned toward me. “Kamdyn, this is Trystie. She’s new, just moved up from Florida.”

 Kamdyn’s eyes locked on mine and a chill through my body. I was hoping that it didn’t show on the outside. He stood there, looking at me, confusion written across his face. He stuck his hand out, reaching for mine. His eyes, never left mine. Looking more intently into his eyes, I realized they were an unusual deep violet and even I didn’t remember telling my body to respond, but the next thing I knew, my hand was in his. His eyes never left mine. A slight shock coursed through my hand and up my arm, but he didn’t let go. The feeling was completely different than anything I had ever felt before and I could see in his eyes that he felt it too. I could feel the very essence under my skin reaching, bonding with his and his with mine. 

 “Nice to meet you, Trystie,” was all he said. It felt like we stood that way for a long time, eyes locked, hands still clasped. There was no way for me to move. I was frozen under his gaze, locked down by his touch. No one around us existed anymore. I felt as though my mind was being wrapped in his and that both our beings were entwining themselves around each other. Then, someone cleared their throat and he dropped his hand. The experience was over, along with the tingling spark that almost left my hand numb. I heard Becky snicker again from somewhere to my right, but I didn’t look at her. 

 Kamdyn straightened himself looking around his friends confused and finally settling on Jayson, looking as if he was going to continue his conversation. As hard as I tried, I couldn’t remove my eyes from him. Not just because of his looks, something deeper, mysterious and unknown. I finally looked away when a girl came bounding up from somewhere behind Kamdyn and jumped onto his back.

 The girl was very pretty, slender with long blonde curly hair and big brown eyes. She was dressed in a really cute tee and a jean skirt. But there was something about her eyes that was… unsettling. 

 “That’s Samantha, Kamdyn’s girlfriend.” I heard Becky say, a big smile remained on her face. 

 Jayson introduced us, but I don’t think she heard anything he said. I nodded when I was introduced, being as nice as I could. She barely looked at me, making a very annoyed, uninterested face. She reached for Kamdyn’s hand without an acknowledgement toward anyone else. As she and Kamdyn turned to leave, I watched as she leaned into him, “That’s the new girl? I don’t see why everyone is making such a fuss.” 

 Jayson turned to me with an apologetic look on his face. “Don’t mind her, she’s a bitch to everyone. It’s not personal.” 

 And honestly, I didn’t. I was more than used to being treated like I wasn’t here, like I wasn’t important. Like I am invisible. What’s one more person that agrees with the rest? I shrugged and had a seat next to someone I didn’t remember being introduced to. Jayson squeezed my shoulder and nodded toward the line of impatient, hungry students. I shook my head and tore my attention away from the now empty door. 

 The rest of lunch went by in a haze. I was asked a few questions that I know I answered, but I don’t remember what they were. I know Jayson bought me something to eat, I know I ate it, but I can’t for the life of me remember what it was. Everything about my existence was zeroed in on that one fleeting moment that was now gone. I mentally shook my head, freeing up my thoughts, trying to focus on something else. Anything else. But my mind was only focused on one thing, the electricity that I felt with his hand in mine. 

 When lunch was over, Jayson walked me through the halls to my next class in silence. He walked up to the door of the Art room, told me where my next class was and then turned to leave. Something was bothering him, I could tell. I hadn’t known him long, but since I’d met him, he hasn’t stopped talking. It wasn’t till sometime during lunch that he got quiet. I reached out and grabbed his hand before he got too far. 

 “Jayson, is everything okay?”

 He turned back to me, a little smirk on his face, but one that didn’t meet his eyes. “Yeah, I’m good,” he said. “Nothing to worry about. I’ll see you after sixth, okay?” Without waiting for a response, he was running up the hall and disappeared around a corner. 

 During my Art class I got to think a good deal about the day. That was one of the reasons I loved art. It gave me a chance to think, to express myself and gave me a chance to let my mind wonder while I worked on something. It was like mental freedom for me. Art always made the tough things in my life seem easier. A place I could escape to without going anywhere. A place I could speak without uttering a single word. 

 I thought about the things that happened in the last couple days. I met my new guardians, Justin and Kimber. They seemed like great people and like they really wanted to do everything to make me happy, to make my new life bearable. At one point they were so close to my parents only their distance made their relationship hard. Being with them actually makes me feel like I have something, even though it is a very tiny part, left of them to hold on to.

 Then there was Jayson. He really is a great guy. He seems to want to do everything to help me get comfortable and situated here. He’s not a bad looking guy either. Of all the people I met today, did he introduce a girlfriend? I don’t think so, but I kind of got distracted. Distracted? Yeah, I got distracted, totally and completely lost all train of thought. But that’s a whole other issue to deal with later. Kamdyn. He is down right the most beautiful person I have ever seen, and yet so beautiful he’s almost too beautiful. Surely, normal people don’t actually look that good? It’s nearly… inhuman. I quickly gave myself a mental slap across the face. Focus. Two seconds after you met him, you met his girlfriend! Figures. Not that I think I could stand a chance with someone like him anyway. What would someone like that see in someone like me? Someone nearly invisible. What was wrong with me? 


 The bell rang, just to proof that I needed to erase all thoughts of him. The bell was right, get over it! I grabbed my books and made my way to study hall. Yeah, more free time to think about things that had no business running ramped in my head!


 During study, I ignored everything and everyone in the class and threw my nose into my homework for tonight. I had massive amounts of work to catch up on and I needed to keep busy. To keep my mind off the forbidden things that didn’t take more than a little knock for me to open the door and be consumed. It seemed to work though, keeping my thoughts focused on all the work I needed to go and I was proud of myself for managing even that small a victory. Before I knew it, the bell rang. When I looked up at the door, Jayson was already there. 

 “You take your chaperone stuff pretty seriously, huh? How much are Justin and Kimber paying you to follow me around school and walk me to every class? I told you, you don’t have to do this. You have to be missing your class time. You’re always at the door as soon as the bell rings. Where was your last class?”

 “Trystie, just let me help you out, okay? No one is paying me and I’m not asking for anything in return. I just want to help you. I don’t need a motive to be a good guy.”

 “You didn’t answer my question.” I said raising one eyebrow at him. He looked at me confused. “Where was your last class?”

 “Oh, um… It was down the hall. It’s not important, can we go?”

 “Sure, lead the way.” He seemed in a better mood now. No more mopy Jayson, thank god. I noticed he seemed to be in a good mood most of the time; to see him unhappy just didn’t sit well with me and seemed nothing like him. And it kind of made me sad. 

 We walked down to my next class, my last class. Finally. The day was almost over, and I couldn’t be happier to say that I made it through my first day without total humiliation. Bully for me! At least this is my easiest class of the day. Something I had always been good at, Algebra. Everything seemed to be looking up, until we turned the corner into the hallway of my class and saw who was standing right outside the door, leaning casually against the lockers. 

 “Jay! What’s going on? Don’t usually see you down here now.”

 “Hey Kamdyn. I was just walking Trystie to her next class. She has Algebra now.” I noticed that strange look creeping onto Jayson’s face again. He wasn’t happy. Was it Kamdyn? Why? Whatever it was I didn’t like it. I looked up at his face, then glanced at Kamdyn. Kamdyn didn’t look upset and he didn’t seem to notice Jayson’s change in mood either. But I wasn’t going to look at Kamdyn any closer, I couldn’t.

 I turned my back on Kamdyn and stepped between the two of them, facing Jayson. “Thanks again, Jayson. Are you giving me a ride home or…”

 “Yes, definitely. I did offer to pick you up. Did you really think I was going to leave you to find another way home? I’ll be here at the end of class.” He flashed me a quick smile, one that showed a shift in his mood back to the Jayson I was getting to know so well. He nodded at Kamdyn and started back up the hall. 

 I didn’t say anything to Kamdyn. I didn’t even look at him as I walked past him into the classroom, but I was fully aware of him following me in. The majority of the seats were already full, so I took an empty seat in the middle of the room all the way against the far wall. I didn’t want to take the chance of sitting where I could see him. The seat I picked could have been better; I was sitting in front of him, but only by one row and two seats over. I just hoped I had no reason to look that way. 

 The class, thankfully, went by very quickly. The teacher lectured the whole period, worst of all, on things I already new. Determined to keep my mind occupied and off the forbidden, I doodled in my notebook. I was so lost in my thoughts, doodling, that before I knew it, the period was up and half the class had gone. I stupidly glanced over at the seat Kamdyn was sitting in, thinking he would have been the first one out the door. But no, there he was, still sitting in his seat, staring in my direction. Stupid, stupid, stupid. I turned back as quickly as possible, grabbed my things and got out of the room as fast as possible. At least I didn’t need to think about it much. When I got to the door, Jayson was there waiting. 

 “Let’s go.” I said, grabbing his arm and dragging him down the hall. He didn’t ask me what was wrong, and I was hoping he wouldn’t. I couldn’t take even attempting to explain it. I just needed to get out of here. 

 Jayson drove us home, back in his usual talkative mood. He talked about all the things that were going on with his friends, but I noticed that he left out Kamdyn as much as possible. Something about bringing him up around me made him uncomfortable. It had to be me if Kamdyn was his best friend. But why? He obviously didn’t want to talk about him, but I couldn’t help but wonder why. We pulled down my long driveway and I noticed no one was home. I hopped out of the truck and grabbed my bag. As I went to go thank Jayson for today, he leaned over toward my empty seat. “Hey, you mind if come in? Unless you have something to do or…”

 “No, Jayson. I don’t mind if you want to stay for a while. Grab your bag. I was going to just do homework for a while. Keep myself busy. Maybe you can help me catch up.” Before I even finished my sentence, he was out of the truck, backpack in hand and walking toward the front door. 

 We went right up to my room and dumped our work out on the bed. We started working on separate things first. I think he picked the easiest things to do first so he could keep a conversation going. He liked to talk about his friends, telling me everything possible about them all. And he thought Becky was the gossip whore? But eventually, the inevitable questions finally had to surface. 

 “What’s with you and Kamdyn?” Before the sentence left my lips, I regretted asking. I watched as the pain seeped into his eyes. 

 He quickly averted his eyes back toward his word, now totally consumed in his homework. “Well, took you longer than I thought to bring him up.” He paused again and I waited for him to continue. He let out a slow breath, but still didn’t look back up at me. “Nothing is going on with us. Why?”

 “Jayson, every time you see him, you get all weird. Like just now, when I asked. The look is… painful. I thought he was your best friend.”

 “No, it’s nothing really. We’ve been friends forever. He is my best friend. It’s just… I was dreading your reaction to him. Everyone loves him. Every girl wants him and every guy wants to be him. That’s the way it’s always been. I was just hoping you… you might be different.” 

 There was another long pause, and I didn’t know what to say. “Oh,” was all I could think to say. I understood everything he was saying, how he felt. I was used to being that person. The one who was always invisible standing next to her best friend, always in their shadow.

 “Yeah,” he continued. “I saw the way you looked at him. I should be used to it by now, but I guess it’s still a shock when I see it again.”

 “I don’t understand why you would care. He has a girlfriend, anyway. It’s not like he’s available and he’s going to take your girl away. He’s really good looking guy, but so are you.” 

 I think I was a little too reassuring as I saw a little smirk spread across his face. I hoped he didn’t take it the wrong way. 

 “I guess you’re right. He does have a girlfriend. One he’s been with for a while. I don’t see that ending any time soon. So, I guess, he can’t take anything from me then can he?”

 “Right.” I said. But once I said it, I had a bad feeling. I smiled the best smile I could, hoping this was the end of the Kamdyn conversation, and went back to my work. So did he. 

 Shortly after Kimber got home from work; Jayson left and went home for dinner. I was surprised he didn’t try to stay, but he said he was expected home. I thought I might hear from him again later, but to my surprise I didn’t. I finished my homework after dinner and decided to stay in my room and watch TV. Kimber and Justin invited me down to watch a movie they rented, but I was in the mood to be alone for a while. For once.

 It didn’t take me long to fall asleep. I guess I was more tired than I thought. Or maybe it was that I had given myself a chance to settle and calm. Either way, as soon as I laid down to get comfortable and watch one of my favorite reality shows, my eyes drooped shut before the opening credits even finished rolling. For the second night in a row, I got lucky, and slept dreamlessly through the night. 

 


The rest of the week passed just as quickly as the first day. I got into a routine of expecting to see Jayson everywhere. He made it a habit of meeting me after almost every class to walk me to the next. I told him over and over again it wasn’t necessary and I wasn’t in danger of getting lost anymore, but he insisted. I was expecting. Any day now, for his teachers to catch onto his ploy for leaving classes early. As the week went on, I did notice that people were watching us walk around together. It felt bizarre having people notice me let alone tracking me as I walked by and I couldn’t help but wonder what all the attention was about. At first I thought maybe I had something on my face or on my clothes. Being self conscious, I spent an abnormal amount of time examining my overall appearance during the day. When I asked Jayson about it, he said he didn’t notice anything. So I tried to ignore it. I had also gotten really good at avoiding Kamdyn. The hardest part of the day was Algebra class, where I knew he was just two seats away from me. I was always too scared to look in his direction, every time I did; he was either looking at me or I would catch the quick shift of his eyes looking away. To be honest, the attention totally freaked me out. 

 Finally, Friday came and the day was already almost over. Just Algebra left and I could have a break from feeling like a person living under a microscope. 

 Algebra was flying by. Thank god! As I went to hand in my homework from the night before, the final bell rang. I let out a sigh of relief and went to go back to my desk and pack up my things. I did a quick survey of the room, and noticed I was one of the last still lingering. Kamdyn seemed to already be gone. Good. I sat down and started packing my bag when someone came and sat in the empty seat next to me. My stomach clenched as I turned to look, and damn it all! It was Kamdyn. 

 “Hey, Trystie! Got any plans this weekend?”

 “Um… Hi.” I said bringing my attention back to packing. “No, no plans. I’m still getting settled.”

 “Well, if you decide you want to do something, I am having another party tonight. I thought you might like to come. If you’re up to it.” Did he just dare me? Then he stood up, winked at me, and walked out. 

 I threw the rest of my stuff in my bag and ran out after him, right into Jayson waiting outside the door.

 “What did he want?” Jayson asked looking more curious that mad. At least there was no pain creeping in behind his eyes again. 

 “He invited me to his party… tonight.” I explained shrugging my shoulders. 

 “Oh,” he said. “What did you tell him?”

 “I didn’t say anything, he didn’t wait for a reply. He just invited me to his party tonight and said only if I was up to it, then he got up and walked away.” 

 And there is was, right on cue, a glaze slid over his usually confident features. “You don’t want me to go, do you?”

 He looked around the empty hallway, at everything except my face. “Well, I was going to ask you if you wanted to go with me, even if he didn’t invite you. I have to go, you know, because I missed the last one. So if you do want to go, you can come with me. I’ll keep you safe.”


Safe? Safe from what?

 I didn’t say anything to him. I just nodded and started walking. Maybe I should go. Just because Kamdyn invited me, doesn’t mean I have to see him or even be near him. At a party full of god knows how many students from this school I’m sure I can avoid one person. Besides, I’ll have Jayson and his other friends to hang out with there. So I guess… why not. 

 “Alright,” I said when we were on out way home. “I’ll go with you… as long as you promise not to ditch me for some hot girl at the party. I still need a way to get home. I just need to run it by Justin and Kimber when they get in.” 

 I watched as Jayson bit his lower lip in a failed attempt to hide his grin, but he said nothing.


 

When we pulled in the driveway, Jayson hopped out to wait with me till someone got home. During our seemingly never ending afternoon, I got the majority of my homework done while Jayson paced around my room in anticipation. He just couldn’t stay still. I didn’t even bother asking him to sit or explain. Just a feeling, but I knew I would get nothing out of it but a bewildered expression and a shrug. Guys.

 When Kimber got home I went down and cleared it with her about the party. We talked everything over. “I know you’re not a little girl, so I’m not going to treat you like one,” she explained. “It’s been my experience that the more freedom I allow you, with small but strict conditions, the better our relationship will be.” She gave me a look that clearly told me this was my one and only chance and I couldn’t mess up. They seemed to trust me, and that helped me trust them.

 When I got back to my room, Jayson was lounged across my bed, watching TV. He jumped up as I walked in the room. “Can you go?” he asked with barely contained eagerness. He looked as if he would shake the answer out of me.

 “Yes, I can go, but…”

 “But…” he said impatiently.

 “But there are two conditions. Well, I guess more like three, in this case.”

 “Well… what are they?”

 I smiled to myself as he started to twitch at his irration while I withheld valuable information. So, I ignored him and walked over to my closet.

 He followed behind me. “Come on, Trystie. Stop playing.”

 I faced him and flashed him a sweet and innocent smile. “What?”

 He narrowed his eyes and… was that a growl?

 “I have to go with you, I have to keep my phone on and with me and…”

 “And!” he said nearly jumping up and down.

 I laughed, he reminded me of a five year old I saw at Walmart once begging his mother for more than one new toy. I crossed my arms. “I thought you didn’t want me to go.”

 “I never said that!” he yelled at me. “I told you I was going to ask you to come with me.” He wiped a hand down his face. “Well… what’s the last one?”

 “Oh, so you were just mad because someone else invited me before you could?”

 “Stop stalling!”

 I couldn’t help but laugh again as I reached in the closet for something more party festive. “I have to be home by two.” I said without turning around. I felt the tense air in the room ease as I grabbed the last piece of clothing from a drawer and headed toward the bathroom. Just before I walked in, I turned around to Jayson. “Just so you know, I wouldn’t have gone without you.” I didn’t wait for him to respond; I just walked into the bathroom and shut the door behind me. 

Chapter Four


 

We got to Kamdyn’s house early. From what I was told, Jayson had promised to come before everyone got there. He didn’t explain why and I didn’t ask. I assumed it was some weird guy thing and left it at that. But that didn’t stop me from trying to figure it out the whole ride there. Kamdyn’s house was huge and, like my new home, was set back into the woods at the end of a long drive way. Only Kamdyn’s sleek car was sitting in the open garage. No other cars were in sight.

 Jayson didn’t knock before he walked in, he just opened the door like he lived there. I followed him threw the entrance and down the hall to what looked like the living room. He turned and cast me a confused expression.

 “Trystie, why don’t you wait here? I’ll go find Kamdyn.”

 I gave him an unsure look, worrying on my bottom lip. I wasn’t fond of the idea, being left here, alone, in Kamdyn’s house. Alone. I didn’t even really know the person who lived here. What if he found me sitting in his living room? What would he do? Be mad? I wasn’t in any rush to find out.

 “Don’t worry, I’ll be quick.” Jayson reassured me, reading the expression on my face more than accurately. He gave me a quick smile and squeezed my shoulder, then disappeared. 

 I couldn’t just sit down and wait for him to come back. I was too nervous and fidgety, mostly about running into Kamdyn himself. The party would be easy to get through, as long as Kamdyn kept a good distance. There was no reason to upset myself again and definitely no reason to upset Jayson. Now that I thought about it, I really hoped Jayson wasn’t getting the wrong idea about us. He is a friend. A good friend and although he is incredibly good looking and seems to care about me, more than I am used to, I just… can’t see him that way. What I need more than anything else is a friend, and that’s what he is. I don’t know if I would be ready for more than that.

 Because I couldn’t sit, I walked around the big room. I glanced at all the family pictures on display, examined his insane entertainment system and TV. Who actually needed a TV that big? I shook my head and walked over to a wall of more pictures. I stopped at the most recent one of Kamdyn. Just looking at a picture of him sent a chill through my body. I would never have thought that a picture could capture all of his perfection. The colors of ravens feathers flowing through his hair, that confident yet not full-of-himself expression. But most of all, the camera had managed to replicate the pull you felt when looking to his eyes. Eyes the most amazing color of violet I had ever seen, giving you an intense feeling of… magic, surrounding you and swallowing you whole. One would think it was an experience to avoid like the plague but it was an experience you had to have and once you did, you could almost live for it. Scary. I had a hard time identifying the feeling before, since I never allowed myself to look at him long enough to figure it out. I actually tried to stay away from him, as it seemed, most of the time, he did the same with me. I shuttered again and dragged my eyes toward the large window. 

 “Are you cold?” a voice somewhere behind me asked. I jumped and involuntarily squeaked, startled, and swung around the face the intruder. And there he was, leaning against the entrance to the living room with an amused grin on his face. 


No, just looking at you gives me the chills. “Yeah, I guess I am a little cold.” I said while rapping my arms around myself and hopefully hiding the pounding of my heart hammering in my chest.

 He pulled himself off the wall and started toward me. I suddenly couldn’t move. I could only stand there and stare at the way his faultless body moved as he approached.

 “I could let you borrow a shirt. If you get too cold.” He said once he stopped, inches in front of me. Why did he have to be so close? It was almost painful keeping my hands off him. What I would give to feel the connection between us when we touched. What is wrong with me? If I could have moved anything, I would have slapped myself across the face to wake up, but the only thing I could move was my eyes and I was concentrating on keeping them off his face. 


Have some self control, Trystie!

 “Um… no thanks. I’m sure I’ll be fine.” I answered in response to his offer hoping it was only in my mind that I waited forever to respond. I was surprised I could form the words. It took more effort that you would have thought.

 “Well, the offer is always on the table. Just let me know.” He paused and pulled his attention from my face slowly taking a step back, the smile still perfectly sculpted on his face. “I’m glad you managed to pull yourself from your unpacking to make an appearance. I was hoping you’d come.”

 I didn’t know how to respond to that, so I didn’t. And I didn’t trust myself to reply, so I changed the subject. “Did Jayson find you? He told me to wait while he went to go get you. He said he’d be right back.”

 “No, he didn’t find me yet.” He took that small step forward again. “But it looks like you did.” Again, he was only inches from me, looking down at my face. I could smell his earthy scent, like a soft wind blowing threw a forest, and feel the heat radiating off him, reaching for me. Struggling, I refused to look up and meet his eyes. I felt his hand on my face. His fingers left a trail of tingles in their wake, gliding down the line of my jaw, stopping at my chin. I felt the pressure of his hand lifting my chin up, till my eyes were locked on his. The current spread from his fingers made my whole body tingle while his eyes enveloped mine, tugging at something deep within me. I saw a flash of color twinkle in his unusual eyes, but just as quickly as it appeared; it was gone, like it was never there at all. The smile on his face widened as he glared, unblinking. 

 “Kamdyn!” That was all it took, the loud echo made me jump and our gazes dropped. Kamdyn slowly let his hand slip from my face and turned around. 

 “Jayson,” he said, his voice calm, giving nothing away about what seemed to just happen. There was no way my voice, at this moment, could even fake calm. “Trystie was just telling me you were looking for me. I thought I would wait here until you got back.”

 Jayson’s features pinched slightly. I watched as he took a deep breath and let it out, he literally shook himself and stepped into the room. He looked better now, if I didn’t know him, I wouldn’t know anything was wrong. But I did, so I knew better. There was nothing I could say that would make him feel better at this moment, with the three of us standing here together. It shouldn’t have been but it got… awkward. I would have to settle for a distraction before the tension in the air surrounding Jayson strangled me.

 “Jayson,” I said as I stepped around Kamdyn and headed for the hallway in which Jayson was emerging. “Can I have your keys? I want to leave something in the truck.” Without even a glance in my direction, Jayson reached into his pocket and threw me the keys. “Thanks.” I said as I walked by and out of sight. Fresh air could never hurt.

 I am not sure what happened while I was out in the truck, but when I got back in the house and returned to where I had left the boys, everything seemed to be back to normal. They were both lounged on the big black leather couch laughing at something I definitely missed. I walked into the room and took a seat on the end of the couch, furthest away from Kamdyn, but as far away from both as possible. I didn’t ask any questions or even interrupt their conversation. I simply threw Jayson’s keys in his direction and threw my head back hoping the night would go better then our first fifteen minutes here.

 It wasn’t too long after that that people started to show up and I began to relax a little. The more people around me, the better. 

 Kamdyn eventually drifted off into the crowd of people swarming around his house and Jayson and I became surrounded by his group of friends from school. I began to notice after a while that as people came in to say hi to Jayson, they seemed to eye me from the side. I started getting a little uncomfortable and finally felt it was time to ask Jayson what was up.

 “Come with me.” he said as he grabbed my hand and started dragging me from the loud music of the inside through the backdoor into the silence of the night now surrounding us. 

 We stopped outside on the back deck. He dropped my hand and turned to me. “Jayson, what’s going on? Why does everyone keep looking at me? They all know me now. I’m old news, not the “new girl” anymore. I got to school with them.” I couldn’t help but throw my hands up in the air in aggravation.

 “Relax, Trystie! It’s not a big deal. They’re just not used to having someone… It doesn’t matter, just ignore them.”

 “I can’t, I’ve been trying. It’s really unsettling to have every move you make watched.”

 “Maybe there’s something in your teeth.” he said leaning over to nudge me. “Let me see.” 

 I snarled and shoved him away. “Jayson, not funny! And you will tell me later what is going on.” I didn’t give him the chance to say anything more. He would only keep telling me the same thing. I wanted answers and he wouldn’t give them to me now. But damn it, I would get them. Eventually. I turned around and stalked back into the party, back to the group of friends we left behind. Jayson followed closely behind me, close enough that I could hear him snickering, even with the music blaring around us.

 After that, Jayson wouldn’t leave my side. He barely let me get up, always asking me if he could get me another drink. I didn’t complain, it was nice to be waited on. So I just stayed around the couch talking with Lauren about school and how well I was adjusting. She was really nice and seemed like someone I could get close to. After we exchanged numbers and made plans to go shopping, I decided it was time to make a break for it and run to the bathroom. I wasn’t sure how far I would make it before Jayson caught up to me. I didn’t want to have the ‘I can make it to the bathroom and back myself’ conversation with him, so I moved as quickly as I could through the mass of people, hopefully disappearing.

 Walking away I realized how ironc this was. My whole life I felt invisible. No matter what I did, or I was with or who I dated, no one seemed to notice me. Here, after a life time of not really being seen, I couldn’t seem to hide. 

 I wandered around the house for a while, looking for a bathroom, lost in my own thoughts when I stumbled upon my destination, pulling me back from my run away thoughts.

 It just figures, at a cliché high school party, there would be a long line of waiting girls outside the bathroom. What other choice did I have but to wait? So I got in line at the end behind a girl I recognized from my English class. 

 “Hey, you’re Trystie right?” the girl said almost falling on me in her attempt to turn around. “I’m Heather,” she stuck out her hand to shake mine, but it seemed more of a ploy for me to help keep her balanced. “You’re so lucky!” she continued. “I can’t believe you have only been here for a week and you’re already with one of the most gorgeous guys at school. He barely dates, you know. Not that he doesn’t have plenty of options.” Her eyebrows did a little dance and she stumbled again. I struggled to keep her on her feet. 

 “I’m sorry, Heather, but I don’t know what you’re talking about. I’m not with anyone.”

 She looked up at me dumb founded. “Oh, everyone assumed you were dating Jayson. You guys seem to spend a lot of time together.”

 “No, we’re not dating. We’re just friends.” There was a long pause where neither of us knew what to say. She just kept looking at me, her mouth gaping open, her eyes wide. She finally closed her eyes and shook her head, but didn’t turn around. After a while, it seemed like the conversation was over, I looked around and saw that this bathroom line wasn’t going anywhere. Frustrated, I focused back on the wobbly girl in front of me. “Heather, isn’t there another bathroom in this huge house we can use? The line doesn’t seem to be moving.”

 “Yeah, this house has a lot, but the rest are upstairs and Kamdyn doesn’t allow anyone up there at his parties.”

 “Well, I’ll take my chances.” I said to her and walked away leaving her to fend for herself against gravity.

 It only took me a couple minutes to maneuver through the crowd to the stairway. I made my way up them, seemingly unnoticed. The upstairs was just as large as the bottom floor, so I just started wondering down the hall till I found the closest bathroom.

 I was only up there for maybe two minutes. I washed my hands, fixed my hair and took a few deep breaths before making my way out of the room, just like no one was ever there. I started down the hallway toward the stairs when someone grabbed my arm and pulled me into one of the bedrooms, closing the door behind us. I turned around to reach for the door, but he was standing in front of it, blocking my exit. 

 “Kamdyn?” I looked at him confused. “What are you doing?”

 “I just needed a break.” He gave me a quick smile. “What are you doing up here? I’m sure someone told you I don’t allow people up here during parties… unless I invite you.”

 “I meant why did you pull me in here and then block my exit?”

 “I heard you come up. I just wanted to talk to you, so… 

 So… what?”

 “Why are you breaking the most cardinal rule of my party?”

 “Oh,” I looked away and felt my face heat. “There was a really long line for the bathroom downstairs. I got tired of waiting. It wasn’t like I was going to do anything wrong up here.”

 “That’s not really the point. If anyone saw you come up here, what’s to stop them from following you?”

 I thought for a instant. “Well, maybe, just this once, if they ask you can tell them you gave me a pass. I won’t tell anyone. I promise.” He looked a little irritated as he regarded me with a arched brow. He obviously wasn’t thrilled I broke his rules. I gave him my most convincing, sweet smirk I had. You don’t exactly want to piss off the host. 

 “Fine, but if people start to talk? Everyone knows I don’t invite just anyone up here.” He stepped away from the door, getting a little too close. 

 What was he getting at? “What could they possibly say?” I was trying to think of anything to say to keep the conversation going so I could get out of here. I shouldn’t be here. 

 “Oh well, in this town, they could think of anything. There isn’t much to do here, gossip is all we have. Boredom. You should hear some of the stories that come out of my parties.”

 “Well, I don’t really care what people say. I know what happened and that’s all that matters.” He was so close to me now that I could feel the heat rolling off his body. 

 “Are you still cold?” he asked looking down at me. The look on his face told me, he knew I wasn’t cold before. Great.

 “No, I’m fine now.” Before I could finish my sentence, his hand was on my cheek again. We stood there is silence for a moment. I was lost in the sensation of his fingers on my face, but I still couldn’t look up at him. 

 “I’m curious,” he finally spoke, pulling my chin up to look at his face again. “Do you feel that?”

 I tried not the have any reaction to his words, but I knew exactly what he was talking about. Blank, think blank. Could he possibly be feeling that same pulse of electricity every time he touched me? He just stood there, searching my face for a moment. He didn’t react like he felt the same thing I did. As far as I know, my face revealed nothing, like stone. “Feel what?” I finally said. 

 “Hmm…” He stood there for a little longer before he dropped his hand from my face and back away. 

 I finally let out a breath I hadn’t realized I was holding. I never had such a hard time controlling myself. It’s not like I had never been around a good looking guy before. I am from a town full of good looking guys, half naked and wondering the streets, but I never felt the need to restrain myself before. I had never felt such a strong pull toward any single person in my life. At that moment, I didn’t know if this feeling was such a good thing anymore. I finally looked back up at him, he still hadn’t said anything. I needed to change the subject, say anything to gain my freedom.

 “Kamdyn? Why are you hiding up here?”

 He raised his eyebrow at my question. I got the sense that he knew exactly what I was doing. Thankfully, he didn’t feel the need to say it. “I told you, I needed a break. I’m not much of a party person, really. But people expect it from me, I guess. So when my parents go out of town I try to have one or two. That’s the reason no one is allowed upstairs. It’s my space where no one will find me.”

 “Ok… I’ll just pretend that that made sense to me.” I started to walk around him, making my way for the door. “I’ll just leave you alone then, so you can hide in peace. See you la….”

 His hand shot out in front of me before I could pass him, blocking my exit. “Where are you going? Won’t you stay and keep me company?”

 I looked up at him bemused, “Isn’t that the opposite of your whole point? Don’t you come up here to be alone?”

 “Yes, but I don’t mind your company, if you could tolerate mine for a little longer.”

 I thought about it for a second, the expression on his face when I didn’t answer right away was heartbreaking. I sighed. “Well, all right.” I said. “I’ll stay for a little longer. As long as you don’t make me feel like a hostage.” As I said it, I put both hands on his raised arm and slowly lowered it down to his side. I found that I was getting used to the slight ping I felt when our skin touched and that I was enjoying it more and more each time it happened. Not really a good sign.

 “Yes, you’re right. I’m sorry. I just wasn’t ready for you to run away like that. It’s just… I don’t get to talk to you much or at all really. That’s why I was hoping you would come tonight. I just wanted to know something about you, anything. You’re kind of mysterious. No one really knows much about you at all and I don’t think I would have gotten more than two words in downstairs between the loud music and someone carrying you away.”

 “I didn’t know you were interested in knowing me at all. All you had to do was ask.”

 He gestured for me to take a seat on his bed. As he went across the room and pulling over the chair from his desk and he spun it sitting on it backwards. I watched him as he sat down and thought about what he just said. How am I mysterious? I’m not just going to go around telling people about myself. No one would really care. I barely care. Besides, I’m more a listener than a talker, but I guess this time there’s no way around it. I rolled my neck and snapped my knuckles. “Okay, ask away.” 

 He barked out a laugh and ran a hand threw his hair. “Okay.” He paused, obviously thinking about what he was going to ask first. “How do you like it here?

 “In Southbury?” I watched as he shrugged and nodded. “It’s all right. Is that really the first thing you wanted to know about me, if I was making a good transition?”

 He frowned. “No, not really. I just thought I would start with a less personal question.” He stared down at his hands for a moment and I just waited for him to continue. “How about you just tell me about yourself, everything a… a friend should know.”

 “I really am kind of a personal person Kamdyn. I…”

 “Yeah, I get it. I’m the same way, I guess.”

 It was good to know we actually had something in common. Not that it really mattered how much we had in common. I was debating if it was even a good idea to be friends with him. The more time I spent with him, the stronger that pull seemed to be. But what could being friends really hurt? I knew he wasn’t available. Being friends didn’t seem to bother him. He’s allowed to have friends, right? 

 “Okay, if you want to know something, how about you tell me something about yourself you don’t mind me knowing and then I’ll tell you the same thing. Does that work?”

 He hesitated again, looking up at me this time. I was just starting to get uncomfortable with his eyes focused to intently on me when he finally spoke. “Yes, that will work. How about your favorite color? Mine’s green.” 

 Easy enough. “Mine’s purple.” 

 His questions seemed to go on forever. He told me about his hobbies, likes and dislikes, and I told him about mine. I tried to give one word answers if possible. I didn’t need him know everything about me. Finally, I looked at his clock and noticed it was late, really late. I only had a half hour until I needed to be home. I needed to leave now if I ever wanted Kimber and Justin to trust me again. I turned back toward Kamdyn, interrupting his next question, “Kamdyn, I’m sorry. But I really need to go. Curfew.” I got up and headed toward the door. But Kamdyn jumped up and blocked my way. Again. 

 “Trystie, wait.”

 “Kamdyn, part of our deal was that I didn’t feel like a prisoner. I need to leave, I have to get home and I’m sure Jayson has been looking everywhere for me.”

 I didn’t understand what he mumbled under his breath, something about Jayson, but I didn’t feel compelled to ask. “You’re right,” he said as he stepped away from the door. “When can we finish our conversation?”

 “How could you possibly need to know more? You already probably know more about me then most of my friends back in Florida.”

 “That’s a shame,” was all he said as he went to open the door for me. As I walked by him, he grabbed my hand. “Wait.” I turned to face his, but he didn’t say anything. He just looked at me, his eyes captivating me sending a shiver over my body. 

 I had to speak, I had to go! “Goodbye, Kamdyn.” I said almost in a whisper, gently pulled my hand free and walked down the stairs. 


 

Jayson didn’t talk to me much on the way home, besides asking where I had disappeared to. All I could say was, “There was a long wait for the bathroom”. I didn’t know exactly how long I was gone, but I knew he would be upset if I told him where I really was. He would get the wrong idea. It just wasn’t worth upsetting him, especially when he wouldn’t by the explanation. 

 When we pulled into my driveway, I asked him if he wanted to come in for a while. I knew it was late, but I wasn’t really tired and I didn’t want to be alone. At last the scowl that he had been on his face the whole ride was gone, replaced by that smile I was really getting to love. But just as quickly as it appeared, it was gone again. 

 “I can’t tonight. I have to get home. I have a curfew, too. Same as yours. So, I’ll talk to you later.” He said he would call me as I closed the passenger door of the truck and I just stood there and watched as his white truck got swallowed by the dark forest surrounding me.


 


 


 


 

Chapter Five


 

The weekend seemed to drag on forever. I got a call from Jayson, early Saturday explaining that his parents’ strict curfew was broken by two minutes -by their clock- and he wasn’t allowed to do anything this weekend including use the phone. He apologized quickly, saying he would see me Monday morning, and hung up before I could respond. So without Jayson to keep my mind busy, I was stuck in my room. Not stuck really, I guess I more or less chose to stay there. Justin and Kimber tried to get me to do things, but I wasn’t really interested. They even told me I could borrow their car, but, really, where would I even go? I knew nothing about this town or the surrounding ones, there was no one I could go visit, so I just waited the weekend out in my room doing ever possible piece of homework/make-up work I could find. Needless to say I was caught up with all the work I had missed by the end of the weekend.

 The next couple of weeks went pretty smooth, nothing out of the norm for a girl in high school. It wasn’t until the third week after the party, when things started getting a little weird. That Tuesday seemed to start out pretty normal; Jayson came to pick me up before school, all my morning classes were the same, nothing different there. It was the people around me. I started to notice a drastic increase of gawkers. I thought it was bad before, but after the party, things seemed to settle some. Now it was back full force. They were literally stopping things they were in the middle of doing, to watch me pass. It was completely unnerving. 

 My day hit rock bottom during lunch. I reached our usually table with Jayson at my side. “Crap, I forgot my Art project in my locker.” I said throwing my things on the table. “I’ll be right back.” 

 “Do you want me to come with you?” Jayson asked almost jumping to his feet.

 I waved my hand like I was wiping away his question. “Don’t be ridiculous, eat. I’ll only be gone a minute.” With that, I hurried out of the lunchroom and headed down the long empty corridors to my locker. 

 I opened my locker and shuffled around my things to find my rolled up work. I had spent a ridiculous amount of time of the piece of work. A copy of a picture I once found with my mother. A beautiful man holding a woman, both had enormous, beautifully colored butterfly wings stretching from their backs. My mother had loved it so much, she had bought one small enough to use has a bookmark. The same bookmark that still sat inside her copy of Midsummer Nights Dream. The picture we chose was to be enlarged and then filled in with colored chunks paper we found in magazines, creating a beautiful mosaic. I had put my heart into it and was determined to hand it in today. No exceptions.

 I retracted my hand just in time, as someone slammed my locker shut. 

 “You stupid bitch! Who the hell do you think you are?” a screaming voice said from directly behind my right ear. 

 I spun around to see Samantha standing behind me, her hands raised in the air, waving frantically. Pure loathing gleamed in her brown eyes. All I could do was stare at her stupified. What the hell is she talking about?


“Um… Samantha? What’s going on?” I asked calmly. 

 Her face reddened and her jaw clenched. “You know damn well what’s going on! I knew from the moment you came here you were going to do this.” Her voice was so shrill and carried easily down the halls. I was just waiting for a crowd of spectators to gather around us. 

 “I’m sorry, Samantha, but I have no idea what you’re talking about.” I replied beginning to work around her.

 She mirrored my movement, keeping her directly in my path. “Don’t play stupid with me. You made him do it!”

 “Made who do what?”

 “Kamdyn!” she screamed louder. “Everyone told me about the party.” Completely caught off guard, I said nothing. Definitely not expecting that. “You can’t even deny it,” she screamed in my face when I didn’t speak.

 I took another step, she countered. “Samantha, honestly, I don’t know what happened between you and Kamdyn,” I eased, putting my hands out to ward her off, telling her I wasn’t going to fight. “But whatever it is, it has nothing to do with me.” Before I even finished my last word, she took a step closer, her nose nearly touching mine.

 She paused, only a second. “Watch your back, bitch!” she ground out, then stormed off down the hallway, out of sight. I shook my head and took off in the opposite direction. 

 When I got back down stairs, to the caf, everyone at my table was huddled together, whispering. When they saw me headed toward them, they all adjusted themselves and sat down. All conversation ceased. You know when you know people are talking about you, when you walk into a room, they see you, than suddenly they’re all quiet. That was exactly what was going on here. I narrowed my eyes and walked over to my seat and sat down, looking at everyone. “What’s up, guys?” I finally asked looking around the table for someone, anyone, to explain. 

 “Samantha was down here looking for you.” Lauren said not really looking at me. 

 “Yeah, I know. She found me.” I replied, seeming unfazed. I knew if Samantha was here, she must have told them why she was looking for me. So I could only assume everyone here was jumping to the same conclusion she was. I looked over at Jayson and he refused to meet my eyes. I rolled my eyes, but said nothing.

 “She found you? Already? What happened?” Becky asked, ready to jump out of her seat in anticipation. 

 “Nothing really,” I popped a fry in my mouth. “She found me at my locker and started screaming at me for, I don’t even know what. Something about her and Kamdyn, saying that it was “all my fault”. I told her I didn’t know what she was talking about, but she didn’t believe me.”

 “Wow! I’m kind of pissed I missed it.” Becky said disappointed. “Next time, have her come find me first.” she added with a smile.

 “Ok, Becky. I’ll make sure I do that.” I said in mock seriousness “So,” I was aiming my next question at everyone. “Does anyone want to explain to me why I am being blamed for… for whatever her problem is?”

 “Kamdyn dumped her.” Alex said.

 “Yeah, I heard it was really bad. And public.” Lauren added.

 “Damn! I miss all the fun.” I heard Becky say to no one in particular. 

 I sat there for a minute, while Lauren was giving the up-to-date gossip with Kamdyn’s and Samantha’s very public, very embarrassing break up. But I wasn’t really listening.

 “Uh, guys?” I interrupted. “Can someone explain how their ‘very public break up’ has anything at all to do with me?”

 “Apparently, people seem to be passing the word around that Kamdyn is interested in you, actually. Some people don’t believe it. Kamdyn and Samantha have been together for two years. Maybe he finally got tired of her shit and cut her loose, which I think is most likely. No offense to you of course. It’s just, Samantha is an insufferable bitch. How he could stand her for two years I will never understand.” Alex explained.

 “Or maybe it is true, that he found someone else that he’s interested in, you.” Mike added. 

 “Trystie, the reason why this is such a big deal is because, well, Kamdyn didn’t ever date anyone from school. It wasn’t until we got to high school that he found Samantha that there was someone that was “good enough” for him.” Lauren tried to explain. 

 “Well, I don’t think that’s it. It just can’t have anything to do with me. I haven’t even talked to Kamdyn in weeks, since the party.” I told them. I was even more confused now then I had been while being yelled at. This type of thing just didn’t happen to me. 

 The bell rang before anyone could say anything further on the subject, which worked fine for me. I didn’t need to know what they thought. I knew this couldn’t be about me. Like I told them, Kamdyn and I hadn’t spoken since the party. I saw him in class, when he decided to come, but I got pretty good at pretending he wasn’t there. I needed to clear this up. The whole thing put a huge knot in my stomach. I had enough to worry about. This wasn’t helping my stress level. I decided, by the time I was walking down the hall to Algebra, I needed to talk to Kamdyn. 

 When I walked into class, Kamdyn was no where to be found. It was still early, I had a few minutes until the bell rang again so I put my books down on my desk and walked out into the hall. I leaned up against the opposite wall and peered up and down the hall waiting for a glimpse of the person I was looking for. He never showed. The bell rang, I looked up and down the hall one last time, then crossed the hall to class. 


 

Jayson pulled up in front of my house and shut off the engine. I didn’t say anything for a minute. He just sat there, staring out the front windshield as the rain poured down in buckets around us. 

 “Can I ask you something, Trystie?” he finally spoke. The whole way home I could feel his tension, that there was something he needed to say. 

 “Sure, Jayson, anything. What’s on your mind?”

 “Tell me what really happened at the party. You disappeared for a long time at the end. You said you went to the bathroom and there was a long line but…” He stopped, looking down. When he looked up again, he brought his eyes to my face. “People are saying that you were upstairs… with Kamdyn.”

 “Jayson, I…” I quickly jumped into my defense mode, ready to sling any excuse in the way. 

 “I won’t get upset. I promise. I know that’s why you didn’t want to tell me in the first place. Since you first met him, you saw how much it upset me. The way he looked at you.


Looked at me?

 “Jayson, you’re right. I should have told you that night. But I honestly thought you would take what did happen the wrong way, that maybe you wouldn’t believe me.” I couldn’t take my eyes off his face. I was just waiting for his expression to change. “You’re going to laugh probably.” I proceeded to explain the entire night from the moment I left his side, leaving out only a few details. Like Kamdyn’s warden act.

 When I stopped, I just watched him carefully. He just sat there for a moment, searching my face. “That’s it?” he finally asked.

 “I told you it was nothing. That’s it.”

 “What did you talk about?”

 I smiled. “Nosey!”

 “I am just curious.” he said while he opened his door. He looked back at me as I rolled by eyes and we both ran to the front door. 

 No one was home, like always when I got in from school. Jayson stayed almost everyday, so I was never alone much. Which was good. As I sat in my room, while Jayson raided the fridge, I thought about Jayson and what Heather said. About being lucky to be with him. I knew it was stupid to think, but did Jayson think we were together? He did seem to act that way. When it came to Jayson and Kamdyn, I felt like the fire hydrant in between two dogs marking their territory. 

 When Jayson came back he made himself comfortable on my bed and turned on the TV. I reached for the remote and turned the TV off. He turned quickly over to me with confusion easily readable on his face. 

 “Will you explain something to me?” I asked as I sat up.

 He followed in my example and lifted his back off my pillows, turning to face me. “Sure, if I can.”

 I took a deep breath, than let it out slowly. “Explain why everyone thinks that this break up is my fault.”

 He rolled his eyes. “Trystie? Do you own a mirror?

 “You know I do.”

 “Then I don’t understand why you need to ask.”

 “Be serious, Jayson.”

 “I am serious!” He sat up straighter and moved closer to me. “Why do you think people are always looking at you?”

 “I don’t know, because I’m new?”

 “Umm… no. Because you are beautiful! How do you not know that?” His hand reached up to touch my face. “You are the most gorgeous person I have even seen.”

 “Jayson…Thank you,” I said as I felt the blood rush to my face. I didn’t know what else I could say. “I really don’t deserve to have a friend like you.” I added. 

 His hand moved from my face and placed both on my shoulders. “No,” he said looking down into my eyes. “I don’t deserve you as my friend. I’m lucky enough that you spend all your time with me. I feel like I keep you only to myself.”

 “Well, you do.” I said with a big smile. “But that doesn’t mean I don’t enjoy your company.”

 “I guess we have a good set up then.” He grinned back, a loving smile that filled me with nothing but happiness.

 “But honestly, why?” 

 He sighed. “Kamdyn and Sam have been together for, I don’t know, it seems like forever, and before he met her and even during he has never really shown any interest in anyone else before. Now that I think about it, he doesn’t show all that much interest in Sam either. He has girls falling all over him everywhere he goes. Being that we have been friends basically since birth, I have been a witness to all of it. But in all that time, with all those nameless girls, not once did he show anyone of them anything more than a polite response.” He looked up at me, catching my gaze. “Then you came along and the second you met he got completely… weird.”

 Dropping his eyes from mine, he shook his head and looked out the window. “Anyway, I wasn’t the only one who noticed.”

 I rolled my eyes, even knowing he couldn’t see it, and fell against my pillows. “I don’t know what you’re talking about,” I said, grabbing the remote and flipping through the channels. “I didn’t notice anything.”

 I didn’t look when I heard the grunt, not wanting to see what expression he was casting my way. It was bad enough I could feel his eyes on me, waiting for me to turn toward him, to argue. But as strong as the tingling on the back of my neck was, telling me to acknowledge him, I didn’t. I gave a quick rub to ease the sensation and continued flipping. 

 The rest of the day, while Jayson was here, he was unusually quiet. It’s so not like Jayson to be quiet, therefore, it was more than a little unnerving. Today, the air around us was tense, something so strong it felt nearly physical. I wanted to talk to him, but something told me that this moment wasn’t the right one. I needed to talk to Kamdyn first. Find out from him what exactly is going on. Only then would I have a higher hand in the conversation and valid proof to shut him up.


 

The rest of the week flew by, during which I hyper aware of all my surrounds. Besides the not so well hidden attempts at hiding their intriguing glances, stares and whispers through the halls and classes, I was constantly on the look out for Samantha on top of and needing to find Kamdyn. I looked everywhere during school and waited for him everyday before class. He never showed. I spotted him a couple of times on my way in to lunch, but every time I headed toward him, he jumped up and disappeared before I could reach him. I got a glimpse of him a few other times in the hall, but again he ended conversations and vanished from sight. I was beginning to think he was avoiding me. Yes, we was definitely avoiding me. 

 But that was good news. Right? 


 


 


 


 


 


 

Chapter Six 


 

The Saturday following my crazy week, I went out shopping with Lauren. We were out most of the day and for the first time since my life was flipped upside down, I felt like I was getting back to normal. I was shopping with a girlfriend and just talking about topics normal girls covered. We talked about school and gossip within our group of friends. The who’s dating who rumors and the available hot guys up for grabs. I wanted, badly, to talk about Kamdyn, but he wasn’t brought up. I actually think the whole topic was purposely avoided. In fact, no one seemed to talk about it, even at school. At least, not in front of me. 

 I listened intently as Lauren gave me the run down. It was almost like a wake up call, someone telling me I was still only a girl in high school. No traumatic life changing events, no leaving your home to go live with strangers. If only for a few hours, I didn’t feel so much older than I actually am, I felt like just a girl. A plain girl, still in high school. I finally felt like I was part of this new place I was living in. I had people who cared about me, and for the first time in a long time, I didn’t think about the past. 

 Finally, around six o’clock, Lauren dropped me off at home with throbbing feet. After Kimber insisted on examining everything I bought to “see what she can steal”, I went up to my room to relax. I went a little over board today with the shopping, it seemed. It used to be a weekly event with all my friends down south. We would all get together and go on a day trip to the closest outlet malls. So it’s been about two months. Two months since I gave my feet and my credit card a workout. I guess it was too long of a break because they were screaming at me. 

 I knew wasn’t going to hear from Jayson tonight. He told me earlier this week about a family birthday party today and, obviously, wouldn’t be home in time to do anything. It wasn’t a big deal. I was getting very used to always having him around, especially since I didn’t want to be alone, but he did need to go off and do things without me. So I put all my new clothes away and changed into my most comfortable lounging clothes, my cut off sweats and vintage tee, and plunked down on my bed. 

 The TV was on, but I wasn’t really watching it. It was more or less on just for the background noise, to keep the silence from creeping into my mind. For some reason I just wasn’t all that good at being alone anymore. Go figure.

 I was looking intently out my window, watching twilight seep slowly into nightfall. Thinking about how twilight was my favorite time of the day, when day slowly turns into night. I watched as the beautiful colors streaked the sky from around the dark, blackened branches of the trees surrounding me. I watched as the darkness seeped out from around them and slowly consumed the light, swallowing it down and pushing far away. It was strange how most people didn’t like the dark, were actually afraid of the dark. I, on the other hand, loved that darkness. I welcome it. There is nothing mysterious about the daylight because you can see everything around you, there was nothing to uncover. But at night, everything is a mystery. You need to uncover everything because it is all bathed in a cloak of darkness until you can peel back the layers of dark to unveil what’s underneath. 

 Completely consumed by the swallowing darkness, out of the corner of my eye I saw something small whack against my window pane with a light ting. I sat up confused, and waited. Nothing happened. Intrigued, I slowly got up and walked over to the window. Nothing, only the dark line of the woods outside and the big tree whose branches brushed against my window panes in the wind at night. I glanced out again, saw nothing and walked away. 

 Restless now, I walked into the bathroom and brushed my teeth. There was no way to stay still now. My imagination isn’t that creative. I know that something was there. But if I looked and nothing was there, then how can I argue with myself. I mentally shook my head and finished brushing my teeth. I took a few deep breaths to settle my damaged nerves and walked back into my room, threw on my covers and closed my eyes. 


Tink, tink, tink. 


 “Oh god, now I’m hearing things!” Without opening my eyes, I grabbed my pillow and pulled it over my head. 


Tink, tink, tink.

 I pulled my pillow down harder, muffling all sound.

 “Trystie. Trystie, wake up.” The voice was like a whisper through the pillow, but I heard it and it sounded so familiar. I slowly pulled the pillow away from my face but kept my eyes tightly closed. 

 “I’m not sleeping.” I said frustrated, but more or less to myself. Maybe I was sleeping. 

 “Can you open your eyes and come to the window, please?”


Come to the window? My eyes flew open. I wasn’t dreaming. Someone was really outside. I sat up quickly, my attention flying to my big window. Someone was outside. Outside the second story window? I got up and tentatively walked over and opened it. It took me a second to find the person who was hanging around my second story window. Once my eyes adjusted to the surrounding darkness, I got a glimpse of someone just to the left of my window and knew exactly who it was. Kamdyn was crouched on a big branch in the tree outside.

 “Kamdyn? What the hell are you doing?”

 “I… umm… can you come outside, so we can talk?”

 “I… Yeah, give me a minute. I’ll meet you in the front.” Swiping up my clothes I had just changed out of, I ran back into the bathroom. Emerging in record time I ran downstairs. 

 It was still early so Kimber was in the kitchen, making a late dinner. She looked up as I burst into the room. 

 I forced myself to take in deep calming breathes and calm down. “Kimber, I need to get some air. I’ll be back in a little while.”

 “You don’t want dinner?”

 “I already ate with Lauren. I’ve got my phone if you need me,” and I stepped out the door. 

 Closing the door behind me, I onto down the porch and headed toward the driveway. As I stepped off the bottom step, there was a shadow leaning against the edge of the house. Casually, like he waited there in the shadows everyday, Kamdyn pulled himself from the wall and walked toward me. As he came toward me, the porch light spilled onto his features and slowly thrust away the surrounding shadows. A sly, knowing smile appeared on his face. 

 Ignoring the jolt in my stomach, I propped my hands on my hips. “You know, there are easier ways to do this. Ever hear of a phone?” I said as he came to a stop a little too close in front of me. 

 “Yeah, but this was a lot more fun.” He let out a little laugh and my stomach cramped. “Will you walk with me?” he asked gesturing toward the driveway.

 “Where are we going?” I asked as my feet, betraying my questions, started walking on their own. 

 “There’s a place up here where I love to go to. It’s right down the street, if you would let me take you there.”

 “No offense, but why?” He didn’t answer me, didn’t even look in my direction as if I didn’t utter the words. I sighed, defeated. Curiosity would definitely kill the cat. “Can you tell me what this is about?”

 “I told you, we need to talk.” He paused for a moment and I waited for him to continue, anxious to see why he would come seek me out after his more than obvious attempts at avoiding me over the last couple of weeks, that he needed to climb up the tree outside my window to get my attention. Why not? 

 “But do you mind waiting till we get there?” he said in almost a whisper. I said nothing, just kept walking.

 We took a right at the end of my driveway and walked down the empty dark road in silence. We passed Jayson’s house and I couldn’t help but look to see if he was home, but no lights were on.

 “You know, I’ve been looking for you all over school this week. There are things we need to talk about.” I finally spoke, breaking the silence between us.

 “Well, we will both get to say everything we need to in a few minutes.” 

 Then the silence resumed. A defining silence that I felt if I didn’t break it again soon, I would be swallowed whole and consumed by the darkness. Where the feeling came from I have no idea, but it was there. I pushed the feeling away the best I could and clenched my fists, feeling the bite of my nails digging in to my palms. The slight pain calmed me. Not completely, but enough. 

 Bringing myself back to the here and now, I noticed as we took another right further down the road and ended up surrounded by woods on either side. The roads in this area didn’t have street lights, so once we were encircled by woods, it was pitch black. A darkness so thick not even the moon could penetrate its essence. I couldn’t see more than a few inches in front of me. And it definitely didn’t help my coordination, so naturally, feeling the need building underneath my skin to embarrass myself, I tripped over something unseen in the street. 

 A prickle in my hand caught my attention and I realized Kamdyn had slid his hand into mine to help guide me along in the dark wilderness. I couldn’t pull it away. 

 “We’re taking this path right here.” he said suddenly, his voice booming in the deafening silence as he guided me to the right once again. 

 Once we were on the path, my eyes adjusted slightly to the darkness. Kamdyn led us down a very long trail deeper and deeper into the forest. After a while, I started getting nervous. What could possibly be out here in the middle of the woods that is that interesting? The thought of living surrounded by woods was scary enough for me, now someone I barely new was pulling me by hand deeper and deeper into this enclosing darkness. 

 Finally, the thick black started to lighten slightly and the path began to open. When we reached a clearing, I realized why this was a place he loved. About fifty yards from where the trail opened up, was a beautiful lake sparkling in the reflected moon light. The most perfect night to be here, under tonight’s full moon. 

 He stopped about half way between the woods and the lake and dropped my hand. I felt the sting of his touch part from my flesh, the absence almost painful, but I kept walking, all the way down to the edge of the water. I stood there for a while, just gazing out over the dancing moonlight. It was one of the most beautiful things I had ever seen. Who could have known this was hiding behind the wall of a forest. I couldn’t bare to take my eyes off it. 

 When the image was thoroughly burned into my mind, never to be forgotten, I turned around. My face coming mere inches from Kamdyn’s chest. 

 “That’s exactly why I love it here.” he spoke without looking down at me. “I haven’t been here since I was younger. Haven’t really had a reason to.”

 “How did you even find this place?” I turned away from him again, looking out over the water. “It seems so out of the way from everything. In the middle of nowhere.”

 He laughed a small, unexpected laugh. “Jayson and I found it a few years ago. As you can tell, there isn’t much to do in this town, especially with no license to get anywhere. So we used to wander around in the woods and we just happened to find this place. Since then we have had a couple parties here. Nothing like what you saw at my house. We would only invite a few people. Camp out, stay up all night. The usual teenage stuff.”

 “Well, it’s beautiful.” 

 We stood their in silence, taking in our surroundings, but I could still feel Kamdyn standing behind me. He hadn’t moved. I knew that I needed to talk to him, that it was important to understand. For me, for him, for Jayson and all our friends. To be able to solve the riddle everyone had been trying to solve but afraid to ask. But I found now that he was here, that we were here; I couldn’t find the words to start with. All I could do in the moment was stand there, unmoving and speechless. 

 “You said you were looking for me?” Kamdyn said softly with surprise in his voice. Almost… laughing?

 I didn’t turn around. I knew looking at him I wouldn’t able to form the questions that have been swimming in my mind since the whole thing with Samantha had started. “Yes. But you were… avoiding me. And not too subtlely, might I add.” Finally, I found the strength to turn around and face him. He was closer than I remembered. 

 “I… I guess I was. Avoiding you, I mean. I was trying to see…” My stomach plummeted. I couldn’t help but not let him finish, I didn’t care what his excuse was.

 Now I spun around to face him, fast, shocked at his candor. “Why would you want to avoid me? What did I do?” I don’t know why but I was afraid I was going to start crying. 

 “You didn’t do anything.” He stopped, his mouth beginning to form more words, but nothing came out. 

 “I don’t understand, then. Why would you come to my house tonight and pull me out into the night if I’m so bad?”

 “You’re not…!” He stopped mid sentence and closed his eyes, tight. “Can you tell me why you were looking for me?”

 “Oh, sure.” I crossed my arms over my chest for comfort. “Your girlfriend attacked me Tuesday for starters.” 

 “What?” he nearly screamed. A look of pure wrath filled his eyes, a flash of glowing amethyst sparked, like a jewel caught in the light. 

 I shook my head, convinced I was seeing things. “She got in my face telling me to watch my back, said, “it’s all your fault” and ran off. You mind explaining to me what’s going on? Please? Because you seem to be the only person who can give me the right answers. But as we already established, you were avoiding me, so I had no way of getting them.”

 “I ended it. With Samantha.” I didn’t say anything, but I already knew it was true. It was the biggest news around school next to the senior who ate a tub of cafeteria cole slaw on a dare. Boys. So, who didn’t know? 

 When I didn’t say anything, he continued. “She was… Well it doesn’t matter what she was, it was what she wasn’t. And she wasn’t right for me.”

 “And it took you two years to figure that out?” I asked, trying to understand where I fit into all this. Really.

 “No, it only took me about five seconds to realize it. I just didn’t feel it till now.”

 “So.. I come into this how, exactly?”

 “I told her exactly what I just told you.” He paused again before continuing. My patience wearing me thin, wanting answers so badly I was shaking. “And… I told her there was someone else. I guess she assumed it was you.”


Almost there! “Why would she assume that? I barely know you at all. We don’t spend any time together, inside or outside school. So where would anyone get the idea?”

 “She heard about you disappearing at my party, going upstairs. And she’s jealous of you.” A smile that made me weak appeared on his face. 

 “Jealous of me for what?”

 “You attract a lot of… attention here. Since you came, not one person has given her the time of day. No one even seems to notice her anymore. She likes the spotlight and since the spotlight has moved, she’s furious, and she’s lost.”

 “So you left her because she wasn’t the center of attention anymore?” My heart hammered in my chest at the question, searching for… what exactly?

 “No! I didn’t care what anyone else thought about her. I never did. She could have been friendless and selfless or anything really. The only thing that mattered was the way I felt about her. Or thought I felt about her. The way I feel about her has changed. I feel as if I have been wearing a mask for the past couple a years and finally, someone has ripped it off. I no longer look at her and see… anything. Whatever I had for her before no longer even feels real. It was fake. And now, I am fueled my something so strong I can’t control it. Like I wasn’t alive before now.” 

 The passion in his eyes while he spoke proved to me he was doing nothing but telling the truth. I couldn’t do anything but understand. Even though I still hadn’t really understood what he was saying. 

 “That’s why I’ve been avoiding you.”

 I was so lost in the maze of concepts; I almost missed it when he spoke again. I looked up at him, giving him a confused look, but said nothing. My breath caught as I watched his amethyst eyes light up and burn. I knew something was strange. Glowing eyes? But I couldn’t pull anything up within me to do… anything, other than listen to his words and be lost in his eyes.

 “I needed to know. If I could stay away from you. But these last few weeks, especially the last couple of days, I couldn’t do it. It just keeps getting stronger. It took all my will, my entire being, to pull myself away once I saw you. It physically hurt.” At this point, I think my mouth had fallen open, my breathing deep. But I no words could explain the feeling I had deep in my chest.

 “Even today, I knew there would be no chance of seeing you anywhere, but still I couldn’t help but drive around hoping I would run into you somewhere. I knew then that I needed to talk to you, away from everyone and everything.” He looked down, into my eyes and sat there waiting for a response, but I had none. The moonlight was reflecting off the water and illuminating his face. He looked like a god. So beautiful that it hurt not to touch him. I wanted to, but I was rooted to the ground, astonished. Trying to wrap my brain around what he was saying.

 Just as I was thinking about his skin on mine, one perfect hand came up to touch my face. “Do you feel that?” he whispered as he brushed his knuckles across my cheek. 

 “Yes.” I whispered, so low I almost didn’t hear my own response. 

 “In those first few seconds when we met, and you shook my hand, I knew… that I couldn’t live without you. But I had to try. I didn’t know if you felt the same way or even if you could, and I tried to ask but you didn’t seem willing to…” 

 “It was pointless, Kamdyn. You had every girl in the school drooling after you, and you had a very serious girlfriend. Even if I did feel something, why would I assume… anything? Why assume there was even an inkling of a possibility, or that it was even real?”

 “Because it is a possibility. It is real. I know you feel it. Something inside me knew it the second we touched, that this wasn’t one sided or my imagination. How can I just walk away knowing you feel the same, when I am standing right here in front of you?” 

 “Kamdyn, I…” I started but had no idea where I was going. It was so right so perfect, my heart hurt thinking, knowing, this person standing in front of me, I could feel deep in my soul, was someone who I couldn’t live without. Crazy, I know. But it was there, screaming at me. No matter what I told myself for the last few weeks, now I knew. I looked into his still glowing eyes and felt something click physically inside of me. 

 “Trystie,” he said taking my face in both his hands. “I have never felt anything so intense, so matter of fact, in my life. I was so caught off guard at first. None of it made sense. How could a stranger have such a reaction in me when people I knew and cared for could never cause such a response. I thought I was wrong or… sick. I tried to think of everything, but nothing made sense. It still doesn’t. But I know that as strange as this is, what I feel for you is something so strong I can’t control it, I can’t push it away. This thing I feel for you, this physical pull, it’s inescapable. You have to know that, you have to feel it.” 

 And I did feel it, but I couldn’t make myself say it. It took him this long, from the time we met, for him to understand what he was feeling and to make it real. Yet he stood here, in front of me, touching me and searching my face with those jewel-like eyes for understanding, expecting me to blurt it all out. And as much as I wanted to, there were no words for this feeling. No way for him to understand how much I wanted him, needed him, but could not reach out for him. Because I had forced myself, since the moment we met, to push this thing aside, to not accept it because it was like chasing a dream.

 Both his hands were still cupping my face. His beautiful, deep, violet eyes, still looking for recognition in mine. Finally, my jaws seemed to thaw and I felt words forming in my mouth. “I do feel it, Kamd…” but my words were abruptly brought to a halt when I felt an electric shock take over my body and felt his perfect lips touch mine. The shock started at the point of contact, and traveled out through the rest of my body, engulfing me with heat like I was suddenly standing in the sunlight. I felt myself gasp as the tingling became stronger and his lips parted mine. His soft tongue gliding, teasing over my bottom lip before sliding past my teeth. 

 His hands slide down from my face, drifting down my shoulders and arms, finally landed around my waist, pulling me in tighter against the lean length of his body. My arms, in response, moved from resting gently against his chest, to wrapping around his neck. He made soft eager noises against my mouth in response. Unexpectedly, I felt within me a glass window being broken, letting all the sweet smells and sounds over take everything within. 

 He loosened his grip slowly and we stepped apart slightly. “That was the most amazing thing I have ever felt.” He whispered looking deep into my eyes. The surging in my chest was telling me just how much I agreed with him. 

 It was like nothing I had ever felt with anyone. I have had my share of boyfriends in the past, even ones I thought I might have loved, but not one of them came close to this feeling of… wholeness. As corny as it sounded, for the first time in my life, I felt completed, whole.

 We stood there for what could have been hours, just looking at each other, unbelieving that this was even possible. But I felt it, I could still feel it, deep within me, that pull telling me that this was where I belonged and where I should stay. Even the tiny inches now separating us seemed like an empty ocean keeping us apart. 

 With a movement so fast I could barely track it, his lips were on mine again, slower and less urgent than before, but the feeling taking us over was the same. The heat swelled within me again and I could feel myself getting breathless. My feet lifting off the ground and wrapping around him, my arms locked behind his neck. His mouth left mine in that moment, traveling down my throat. In the middle of a groan that escaped between his busy lips, I heard music.

 The music was familiar, but where was it coming from? My mind was so far off in the distance, it took me a minute to realize it was Paramore. My ringtone. My phone was ringing? Kamdyn froze, his breath warm against my neck. He brushed his lips lightly over my skin, just below my ear, and whispered, “Are you going to get that?”

 Completely shaken by what could only be explained as a dream, I reached down into my pocket as he slowly lowered me back down to the ground. I picked it up quick, just before voicemail got to it.

 “Hello?”


 “Trystie? Is everything okay? Did you get lost?” Kimber’s voice, frantic. I could almost feel her panic through the phone line.


 “No, Kimber, I’m fine. I guess I lost track of time. I’ll be home soon.”


 A sigh of relief vibrated in my ear. “It’s okay, I understand you have things on your mind. I just wanted to make sure you didn’t get lost. Just let me know when you get home.”

 “Okay, I will.” 

 


We didn’t leave right away. Kamdyn sat on a large rock on the edge of the water that over looked the lake, with me wrapped tightly in his arms. Every place his skin touched mine tingled. I closed my eyes and leaned my head back against his chest. We sat that way for a long time, not doing anything but feeling each other near, hearing each other breathe. Being near him was like nothing I have ever experienced. That was it, I was addicted. Now that we both allowed the cord between us to connect, the pull we felt was even stronger, like he said, inescapable. Not that I wanted to escape this feeling. Something finally felt right within me. It was strange, though. How could one person you barely know make you feel so good? When only days ago I felt so completely… broken. With such a painful past and an uncertain future, the one thing I could say I was sure about now was him. 

 So many scenarios ran through my head while we sat there. Pictures I had tried very hard, and most the time successfully, to push away, not wanting to see those faces. Not wanting to feel any of those emotions. I tried hard to replace the brick wall I had set up, keep those memories locked away, tight, but the flood continued. As much as I wanted to, I couldn’t seem to keep my mind on the present, which for once was all I wanted. I closed my eyes and shuddered. I felt his arms tighten around me, sending a pulse of electricity through me. The second I felt it the visions cleared. The memory slide show was over. A tingling sensation flared on my neck as he pressed his warm lips against my skin.

 I involuntarily sighed at the feeling, “Do you think it will ever go away?” I asked him.

 “Will what go away?” he asked, his warm breath teasing against my ear.

 “That… whatever it is I feel every time your skin touches mine.”

 “No, I don’t think it will.” I could hear the smile in his voice, I didn’t need to turn around to see it. “I think it will only get more intense.”


God, I hope he’s right, I thought to myself and I felt every muscle in my body loosen and relax against his strength. 

 I didn’t ask for an explanation, even though any other sane person would. But, I guess, I just didn’t care about the why. I knew what I felt, that there was a physical reaction between us and I knew that he felt it to. Which is good, it lets me know my mind hasn’t gone off the deep end. At least, not completely.

 Not too long after, he helped me off the rock and taking my hand, led me into the forest. The walk home was too quick for me. Now that this connection was made, that I knew it was real, I wasn’t ready for him to leave. I wasn’t ready to go home. I tried making the walk last longer, walking slowly up the road, and dragging down the driveway. Every time I felt we were going to fast, I felt myself slow down. Apparently I was none too subtle about it. Each time, I would fall a couple steps behind Kamdyn, our hands still clasped and stretched their full length, I would feel a tight squeeze and a pull, as Kamdyn drew me back up to his side making me lean into him. 

 “Tonight is only the beginning,” he leaned down to whisper in my ear. 

 I knew he said it to be assuasive and it wasn’t like I didn’t believe it. I did. I just wasn’t ready to let it go just yet.

 We reached the house in what seemed like record time. We stopped at the edge of the house closest to the porch, where when I first came out Kamdyn was leaning. He leaned there again now, pulling at my arms till I was pressed up against his chest.

 I felt him lean down and place his cheek against my hair. “I’ll see you soon.” he whispered into my curls.

 I couldn’t respond. I wasn’t ready to go inside, but I knew I needed to. His hold loosened and I felt his hand grip under my chin. He slowly, brought it up until my eyes were on his face. I got one shadowed glimpse of his features before he bend down to kiss me one last time. Before I could open my eyes, he was gone. 

 When I walked inside the house, all the lights were off. A soft glow over to my right revealed a small light in the living room was left on. I cautiously peeked around the wall, expecting I don’t know what, but found Justin and Kimber, wrapped up in blankets watching a movie. I walked to the entrance of the room and leaned against the wide frame, more or less using it for support. “Kimber, I’m home. Sorry I was gone so long.”

 Kimber jumped slightly and turned her gaze to me, still leaning against Justin’s chest. “Trystie, honestly, it’s fine. I was just worried something happened and wanted to make sure things were okay. New mom and all, just being cautious.” She stopped and winced at her own words, but quickly replaced her faltered smile. “You’re more than welcome to stay down and finish the movie with us, now that your home.”

 “No, thanks, I think I’m just going to lie down and relax. I’ll see you guys in the morning.” As I turned around and headed for the stairs, I threw a “goodnight” over my shoulder and heard two responses as I was ascended the stairs to my room, wishing, hoping, there was a bird perched outside my window. 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 

Chapter Seven


 

On Sunday, Jayson called bright and early, but I told him I wasn’t in the mood for company. My mind was too occupied with the flashbacks from the woods the night before. I could hear in his voice that he was disappointed. It was the first time since I moved here that I had turned down doing anything with him, not counting the first day when he invited himself. Wow, a whole weekend without Jayson. Maybe he would go through withdrawals? But I knew as soon as I hung up the phone that he was going to make me feel guilty as hell.

 And that’s exactly what he did first thing Monday morning, when he picked me up for school. At first he was just silent, unusual, but not always unwelcome. Then, as if sensing my comfort with the silence, he broke into a speech about how he knew we were together a lot and that he knew I needed space sometimes. He ended the awkward declaration by proceeding to apologize for getting upset in the first place. After a few breathers on his end, like his speech took a lot out of him, he jumped into a full play by play of all the things he wanted to do on Sunday, but how he did absolutely none of it. The fact that I was possibly the reason he did nothing, was left unsaid, but that doesn’t mean I didn’t hear it anyway. 

 The day was going by quick and things were relatively uneventful. New projects were assigned in English and we had a test in Spanish. On the plus side, the staring and gawking seemed to tone down over the weekend. Even though I felt better about the situation, I wasn’t overly comfortable with it either, and I was still on the look out for an angry spot-light hound to come barreling around any corner at me. 

 Finally, the bell rang for lunch and I walked with Jayson, as usual, through the school and into the caf. But when I got there, something was different. As soon as I stepped into the room, I felt a familiar tug inside of me. I searched through the mass of students getting their lunches and finding friends until I found what I was looking for, our table hidden in the back. Sitting there, at the end, was Kamdyn. 

 As if he felt me looking at him, he raised his head and flashed me a smile, one that would make someone’s heart stop. We both knew that being in school was going to be kind of different. We agreed it would be best to give the gossip a little time to settle before people saw us together, especially Samantha. So we sort of needed everyone to believe we were just friends. For now, it seemed like the best thing to do. When Jayson and I got to the table, we took our regular seats, side by side, at the far end of the table, the opposite from where Kamdyn was sitting. Jayson and I talked about a project and Lauren jumped in talking about our shopping trip, wearing her new shirt and loving my new shirt. But the whole time, I could feel eyes on me. A few minutes later, Kamdyn got up and walked over to us, taking a seat on the other side of Jayson, nearly pushing Alex off the bench. 

 “Hey, Jayson. Trystie. What’s up? How was the weekend?” he asked with a gorgeous smile and violet eyes that landed on my face. I felt the heat rush to my cheeks and hoped no one else noticed. 

 “Boring,” Jayson answered. “Family birthday party.”

 “What about you, Trystie? Anything good happen this weekend?” The teasing tone in his voice made me want to throw something at him.

 “Yes and no,” I said. “I went shopping with Lauren Saturday. We bought way too much, but we had fun. But other than that… my weekend was pretty boring.” All he did in response was cock an eyebrow and nod. 

 “You’re in a good mood today. I take it you had a hell of a weekend.” Jayson asked, breaking Kamdyn’s eye lock on me. But he didn’t answer has he glanced away, only grinned devilishly.

 He turned face Jayson as he spoke again. “So, this year Halloween is on a Friday. I am planning to have a small pool party at my house. You up for it?”

 “Hell yeah!” Jayson nearly jumped out of his seat. “Good to have you back, Kam.” Jayson clapped him on the back, hard, as he nodded, then leaned back to look around Jayson.


Wait, a pool party? In October?

 “What about you, Trystie? You coming?” Kamdyn’s eyes locked on mine again, and the jewels flash quickly, than returned to normal. When I didn’t respond, he smiled again. “Don’t worry, the pool’s heated. You won’t be cold.”

 To me, he seemed to be doing a really bad job at keeping us “friends”. Hopefully, only because I knew better, I was the only one reading further into his words. Telling by the quirk of his lips, he knew exactly what he was doing and having fun doing it. Fine.

 “Oh yeah, I’m coming. Wouldn’t miss it.” I said with a raised eyebrow and smile just for him. He winked at me as he got up from the seat and started walking back to his, when he stopped. He dropped down into a crouch, putting his head between mine and Jayson’s, one arm over each of our shoulders. Today I could feel the tingling through the thin fabric of my shirt.

 “Oh, right. Just one more thing,” he said, brushing his thumb over the exposed skin of my upper arm. “Bathing suits are not required.”


What!

 I felt Kamdyn get up, the sensation he created on my skin slowly disappearing with his absence. I turned to Jayson expecting him to be as surprised as I was, but the expression he wore wasn’t the one I expected. There was a ridiculously large grin on his face, his eyes unfocused and far away, as if visualizing the party already happening. When he finally noticed I was staring at him, he tried to rearrange his face into an expression I was looking for. Instead he looked like it was hurtful trying not to smile. In his failed attempt, he turned away. 

 I waited for him to turn back, eyebrows raised, until he was able to hold a straight face while looking at me. He turned and swallowed noticably, “I miss those parties.”


He’s having a skinny dipping party? And he’s had them before? What did I just get myself into?


My questions must have been announced through my eyes because Jayson’s expression had made a return visit, I’m sure the expression now was him trying really, really hard not to laugh. At me. 

 He calmed himself again and averting his eyes away from me, began to explain. “Kamdyn used to have these parties all the time, back before Samantha was such a bitch. Within the last year or so, he stopped having them. I guess now that there is no more Samantha, he’s going to start having them again. Awesome.”

 While Jayson continued to smirk and attempt to eat his lunch, I closed my eyes and made an effort to soothe myself. Everything will be fine, they are just messing with me. Right? When I opened my eyes, I got a glimpse of Kamdyn. His eyes on my face, two fingers over his mouth in a poor attempt to hide the same smirk plastered on Jayson’s face. Busted. Great.

 After the news of the party, my day seemed to go from fast forward to slow-mo. I couldn’t think of anything else no matter how hard I tried. I couldn’t wrap my mind around not just having a pool party in New England, on Halloween, but that no one invited would be wearing clothes. The thought of all my new friends here, running around naked in Kamdyn’s backyard… 

 Okay, now that I thought about it, it was going to be a little funny. But my mind quickly snapped back to the main problem. Not only were all my friends going to be without clothes, I would also be without clothes. Damn it all, there was no getting out of this.

 It wasn’t that I was worried that I wouldn’t look good. I honestly didn’t care what anyone thought, really, and I was more than comfortable with my self image. It was the thought of other people actually seeing me, when no one besides me has ever seen it all. The only settling feeling I had was the possibility that many of the others would feel the same way I would. Yeah, that was a comforting thought. Out of no where, Jayson’s reaction to the party came back to me. The expression on his face, anticipation. And that smile. He had clearly gone to one of these parties at Kamdyn’s before, obviously, since he did actually tell me that, and he didn’t seem to have a second thought about what he would –or wouldn’t- be wearing. So maybe I would be the only one uncomfortable with this whole… idea. Maybe I could just go back to thinking others would feel the same way. Yeah, that’s the best plan. I wasn’t going to be the only one. I refuse.

 Finally, the bell rang for last period and I knew I was going to see Kamdyn. I could feel him before we entered the hallway headed toward our class. The pull I felt toward him felt like it was getting stronger. When we got to the door, Kamdyn was leaning against the lockers. The second I saw him, my plan fell to pieces and scattered at my feet. Kamdyn was looking down at the floor, trying not to laugh as I approached. He didn’t look up when I reached him. Before I turned to walk into the classroom, I looked up at Jayson, for some kind of comfort or support, but he quickly looked away, scratching the side of his head in an attempt to hide his face. 

 “Ugh!” I screamed in frustration and ran into the classroom, sitting in my usual seat so I couldn’t see Kamdyn. Looks like I was damn well going to be the only one feeling awkward. And Kamdyn and Jayson were going to ride the joke out until it was good and dead.

 When the final bell rang for class to start, I saw movement next to me as my usual neighbor sunk down into their seat. When I looked over, I realized the nerdy guy who was usually there, wasn’t, and Kamdyn had taken his place. I turned around and looked for Kamdyn’s usual seat, now filled by, just guess, my nerdy partner. He caught my eye and shrugged, a “what was I supposed do to?” remaining unsaid. Trader, I mouthed and turned back noticing Kamdyn looking at me. Meeting my eyes, he smiled, a big goofy, proud of himself grin. I quickly turned away. 

 “You already promised to come,” he said, leaning in close to my ear. 

 Just the thought that he knew my mind was working on a plan of escape made me want to scream. Calming myself, I turned to him, forcing him to move back. “And I will be there.”

 He grinned and raised a perfectly shaped eyebrow at me. He had a question, but he wouldn’t ask, and we both knew it.

 When the final bell rang, tell us it was time to go home, I quickly gathered my things and began stuffing my bag. Kamdyn grabbed my leg under the desk, grabbing my attention in a silent plead for me to stay. I sat there and watched as the rest of the class and the teacher ran from the room, eager for their chance to escape. Kamdyn held his hand firmly on my leg until the last person disappeared and the door closed behind them.

 “What?” I said once the classroom was empty. It was so hard to be upset with him now that I was looking directly in those eyes. 

 “Trystie, relax. You’re making this a big deal, it’s not a big deal. We used to have them all the time. Trust me, it’s not as bad as you think.”

 “Kamdyn, that’s not the point. You had to know what my reaction was going to be, that’s why you waited until after I said yes to spring the ‘no bathing suits required’ line. And to make it worse, every time I look at you or Jayson you’re laughing at me. I would be fine if you could leave me alone long enough to get used to the idea.” Not really, but it was worth the shot.

 “If you could see the expression you’re walking around with, you’d be laughing too.”

 “Thanks, Kamdyn, that’s real comforting.” I said sarcastically. I pulled myself away from him and stood. Kamdyn stood up along side me, his height dwarfing me. He took a step closer and bent down to whisper in my ear. 

 “You are so beautiful when you’re angry. You don’t even know how bad I want to kiss you right now. How bad I’ve wanted to all day long.” 

 I blushed, I knew I did. I could feel it. But I was still annoyed. I pulled back from his closeness, gave him a cold stare as I passed and walked out of the room. 

 “What did he want?” Jayson asked once I got out in the hall and headed toward our lockers. 

 “He was just telling me about the party.” I said and looked in Jayson’s direction, knowing exactly what to expect. “Will you stop that?” I yelled. This time, he didn’t even try to hide it. The loud bark poured out as he doubled over with laughter. 

 “I’m… Sorry… Trystie,” he made out between gasps for air. “You’re expression… its priceless!”

 “Thanks!” I yelled as I hitched up my bag and started walking out the building. 

 Jayson caught up with me around the parking lot. He was still gasping for air when he reached me. He apologized, over and over, for laughing. But the apology was once again lost when Kamdyn came driving by, his window rolled down, he winked at me as he passed. Jayson just about fell on the ground, laughing. I stomped off to wait in the truck till me was able to control himself, which was not likely. I wouldn’t hold my breath.


 

That Friday, Halloween and the night of the infamous pool party, came much faster than I ever could have dreamed possible. The deal was to come dressed up in your Halloween costume. I procrastinated so long, I only had the week to figure out what to wear. I ended up going out on another shopping trip with Lauren, the Wednesday before the party, after school. I couldn’t believe how much costumes were going for but we both finally found the perfect ones, beautiful but didn’t break the bank. Although a few people, who were invited, asked me what my costume was, including Jayson and Kamdyn, I refused to let anyone know. It was a surprise. Not that it was anything special or different for that matter. But at least I had that much to look forward to. At any rate, the party would start off like a normal one. Everyone will come dressed up in their costumes and hang out for a while, until midnight. At midnight, the clothes get stripped and it’s in the pool until whenever you leave. 

 I had decided on a straightforward witch costume. The outfit consisted of a short, slinky black dress that had a very deep V neckline and a slit nearly up to my hip on each side, a pair of see-thru spider web leggings that came down just below my knees and a set of wrist length, fingerless, spider web gloves to match. Simple. I completed my witchy outfit with a pair of ankle high black boots with three inch heels and lots of shadowy black eye makeup. My hair, wild and wavy, had only two small strips in the front, pulled back and tied just behind the crown of my head. One thing I absolutely loved about wearing black, it always made the mahogany tint in my dark hair, stand out. 

 Jayson came to pick me up around six thirty. It gave me plenty of time to get ready after a stressful day of, as discreetly as possibly, freaking the hell out at school. What can I say, just because I wanted to not worry about it didn’t put my ever moving mind at ease. Jayson being Jayson, insisted on coming inside to get me for the party instead of just beeping the horn in the driveway. As if that hadn’t been bad enough, lately, Jayson had gotten into the bad habit of just walking into the house with no warning. So like every other day, I didn’t realize he was here, until my bedroom door opened, without a knock I might add, and he came strolling in. 

 “Wow Jayson, knock much? What if I was still getting dressed?”

 Usually, he was real quick to reply, being the smart-ass that he is. But he just stood there, frozen. Unblinking. 

 “Jayson? Something wrong?” I asked, stepping closer and waving a hand in front of his face. Nothing. I looked down at myself and was worried I had done something wrong. It seemed more than appropriate for a Halloween party. I shrugged. 

 “No, Trystie,” he said snapping out of it. “You look amazing.” But, still, he didn’t move from the spot where he first entered. 

 “Thanks,” I gave myself one last once over in the full length mirror, then turned back to Jayson. “Are you ready to go?”

 “Umm… yeah sure.” He shook his head and opened the door wide, bowed slightly at the waist and swept his arm across his body toward the hallway. “After you.” 

 We got in the truck and took off down the road in silence. As unusual as the silence was, at least he wasn’t laughing at me anymore. The last two weeks, he and Kamdyn got the biggest kick out of the torture they inflicted on me, dragging it out as long as possible. I hoped now that the party was here, they would finally give it a rest and let me sulk in my ocean of nerves in peace. At least until midnight. 

 We, of course, we were the first to arrive. And again, I followed Jayson as he just walked into the big empty house without so much as a knock or a yell to announce our arrival. And just like last time, Kamdyn no where in sight. I had a seat on the big black leather sofa and made myself comfortable while I waited for them to come back. Leaning back against the soft leather, I closed my eyes and thought about where the night was headed. A shiver crept down my spine as I pictured everyone encased in shadows, well hidden, and me bare to the moonlight. As long as it took me to get this simple outfit on, in a few short hours, it will all be for nothing. I am going to mourn its loss. 

 Unexpectedly, I felt the sting of an electric current on my neck. It traveled up my throat and to my lips. I didn’t need to open my eyes to know who it was. I could feel him. His lips were so soft and passionate. The kiss he gave me was like a thousand kisses, a cup that was filled to the brim and finally spilling over.

 I opened my eyes as we separated to find myself looking into his beautiful violet colored eyes, the look in them made it almost possible to reach our and touch what he was feeling.

 “You look remarkable. What is your goal here? Trying to look too good, so you don’t need to remove those clothes later?” he asked with his eyebrow raised. 

 Thanks for reminding me!

 I didn’t know what to say to that, so I said nothing. That wasn’t my intension, thought I wished it worked that way. Everyone knew the ultimate reason for the party, the Halloween theme was just a bonus, really. My face heated and I turned away, avoiding is prodding gaze. Until I understood his little reminder for what it was. When I looked back at him, his body turned into the corner of the couch, one arm slug over the top coution, he was trying really hard to hold in his snicker, again. 

 “I’m so glad I amuse you, Kamdyn.” I said as sarcastic as I possibly could. “Thanks.”

 “For the compliment or the reminder?” he asked before his head fell back against the couch and barked out a ridiculously loud laugh like he’d held in every one he’d had since he was ten.. 

 I sat there for a while, just listening to him. As much as I wanted to hate him as that moment, I couldn’t, not while I was listening to that sound coming from his mouth. It was so musical. Even thought I felt my anger washing away under the tide of his emotions, I forced myself to keep my scowl in place. He stopped for a second to look up at me, gasping for breathe. He got one look at my face, and fell over laughing again. I stood up, ready to run out of the house when he jumped up and grabbed my hand. The sensation he left on me was more intense than ever before, my hand almost numb from the effects. His demeanor now calm, with my hand in his, he yanked me forward into his arms. 

 “I’m only playing with you.” He laid a kiss against my temple. “It’s just too hard to resist that expression.” He smiled down at me, a teeth baring smile that made my insides turn to mush, not the mocking one he wore every time he brought up the party. 

 He dropped his hold on me, quickly, and pulled me down onto the couch next to him putting a slight distance between us. An instant later, Jayson came wandering in. I hadn’t even heard him approaching.

 “How is it that I always leave you here and you always find him before I do?”

 I smiled up at him. “It’s a big house, I had a better chance staying still then you did wandering around.” He laughed, then walked around the big couch to have a seat, forcing himself between Kamdyn and me.

 Within the hour, the friends started showing up. There were only about eight of us total. It made me feel a little better knowing that the whole school wasn’t going to be here, but the knot remained in my stomach. Most of the friends I had made here, were now in this room and, later... Yikes! 

 The time didn’t pass as quickly as I thought it would. I tried to enjoy myself, to forget about the event to come, and I did. Just like any other party we hung back and had fun, had a few drinks, played around with our costumes. Becky was dressed as a cat and she played the part well, traveling from friend to friend rubbing up against them, purring, sometimes licking them. When Mike tried to lick her back, she jumped up swiping her claws and hissed. 

 Alex was dressed as a chick magnet, showing off his “creative side”, or so he said. He was dressed in all black; a long sleeve back shirt and black sweats. All different kinds of dolls -Barbies, Bratz, American Girls, you name it- sewn in all kinds of positions all over his body. I didn’t even ask where he managed to get all the dolls, I didn’t want to know. He spent the majority of the night exhibiting his imaginary magnetic force to attract girls. His plan didn’t work the way it was supposed to, girls were supposed to get pulled toward him, instead he seemed to loose his balance and get pulled in the direction of any girl. Which wasn’t much different than any other day.

 Jayson seemed to cause the biggest distraction. He was dressed as a vampire and he went around the party with his fake vampire fangs, biting everyone on the neck. He seemed to specifically come after me a lot, causing me to run around the house trying to hide. I finally figured that he kept coming after me because I kept running, so I stopped running, after he had chased me through the entire house. I finally stopped running somewhere near the kitchen. It seemed that he didn’t expect me to just stop running, so when I stopped, he stood stock still and didn’t know what to do. I turned around and smiled at him.

 “Ha! I figured you out.” I laughed.

 I realized then, as both his eyebrows went flying up, that we were alone on this side of the house. His expression changed into something I couldn’t name, one I hadn’t seen on him before. My stomach did a little flip. Before I could even move, he lunged for me. He tackled me to the ground, landing hard on top of me. He took both my wrists in one hand and held them pinned to the floor above my head. 

 “What were you saying about figuring me out?” he said while his free hand pushed my hair away from my neck. Completely caught off guard, I looked up at his face and watched as he bent down to ‘bite my neck’. But something was missing, his fake fangs weren’t in his mouth. 

 There was nothing I could do. Trapped under his weight with my hands pinned above my head, I squirmed trying to get free. His hands held my wrists tight and hard against the floor, his hips and legs pressing mine firmly in place allowing me not even an inch. It was a wasted struggle, though I had to try. I finally felt his mouth touch my neck, and winced anticipating his teeth. But he didn’t bite me like he was supposed to. He gently dragged his lips across my throat where he should have bitten. His mouth opened suddenly against my skin and…

 “Jayson, what’s going on, you guys get lost?” Kamdyn said from above us. Jayson couldn’t see his face, but I could. There was something in his eyes now that I hadn’t seen before. 

 Jayson appeared reluctant as he released my hands and slowly got up off the floor. When we were both on our feet I noticed Jayson was sporting a real cheesy grin. I looked at him and scowled, turned on my heels and walked out of the kitchen. Kamdyn caught up with me not far down the hall, his tingling touch resting on my shoulder. Jayson wasn’t far behind him, still with a smug expression. 

 “Trystie,” I turned around as Kamdyn grabbed me. “I need to get some things from upstairs for the party. Will you come help me, please?” He smiled mischievously, a gleam in his eyes. 

 I glanced at Jayson then back to Kamdyn. “Sure.”

 “Jay, we’ll be right back okay. Can you go back in there and make sure the twins aren’t destroying my house?”

 Jayson’s arrogant smirk all of a sudden disappeared; he nodded and continued past us, into the living room. 

 Kamdyn grabbed my hand again, without a second glance in the direction Jayson vanished in, he pulled me upstairs. 

 Once I knew we couldn’t be overheard I tried to figure out what was up, because something definitely was up. “Kamdyn, what the hell are you doing?”

 He didn’t answer. He just continued to walk, dragging me by hand behind him. Once we got upstairs, he pulled me into the bathroom I used that first night during the party, and shut the door behind us. Before I could register what he was doing, he grabbed both my hands, pushed me up against the wall and pinned my arms above my head. 

 “What is it today that I did to make people want to restrain me?” I asked seriously curious. 

 “It looked like fun, I wanted to try.” He ran his fingers through my hair, pulling my left side up in a fistful on top of my head. I struggled for breath as he tilted my head to the side and placed his lips against my throat. “I’m going to have to remember how well this works in the future.” He softly spoke against my skin. When he released me, he walked over to the big closet at the back of the bathroom. 

 I stepped away from the wall, following him to the closet at the far end of the room. “You’re not mad? You looked… upset.”

 He let out a soft chuckle. “I’m not mad at you, you couldn’t do anything. And I can’t really be mad at Jayson either. No one knows about us yet, therefore they wouldn’t know to stay away. I can’t blame him for trying. If he only made a move earlier, I might have had something to worry about.” He smiled confidently and started handing me towels. We grabbed enough for everyone and made our way back down stairs. 

 “It’s almost Midnight. Everyone ready?” Kamdyn yelled as we approached the living room where are friends were waiting. A whole bunch of whistles and screams came from the direction of our friends. “Okay, girls? Follow me. Guys, follow Jayson.”

 All four of us girls followed Kamdyn to a room to the right side of the pool. He let us all walk in front of him and closed the door behind him as he entered. 

 “Okay, you guys change here. Leave all your stuff on the bed and come out with your towels through those doors.” He pointed to the set of French doors covered by thin white curtains. “We’ll see you in a couple minutes.” He gave me a quick wink and walked out the French doors, across the patio to another set of similar doors on the opposite side. 

 Becky followed him to the door, shut it behind him and checked over the coverage of the curtains. Satisfied, she spun around. “Okay ladies, everyone ready?” she said with a wicked smile. 

 I was definitely not ready, but what other choice did I have. It was a good thing I decided to wear my bathing suit under my dress because so did the other girls. Becky, Lauren and Drea all had suits on under their costumes. 

 “At least you were smart enough to wear a suit.” Lauren said smiling in my direction. “We aren’t allowed to tell anyone who doesn’t know, you can bring a suit to wear in, but it comes off while we’re out there.”

 “Yeah,” Becky added. “We only wear the bottoms out there though. Once we get in, we take them off and leave them on the patio.”

 My stomach rolled and my heart felt like it was going to leap out of my chest.

 “It really isn’t so bad, Trystie. Don’t be nervous.” Drea added. “It’s so dark out there, you can’t actually see anything. You’ll see.”

 I heard some screaming and splashing in the background and my heart plummeted into my stomach. Okay, everything will be fine, I told myself. I quickly wrapped my towel around me, took off my top, throwing it on the bed, and followed behind as the girls strutted out the doors. 

 I was surprised, once I got outside, that the scene was completely different from what I had just seen when Kamdyn ran across to go change. Just like Drea had said, it was completely dark on the patio. Only a couple strings of blue Christmas lights hung across the pool. Even the lights in the pool were off. The good news was, you couldn’t see anything except a silhouette as we walked out into the night. No wonder no one minded these skinny dipping parties. You saw more skin under the sun with our bathing suits on. The only other light tonight was the illumination from the dim moonlight. 

 One by one, the girls in front of me threw their towels on chairs, and very sultry-like walked into the water. The muscle in my chest nearly trying to escape, I followed along, trying my hardest not to look as uncomfortable as I felt. Once we were all in the water, all the girls took off our bottoms and threw them up in the direction of our towels. 

 Since our exit from the side room, none of the guys moved, frozen in whatever position they took in the water when we appeared. Once the girls were all in, chaos erupted. Splashing and screaming while each guy ran after a girl to either dunk or throw. It would just figure that I was the first caught, picked up, and thrown into the deep end. I don’t know who threw me, but I could feel there were at least two of them. I broke the surface of the water, gasping and swiping waters from my eyes. I looked in the direction I had come from to found Alex and Mike laughing and giving high fives. Then they saw me, froze looking at each other, than took off toward the far end of the pool as I swam as fast as I could to catch them. 

 This went on for at least and hour. Everyone was getting dunked, thrown or attacked in some way in the pool. When everyone started getting tired, they slowly found their way to the hot tub I never even noticed was there. Everyone fit perfectly in the hot tub, with room to spare and we all sat back and reveled in the feel of the warmth. 

 Kamdyn got up and ran inside once everyone settled, returning shortly with drinks for everyone. I found myself, uncomfortably, sitting between Kamdyn and Jayson. I knew it shouldn’t have been awkward, but it was. Kamdyn was so close I could feel the prickling on my thigh from his skin touching mine. The whole time we were in the pool, I didn’t even remember that my clothes were missing, that everyone’s clothes were missing. That very important point, that I couldn’t forget for the last two weeks, was suddenly not so important anymore. Everyone seemed so entirely comfortable with the people around them, that I didn’t think twice about it anymore. Now that we were all sitting in the hot tub, all eight of us, all facing each other, I was brought back to the fact that we had no bathing suits. 

 I sat there as long as I could, but a pressure started building all around me and I felt like I was drowning. I took deep breaths and tried ignoring it while we had a couple drinks and made jokes. But the heat was starting to get to me, at least something was. I needed to get out of the tub, to get away from everyone. I needed space. I went to stand up, bracing my arms on the edge my seat when Kamdyn’s hand shot through the water landing on my leg. I looked up meeting his eyes. He looked concerned. 

 He leaned over toward my ear. “You okay?” No one seemed to notice. 

 “I’m okay. I’m just… I’m gonna go back into the pool for a while.”

 “Do you want me to come with you?” The concerned look was still on his face, his hand still firmly holding on to my leg, keeping me in place. 

 “Kamdyn, I’m not going to run away, relax. If you want to come with me, you can. Otherwise, stay here with your guests.” I put my hand over his, under the water, than gently pulled his hand from my leg and stood up.

 “Where are you going?” Jayson asked. 


 “I’m just a little hot Jayson. I’m gonna go in the pool for a bit.”


 “You want company?”


 “No, I-”


 “I’m going with her.”


 Now we got everyone’s attention. No one spoke in the hot tub. All eyes were on us. When I looked up, everyone quickly averted their eyes, everyone except Becky. Becky was the one who caught my eye. She didn’t say anything, she didn’t need to. I could read the huge grin on her face like it was a flashing neon sign screaming, “I know what’s going on, I know what’s going on”. 

 I ignored her and turned away, bring my attention back to Jayson’s face.

 “Do you want us to go with you?” Jayson asked, looking to me for the answer. 

 “No, Jayson. I’m good. Stay here, I won’t be gone long.” I didn’t wait for his response, or any hint of disappointment in his facial expression, I just continued my movement to get out of the hot tub, inconspicuously covering whatever part of me I could while walking in the moonlight to the pool. 

 As I approached the stairs to the pool, I heard Becky say something that sounded like, “Bet he’ll do more than just keep her company” but I chose to believe I heard that wrong. 

 I was in the water and swimming before Kamdyn had even gotten out of the hot tub. Maybe he wasn’t coming after all. I swam to the deep end, taking my time when I noticed the moonlight had gone. Looking up I could see that the beautiful black sparkling sky was now blacked out by clouds and a slight chilly wind had picked, blowing softly around me, covering whatever bit of skin showing above the water with goosebumps. Just as I felt the first drop fall from the sky, Kamdyn came running and dove in. He resurfaced right in front of me, rapped his arms around me and pulled me against him.

 “You are even more beautiful with those clothes off.” he whispered into my ear. 


Oh my god! “You know, just when I am able to forget, you go and bring it up again.” I put my hands against his chest and pushed slightly, trying to get away. “I think you just like seeing me uncomfortable.” I saw the slight twitch of his lips in the pale blue Christmas lights. It made me what to scream.

 “And I can barely see you so you must be saying that just to toy with me.” 

 His smile was still perfectly in place. “I guess I just see well in the dark,” he answered with a laugh. I felt myself stiffen as I remembered how long he took following me to the pool, only moments ago. I thought maybe he was talking to someone or maybe making it look like he wasn’t all that eager to leave everyone and follow me to the pool. But maybe I was wrong? He wasn’t taking his time, he was watching me!

 “Relax, Trystie. You have nothing to worry about. Remember, I told you to trust me. Don’t you trust me?”

 I paused, more for effect than to actually think about it. “Yes. I really do.” When I said it, at that moment, I realized I really did feel that way. I would trust him with my life, with anything. Something in me screamed, you barely know him! But it didn’t matter, I knew enough to know that that trust was there. That it was really myself I didn’t have confidence in. As soon as I came to the realization, I felt my body relax and realized I felt his touch electrifying almost my entire body. 

 I closed my eyes in response to the unbelievable feeling, taking it all in. Was there any better feeling than this?

 “That’s better.” Kamdyn breathed into my wet hair. 

 We swam over to the edge of the pool and again, Kamdyn squeezed me between himself and the wall, giving me no chance for escape. He placed one arm on the wall on either side of my head, but he didn’t do anything but look into my eyes intently. I could hear the others, not too far away, laughing and joking in the hot tub, even over the sudden downpour. It didn’t sound like we were missed and I found myself wanting to reach for the person in front of me. I couldn’t not touch him anymore. These last couple of weeks I forced away ever urge to feel his skin under mine, to feel that electricity run over my skin. I pulled my hands leisurely away from the wall and placed my hands on his back, just under his shoulder blades. I slid my eyes closed and just rested them on his muscled back, if only for a moment, taking in the wonderful feeling our skin contact creates. 

 Kamdyn didn’t move, he just stayed frozen in his place. I slowly opened my eyes to have my vision filled with a violet light. I blinked hard and wiped the rain out of my eyes, only to realize… I was losing my mind. His eyes were amazing, but there was nothing otherworldly about them. Other than the intensity of his gaze, which made the tingling I felt in my hands travel up my arms. It was completely addicting, and he knew it. Before I could stop myself, I was pulling him up against me. My hands traveled down his back, stopping at his waist and repeating the path back up again. This sensation intensified as my trailing fingers glided along his skin. With the front of his body now pressed up against mine, I felt the same sensation seeping deeper into my skin. I licked my lips and closed my eyes again, taking in every moment. Every unbelievable feeling.

 His hand over my left shoulder lifted and ran along my cheek, down my neck and across my collarbone and he closed the remaining distance between us, his mouth softly covering mine. This time, it was more passionate and slow, making me feel dizzy and grounded at the same time. 

 He broke our lock abruptly and backed away a few inches, his hands dropping my me. “What are you trying to do to me?” he said quietly, leaning his forehead against mine, his hands once again resting on the edge of the pool.

 I didn’t know what I was doing. I had never felt like this before. Did I do something wrong? It was like I had no control over myself when I was with him. Oh god, what he must think of me!

 “I…I’m sorry.” I somehow managed to say.


 I tried to pull away, to duck out of his arms and leave him alone, but he stopped me, putting a hand on my shoulder.


 “Don’t be. I just find that I lack all my control when I’m with you and… I don’t want to do anything you’re not… okay with.”



Well, well. At least I wasn’t the only one here who felt like all control was lost.

 “Well, how about this then, unless you hear the words, no or stop, you have nothing to worry about. Is that good enough for you to have a clear conscience?” He didn’t say anything and I couldn’t tell what he was thinking. “You’re honestly not going to get rid of me that easily.” I joked with a smile. 

 I finally saw a spark of something in his eyes. I couldn’t wait any longer and I guess I needed to prove my point. I lifted one hand and brought it up behind his head, pulling his lips toward mine, grabbing a hand full of his hair at the same time. His response was immediate and I felt his hands sliding slowly from my shoulders to my waist and tighten. I felt him push us off the wall as we both fell into the deep water, still locked together, breaking free when we finally needed air. 

 Once we were both breathing normal again, we swam the length of the pool, back toward the shallow end. When I saw that he was passing me, I jumped up onto his back, wrapping my arms and legs around him. He stood up quickly, turning his head back toward me and smiled. His hands came to rest high on the outside of my thighs, slowly tracing the line of my legs, down to my ankles, then gently back up again, resting his hands where they started. He held me there, tightly, than twisted me around so I was facing him, still entangled around him. His hands still rested in the same high place on my legs, not daring to go any higher. He was searching my face again, looking ready to say something just at the end of his tongue, but couldn’t get the words out of his mouth. I watched as his eyes suddenly became very far away. 

 I tensed. “Kamdyn, what’s wrong?” It wasn’t the first time he looked at me like that, like he had something he needed to say but couldn’t. 

 “It’s nothing.” he tried reassuring me. 

 “It’s not nothing. You keep doing that, looking like there’s something important you need to say. But you won’t say it.” I paused, waiting for a response but he still had none. “Why not, don’t you trust me?” I could barely see his face in the dark, but I knew that would get him.

 “I do trust you,” he whispered. I caught the fight reflected in his features, than he leaned those couple inches over while drawing me closer. He tore one hand away from me and brushed my wet hair away from my face, wiping rain drops from my cheek and gently kissed just below my ear. “I can’t help the way that I feel about you. We’ll just leave it at that for a while.” he whispered directly against my skin. 

 I shudder ran through me and I froze, unable to say anything. I wasn’t sure what I could say to that. But what could I say. We would leave it at that because as much as what he said confused me on my end, I did understand it from his. Because I guess I felt similarly, I can’t help the feelings I have for him and I know I can’t push them away anymore. I didn’t know how to respond to that, so I didn’t.

 “I know it sounds crazy but… since we first touched, I’ve been struggling with all the emotions I feel, for you. I have never been so sure about anything in my life. And to be honest, I have never been sure about a damn thing.” His words came to a halt, and he dropped his eyes from mine. But I couldn’t take mine off of him. 

 Of all the things I felt for him, of all the questions I needed answered, the one thing I was completely convinced on was that I knew the things I felt for him were way beyond anything I have felt for anyone before. I felt lost and found at the same time. Crazy. 

 When I was able to tear myself away from my thoughts and focus on his face again, I could see questions in his eyes. Sometime during the spinning tea cups ride in my head, he must have put me down because I suddenly realized I was standing on my own. 

 At that point I didn’t think my mouth would work to form any words. I settled for reaching out for his hand. Since I hadn’t said anything alluding to my feelings toward him, I needed him to recognize, like I did, what this physical feeling was that we both felt when we were linked together. He put his hand in mine and I lured him closer to me.

 “Do you feel that?” I asked seriously. He put his head down, to look at our clasped hands. I felt the prickle flowing through my hand and up my arm intensify when he looked and I smirked. “What you feel, what we feel, when we touch is a physical demonstration of how we feel about each other. Every time you feel that on your skin when I touch you, is me physically showing you how I feel.” As soon as I finished, he broke his eye lock from our joined hands. When he looked up at me, his eyes were searing. 

 I knew now why I felt myself being drawn to him. There was something in us both that was telling us we were two parts of a whole and wouldn’t ever be complete without each other. We belonged together. Nothing could ever change that. Just as I came to the full realization myself, he kissed me. 

 We broke apart when we heard our names being yelled over the thunderous downpour. How long had we been in here?

 “Hey, you guys ever coming back?” Alex yelled in our direction. 

 “We’ll be right there.” Kamdyn answered surely knowing no one would hear him. I barely heard him. He seemed in no hurry to get back to the party we both seemed to completely forget about. Within a few minutes we were both back in the hot tub, joking with our friends. I realized, as I was surrounded by my friends sitting in the cool rain in a hot tub, I no longer felt claustrophobic. 

 The night stretched on and slowly everyone started leaving until it was only me, Jayson and Becky left at Kamdyn’s house still sitting comfortably in the warm bubbles.

 Becky had told me earlier that her curfew was early tonight and I couldn’t help wondering, as I looked at her across from me in the hot tub, how much trouble she was going to get in for not coming home. I knew the only reason she was staying. She was more than a little interested in both, Jayson and Kamdyn. And she wasn’t the least bit shy about it either. Every few minutes I would notice her inch closer to Jayson, or lean into Kamdyn. Neither of them ever responded in a more than polite friendly way. Every chance she got, she needed to touch one of them. I guess now I understood what Kamdyn was saying earlier about Jayson, who could blame Becky from trying. Kamdyn was utterly gorgeous with his raven colored hair and amethyst colored eyes. Jayson was just as good looking, you could easily get lost in his milk chocolate eyes and masculine features. They both looked like they should be models, not students in a no-name town like this. It was definitely fitting that they were best friends. 

 Jayson and I had special permission, for tonight only, to stay out much later than usual. Since Jayson’s parents trusted Kamdyn, and Kimber and Justin trust Jayson’s parents. They both agreed that on Halloween we could come home whenever or just stay at Kamdyn’s until we were “able” to drive home. As long as Jayson stayed by my side and brought me home, there were no complaints. It without a doubt made my night much better and less stressful, knowing I didn’t have to constantly watch a clock. So Jayson and I had as much fun as possible and undeniably took advantage of the drinks because we didn’t need to drive home. 

 It was around four thirty when Becky got out of the hot tub and stumbled her way into the wrong bedroom.

 “Becky, that’s the guys room!” Kamdyn yelled after her as she staggered in the door way. He and Jayson were laughing so hard, they couldn’t breathe. Even if she was supposed to go home, there was no way she could go anywhere now. Even if she tried, we wouldn’t let her.

 They had both quieted down their roar of laughter after a few minutes and at the same time, we all came to the conclusion Becky wasn’t coming back. 

 Jayson, unhurriedly got up. “I’ll go check on her.” he hiccupped, and took off in the direction Becky had disappeared.

 As soon as Jayson was out of sight, Kamdyn moved and came to sit closer next to me. I leaned against him, putting my head on his shoulder and closing my eyes. I didn’t need to open them to know he was smiling. he kissed my still wet hair and he wound his arm around my waist. He sat that way in silence for I don’t even know how long, until we heard a crash.

 We jumped, then heard the loud banging that followed, accompanied by a string of cursing. All of which came from the bedroom where Jayson and Becky had gone. 

 “I don’t think they are coming back.” Kamdyn said amused. I looked up at him confused, why wouldn’t they come back? 

 “Should we go… um… check on them?”

 “No, I don’t think that would be wise. Becky isn’t going to let him get away that easily. Why do you think I didn’t go in after her? She does it a lot when there is someone she is after.” With the big smirk on his face, it wasn’t hard to get that he thought it was funny. I, personally, thought it was kind of rude. I braced myself to get up.

 “Don’t worry, he’ll be fine,” he said putting his hand lightly on my shoulder. “She’s just going to pass out soon, anyway. This happens more than you would think.” I wasn’t amused and I was sort of worried for my friend. With a determined Becky and an ‘I want to make everyone happy’ Jayson, who knew what the possibilities were. 

 After a couple more minutes, no more sounds came out from the dark room. “Are you getting tired?” Kamdyn asked while I was still leaning against his shoulder. Before I could answer, Kamdyn started getting up. “Come on, let’s go inside.”

 As I got to my feet, I remembered that, even though it was still very dark outside, for some reason, he could see me. I guess it really didn’t matter anymore. I’m sure he had seen everything there was to see earlier, not that the thought was all that comforting. At this point what was the purpose of hiding, so I continued out of the hot tub and walked over to Kamdyn, who quickly wrapped me in a fluffy towel. I dried myself off as best I could, while Kamdyn went in search of his towel. When he came back, I was packaged neatly with the towel covering me, wrapped tight under my arms. Kamdyn secured his towel around his waist and we walked through the sliding door of the girl’s room. 

 Mine and Becky’s costumes were the only ones left on the bed, but it didn’t matter. The long night had caught up with me and I didn’t even have the energy to find my clothes let alone put them on. As soon as my body hit the big bed, I felt a rush of sleepyness over take me. I moved only a little bit, to get my head on a pillow when I felt Kamdyn slide in next to me, pulling me to his chest. I sighed at the ridiculous comfort that came from lying against him. He laughed a deep throaty laugh that I felt rumble in his chest. So, so comfortable there, I no longer wanted to sleep. 

 “Trystie, don’t fight it. I will be here in the morning. I promise.” 

 I knew he was right, but I didn’t want this night to end. It might be the only chance I got to enjoy him like this. I saw a quick flash of purple light and the unmistakable sounds of birds, and before I could comprehend what I saw, my eyes closed and I was unconscious. 


 

I woke up the next morning, earlier that I would have wanted to. The sun was beaming into the room through the uncovered windows and there was a tingling energy surging through my body. Then I realized where I was. I was covered by a fluffy white comforter and had a Kamdyn shaped pillow. As I went to more the heavy comforter off me, I noticed my towel was missing. 

 “Good morning, love.” Kamdyn said quietly, almost as if he were trying not to startle me, as he tightened his arm around me. 

 “Did I wake you up?” 

 “Yes,” He said looking over at me. “But I’m glad you did.”

 I blushed and pulled my eyes away, burying my face in his chest. “Um, Kamdyn?” I said as I removed my face from his bare upper body. “Do you know where my towel is?”

 He looked down at me confused. I watched the little twitch in his lips. “No, but it’s probably with my towel somewhere.” Then he laughed, hard. “We must have lost them some time during the night. Never is my wildest dreams did I think I would wake up this way.” He stopped suddenly, yanking me up higher onto his chest. He kissed me softly and slid his hands down my back, sending chills up my spine. “I could only imagine what it looked like to Becky when she came in here this morning.”

 “What!”

 “Becky came in to get her things before she left, I heard her come in.”

 “Becky is the biggest gossip in school, Kamdyn. I thought we shouldn’t…”

 He put his hand over my mouth and quietly shushed me. “I don’t care anymore. All I care about now, and forever, is you. But, I’ll try and talk to Becky if it will make you feel better.”

 “Yes, it will. Thanks.”

 After brushing his lips against my hair, Kamdyn removed his arm from around me and sat up. He found his towel on the floor. Wrapping it around himself, he went outside to retrieve the rest of my bathing suit. I got dressed quickly, grabbed my costume and headed for the living room. 

 When we reached it, Jayson was sprawled along the couch, half asleep, attempting to watch TV.

 “Hey Jayson, when did you get up?”

 His eyes got wide as he eyed me in only my bathing suit and then wider when he noticed Kamdyn was only wearing a towel. He sat up quickly and rubbed his face.

 Avoiding my gaze, he spoke only to Kamdyn. “Becky woke me up about and hour and a half ago. She woke up and screamed at me. Something about being inappropriate,” He rubbed his eyes. “I don’t know.”

 Kamdyn and I broke down in hysterical laughter. Jayson looked horrified and it only made me laugh harder. I was doubled over clutching my stomach. Served him right, this was payback. When I could stand and breathe again, I told him I would talk to him and explain what I could on the way home. 

 Inside of ten mintues, Jayson and I had all our things and were ready to go back home, and hopefully sleep. Kamdyn came over and picked me up off the ground, still wearing only his towel, and squeezed me in an lung squeezing hug. He brushed my cheek with his lips, quickly. I knew exactly what he was telling me and I gave him a knowing smile. I didn’t know if he was doing it for Jayson or me. Hopefully he would get to Becky before her mouth found a phone. 

 The beginning of our ride home, Jayson was silent. I had a feeling what the silence was caused by. If the position were reversed and I saw my best friend walk out of a room wearing only a towel with a girl I knew to have everyone’s undivided attention, whether she wanted it or not, someone I was jealous of, I guess I would be silent as well. There is only one thing people would imagine to happen in that situation. 

 I glanced over at Jayson and couldn’t help the giggle that escaped me. He looked at me out of the corner of his narrowed eyes, face stern.

 “So, did you have fun with Becky?” I asked teasingly.

 “No! Did you have fun with Kamdyn? It certainly looked like it.” That was quick and there was a tone in his voice I had never heard before.

 “I’m sure the same thing happened with Kamdyn and I, as it did with you and Becky.” I said back as calmly as I could. What exactly did I look like?

 “Somehow I doubt it.”

 “Jayson, if it will make you feel better, I will tell you exactly what happened. After you vanished, we waited for you to come out. You never did. Kamdyn said something about how Becky is well known for pulling stunts like that when she knows what she wants, and that she wasn’t going to let you come back. When we were positive you weren’t, Kamdyn got my towel and we went into the other bedroom. Once I hit the bed, I passed out. We both fell asleep in our towels. That’s it.”

 “So, nothing happened then?”

 “No Jayson, nothing happened. As soon as we woke up, Kamdyn went and found the other half of my bathing suit and we came looking for you, and you know the rest.” I turned away to look out the window, but even looking the other way, it was hard to miss the smile on his face. “So, what happened with Becky?”

 “Oh, well, I don’t really remember going in the room. I guess I had a few too many, but nothing happened. I remember, vaguely, trying to help her off the floor and putting her into the bed. Once she was in bed, as I was covering her, she grabbed me and we both fell onto the floor.” I couldn’t help but laugh then, I remembered the bang and crash I heard the night before. It was even more funny now that I can picture what really happened. 

 “Yeah, funny, thanks. Anyway, she was like wrestling me on the floor. I don’t remember how, but she basically passed out again and I put her back in bed. For some reason, after she was in bed, I went to the other side, laid on top of the sheets so she wouldn’t wake up and get and ideas, and I went to sleep. When she woke up this morning and saw we were both missing clothes and in the same room together. She flipped out and screamed at me. I tried explaining, but she wouldn’t hear it.” 

 I was laughing even harder now, and I couldn’t stop. It hurt so bad. 

 “Okay, I guess Kamdyn and I didn’t do the same thing you and Becky did.” 

 I was still laughing when we pulled into my driveway. He stopped the truck and shut it off in front of the garage. I was finally able to look at him without laughing now, at least I was holding it in well.

 “Thanks Jayson, I’ll see you later.” As I reached for the handle, Jayson grabbed my hand. 


 “Hey, do you mind if I come in for a little while. I really don’t want to go home yet.” 


 “I’m probably going to just fall back asleep, Jayson, but you’re more than welcome if you want.”


 “Thanks.” Without any hesitation, he jumped out of the truck. 


 When we got inside, just as I had presumed, Kimber and Justin were still in bed. They liked to sleep in late on the weekends and I didn’t blame them. I wrote a quick note, leaving it on the kitchen table, telling them I was home and in bed, than we went upstairs. When we got to my room, Jayson ran right for the bed. I felt gross. I smelt like chlorine and my hair felt disgusting, so while he crashed, I took a quick shower. 

 I was only in there a couple minutes, but when I got out, Jayson was shirtless and passed out on my bed. It was a large enough for the two of us to fit comfortably, so I got dressed and jumped under the covers and was asleep before I even hit the pillows. 

 I woke up a few hours later to the sound of loud music downstairs. Then I remembered Jayson had come in with me and realized he was snuggled up against me, his arm thrown over my waist. I rolled over and shook his shoulder.

 “Jayson, wake up. It’s noon.” 

 He barely moved. I through his arm off me, got up and flipped off the covers, but I got nothing. What were Justin and Kimber going to think if they walked in on me and Jayson lying in bed with Jayson half naked. At least if they came in and we were both passed out fully clothed and not touching in any way it might look a little better. That’s it, he’s getting up, now! I jumped up on the bed, landing on top of him and grabbed both his shoulders. I shook him screaming his name. 

 At first there was nothing, then I felt something. Before his eyes opened, both his hands slid up around my waist. 

 “Now this is how I want to wake up every morning,” he said while opening his big brown eyes at me, a little touch of a smile on his face. “With you on top of me.” His eye brows did a little dance.

 I wanted to smack him. “Ha ha, very funny, Jayson.” I spat while I attempted to get off now that my mission-wake-Jayson was complete.

 “Where do you think you’re going?” he asked pulling me back down into place with his strong hands. 


 I froze. “Jayson, what are you doing?” This was so not like him.


 “Nothing.” He raised a wicked eyebrow.


 I ignored it and tried to explain why we ended up here. “I was trying to wake you up. Kimber and Justin are up, if they came in here and saw us in bed together. And you half naked? What do you think would be the first thing running through their minds?” 

 I heard him mumble something under his breathe, but nothing I could catch and at this point I didn’t care to try.



 “This isn’t funny!”


 “Who’s laughing?”


 “Believe it or not, I enjoy the freedom they give me about you being here. That they allow you to come up to my room and stay here late at night. I’m sure they wouldn’t even care if you slept here. I’m never questioned. And I don’t want that taken away because they think… we’re having sex! Which you know damn well is exactly what they would think.” I stopped, listening to my heart pound in my chest, while Jayson watched me with that huge, teeth baring grin on his face.

 “Is that what you want?” I inquired through clenched teeth.

 “Yes,” was all he said, no explanation. Nothing.

 My mouth fell open and I stared down at him. I waited for him to say something, anything, but he didn’t. I finally spoke when I felt his forgotten fingers tighten around me. 

 “What! You want them to take all that away, so you won’t be allowed up here anymore?”

 “Oh. I…no.That’s not what I meant.”

 I looked at him through narrowed eyes. I’m so lost. What the hell did he think I was talking about?


 “Would it really be so bad?” he finally blurted. 

 “Honestly, Jayson? You lost me. I haven’t the slightest idea what you’re talking about now.” I was suddenly acutely aware that I was still straddling his waist and his hands were resting on my hips. A feeling of awkwardness washed over me and I felt my cheeks heat. Here I was worried about the position we were in before, now look at us.

 “Jayson, whatever you’re talking about, now is not the time.” I put my hands over his and tried to pry them off. “Can you at least put your shirt back on? This doesn’t look good.” 

 He still wasn’t showing any sign of moving as I yanked hard on his wrists. I was either really weak or he was really strong. 

 “Trystie, you know as well as I do that they don’t ever come in here, especially without knocking.” The look in his eyes showed just how unconcerned he was with the situation.

 “Jayson, do you honestly want to take that chance?”

 “To keep you right here, like this? Definitely.”


What the hell was wrong with him? “I am always here, Jayson. I’m always with you. Where would I go?” 

 His tough hands tightened around me as he pulled himself up. Our eyes were level as he sat up and was only inches from my face. 

 “I mean literally, right here.” He slightly moved his hips and I let out a very girly squeak. I tried again to move. “Please don’t.” Unconsciously, my hands dropped from his wrists as I realized what all this actually meant. His hands slowly slide up from my waist and rested on my shoulder blades. As if in slow motion, I saw him sit up, pulling me closer to him. He couldn’t honestly be doing what I think he’s going to do. Right?

 As the thought popped into my mind, his lips pressed to mine, but mine did not respond immediately. Shock was bouncing around my entire being keeping me immobile. But that didn’t stop the onslaught at my mouth, it only seemed to make him more determined. 

 But something was wrong. Or not wrong, as it were. As much as I knew, this shouldn’t feel this way. I should feel uncomfortable, this being my best friend and all, or at least it should feel like I was with my brother. But it didn’t. Not at all. And I found my mouth betraying me as it began to respond to Jayson.

 I didn’t understand where this came from or when, but my mind seemed to be on vacation. Anything I tried to focus on turned to vapor and was wisped away. 

 But out of all my attempts to think, only one thing managed to pierce through my vacant thoughts. A pair of sparkling amethyst eyes. 

 I gasped. 

 “Jayson.” I managed through still occupied lips. “Jayson, we can’t.” 

 His grip only tightened and his kiss became more urgent. I tried again, but there was no breaking him. So, if he wouldn’t move, neither would I. I waited, unmoving, for him to finish. Sometime he must have noticed it became one sided and I felt his grip loosen. He lowered himself back down to my pillows and closed his eyes. 

 “That was a bad idea.” I said softly. 


 His eyes flew open, all satisfaction wiped from his appearance. “Why!”


 I couldn’t lie to him, but I couldn’t say the complete truth, not yet. “You’re my best friend. Why would you want to ruin that?”


 “I don’t want to ruin it, I want to make it better. Stronger.” He finally dropped his hands and put them over his face. I took the opening to scramble down from him. I didn’t want to hurt him or our friendship. I cared too much about him to lose him over this. I saw his shirt lying in a heap on the floor next to the bed. I bent over, picking it up and placed it on his bare chest as I had a seat next to him. 

 He threw his hands from his face, slamming them down on the bed. Completely catching me off guard again. Seems he was getting good at that.

 “Tell me you feel nothing for me!” he demanded. 


 “What?”


 “Do you honestly feel nothing for me, at all?” he asked more calmly, his gaze locking on mine and searching.


 The intensity of his eyes made me want to reach out to him. But I didn’t. I couldn’t. It would be cruel. 


 “You are the best friend I have ever had, how could I feel nothing for you?”


 He sat up quickly, turning his body toward mine. “So you do have feelings for me.”


 “Of course I do, but…”


 “But when I kiss you?”


 My heart began to pound again, but I ignored it. “It doesn’t change how I feel about you.”


 “But how does it make you feel?”


 I paused for a moment, thinking. I didn’t know what to say to that. I wasn’t even sure myself. But it was wrong, even if it didn’t feel so. “I don’t know.” I replied looking down. 

 “If… if we try it again…?”

 “Jayson, it’s just not a good idea.” I clung to the only thing I knew made sense. “I want us to remain friends. I don’t know what I would do if we couldn’t be. Don’t you understand that? You mean more to me than that.”

 “All I am asking is to give it a chance, Trystie. Are saying you aren’t attracted to me in any other way than being my friend?” He spat the word friend like it was an incurable disease.

 I couldn’t help but look back on the times I have had with him since I came here. When I met him at the airport, seeing his face the way he always looked at me. That smile. The way I saw him at the party, when he jumped on top of me, holding me defenseless under his weight and strength and finally, the scene just moments ago. I was, without a doubt, very attracted to him. “I am extremely attracted to you.”

 “Am I not good enough for you than? I don’t understand.” 

 “No, it isn’t that at all. Isn’t being my friend enough, at least, for now?”

 He took in a deep breathe, letting it out slowly. “I have been waiting for this moment for, I don’t even know how long. Since I met you.”

 “Well, I am sure you can create the moment again, in the future.” Damn it all, that so came out wrong!

 “Is right… now far enough in the future for you? How about you come sit back over here,” he said as he patted his hips with his hands. “And than tell me how you feel?”

 “Behave yourself , Jayson. If it is meant to happen, it will.”

 “Okay, Trystie. But just know, this isn’t just going to end here. I won’t let it.”


Crap, crap, CRAP! “Whatever you say, Jayson.” I rolled my eyes and tried my best to act casual when on the inside I saw a big red warning flag waving my way. “I think I’m going to go take another shower.” I said as I got off the bed once again. 

 “Want some company?” he asked accompanied by that confident smile that looked just at home on his face. 

 I turned around and gave him a dirty look. 

 “Just figured I’d ask. I’ll be here if you decide to change your mind.” He crossed his legs at the ankles and he put his arms behind his head and leaned back against the pillows.

 I closed the bathroom door behind me, choosing to say nothing. And for the first time since I met Jayson, I locked the door. 


 


 


 

Chapter Eight


 

Monday morning started off with a different energy than I was used to, and I had a bad feeling it was going to stay that way. Jayson wasn’t lying when he said he wouldn’t stop. And that was only the beginning. I guess I thought, even after just this short weekend, maybe he might back off a little. In fact, it seemed to be quite the opposite. I just hoped I had a chance to explain the situation to Kamdyn before he saw it for himself. 

 I jumped up into Jayson’s truck for our, way too early, trip to school and flung my bag on the floor. Jayson hopped back up into his seat and leaned over toward me. I leaned slightly away, totally caught off guard.

 “What, no good morning kiss?” he asked with an amusing smile. 

 “Jayson, do you think you may be able to control yourself, at least while we are at school? I couldn’t take the embarrassment.”

 “Aww, that’s so sweet. You think my attention would embarrass you?” He gave me a quick wink and adjusted his seat belt. “It won’t be embarrassing. I will only be saying what every guy in the school is thinking. They will be in awe.”

 I smiled, countering his expression of satisfaction. “I wasn’t talking about embarrassment for me, I meant embarrassing for you.” His smile quickly disappeared from his face. My smile could only get bigger in response. “I only thought the constant string of rejection would damage your ego a little,” I continued. “At least while other people are around.”

 “You are good.” A hint of smile reappearing on his lips, but only of slight amusement. “I guess I will have to rethink my strategy.”

 “Rethink all you want, Jayson.” I rolled my eyes to the returned smirk he flashed me and, leaning back, I closed my eyes. The rest of the drive was relatively quiet and, keeping my eyes closed, I listening to Jayson mutter to himself every once in a while.

 Once we were at school, the morning continued with the same silence from Jayson. I could tell by his expression that he was deep in thought, with my luck he was plotting. I tried to relax, but knowing what he was doing only made me tense.

 I was having a hard time focusing and was lucky I only had my first two classes with the distraction named Jayson. Oddly enough that he wasn’t talking to me as much as usual, he found an excuse not to walk with me to my next class, which he hadn’t missed since my first day. 

 Since my escort was MIA, at least for the moment, I decided to take a different way to my next class. It was just a coincidence that I passed Kamdyn on the stairs. He reached for my hand, and I pulled him close, reaching up to speak in his ear. 

 “We need to talk.”

 He nodded only once and kept my hand in his as he dragged me down the stairs and out the side door of the school. He pulled us around a corner, a place I have come to learn as The Cove, a spot well hidden from the outside cameras and had no chance of onlookers. It was a common place to find the school smokers later in the day and sometimes between classes. 

 He pushed me up into the corner, blocking my entire view of the area surrounding us. “Is something wrong?” he asked concerned.

 “Well…” I paused. I wasn’t positive how to present this to him. I guessed it was probably best just to be straight forward and honest. “Jayson kissed me.” I said in a low voice and looking down toward ground, not wanting to see the look on his face. He didn’t respond, but I saw both his hands form into fists at his sides. I looked up to meet his gaze. I could almost see the fire in his eyes, that flash of amethyst light, with contrast to his stone like expression.

 “Kamdyn, listen to me. I did not tell you so you could get mad.” I took a deep breath. “I told him that it wasn’t possible. That he is my friend and that I didn’t want to ruin that, which is so true. It is too important to me. But he told me he would never stop trying, and right now he’s making every attempt possible, saying every possible comment that pops into his head. I just wanted you to be aware of the things he might say before you actually see him. He’s not being shy about it, though it might not be too bad today. I told him he was only going to embarrass himself with my constant rejections.” I shrugged slightly and watched as Kamdyn smiled, a small smile, but it was a massive improvement from the war statue that was here moments ago. “Promise you won’t do anything.” 

 His hand reached up and dragged tingles down my cheek. “I promise,” he said, than he pushed my shoulders slightly, forcing me backward, against the wall and smiled looking deep into my eyes. “It has only been two days, and they were two of the longest days of my life, without you.” He didn’t wait for me to say or do anything; he just bent down and kissed me, long and hard. Making me feel what he was feeling. 

 When he finally pulled away, both of us breathing heavy, I couldn’t open my eyes. I leaned my head back against the wall and sighed. I heard him snicker quietly and cracked opened my eyes. “Did you not want me to stop?” Curiosity twinkled in his eyes. 

 “As a matter of fact, no, I wasn’t entirely ready for you to pull away quite yet.” I picked my head up, just a little, from the wall and reached out to grab a fist full of his shirt and pulling him back to me. This time, when we finally separated, it was more out of need for air. I thought that once I was able to touch him whenever I felt the urge that my body would be satisfied to function through out the day. But now, it only wanted more and it was getting harder and harder to reserve myself. 

 We both worked to collect our breath. Once I thought I could speak to him again, with a least a little restrain, I asked him what I had been dying to know. What happened with Becky.

 He laughed softly and twisted to lean against the wall next to me. “I called her right after you left. I explained what actually happened and she seemed to understand, though she is still very upset about Jayson.”

 I laughed remembering Jayson’s recollection of his night with Becky. “So, everything is good then? We don’t have to worry about the gossip queen spreading an exaggerated truth around school?”

 “Exaggerated truth? She walked in to find us naked and in bed together. And not like she and Jayson were in bed, where one was under the covers and the other was on top of them. We were all tangled up together like we enjoyed a long night of…” “Exactly who’s side are you on?”

 “Oh trust me, I am on your side. As far as I’m concerned there is not other. I was just stating exactly what it looked like.” He raised an eyebrow and smiled a crooked and beautiful smile. “But for our sake, I think the gossip queen, as you call her, will hold her tongue. At least for a little while.”

 We stayed there, in our hidden corner, just talking, and I explained as much about what happened with Jayson as he wished to know, which was pretty much everything. I was glad to know he wasn’t going to hold it against Jayson or me. He knew there was nothing I could do and he knew how Jayson felt about me, apparently a long time before I did. He promised, again, to not do anything about Jayson’s actions, at least until we told people we were together. As much as Kamdyn was confident that Jayson would kill the passes after he learned about us, I wasn’t so sure. It is what I wanted to believe, but I felt deep in my stomach that just wasn’t the case.

 Before we realized it, the bell had rung again for the next period and Kamdyn and I needed to find our way back into the school, unnoticed. Kamdyn gave me a quick kiss before holding open the door we exited from. I watched as he ran down the side of the building and went in another door, leading to a different hallway. 

 It didn’t occur to me until later that he had somehow managed to open not one but two doors that are locked from the inside during school hours.


 

I had to walk alone to the caf today. Jayson was no where in sight and it was kind of a relief, actually, thinking I didn’t have to worry about his comments in front of everyone today. Jayson really was a great guy and I didn’t want to hurt him. Especially in front of all our friends. I was seriously hoping I wasn’t put in that situation. I would be completely torn between shutting him down and putting up with it just to spare him the awkwardness. More or less trying to avoid the situation for as long as possible, I headed toward my locker first, instead of carrying all my books with me to lunch. Carrying all my academic crap around was seriously painful. The books were huge and heavy, not to mention boring. But hey, that goes without saying, they are school books.

 The bell rang again as I made my way up the long hall. A few people still lingered in the hallways, most likely people who were supposed to be in lunch, but I guess you never know. 

 I was almost at my locker when I heard someone running down the hall toward me. The footfalls got louder and louder until they were finally muffled by someone shouting. 

 “You whore! You slept with my boyfriend!”

 I knew who it was before I turned around. I guess I should have expected this from Samantha. I turned and faced her without the look of shock on my face. “Ex-Boyfriend. And you really should mind your own business.” I turned back around, hoping, with no real expectation, for her to leave.

 “Oh yeah? Than why did someone tell me she walked in on you two naked and all wrapped up in the sheets together?” Her voice was getting louder and more shrill as each word passed her lips. 

 I kept my voice as level as I could. I was not going to get into a screaming match here in the hallway at school. Not with her.

 “Did that someone happen to explain to you how she woke up naked and in bed with someone she didn’t sleep with?” I knew who she was talking about. How could I not. And honestly, I wasn’t even mad at her for it. I had a bad feeling all day that Becky wasn’t going to be able to keep that kind of scandal to herself. She loved the attention that kind of information brought to her. Since she never seemed to be a part of the actual gossip, this was her way of being involved. I would probably have done the same thing in her position. 

 Well, maybe not, but I still wasn’t going to be mad about it. What’s done is done.

 “I don’t care what she did or what your excuse is!” She was screaming now, her voice echoed through the hallways. I started to notice some people trickling out of the classrooms to watch the commotion. 

 “You know what Samantha, it doesn’t even matter what happened. With us or anyone else, because you two aren’t together anymore. Get over it. Move on. He did.”

 I watched as her face twisted with pain and fury, contorting her features and turning her into someone unrecognizable. Then she screamed. A loud piercing scream that was so unexpected, I flinched. In that second, she lunged at me, slamming me against that wall. She grabbing large chunks of hair while the other hand clawed at my face. The whole time, I could only try to restrain her, to keep her hands away from my eyes as much as possible while I attempted to keep my balance. I didn’t fight back, I didn’t want to hurt her, I just wanted her to stop and to leave me alone. When she realized her frantic, desperate efforts weren’t having any impact, she abandoned her pervious plan and reached both hands out, rapping them around my neck and squeezed, before I could do anything to stop her.

 When I felt her hands gripping tightly around my throat, the ferocity I was holding back, was released. She had crossed the line. I was no longer going to just hold her off. Screw not hurting her, this crazy bitch was trying to kill me! 

 With all the things I could put up with, the one thing I could not, was someone attempting to take my life. I felt my right arm moving, not in the attempt to pull her hands free, but to cock it back. My body now on auto pilot, my arm punched forward, toward her face.

 My fist landed right in her left eye.Hard. She released my throat immediately and staggered backward. Losing her fight over her balance, she fell to the ground, her hands clenching her cheek. 

 Gradually my surroundings came back to awareness, my adrenaline beginning to fade, and I saw two security guards approaching from down the hall. I threw my hands up showing them I was not planning to fight. 

 One guard ran to my side, asking if I was okay, while the other helped Samantha off the floor. As she got to her feet, regaining her balance, she tried to charge at me again. The guard quickly grabbed her, holding her back.

 I laughed. Honestly, the sight alone really was hysterical. “Yeah, Samantha, real hard ass you are, trying to come at me again while being held back. By the way, how’s your eye? You should go put something on it.” I gave her smile and a little wave and walked with the security guard down the opposite hallway, quickly out of sight. 

 The guard walked quietly and calmly down the corridors. I knew exactly where we were headed. I had witnessed my share of fights at my old school and they all ended in the same place, the principles office.

 When we got there, the guard walked ahead of me and held open the door. I took the empty seat in front of my new principle, whom I had yet to meet. Great first impression I was making. Yay me! 

 I hadn’t seen Samantha come down yet and could only assume that she was taken somewhere to calm down before she was brought to face the principle. Plus, I am sure they didn’t want both of us here at the same time. That would definitely be a smart move.

 “You’re new here this year, correct Ms. Night?” Mr. Anderson asked.


 “Yes.” Obviously.


 “So is this the impression you would like to leave on your new school and classmates?”


 See? “No, not at all.” I was trying to hold onto the same mentality I had with Samantha. This man, for whatever reason, was obviously trying to see what would make me tick, but I wasn’t going to let him. It really isn’t a good idea to try and start a fight with someone who is already pumping full of adrenaline from a recent fight. Yet that seemed to be what he wanted, but I was more reserved than that, and I wanted, needed him to see that. I let out a breath and pushed back my anger.

 “Did you make a habit of fighting at your old school, Ms. Night?”

 “Mr. Anderson, I would really appreciate it if you would stop trying to play games with me. You have my files, right there under you hand. You know everything that has ever happened involving me at any school I attended.” I smiled sweetly for good measure.

 He smiled back, a small smile that did not reach his eyes. “Yes, Ms. Night. You are right. And very observant I might add.” he said as he tapped the files under his left hand. “Might I add, that I am sorry to hear about the accident.”

 I looked away in that moment. That was not something I was ready to think about right now. There were too many emotions creating a choking fog in this room right now, there definitely wasn’t room for another.

 He must have noticed my slight unease and continued. “Why don’t you explain to me what brought on this little fight you were involved with today.”

 I took a deep breath and blew it out slowly and, careful to leave nothing out, I told Mr. Anderson exactly what happened. What did I have to hide? I didn’t do anything wrong.

 When I finished, I watched as Mr. Anderson was careful to keep his face as blank as possible. Under normal circumstances, the look he was giving me now would have made me want to run and hide under something. 

 “As far as I know, that is true, Steve.” He cleared his throat. “Mr. Anderson.” He corrected. “When we got close enough to see, Ms. Redding had both hands around Ms. Night’s neck. We saw her hit Ms. Redding, but when she fell to the ground Ms. Night here just stood over her. She didn’t try to do anything more, even when Ms. Redding was vulnerable and on the floor.” 

 I jumped at the sound of the man’s voice. I hadn’t realized the security guard had followed me in. To my surprise, the guards had seen a lot more of the fight than I thought. And at this moment, I was glad someone else had seen it. 

 “Are you vouching for her story than?” Mr. Anderson asked surprised.

 “Yes, I am. She was clearly defending herself.”

 “Thank you, Frank.” His eyes flicked toward me, his hard features still remained unreadable. “As for you Ms. Night, I accept that you are telling me the truth. You acted in self defense against an attack. But… I am still required by the Board of Education to reprimand you for fighting on school grounds. Your term will be shorter than Ms. Redding’s, but I must.” 

 He stopped to look at the guard again and nodded his head. I heard the door behind me open and then close. My witness was gone. “I will call your guardians to come and pick you up and you will have the rest of the week off as your suspension.” 

 “I understand, Mr. Anderson. And thank you for believing me.” I said sincerely. I certainly didn’t want him to think that I went around fighting with everyone in school, regardless of what my file actually said. You never know what you can get away with at any given school. “May I got to my locker and get my things while I wait?”

 “Yes. I have to see Ms. Redding as well. Now would be a good time to go. Once you are all packed, I would like you to go see the nurse and have her check out your neck and your scratches before you leave. You can wait there until someone comes to pick you up.”

 I left the office in a daze, like I was walking in someone else’s body, and went to my locker. By the time I got there, I felt more like myself when I saw Lauren leaning against my neighbor’s locker, waiting for me. 

 “Oh my god! Are you alright?” She asked running toward me. “Someone told me you got into a fight. I figured you needed to come back to your locker before you left. So I just waited. And don’t worry, I didn’t say anything to anyone else, which is why I’m here alone.” She leaned forward, cupping her hand around her mouth and whispered. “If Jayson knew what happened I don’t think anyone would have been able to stop him from breaking down the office door.” 

 She laughed as she straightened then became serious again as her eyes drifted down toward my cheek and settling on my neck. She reached her hand up and placed it gently against my neck. She grimaced and pulled her hand away. Her eyes locked on mine. The concern I saw for me there was heart wrenching. 

 “I’m okay. Just a couple scratches.” I wasn’t sure why, but it felt wrong having her care that much about me. The emotion I could read in her eyes alone. I felt unworthy of it. I quickly turned and opened my locker, cramming every book I had into my backpack. “I’m going to be out of school for the rest of the week.” I said to break apart the now awkward silence. “Suspended.”

 “Wow! That’s a long time. Can you tell me what happened?”

 I told her the whole story, everything, as I finished packing my bag. She insisted on walking with me down to the nurses. “I’ll be your body guard until you are safely at home.” She said puffing her self up like a meat head. I understood her trying to lighten the mood. And she knew, as well as I did, that her as a body guard wasn’t really going to cut it. But I appreciated the attempt at least. Lauren left me just inside the nurses office, telling me she would call me later to give me all the “updated gossip”, than disappeared, headed back to the caf to finish what was left of lunch. 

 She told me she thought the fight was kind of funny. Not the actual fight fight, but that Samantha thought she actually had the right to fight with anyone over Kamdyn. Even though she was friends with Samantha at one point, she was happy someone was here to finally wipe the smug smile off her face. I was happy to help. 

 


Kimber was the one who came to pick me up from school, and she wasn’t happy when I got in the car. I wasn’t exactly sure how much the principle told her and I wasn’t about to lurch into all the details of my fight if she wasn’t told everything. For some reason, I was embarrassed by the whole thing. And I was scared. Scared that Kimber would suddenly think different about me. We got half way home when she finally spoke to me. 

 “Trystie, do you want to explain yourself?” She used a very calm tone, more like a big sister would use than a woman who now has custody of an unruly teenager.

 Cautiously I prodded to see what she knew. “What did Mr. Anderson tell you exactly?”

 “All he told me was you were in a fight and that you were suspended.”

 “Yeah, that’s about right.”

 This time she pulled over to the side of the road and turned in her seat to look at me. “Please, Trystie, tell me what’s going on. I won’t be mad, but I need to know if this is the type of behavior that I should be expecting from you or…”

 “Listen, I am sorry about this happening. And it is definately not something that I normally do. Not to mention this wasn’t my fault. At least I didn’t start it.”

 “Can you elaborate a little, please.”

 Fine. “The ex-girlfriend of a friend of mine attacked me. When she tried choking me, I defended myself.” I stopped and looked up at Kimber hoping that was all she really needed to know, but the look on her face said I wasn’t even close to being off the hook.

 “Why did she attack you?”

 I sighed. Here we go. How the hell was I supposed to explain this in a way a parent would understand and not overreact about? 

 “She thought I slept with her boyfriend. Ex-boyfriend.” She knew I slept there, it was only logical to tell her that was the reason. Why make something up when I didn’t really need to lie?

 “Oh.” Looking over her shoulder, she pulled back out onto the road.

 “You know, the night of the party, when Jayson and I stayed over at Kamdyn’s?”

 “Yes, I remember.” She was quiet for a minute that seemed like an hour, then looked over at me again. I definitely didn’t like that look. “So did you?”

 “Did I what?”

 “Sleep with her boyfriend.”

 “Ex-boyfriend. And no, I did not! She only thought that because she found out I stayed there.”

 “Okay, Trystie. You don’t have to get all worked up. I believe you. I will always trust you unless you give me a reason not to. You could have made up any story to tell me why she confronted you, but you told me the truth. I want you to know that even if it were true, you can come to me with any of this. Anything. It may be something we are both uncomfortable with, but if it helps you to talk to someone or you need advice, I will always be there for you. All you need to do it ask.”

 “Thanks, Kimber. That means a lot… and it helps me feel a little less tense about things. I never wanted to keep anything from you, and I haven’t so far. I would like you to know everything. My parents always did.” 

 I turned to look out the window at the surroundings that were flashing by again as we drove fast down the hill. “Am I grounded?” She hadn’t said and I needed to know. It would help me get a feel for exactly how much she trusted me. 

 “No. Why?”

 “I just thought since I got in trouble at school, you might ground me.”

 “No. You told me it wasn’t your fault. And your principle did tell me you reacted in self defense.” She looked at me again and smiled. She knew exactly what happened because my principle told her. She was testing me!

 

Jayson came over after school school, as usual. But I was actually surprised to see him, since I had barely seen him all day. If he had stayed with me today, maybe this wouldn’t have happened. But I couldn’t blame him, it wasn’t his fault. Apparently news of my fight had traveled at warp speed around the school. When Jayson had first arrived, he looked, well, he looked pissed. I could see it in his eyes that what Lauren had told me was true. If he had known about the fight while I was still at school, there was no way anyone would have kept in away. Usual, having any guy think he can “come to my rescue” really burned me. But there was just something about Jayson’s protectiveness of me that warmed my heart. I don’t know, maybe it was only because he didn’t get the chance to pull his macho crap with me.

 Jayson went into detail about how the waves of gossip had started small and truthful. By the end of the school day, the waves had become ten foot swells and there could be no truth behind them. There had even be weapons that got thrown in. Apparently a few people said that I started the fight, attack Samantha because I was jealous that Kamdyn didn’t want me. Others had stated that Samantha came after me, scream all types of things about how I should leave Kamdyn alone, that he didn’t want me and that I should stop throwing myself at him. I had to laugh at that one. But there were actually a few rumors that happened to be pretty much the truth, just a little inflated. The longer that conversation went on, the more relaxed Jayson became. By the end, he was smiling profusely as he told me about the reenactments done by the people who said they saw the fight. They were hilarious. “I wish I was there.” was all he could say over and over, laughing so hard he was gasping for air. 

 But I knew better. If he was there, things would have been a lot different.

 Jayson went on and on for what seemed like hours. Everyone in school had bombarded him with questions, asking him about me, why the fight happened, how awesome it was to watch, if I was coming back, etc. I finally had enough. I didn’t want to hear about it anymore. Jayson apologized and laughed some more as I collapsed on the bed. 

 “What the hell is so funny?” I screamed at him sitting back up.

 He came and sat on the bed next to me, a little too close. He put and arm around my shoulders and pulled me in, lifting his other hand to my cheek. “You know, we could always continue our other conversation. You know I have a lot to say about the subject.”

 “Jayson, are trying to make me more upset or…?”

 “Trystie, why would I ever want to make you more upset?” He smiled again, that big smile he had that made me want to smile. And I couldn’t help it, I did. “See now, that’s all I wanted.” he said as he brushed my lips with his thumb. All too soon his expression got very tight and intense. “You know, I was really worried about you.” He tightly traced the light scratched on my cheek and pushed me back to look at the marks around my throat. “I hate that she did this to you. That I wasn’t there to stop it.”

 I pulled his hand from my face and wrapped both of mine around it. “Don’t do that, Jayson. None of this is your fault. Please don’t make it that way. And I don’t need a body guard. I can handle myself.”

 “So I’ve noticed.” He relaxed slightly, but there was no removing the emotion set deep in his eyes.

 I squeezed his hand and smiled , hoping to take away some of his self doubt. “I don’t know what I would do without you, Jayson. As crazy as you make me.”

 “Thanks,” He smiled back at me as I watched a dark shadow drift away like mist from his eyes. “That is something I have waited my whole life to hear.” 

 Than we both laughed. 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 

Chapter Nine


 

Tuesday had come and gone, and I hadn’t heard a word from Kamdyn. I started feeling this tightening in my stomach every time I thought about him. Something felt wrong. He hadn’t called and he didn’t stop by. I had even tried calling him, but I only got his voicemail. There was nothing I could do but wait, which was excruciating. So I sat in my room and did everything I could to keep myself busy. It hurt to think about him, knowing he wasn’t near me, that I couldn’t touch him. Thinking horrible things, my mind always going to the worst. I thought, maybe he went back to Samantha and they were together right now, laughing about me. Thinking that every time I called, he looked at his phone and would just hit the end button, purposely avoiding me. Maybe was having regrets about everything involving us. 

 Was there even an us?

 Kimber could obviously read the depression on my face, but she linked it to being stuck at home with nothing to do. She decided Wednesday to take a half day from work and take me out to lunch, getting me some freedom the house. We didn’t go far, which was fine. We went far enough. She drove me to a neighboring town to my favorite Chinese food restaurant in the area. By far this was the best part of my week and we are still in the parking lot. 

 Kimber was more than pleased to see my face change into the first smile she had seen in days. This was my first time actually eating here. We usually just ordered out and brought it home to eat. When we walked in, the hostess showed us to our seats and gave us menus. I already knew what I was getting, the menu wasn’t necessary, but I looked at it anyways. When she came back with Chinese tea and water for the table, she took our orders. Like always, I ordered chicken and broccoli and Kimber ordered her General Tso’s chicken and an order of pork friend rice for us to share. 

 I was so excited about my lunch. True it was my favorite place to eat out here in the sticks of Connecticut, but I realized then that I had spent too much time in my room the last two days. When the highlight of your day is driving a few miles down the street, there is defiantly something wrong. This was what I needed, to get out of the house and spent time outside my four walls and around other people. 

 “So, you feel better now that you’re out of the house?”

 “Much. Absolutely.” I answered as I stuffed my face with food.

 “I couldn’t believe how quickly you got bored and stir crazy. But I guess that’s normal, coming from a place where there’s a million things to do right down the street, to having nothing but woods at every corner and the nearest place of amusement at least thirty minutes away.”

 “You can say that again. I guess it wasn’t something I considered. I am not used to having nothing to do, or being stranded somewhere without an escape. Thank you for rescuing me.” I said in my best princess impression, throwing my nose in the air and batting my lashes. 

 Kimber burst out laughing, almost falling from her chair. It made me recognize how much I truly missed my parents. I had moments like this with them aften. I was always the one with the witty comment and they always rolled around on the ground laughing. I guess that would make this moment the first time I actually felt like myself since I left my home. And as happy as that made me, it also made me feel completely alone.

 I pushed aside my pain and smiled up at Kimber. I appreciated her effort and found that I was starting to get, not only comfortable here in Connecticut, but also with the people in it, Justin and Kimber included. 

 The rest of lunch continued just that way. We talked about school, Florida, my parents, my old friends and my new ones. There was nothing left out, except Kamdyn. Somehow I wasn’t ready to let her in on our connection, not really sure if she would completely understand. I barely did and I was the one feeling it. Maybe it would give us a chance to have another girl’s lunch again sometime in the future. 

 Just as I was thinking about Kamdyn, a cool breeze swept into the room as the front door opened and who else but his ex-girlfriend, Samantha, walked in my restaurant. I turned my back to her, hoping she wouldn’t even glance in my direction. But just my luck, she turned and looked directly at me, like she knew exactly where I was seated. I could feel the insensity of her stare on the back of my neck, like little spiders crawling over my skin. I rolled my eyes and looked up at Kimber. ‘That’s her’ I mouthed and flipped my thumb over my shoulder.

 Kimber strained her neck up to see around me, to the back of the restaurant. Kimber’s eyes suddenly widened, than she looked down. Tell me she’s not coming over here! I settled myself and twisted in my chair, plastering a big smile on my face. 

 “What do you want Samantha? Are you here for a matching set?”

 “I wanted to make sure I got my point across.” she replied with a disturbing expression. 

 “I’m sorry. What point would that be, that you can’t take a hit or that you think you’re scary?” I heard Kimber stir in her seat across from me, but didn’t trust Samantha enough to chance a look at her. 

 “You know exactly what my point was. Stay the hell away from Kamdyn, bitch. Don’t make he give a repeat performance.” She flicker her hair back, away from her face in that cliché I-think-I’m-the-shit way and started heading for the door. 

 I turned to look at Kimber quickly, her expression blank. I gave her a conniving smile and stood up. “Hey Samantha? By the way, nice eye. You look impressive in purple.”

 She froze midstep, but didn’t turn around this time. She stood there for a moment, then continued walking, disappearing out the restaurant door.

 I sat back down when I knew she was gone. Thank god nothing violent happened here in the restaurant, but I was sorry Kimber needed to witness Samantha’s viciousness. “I’m sorry about that Kimber.”

 She waved my apology away. “No, I’m glad I saw it. Now I understand what you’re going through. I am so glad that you aren’t letting her bully you around. I remember her type from school. Used to getting her way through intimidation, that’s probably why she isn’t happy about you. You won’t give her what she wants.”

 “Damn right!” I retorted, and Kimber laughed again. My heart swelled at Kimber’s acceptance of me and knew things could only get better for us. 

 We left soon after that, taking all our leftovers with us. There was no way that this food could ever go to waste.

 We were still joking and laughing as we walked out the front door into the parking lot, when someone came running down the sidewalk, barreling into me, sending my bag of leftovers careening down the sidewalk.

 The person didn’t even bother to stop. He didn’t even look back. In fact, when I looked up, there was no one in sight at all. If I wasn’t sprawled out on the ground making my acquaintance with the cement, I would think I imagined it all.

 Still cautiously looking around, I collected myself off the ground as Kimber ran to get the car, but only after asking me a million times if I was okay or needed to go to the hospital. But I was fine, honestly, just shaken up, and I told her as much. While she walked across the lot to get the car, I zeroed in on my bag of leftovers, which had landed in a hard heap by the corner of the building. Keeping my eyes open and ready for anything, I walked over retrieved my beat up food. Thankfully, the left over box was sturdy and it was completely wasted. 

 When I stood up, I noticed someone leaning against the corner of the building opposite me. He was dressed from head to toe black with a black beanie pulled low over his eyes. He had long, dark hair that struck out all around the tight hat and obscured whatever vision was left around his eyes. I couldn’t see his eyes, but I knew they were on me. I could feel his penetrating gaze drifting over me like frost climbing a window pane. He made no move toward me. He wasn’t even close enough to touch me. But for some reason, it felt like his hands were all over me, learning even inch of my body. 

 As much as his gaze set me unease, I was unable to move. Frozen by his intensity. A shiver ran over my entire body and the mist cleared and from far away, I heard Kimber yelling my name. My body was suddenly back to normal, everything in working order again, I turned toward her and was confused momentarily by where I was standing. Why was I standing over here?

 I watched as Kimber waved frantically for me to get in the car. She pointed up and I saw the sky was now a deep grey and I could tell any moment, the sky would open. 

 I weird sensation skirted across my skin and the haze cleared. There was someone here, dressed in black. Who was he?

 Putting one finger up to tell Kimber I’ll be there in a minute, I turned around to… I don’t know what I would have done, because when I turned, no one was there. That was went to sky opened and it started to pour. I quickly drove for the car and jumped in. Thankfully, the heat was on and Kimber graciously handed me a small towel from the back seat. I wiped my self down and shook my head at the strangeness of the last five minutes. 

 “Everything all right?”

 “Yeah, everything cool.”

 “What took so long? Your food survive?”

 I laughed hoping to lighten the mood slightly. I felt surrounded by something dark. “My precious leftovers are in one edible piece. I just thought… I saw someone.”

 “Oh, Mr. Rude that ran you over?”

 “I’m not sure.”

 “Oh,” She sounded slightly confused. “Well, who than?”

 I looked out the window, watching the winding river pass by in the mass of beautiful autumn scenery. You know and know that I was thinking about it, I was standing no more that ten feet away from that guy. But for some reason, all that registers about his appearance is…darkness. His whole image is a blur, like I was watching him through squinted eyes. “I don’t know.”

 I kept watching out the window the whole ride home. The openness around the river started to thin and soon we were traveling up the curvy road, travel up a huge hill into the darkness of the thick surrounding woods. I became aware of the thinning out of houses as they started getting further and further apart the greater the distance became between us and the river. I closed my eyes to ignore it all. Even though I was sitting in this car with someone who I knew cared about me, whose whole purpose today was to make me happy. But, for the second time today, I felt utterly alone and now, swallowed by darkness. 

 To push away the shadows, once we got home, I dug into my leftovers. To Justin’s dismay, I ate whatever was left. He commented on my seeming to eat everything he wants before he can reach it and completed his rant by calling me a human garbage disposal. I stuck my tongue out and laughed telling him he needed up his game if he didn’t want to starve.

 “Game on,” I heard echo through the hallway as I ran up to my room. 


 

I was still in bed Thursday morning, when I heard a knock on the front door. Justin and Kimber had long gone to work, and everyone I knew was in school. So I decided to ignore it, whoever it was, wasn’t important enough for me to get out of bed. I rolled over and threw the covers over my head, blocking out all light and any noise that might still linger. I heard the knocking one last time, as the covers went up, then all was silent and I felt myself slipping back into sleep. 

 My bed unexpectedly moved, indenting like someone had lain down next to me. I could only hope I was dreaming someone was in my room. I heard shoes drop to the ground and the person situate themselves next to me, like they were going to make themselves comfortable. I couldn’t move, couldn’t think. Why would someone come here of all places. It’s in the middle of the woods. How did anyone even know I was here? Am I dreaming? Why on earth would I dream someone was sneaking into my room? Stubbornly, I still hadn’t opened my eyes when I felt an arm slink under the covers and wrap around my waist.

 “Hey sleepyhead,” I heard him whisper. “You couldn’t even come down to open the door for me?” 

 My heart thundering, I threw the covers off, not caring what I was wearing or what I looked like. It was him. He was here! “Kamdyn!” I screamed and threw myself onto him. I surprised even myself.

 “Whoa, I guess I should do this more often.” he said as he flung his arms around me. 

 When I finally could let go, I looked at him confused. “What are you doing here? Why aren’t you at school?”

 “Do you want me go?” he inquired with a big smile on his face.

 “Of course not. I just… I’ve been, well… Why haven’t I heard from you? I’ve been waiting for you.”

 “All my life.” he whispered into my ear, brushing his lips against my cheek as he pulled away. 

 All I could do was smile. Now that he was here, everything felt right. I realized now that the feeling I had, while he was gone, was emptiness. I didn’t feel whole without him. 

 He brushed a chunk of hair from my face and examined me. His face hardened as he look at the scratches down my cheek. “Are you hurt?”

 I shrugged. “Just a couple bumps and bruises. I’ll live.”

 “But you shouldn’t have to deal with this. I’ll handle it, don’t worry.”

 I was so tired of talking about this topic, so I was going to be like any teenager. I had the perfect solution, ignore it and hope it goes away on it’s own. “So, are you going to tell me what’s up?”

 He gazed into my eyes for what seemed like an eternity, but said nothing. Finally, he grinned and I could see his emotion reflected in his eyes. “I couldn’t go another day without you.”

 I smiled the biggest smile anyone could imagine, and just as soon as it appeared, it was gone. 

 “What’s wrong?” 

 “I tried calling you. I haven’t heard from you since Monday, outside school. I…”

 He picked up his hand and put his long finger up against my lips. “Shh, I know. I’m so sorry. I should have… I should have at least called to make sure you were okay. I heard what happened, and I’m sorry she did that to you. Truthfully, I was a little nervous you would be mad at me for the fight. I would have loved to see the look on her face when you hit her though.” He smiled a quick smile. “Something happened after I saw you at school and I just needed time to think, to work things out on my own.” He stopped and took a deep breath and looked at me hard, his hands reached up to my face. “Nothing’s wrong at all, so don’t worry and I will tell you everything once I can.”

 I could see a mass of emotions pass over his face as he spoke and I knew it was something big he was dealing with, but he just wasn’t ready to let it out. He needed time and if that’s what he needed from me then I could give him that. “Do you want me to, I don’t know, leave you alone until you have things figured out?” I gulped silently, seriously hoping that he wasn’t pushing me away already.

 “No!”

 I jumped at his loud tone and gave a nervous laugh. “Okay, I just thought…”

 “No, I need you. Always. Don’t think that, please.”

 “Well, when I didn’t hear from you or anything I just thought…”

 “Please don’t finish that sentence. Don’t ever let even the thought enter you mind again. It is physically painful being away from you, I couldn’t live without you.” He took my face in his hands and pulled me toward him, looking deep into my eyes. His eyes were pulsing with longing and fear and once again, I swear I saw them flash like a sparkling amethyst caught in the light.

 “Kamdyn, I’m sorry. Thought erased.” I wiped a hand in front of my face as if I could really erase it. I hugged him tight again, squeezing my face into his chest, breathing in his wonderfully, intoxicating spicy scent. He smelled like the the wind through the woods. “So tell me what’s going on at school, what did I miss?”

 “Nothing much. The school’s in an uproar from your fight. I am planning on going to Samantha’s this weekend. We are going to have a long talk. She will not touch you again.”

 At his words, a sharp pain sliced through my stomach. A pain so strong I would have been doubled over in pain if it had lasted longer then a mere second. I knew it was irrational, but I couldn’t help my mind from wondering back to previous suspicion, that Kamdyn and Samantha are still together and this is just some cruel joke. 

 “I know what your thinking and you need to stop it. There is nothing left between us, Trystie. But I will not stand for her to do this to you. Look what she is making you think right now.”

 “You know what I’m thinking. How exactly is that possible?”

 “Come on, it really isn’t that hard to figure out. Plus, your facial expression gave it away.”

 Hmmm, I don’t think I agree. Am I really that transparent? Either way, something to debate later.

 “Kamdyn, I don’t think that’s necessary, and I’m sure she will find a way to turn it around at me saying you are back together.” I frowned at the thought. He grabbed my chin and pulled it up, looking into my eyes. 

 “That is never going to happen, I thought I already made that clear. How can I…”

 “Kamdyn, you don’t need to do anything but be here.” 

 He bent down quickly and gave me a kiss. “Done.”

 Something felt odd here, but what it was, I wasn’t entirely sure. What I did know was that Samantha was going to continue being a problem between us. She’s like one of those knats flying around your head in the summer. The ones you smack and scream at and even run from but continue to come back. Determined little bastards. But for now, I was going to push all doubt and all future issues aside and enjoy what was in front of me.

 I definitely didn’t want to hang around in my grungy pjs, so I excused myself and went to take a shower. I wasn’t gone long, since I had company waiting on the other side of the door. 

 When I came out, Kamdyn had made himself at ease on my bed. He looked so good there that I came out of the bathroom at a run and, leaping up into the air, I landed on top of him. 

 His eyes flew open in surprise. Than his arms flew up around me and rolling over, he pulled me under him. Surprised myself by his little maneuver. He smiled big at me, flashing teeth and flicking up an eyebrow. My heart nearly burst through my chest at his expression. And right now, he was all mine. 

 “Interesting turn of events.” he said, his words melting as each escaped his lips. 

 “Very.” I was barely able to say before his lips reached mine. 

 He pulled back slowly and carefully opened his eyes, taking in every feature of my face. Then his smile disappeared again and he looked disturbed. “Is this what she did to you?” he asked as he pushed away my damp hair and lightly stroke my neck where the light bruises formed.

 “Yes, but it isn’t as bad as it looks.” I promised.

 “She is lucky she is a girl. If she…”

 “I took care of it Kamdyn. Please calm down. It isn’t worth getting upset about.”

 “It won’t happen again. I won’t let it.” he said as he bent down to lightly trail his mouth over my injuries. 

 His lips worked their way up my throat and found my mouth again. He passionately kissed me, long and hard this time. Slowly he made his way back down my neck and continued down to my collar bone, sending chills through my entire body. I couldn’t help but sigh deeply. I could feel his smile on my body as his lips continued to travel down. He moved quickly, skipping over my shirt and landing his mouth down by my belly button and unhurriedly pushed my shirt up, the bottoms of my bra peeking out. He kissed his way all over my stomach. Reaching down, I pulling him by his shirt and brought him back up to my mouth. 

 He pulled away slightly. “Did I do something wrong?”

 “Not at all. I just thought there wouldn’t be a way to stop if you kept going.”

 “Trystie, don’t you trust me at all? I spent an entire night with you sleeping naked in my arms. Don’t you think I would have had my way with you then?” He smirked and I knew exactly what he was thinking about. 

 I scrunched my nose at his heated expression. “I wasn’t talking about you.” I replied. 


 

 My Friday pretty much followed the same schedule as Thursday. Kamdyn came over, skipping school again and hung out all day. Even during the weekend, he seemed to not ever want to go home. And really, I wasn’t about to complain. We just lounged around the house, talking. We went for walks in the woods. Strangely enough, Jayson never made and appearance. He hadn’t even called and I had to admit, I missed his everyday presence. I was tempted to give him a call on Saturday and see why he was MIA, but Kamdyn demanded my fully attention and I was kept more than occupied. But even so, I felt an almost aching emptiness without my usual distraction. 

 Finally, Monday came around and I was given the answer to my nagging questions when Jayson arrived at my house to pick me up for school. 

 I knew something was up when he didn’t come to the door. Instead he just sat in the driveway and honked his horn. 

 “Enjoy your vacation?” he asked with a slight edge to his voice as I hopped up into his truck.

 “It was alright, long and boring though.” I was trying not to give into this tone. “Where have you been?”

 “I was home.” he answered looking away. He didn’t say anything for a while as we drove down my driveway and through town. The tension was a tangible thing in the air and it was killing me. What was wrong with him?

 “Jayson, what’s up? You didn’t come by this weekend, you didn’t call and now you’re acting weird. Talk to me.” Still he didn’t say anything. He didn’t even look at me. 

 I humphed and crossed my arms over my chest, waiting for an answer I knew wouldn’t come. He just kept driving in silence, all the way to school.

 He parked in his usual spot in the dirt parking lot off the side of the school. I grabbed my bag and jumped out of the truck, making my way into the school without waiting, without looking back to see if Jayson was following. A hand grabbed my arm and held me still. I looked down at the hand on my arm then raised my narrowed eyes to the person attached to the offending thing. 

 He dropped his hand quickly and met my eyes. “Come with me. Please?”



 “Oh, now you want to talk? Why the hell should I?”


 “Because I said please?” Accompanied by his puppy eyes, I felt my anger receding. 


 I forced back the smile I could feel tugging at my lips. “Fine. But make it fast.”


 He reached down and took my hand. I wanted badly, just to prove how mad I was at him, to pull it away. Instead I let him drag me down a path behind the parking lot, that I never noticed was there before, and into the woods. 

 The narrow trail led deep into the woods and wound around thick trees and even a small pond. Jayson came to a stop in a slightly more open area. Turning around I noticed I couldn’t see the parking lot anymore, so obviously, no one could see us. 

 I looked up at him, crossing my arms over my chest and waited, trying to still look irritated. Avoiding my eyes, he just looked around for a while, staring off into the forest surrounding us. Watching him, I noticed that he looked different today. Not like something about him was physically changed, but his face was different. He looked, I don’t know. Nervous?

 “Jayson, please tell me why you brought me here. It’s cold, dark and we’re going to be late.” I finally said breaking the long and oddly uncomfortable silence.

 He looked down at me then, shoving his hands into his pockets. “I know,” was all he said.

 I narrowed my eyes. “You know what?”

 “About you can Kamdyn.”

 “Me and Kamdyn, what?”

 “Please don’t make me say it.” His eyes locked on mine and I couldn’t help but notice the pain in them. Which I completely didn’t understand. 

 I looked down to the ground then, no longer able to bare the emotion so apparent in his eyes. A million words ran through my head, but none of them seemed right. I finally opened my mouth to say something, anything, but he stopped me. 

 “It’s okay, you don’t have to say anything.” He said as if he could read my mind. “After the fight last week, Kamdyn was acting kind of weird and withdrawn. We all had a feeling there was something going on. But I knew. It was only a matter of time I guess. I was hoping I was wrong and that I was just picking up a look here and a comment there because I was looking for them. I was proved wrong when I came so see you after school on Thursday.” He looked away again, toward the parking lot, like he heard someone coming, than turned back to me. He took a deep breath. “I need to tell you something, but I want you to promise not to freak out, okay?” 

 “Okay,” I responded without even thinking twice about it.

 “No, promise me.”

 Taking a second to make sure I prepared for what was coming, I answered. “I promise.” 

 “You know how I feel about you. That I care about you deeply, but…”

 “Jayson, what?” I was starting to get nervous. I could feel my heartbeat kick up a notch. I honestly didn’t think he could have anything more to tell me. As it was I never thought he cared for me more than a good friend would.

 “I know you’re with Kamdyn now, but that’s not going to change how I feel. Even though he is my best friend, so are you. I want you both to be happy, even if it is at my expense.”

 “Jayson, please just say whatever you need to say.”

 There was a long stretch of time where he looked directly into my eyes but said nothing. The only thing I could do was watch him and wait in silence until he was ready to say whatever he needed to say.

 Finally, he reached out and took both my hands into his. They were warm and comforting and chased away the slight chill in the air that had wrapped around me since we entered the woods. “I’m in love with you, Trystie.”

My mouth fell open and I became dizzy. I knew he cared about me, he told me that. But never in my life had I expected this. How was I supposed to react to this?

 “Jayson, you know I care about you, but you are my best friend.”

 “I know you do, but I also feel like there is more there than you realize. It’s just that your vision is clouded right now.”

 In the distance I heard the bell ring, and had no time to say anything more. He grabbed my arm and we ran toward the school. As we were walking to the front doors, I stopped and looked at him. He turned around and walked back the couple steps he was ahead of me. 

 “Jayson, we obviously need to talk.” 

 “Just as I’d hoped,” he said, and ran through the doors without looking to see if I followed. 

 I took my time getting to my locker and to my first class. I didn’t care that I would be late. I needed to think. This just wasn’t cool. What am I supposed to do now? Jayson is my best friend. We have a relationship that I would never want to ruin. And I am with Kamdyn now. He wasn’t something I ever wanted to lose, someone that I couldn’t lose. I would have to tell him about this. But I needed time to talk with Jayson more, before I said anything to Kamdyn. 

 It just figures after a dating history as bad as mine, never finding one decent person, that here I would find two and be completely caught off guard by just how important they both are in my life. 

 Someone up there really hates me.

 I arrived to class fifteen minutes late, and took my usual seat next to Jayson. 

“Where the hell have you been? You were right behind me.” he whispered across the isle. 

 I didn’t answer. I sat there, not a word leaving my mouth for my first two periods. When the bell finally rang, I snatched up all my things and took off through the crowded chaos you call a high school hallway, and booked it for my next class. I didn’t want Jayson’s company right now. I needed time to think without him in my ear. 

 I absentmindedly flowed through the next couple periods, right into lunch. I sat like a zombie at the lunch table, squeezed between Jayson and Lauren. I noticed, when I glanced up, that Becky was sitting across from me. Trying to avoid making eye contact with me, she moved her eyes to the floor when she saw me look up. At first I was confused by her actions, until the thought hit me. I knew why she seemed nervous. She felt guilty for having started the fight between Samantha and me. I didn’t say anything to her, not wanting to draw attention to either of us. Instead, I continued to stare at her until she met my gaze. When she finally looked up at me, I gave her a small smile, telling her with my eyes that I didn’t blame her. I knew she would find out anyways, someday. She would either learn it through a rumor or she would see it in the halls. Either way, the fight was bound to happen. Just because it happened earlier then it normally would have. How could I blame her for that?

 She gave me heartfelt smile and held my eyes. We were able to have an entire conversation using only our eyes, which no one else in the room even noticed we’d had. Her eyes were beaming and bright when I eventually looked away, closing off from the world again and retreating inside to figure out my own problems. 

 Closing off from all the sights and sounds around me, I wrapped myself in my own little world. One where this wasn’t my life. One where I didn’t have problems like the ones I was facing now. My parents were dead. I didn’t, almost constantly, feel alone. I pretended I was back in my old life, where I was completely oblivious to the actual pains of true life and I drowned my trivial sorrows in longs afternoons full of shopping and lying in the hot sand on the beach. What didn’t help was thinking about the two things I would miss the most in going back to those days. Both Kamdyn and Jayson. Completeing that thought didn’t help my thought process in any way, shape or form. I was seriously considering throwing my tray from fries across the room when I felt arms wrap around my waist, heaving me up into the air and pulling me away from my table and out from the past. 

 I was suspended somewhere in the air when I noticed the sensation I felt around my hips and I couldn’t help but smile. Before I knew what was happening, we were out the doors to the lunch room and making our way down the hall. 

 Once we were out of sight from anyone who cared to look, Kamdyn spin me around and cradled me to his chest. Still walking fast down the empty halls, he didn’t say anything. 

 “You know, I can walk.” I said looking up into his beautiful face and smiled. He was exactly what I needed right now, it was too easy to forget anything else existed while we were together. I waited, looking into his eyes, for him to respond. But he didn’t. The only reaction I got from him was a cute sideways smirk and a small glance in my direction. 

 He carried he throughout the school as if I weighed nothing more than pillow he carried in his arms. 

 How is he carrying me like I weigh nothing? I’m not actually heavy, but carrying anyone for this long could tire anyone out. Couldn’t it? 

 It wasn’t long afterward, that we were outside and he was setting me down at a picnic table outside. It was surprisingly warm outside today, for November. The sun was beating on the exact spot we were sitting. It was hardly summer outside, but with Kamdyn at my side, I felt nothing but heat.

 He sat down next to me at the table. Still holding my hand, he leaned close. “I missed you.” he whispered. 

 I looked over at him with a coy expression. “It’s only been a few hours.” I laughed.

 “I know,” he said as he looked down at the ground. “I just can’t help myself. It is painful being away from you. If I never needed to let you go, I wouldn’t.”

 “Then don’t.” 

 He gave me a very heated expression that said he would devour me if he could. I shivered as he leaned down and gently pressed his lips against mine. When I finally pulled away, I saw his eyes were still closed. He sighed silently, reaching out to me again. Without opening his eyes, he started pulling my face back toward his. 

 “I wasn’t done yet.” he lightly breathed against my mouth, just before he kissed me again. 


 This time, I knew better than to be the one to pull away.


 Pulling away he gave me a satisfied smile. 


 “Was that enough for you, this time?” I asked teasingly.


 “No, not even close. But I figured you might need some time to breathe,” He casually shrugged his shoulders. “It’s only fair.” He swung an arm up and draped it around my shoulders, while spinning me so my back to could lean up against his chest. Once I was pulled against him comfortably, his arm fell over my left shoulder, draping across my chest, resting on the right side of my collar bone. We just sat that way for a little a while. Just feeling him near made my head completely clear. I had no outside thoughts, no other cares. Nothing else mattered.

 His hand moved from where it rested and his fingers dragged along my neck, tracing the links of the chain I was wearing around my neck. His hand stopped on the charm at the end of the necklace, picking it up he rested its weight in his hand. 

 “Tell me about this necklace.” He said as he let it rest back in it’s place to the right of my heart. “I noticed you never take it off.”

 I took a deep breath before I answered. Over the last couple months, since the accident, I tried not to think too much about them. It was painful to remember they were no longer here with me. The one thing I was sure of was that if they could tell me one thing to so after they had gone, I knew that they would want me to live my life like they never left. They wouldn’t want even their deaths to alter the life I want for myself. The life they wanted me to have. They always wanted my happiness, so every moment I spent crying over their loss was time they wouldn’t want me to waste. I tired to remember that every time they popped into my head. 

 It was hard to think of them without crying. A tear escaped my eye before I had the chance to catch it and it fell daintily onto Kamdyn arm. “It was my mother’s.” I heard myself struggle to say the words as Kamdyn’s hand reached up to wipe away the tears, now coming much more steadily. 

 “I am sorry about them. I know no one here has said so, even though we all know what happened. No one wanted to upset you.” He played with a lock of my hair hanging over my shoulder then replaced his fingers over my necklace. “It is a beautiful locket. It belongs with you.”

 My heart clenched at those words. “Thank you, Kamdyn.” I tried to stop my tears from coming, but it seemed I kept them locked up for so long, with no one to talk to, they just wouldn’t stop. Kamdyn sat there, his arm tightening around me, letting me get it all out. When I was finally able to structure a sentence, I sat up and turned toward him, wiping my eyes. 

 “My mom would have loved you, you know.” I said with a half smile.

 “How could you know that?” he asked intriguingly with a little laugh.

 “It’s funny, you know, now that I think about it. My mom used to tell me all the time the type of guy she didn’t want me with, which was always the guys I found. After her long lectures on the wrong guy, she would describe the guy I should be with, the one she saw me with.” I didn’t know at the time she saw him literally. I could hear her voice in my head as I thought about all the times she told me about my perfect guy. Her description never changed over my years of dating. 


The perfect guy for you, your match, will be much taller than you. So much taller that you would need to look up into his eyes. He’ll have a face that almost looks like it is chiseled out of stone, it’s so perfect. He’ll have a lean body, not too skinny, not too muscled. He’ll have shaggy dark hair that sometimes hangs into his beautiful, deeply purple eyes. But besides his looks, he’s smart and has a kind loving heart. He’s not friends with or loves someone for what he can get out of them. He loves them for who they are. He’s respectful of others boundaries, which as you know is something I greatly value in a person. I see him for you Trystie, but you know what the best part of him is? He will love you so unconditionally, that nothing else in the world will matter once you two are together. I want that for you so much. Please don’t let him get away, Trystie. 

 My response at the time was always the same, I would roll my eyes saying ‘yeah, yeah’, and continue thinking about whatever guy caught my eye at the time. Looking back at it now, all I could do was plaster an eloquent look on my face. “She saw you.” I finally continued. When she told me all those times that she saw who I was to be with, I thought she had meant the type of guy she wanted me with. Never in my wildness imagination did I truly believe she had actually seen him.

 He didn’t ask what I meant or for any details, but his expression gave me the idea that he knew exactly what my mom had predestined. “I’m sure I would have loved them, too.” 

 After that he dropped the subject. He didn’t ask me any more questions about my parents, though I could tell me wanted to know more. I decided once I could formulate a complete sentence about them without crying, I would tell him everything he could want to know. But until then Kamdyn would wait. Just like my mother told me, he wouldn’t cross that boundary line. I spun around in his arms again, leaning my back up against his chest and resting my head back. I felt the weight of his head as he placed his cheek against my hair. We stayed that way, in silence, until we heard the bell ring. 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 

Chapter Ten

 


Winter came on real fast this year, or so I was told. The ground was covered with a blanket of white since mid-November, and it hasn’t left since. There was a significant drop in temperature just a few days after that sunny afternoon at lunch when Kamdyn and I sat outside. It seems like so long ago, that the sun was warm and you could step foot outside without a winter coat and gloves. It was a good thing I had Kamdyn. When he was around, I didn’t seem to feel much of the cold. If he was touching me in any way, the electricity between us seemed to course through my body, heating every cold cell inside me. It was just too simple being with him. He satisfied every need I had. If I was cold, he warmed me. If I was lonely, he would appear. Even if I was just thinking about him, I would, in some way, hear him. The thing was, I never actually had to ask for anything. I had never experienced a thing like this before. 

 Things with Jayson starting picking up, since they had so recently took a nose dive when Jayson decided it would be a good idea to let me know how he felt. We went on being exactly what we were before our “walk in the woods”, which is to the say the least that nothing was really resolved. It was more like, ignored. I simply pretended I didn’t know any better and he pretended he had never said a word. I didn’t know if his silence was more for my benefit or his. Either way, I wasn’t about to ask. 

 I could tell it took a big part of him to go back to acting the way he used to. It was like he had opened a dam and was just now trying to close the gates. It wasn’t working, but I appreciated his resolve. 

 The problem was, as much as I knew Jayson was trying to make things not weird, they were. I never told Kamdyn what Jayson told me in the woods that day. I just didn’t think he needed to know. I had a weird feeling it would somehow hurt him more to know that. Kamdyn knew enough about Jayson’s feelings for me. He just didn’t need to know how deep they were. It was something I questioned everyday. I was more or less hoping it was just a phase he would out grow when he found someone else. 

 One thing that definitely hurt me was watching when Jayson made it a point to disappear when Kamdyn and I were in the same room together; at school, parties, even at my house. Jayson still came over all the time, but when Kamdyn would stop by, Jayson would, all of a sudden, have something he needed to go do. After a little while, Kamdyn couldn’t help but notice. He told me he understood, but there was not mistaking the hurt in his eyes that his best friend was avoiding him. But it wasn’t him, it was us. 

 Sometimes it made me feel like I should just leave and move away, letting everything here go back to normal. But running isn’t really my thing. At least I try not to.

 I knew then I needed to talk to Jayson. But it wasn’t something I was looking forward to. 

 One of my many other dilemmas was Samantha. She came back to school a week after I did, from her suspension, and obviously learned nothing. The day she came back, in a real show of her airheadedness, she though she could intimidate me by doing what? She attacked me. Again. And this time in front of the principle. She ended up with a week of in-school suspension and was told she would be expelled if she didn’t stay away from me. All this did was get her to find more interesting ways and conniving ways, outside of school, to make were “warning” known. Many friends from school tried to talk to her. Even as he said he would, Kamdyn went to see her in her. But instead of at home his visit was during her in-school suspension. He did that hoping to squash her attempt to put a spin on his visit, and God knew she would too. Still, even that didn’t stop the rumors she continued to push through the halls. And they were bad. I could only imagine the things she could have come up with if he had gone to see her at home. The only thing he did manage to get out of her during the visit was her repeated statement of, ‘I won’t stop until I make you see just what you gave this up for’. He told me he tried to explain to her that things were not going to go back to the way they were. They would never be together again, but she wouldn’t hear it. I guess there was no way to pierce that stubborn blonde head of hers.

 I had to hand it to her though, she was creative. She did everything she could to make my life miserable. All the little tricks she managed to pull off I could never prove she did. But I knew it was her. Who the hell else would it be? One of my favorites was when my purse went missing, from Kamdyn’s car. We looked everywhere for it, but we didn’t find it anywhere. Two days later, it mysteriously reappeared in his car. We tried used the guise that maybe it was just shoved under the seat and we overlooked it, but I knew better. A week later I got a call about a odd charge on my account. Eleven hundred dollars at Louis Vuitton? 

 The same things started happening at school also. Things in my locker would go missing, my backpack, my jacket, some days my school books or binders and, of course, any project that she found. Everything always returned a few days later. I just learned not to leave anything important in my locker. 

 She finally learned to leave my locker alone when I started taping up pictures and notes from Kamdyn inside. Apparently, that was something she wouldn’t stand to see. 

 Even though Becky and Lauren were at some point friends –or at least friendly- with Samantha, during this whole feud, we seemed to get a lot closer. They both tried talking to Samantha, getting her to stop being ridiculous. But again she wouldn’t listen. It was around that time that both Becky and Lauren stopped talking to her altogether. I always liked Lauren and felt close to her from the start. It was Becky that I wasn’t close to right away. I never had any problems with her, I rather enjoyed her out going personality. As brutal as it was sometimes, it was refreshing to hear someone speak exactly what was on their mind when the moment strikes. After the whole misunderstanding that led to Samantha and me fighting, Becky and I started getting much closer. I found for the first time in a while, I had a group of friends I could really rely on.


 

Finally, the holidays were here and we could get a break from school. A much needed break. I was working on my Algebra midterm, my last exam before Christmas break, when I felt something hit my arm. There was a crumpled up piece of paper lying on top of my scratch paper. I risked a glance behind me and saw Kamdyn nod at the note impatiently. I reached over, grabbing my scratch papers and the note pretending I was working out a problem.


I’m just about finished. When you’re done, meet me in the hall before you leave.

 K.

 Without turning around, I nodded my head and continued working. Only a couple minutes later, I heard him get up from his seat and hand in his test. His gaze locked with mine as he walked out the door. I didn’t take much longer to finish. I was pretty good in Algrebra, it was one of the exams I was least worried about. I grabbed my stuff, throwing everything in my bag and headed toward to teacher. I dropped off my exam and nearly ran for the door. A huge weight was lifted off my shoulders as the space broadened between me and the teacher’s desk. Exams were over and I had nothing to think about for almost two weeks. Finally life would be stress free. 

 Yeah, right. My life was way too complicated for that.

 Kamdyn was waiting for me on the other side of the door, looking sort of impatient. 

 “Took you long enough.”

 “Sorry?”

 “You were on the last question when I walked by, what were you doing?”

 “I had to check everything over before I handed it in, sorry. Didn’t realize I was being timed.”

 “You are such a nerd,” he said as he swung his arms around my waist and lifted me off the ground. He started carrying me toward the doors, when I wiggled myself out of his arms to touch the ground. He gave me a thwarted look as he pushed open the doors toward the parking lot.

 Kamdyn was bringing me home today after exams. We both knew it wasn’t going to be a long exam for us and we ended up getting out over an hour earlier than everyone else. Jayson was stuck in a Spanish exam for last period, so I knew he wasn’t getting out any time soon. It felt good to walk away from the school today feeling relieved and light. I had nothing to worry about -for a while at least- and it felt so good.

 It was still really early, about ten in the morning, and now we both had the whole day open, vacation had officially started. We decided, as we walked to his car, that we should go out for an early lunch today. Before more snow hit. I had never seen so much white in my life. It was kind of dizzying. I couldn’t even imagine driving in it. Nor did I want to.

 It was probably not a good idea to go too far from town today. With more snow on the way, and all the steep and winding hills to maneuver through, snow isn’t exactly your best friend here. Usually Kamdyn wasn’t so sensitive about driving in it, he was more than comfortable behind the wheel in a snow storm. But for some reason, if I was going to be in the car, he didn’t want to drive anywhere. So we ended up at a local hot spot for lunch, a family owned hot dog stand. It was my favorite place to eat. Being a small family place, there was no where to sit that wasn’t outside. We went to the window and ordered. Kamdyn always insisted on paying for everything, I have very little opportunities to pay for much. 

 Once our order was up, we bundled the food up quickly, trapping all the heat inside, ran to the car and headed toward my house to eat. Kamdyn felt more comfortable at my house, especially with the snow. Later he would have no reason to rush me home; escaping whatever storm was on the way. 

 It seemed the majority of the time we spent together was at my house. We hardly ever went to his and when we did, we never stayed very long. He always found some excuse to leave. I didn’t even try to go over there often anymore. I used to try. His house is so big and comfortable, and his parents never seemed to be home. We didn’t need the privacy but it was good to have. 

 When we got to my house, we plopped down in the living room, in front of the TV, and ate while I made him watch Charmed reruns. It didn’t take us long to eat, the food was good and we both seemed to be starving. 

 Kamdyn shoveled in his last bite of fries and fell back onto the couch. Looking over at me he asked, “So, what are your plans for Christmas?”

 Christmas was about five days away. It felt more like Christmas here than it had any other time in my life. Palm trees and beaches don’t exactly spell out Christmas cheer. I was so excited about having an actual cold Christmas –even though I hate the cold- that I forgot how fast it was actually approaching. I knew exactly what was planned for Christmas. I’ve been looking forward to it all month, so Justin and Kimber planned a big dinner Christmas eve, with their parents and siblings coming over. But the day of was set aside for us and for presents. “Justin and Kimber are having a party here Christmas eve, with their families coming. The next morning is breakfast and presents, that’s it.”

 “Good, just what I was hoping for. I wanted to ask you to come over to my house, for dinner with my family. Christmas night. If you would. Would you?”

 I couldn’t help but grin at the way he asked, like I would maybe shoot him down, tell him no. Why would he think that? “I have to run it by Kimber and Justin first, but other than that, I would love to.” 

 His response was nothing if it wasn’t ecstatic. 


 

I was exhausted the next morning. I couldn’t sleep the whole night. Kamdyn didn’t escape my mind for a second. Every time I closed my eyes, I saw his perfect face, his lean body, the definition of his muscles as they moved under his fitted shirts, his beautiful eyes I could do nothing but get lost in. But as my mind thought about his perfection, as I lay half way between wake and sleep, other things about him surfaced to my immediate attention. Things I had noticed, but pushed aside. Sometimes, when I am wrapped tightly in something mentally –or physically-, I tend to be a little oblivious.


But he had lived around these people his entire life, no one lese seemed to notice. And if they did, no one said anything. 


 Besides his obvious flawlessness, I couldn’t help but pick out things, inhuman things, that he had either said or had done around me. The first act that was way more than normal was this electricity between us. Not just something you think you feel for someone but a literal electric current that passes between us. A tingling that travels through my skin where ever his flesh touches mine. And how is it he can see so well in the dark. Even when no one else can see an inch in front of their faces, Kamdyn seems to see just fine. Like the night we walked the trail to the hidden lake. He led me down the bumpy, winding path with no troubles, holding my hand and guiding me. And the night of the pool party…ugh!


 Kamdyn is also strong. Really strong. I’m not exactly heavy, but he picks me up and flings me around like I weigh nothing. Literally nothing. I understand, most guys his size could pick me up with ease, but he picks me up and carries me like I am no more than a small child and never seems to get tired. Every time he lifts me up into his arms and doesn’t show any sign of needing to put me down, I always feel at that moment that I weigh a thousand pounds and feel guilty for him holding me up. Not that I mind being held against him. I have also noticed, recently, that there is this glow I see in him, all over his skin. I didn’t always see it. Only within the last few weeks, since our conversation outside the school at lunch. But this glow isn’t like a happiness glow, like a glow from a pregnant woman. It’s a literal glow. His skin actually brightens when I see him once it is dark enough out. Like I can see the electricity surging under his skin before he touches me. 

 All of these aspects of his being reentered my mind, over and over. I thought about all the moments in the past that I had over looked. It didn’t matter what the real reason behind these strange occurrences was. That was what kept me up. I knew it was something that should have, frankly, freaked me the hell out. But it didn’t. It was exciting, really exciting. I couldn’t sleep because I couldn’t think of anything else but him and those intriguing aspects that I just couldn’t explain. It only made his absence more painful. As much as I wanted to make sense of the ramblings in my head, I wouldn’t and couldn’t say anything to him. If there really was some sense in my madness, he would be the one to come forward with it. 

 It felt like by the time I finally fell asleep, the sun was coming up. I couldn’t seem to shut my mind off long enough to get any rest, but something about the sunrise calmed me and helped my mind settle. 

 I woke up to the sound of loud conversation downstairs. I heard three people, all talking loudly, banging pans around. So, obviously, in the kitchen. The smell of bacon suddenly swirled around my room and I took in a deep whiff. Looking at the clock, I had only really slept for four hours. I was so not ready to get up yet. But I loved when Justin and Kimber made a big breakfast. Quickly weighing my pros and cons, nice comfy, warm bed which provides sleep or really, really good mind blowing breakfast… Hmmm. So my stomach had officially taken the run of things and I jumped out of bed.

 Since I knew we had company, and by the laugh, I knew it was Jayson, I decided not to go downstairs with the just-rolled-out-of-bed look. So I got up, washed my face, fixed my hair, and by fixed I mean finger comb and throw back up in a very messy ponytail, and threw on some jeans and a sweatshirt. Once I was satisfied, I strolled down to the kitchen to eat the food I knew was waiting for me. 

 “Good morning, sunshine.” Justin said as he saw me turn the corner from the stairs. 

 “Good morning… everyone.” I responded as I gave Jayson a confused look. 


What is he doing here anyway?

 I sat down at the table, across from him, with my full plate and started to eat. Just as I sat, my stomach rumbled, loudly, and I realized I definitely made the right choice. Starving. Before I knew it, my plate was empty. I shoved the plate away and sat back. Looking up I noticed that Jayson had just finished too, and was looking at me, waiting. Something is up.

 I grabbed my plate and his, and brought them up, putting them in the dishwasher. I thanked Justin and Kimber for their awesome breakfast –which I wished I remembered tasting- and grabbed Jayson’s hand and started towing him to my room. “We’ll be upstairs if you need us.” I threw over my shoulder as we turned to corner heading for the stairs. 

 “What’s up?” I asked once we were in my room.

 He turned his head to look at me as he dropped onto my unmade bed and made himself comfortable. “Who said something’s up? Since when can’t I come by to see you?”

 I narrowed my eyes. “Now I know something is up and you aren’t telling me. Just because you are avoiding my question. Come on, Jayson. You know I know you better than that.”

 Jayson’s eyebrow quirked up quickly. He knew I had a point, but wasn’t going to say I was right. He said nothing as I came and sat on the bed beside him, turning on the TV. 

 We sat there for a while, in silence. I kept noticing him out of the corner of my eye. He would turn his head to look at me, open his mouth to say something, then without a word turn back to the show we were watching. Finally, after the fourth time he repeated it and still said nothing, I couldn’t take it anymore. 

 “Jayson, spit it out already!” I screamed in frustration and faced him. 

 A look of pure shock shot across his face. “I’m sorry I…” He stopped and looked down then glanced up again. This time his expression was different. Almost angry. “I need to talk to you about something.”

 “No shit, Jayson! Can you just say it and stop being so awkward?” 

 “Sorry. I just didn’t know if I could.” His expression changed again, softening. This time I didn’t know what to expect. “Things have been… different, since… well, you and Kamdyn.”

 “Only because you are making it that way.”

 “I guess you’re right, but there’s nothing I can do about that.”

 “Of course there is.”

 “No, Trystie. There really isn’t.” He turned his body to face me, mirroring my position. He reached out his hand and lifted mine into his. “I’ve been thinking about this for… well, a while. I honestly can’t think of anything else.” He stopped and took a deep breathe. 

 As I waited I felt my stomach knot up, this wasn’t going to be good. I suddenly felt exhausted as he looked back into my eyes. 

 “You know how I feel about you.”

 “Jayson, please…”

 “No, let me say what I have to say. Please? You can say whatever you need to when I’m done.” 

 I took a second to force back and comments I felt compelled to add and nodded, letting him continue. 

 “You know how I feel about you. Nothing has changed since I told you, except that it has only gotten stronger since then. I knew the second I saw you get off that plane that I needed to have you in my life. I know that sounds stupid and cliché, but it’s true. I’ve never felt something so strongly in my life. The problem here is Kamdyn. And I had a feeling as soon as you two met that I was going to lose you. I didn’t know why, Kamdyn and Sam had been together for what felt like forever, but I knew. I kept trying to show you how I felt before anything could happen, but everything I did looked more like me being possessive over you than showing you I wanted to be with you. I was never really good at that.” He rubbed my hand absentmindedly with his thumb, tracing it down mine and twisting it into the palm of my hand. “I know I can’t tell you not to be with him, you are my best friend and so his he. I love you both, you know that. But I feel so close to you that I can’t help but hate when he is around. The only time I feel my heart can stand being around him is when you aren’t there.”

 “That’s why you came this morning? Because you knew he wouldn’t be here yet?”

 “Yes.”

 I pulled my hand away from his and slouched down into the bed, the opposite from my alert position I held while Jayson spilled his heart out. I couldn’t look at him. I knew how he felt, he told me, but it is still a shock to hear it. I was honestly at a loss for words. I had never had anything like this happen to me before. Never two guys after me at once, especially never feeling so strongly about me or me about them. What was I supposed to do now. I thought this was behind us. I guess I was being naive thinking it would all just go away if I pretended it wasn’t there. 

 “Jayson, you know how I feel about you. You are my best friend, the best friends I ever had. But…”

 “Trystie, are you telling me when I kissed you that you didn’t feel anything for me? Because I could tell that you did.”

 I didn’t say anything. I couldn’t respond. My voice had no substance. When I opened my mouth in the attempt to speak, I couldn’t force anything to escape.

 “That’s what I thought.” Jayson said in response to my lack of. Satisfaction spread wide across his face. “You don’t need to say anything. But I knew you felt something when I kissed you. You kissed me back. Even if it isn’t the same or as strong as what I feel, I know you feel something for me. That’s all I needed to know.”

 “Jayson, stop. You know I care about you. But… you are my friend. I…”

 “I know all that, but all I needed was for you to say it, at least bring to your attention that you do feel something more for me then you want to admit, even to yourself. That is why I can’t just give up and walk away from you to just be your friend and nothing more. Because you may not know it yet, but you do love me.”

 “I don’t love you that way, Jayson. And you do know how I feel about Kamdyn. That’s not going to change any time soon.”

 “You’re right. I do know how you care for him.” I could tell that bringing Kamdyn up in the conversation wasn’t what Jayson wanted, but he knew it would happen. We were both sitting up alert again, cross legged, facing each other on the bed. He suddenly shifted his position, moving to sit up on his knees. He inched closer, placing his hands around my face. Leaning in, to get my full attention he said, “But I love you too, Trystie. And I will not let this go, let you go, I can’t. Nothing about my feelings are going to change. I refuse to let you go that easy.” 

 He was so close as he spoke that I could feel his warm breath on my face. Each second he stayed this close, the knot in my stomach twisted tighter and tighter. But I had to admit, he was right. Even though I felt strongly for Kamdyn, there was a small thing there for Jayson that I just didn’t want to acknowledge, and still don’t. Something that started when we first met and I pushed it far away. 

 The last thing I wanted was for Jayson to kiss me then. Which is exactly what he thought he should do. And he did. Before I had the chance to protest, to even react to the determination that came into his eyes, his lips were on mine. 

 Just like last time, I was stunned into inaction. I sat there, for what felt like and hour, unmoving, hoping he would pull away if I didn’t return it. But he didn’t, he held himself against me, tightly, and he waited for me to do what he wanted. Eventually, my mind clouded over and I fell into the fog. Giving in to him, I kissed him back. 

 He kissed me hard, unlike the first time. Doing everything different this time compared to the last. His hands moved from my face to put one behind my head and the other, wrapped around my back. Both hands pulling me closer and tighter against him.

 Before I knew it, he had maneuvered me down, my back now against my fluffy mattress and Jayson’s weight on top of me. I felt his hand move to the hem of my sweatshirt. Sliding under it, he rested his hand on the flesh of my stomach. His mouth slowly began moving from mine and traveling down my neck.

 Breaking his lips away from mine managed to move the fog out and cleared my mind. I breathlessly spoke. “Stop. Please stop, Jayson. We can’t…”

 He didn’t look up at me as he pulled away and rolled over to lie beside me. We didn’t say anything as we lay there, side by side. 

 “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean…”

 “Yes you did, Jayson”

 He moved then, shifting to his side and leaning up onto his elbow so he could look down on me. “You’re right, I did mean to.” He smiled than and I turned my head away, now facing out the window. “That was exactly what I wanted… but I’m sorry I… pushed you.” He reached out to grab my hand and I slapped it, hard. He pulled it away quickly but his smile didn’t falter. 

 “I am sorry… that I made you feel uncomfortable,” he said as he, again, reached out to touch me. I let him this time, only because I felt bad for slapping him.

 I looked him directly in the eye. “Jayson, this can’t happen again.” 

 A horrible broken expression flashed on his face. Then he said, “It can’t… but I will do everything I can to try. I told you, I can’t just let you walk out of my life without trying.”

 “I’m not going anywhere, Jayson. I live right down the street from you. You are my best friend and I don’t want you out of my life, ever. But you know how I feel about Kamdyn and he’s your best friend. Why would you want to ruin your friendship with him over me?”

 “He is my best friend, and he’d respect me more if I fought for what I wanted. You are what I want. He’d probably like the competition, that’s just how he is, how he’s always been. Don’t worry, this won’t affect your relationship and it won’t affect ours.”


How could it not?

 “You know everything will change if you find someone else. If you would just look for a girl you can care for. Girls have told me how you don’t really date anyone, but every girl here wants you. What’s wrong with any of the other girls at our school?”

 He sighed, lifting his hand to my face. My stomach tightened again in response. 

 “Because they aren’t you,” he said so quietly that if I wasn’t looking right at him, I wouldn’t have heard him. 

 I had so many more questions about this, but pushing it, I felt, would lead again to a place I didn’t want to venture with Jayson. He left soon afterward. There was nothing left for us to discuss and I needed time alone to think, once again. There was no doubt in my mind that I belonged with Kamdyn. Jayson was a friend that I cared a lot about, but I didn’t love him. 

 What bothered me most about the whole thing was that Jayson had done exactly what he wanted to do. He proved to himself and me, that deep down, some place where I hide all my unwanted and don’t-know-what-to-do-with emotions, I really did have stronger feelings for Jayson.

 



 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 

Chapter Eleven


 

I woke up Christmas morning more excited than I had felt in what felt like forever. 

 I had been anticipating it with severity, for at least the last month. I jumped up and looked out the window as soon as the morning broke. The sun glistening off the fresh white snow on Christmas morning was exactly what I had always thought a winter Christmas would look like. 

 I was like a little kid at Christmas. I nearly forgot to get presentable before I charged downstairs. The least I could do was abolish my morning breath. I ran into my bathroom and quickly washed my face and brushed my teeth, then ran downstairs to the wonderful breakfast that I could smell wafting its way upstairs. I was so ahead of myself that, while running down the stairs, I managed to trip and tumble the last few steps to the ground. I landed roughly in my butt.

 I couldn’t help the bark of laughter that escaped me when I landed. “I’m okay.” I yelled toward the kitchen when I heard them hastily drop everything and run toward me. 

 I jumped up smoothly, dusted myself off and started laughing again. There didn’t seem to be anything that could ruin this day for me. 

 When they saw me laughing, they looked at each other, than back at me before they erupted in their own laughter. The tenseness I felt when they first came running gradually eased as our laughter mingled together and filled the house with warmth.

 “I guess I was a little too excited.” I said once my lungs stopped burning long enough for me to speak.

 “What happened?” Kimber asked threw gasps for air.

 “I was running down the stairs, a little eager for my white Christmas and that delicious breakfast I smell. I tripped myself and the last couple of stairs made acquaintance with my butt.” 

 Their eyes locked on each other again before they burst out in laughter once more. 

 “Yeah, thanks! Merry Christmas to you, too.” I said with mock irritation and faked a little limp to my seat at the table. 

 Again, I ate my breakfast so fast that I barely tasted it. A pity, really. I was left with a wonderful taste in my mouth and wished I wasn’t so stuffed so I could eat more. It took us over an hour to open all our presents for each other. I felt so spoiled. Which I knew was Justin and Kimber’s whole point to the pile of gifts that were mounded under, around and hidden inside of the tree. They bought me so much more than I was used to receiving. Too much. Even for Christmas. 

 I had never minded Christmas with my parents, I loved it, but I was more than used to not receiving a lot. We never really had much. They both did well with money, but for whatever reason, they just never got ahead. Always having enough to get by but never much more than that. This Christmas I expected much of the same, but after each present I opened, they pushed another one at me. I felt bad that I couldn’t get them more than I did. 

 Once we were all done with our presents, I brought everything up to my room to admire and put away. Mostly, Justin and Kimber bought me clothes. What girl could ever have enough clothes. That was so my theme, and they knew it, which was the reason had decided to let me use the closet in the guest room for anything that I couldn’t fit in mine. I had piles and piles of new clothes; sweaters, jeans, sweat suits, and tee-shirts. They also bought me some nice winter boots, a new iPod and lots of other little trinkets to decorate and give my room some character. They did more than I could ever ask for. And I loved it all. It took me forever to put all my new things away. Not only because of the amount bur also because I couldn’t seem to tear my eyes away from everything long enough to close the door and walk away. I think I have a problem. Hmmm.

 I glanced up at the clock when I was finally done and realized I was now running a little late for dinner with Kamdyn and his family. Frantic at the thought of being late, I laid my outfit out on my bed and ran to jump in the shower before Kamdyn got here. 

 I wasn’t in there more than ten minutes when I heard the bathroom door open. I had never had someone just walk in while I was in the shower before. Not even my parents walked in without knocking. Cautiously, I peeked my head around the shower curtain to see who had come in. 

 “Can I have my Christmas present now?” Kamdyn asked with a teasing smile as he leaned casually against the bathroom counter. 

 “What are you doing in my bathroom, Kamdyn?”

 “I figured I would come early. Didn’t think you wouldn’t be ready, though. Not that I’m complaining. Got any room in there for me?”

 I felt my cheeks get hot, and pulled my head back in the shower pulling the curtain tightly back in place. 

 “I’ll be out in a minute.” I yelled from inside my steaming shower. I heard a little laugh from somewhere in the room before the door opened than closed again. 

 I was done only a couple minutes later, but I poked my head out of the shower again before I through it open, just to make sure he wasn’t still there. I jumped out and dried off fast. Kamdyn was right on the other side of the door waiting for me, so I needed to hurry. Then I realized, my clothes are out there, in my room. Crap.

 I blushed again, realizing I needed to walk out into my bed room to get my outfit, which I had laid out ceremoniously on my bed. I grunted to myself as I wrapped the towel tightly around me and opened the door. 

 “Merry Christmas to me.” Kamdyn said as I opened the door. His eyes focused solely on the towel. 

 “Ha Ha.” I said as I walked in, trying not to show my discomfort. Which I’m pretty sure I was unsuccessful at. You would think I wouldn’t be uncomfortable being in only a towel around him. I had slept with him (slept only, thank you), only wearing a towel, and we swam together wearing much less than that. I guess it was my vulnerability and our surroundings that it made it seem so much more intimate suddenly. Somehow knowing he could see me and I could see him looking at me just made me feel more self conscious. “I just need to get my clothes. Wasn’t expecting you to be here before I got out.” I walked over to my dresser and opened the drawer, picking out my under garments as quickly as I could and snapped the drawer shut. I turned around on course for my outfit laid neatly on the bed only to find Kamdyn had come up behind me and had now captured my face, looking intently down into my eyes. His amethyst eyes flashed almost like fire, fierce and hot. And totally… inhuman. 

 “I hope I get to see those on later,” he said taking a quick glance over at what I held in my hand. I shoved them hastily behind my back

 “Don’t you wish you were that lucky.” I took a step to the right, to walk around him and he followed, blocking my exit. “Kamdyn, what are you doing?” I asked playfully.

 “Nothing. I just came over to say Merry Christmas properly.” Before I could act in response, his hand brushed a trail down my cheek, along my neck to my collar bone. I could still feel the prickles traveling down the path his fingers had left. Where his hand rested now was pulsing with electricity, just over my heart. I looked down at his hand, checking to see if I could see the sparks he transferred to me. When I went to look back to his eyes, his mouth had reached mine. 

 I dropped the clothes that were in my hand then, as I reached my arms around him, gripping his broad shoulders. Just like always, he needed to lift me off the ground. I hadn’t even felt him move, rather than walk with me in his arms. Out of nowhere, I felt the bed under me and Kamdyn laying over me. As caught up in the moment as I was, I remembered that I was only wearing a towel and I felt it coming loose. 

 “Kamdyn, we are going to be late.” I reminded him. 

 He flopped his head down and took a deep breathe. “You’re killing me, you know that? But you’re right.” He picked up his head again, his eyes boring a hole into my very soul. He kissed me one last time, a light brush of lips, before allowing me up to get ready. 

 “To be continued.” I teased, feeling confident only because of how easily he had released me, as I picked up my underwear off the floor, and walked into the bathroom. Just before I closed the door, I glimpsed the smile on Kamdyn’s face. 

 Since my outfit was ready before hand and my hair and makeup was simple, within fifteen minutes I was ready to go. 

 “You look beautiful today,” Kamdyn said to me as we drove to his house. 

 “Thank you,” I said, blushing again. “You don’t look too bad yourself.”

 “You’re not nervous, are you?” He asked just before we entered his driveway.

 “A little, I guess.” I smiled a shy smile. I knew there was no real reason to be nervous, but I was. I had never met a boyfriend’s parents before. Then again, I never really had a boyfriend for long enough, never mind a serious one. 

 “You have no reason to be nervous.” He said with a big smile. 

 We pulled to the end of his driveway then and he shut off his car. Turning to me, before he reached for the handle he said, “They already know everything about you, and the way I feel about you.” He gently put his hand behind my head and pulled me close. “All you have to do is have dinner with them, talk with them a little, then we can go and… do our own thing. Okay?” He didn’t wait for me to answer; he pulled me closer and gave me just the barest brush of lips before I had the chance to respond. 

 “Where here!” Kamdyn announced loudly as we walked hand in hand toward the living room. It almost felt weird walking into his house and having someone else home. I got so used to only Kamdyn being here; it was actually hard to remember someone else lived here.

 “Oh good,” a woman replied enthusiastically. “It should be done in a couple minutes, perfect timing.” The woman emerged from around the corner from the kitchen and walked toward us, holding out her hand.

 “Hi Trystessa, Merry Christmas.”

 “Hello, Mrs. Hawthorn. Merry Christmas. It’s great to finally meet you.”

 “Oh, please call me Julie. This is Andrew, Kamdyn’s father.” She motioned to the man not far away, seated comfortably on his couch.

 At the mention of him, the man stood and walked over, also reaching his hand out to shake mine. “Merry Christmas, Trystessa.” Reclaiming his hand, he motioned for us to have a seat on the couch opposite his. 

 Kamdyn sat very close to me and took my hand, holding it tight. I knew he was trying to reassure me and keep me calm, but it sort of made me feel more uncomfortable. I’m not really used to showing any kind of affection in front of parents, even holding hands. I kept telling myself to relax. He told he his parents were aware of how he felt about me, I just wasn’t sure how much he actually told them. 

 “Kamdyn has told us so much about you, Trystessa.” his mother said as if reading my thoughts. “We feel like we know you already.”

 “That’s good to know.” I said peeking at him from the side and rewarding him with a small smile. “I’m glad I’m not a secret.” I said jokingly.

 Both his parents laughed. “Anything but,” Andrew said. “We can’t get him to shut up, actually.”

 This time I turned completely to look at Kamdyn, displaying my shock. He was sitting there calmly as if we were talking about a good grade he got on a test. He bit his bottom lip slightly and shrugged his shoulder when I met his eyes. 

 “You know,” Julie started, pulling us back to our surroundings and cutting off our silent exchange. “you’re the first girl he has ever brought home to meet us.” 

 I tore my eyes away from Kamdyn to give the full weight of my disbelief to them. He dated Samantha for two years and she never met his parents? It made me feel even more comfortable knowing I was that important to him. “Really?” I said as I turned back to Kamdyn. “I didn’t know that.”

 He gave a light squeeze to my hand in response. 

 Julie jumped up after a big smile flashed on her face, and ran for the kitchen. “Must be time to eat.” Andrew said laughing at Julie’s random reaction and silent disappeared. We heard light rummaging in the kitchen, then Julie’s voice floating from the kitchen.

 “It’s ready!” she announced. 

 During dinner, Kamdyn’s parents asked me all kind of questions. Most of them were things I am sure they already knew. They asked about my move here and how I liked school and my classes. They wanted to know all about when I lived in Florida and how different it was from growing up here. They had been all over the world, but had never lived anywhere but in Connecticut. 

 Dinner flew by, and once it started, wasn’t as stressful as I dreamed it would be. It was actually great. Kamdyn couldn’t possibly have nicer people for parents. 

 Shortly after dinner, Kamdyn excused us and led me up to his room. 

 “They don’t care if we are up here together?” I asked, back to being nervous again.

 “Nope, don’t think they do. They are away so often they have to trust me, at least a little. I could do anything I wanted while they were away. You could be sleeping here every night, for all they know.”

 “Yeah, I guess you’re right. You are here a lot by yourself. Don’t you get lonely?”

 “Why do you think I am always at your house?”

 “You know, I always tell you we can come here, instead of stay in my room all the time. You have the whole house here, I feel less confined here.”

 “Being alone with you here, all the time, might be a little…difficult for me.” I felt my cheeks get warm again and looked down, hoping he hadn’t seen it. He lifted his hand, placing it under my chin, pushing it up. Now looking into those amazing eyes he said, “I do love making you blush. It’s so beautiful. And so easy.” He flashed me that smile I loved, that cocky and confident smile. 

 We were standing in his room now. I turned my still hot face away from his to try and focus on something else. He walked over from where we were standing and closed his door while I moved to sit on the edge of his bed. 

 “Why did you never bring any girlfriends home to meet your parents before?” I blurted, voicing my curiosity. He walked over to me slowly, brushing his dark hair away from his eyes. They flashed at me, like an animals eyes reflecting the light, as he kneeled down onto the ground. Sitting on his bed, I was just a little higher up then he was. 

 “I never cared enough about anyone.” He answered it so simply. So matter of fact. 

 How do I even respond to that?

 “Oh.” I said as I leaned forward toward him. “Why do you talk about me so much to them?”

 Now he leaned forward, taking my face in his hands. “Because there is nothing else worth talking about.” he said simply, than pulled my face to his. 

 The kiss started off soft and gentle, but rapidly changed as we lost ourselves. His hands found their way from my face down to my legs, pulling the long thigh length sweater I was wearing up to waist. I felt the tingling on my stomach as he placed his hands on mine skin making my heart beat faster. 

 They slowly slid up my sides. The trailing tingles sending shivers across my skin. I could feel his smile on my lips as his hands lifted my sweater. As my arms rose above me, my sweater was tossed. Before it hit the floor, his mouth was on my neck. His hands, now free, were wrapped tightly around my back, pulling me so close I thought I would melt into him. 

 I wanted, needed, more. 

 I reached down, feeling the ends of his shirt in my hands, as he gently kissed down my throat. I didn’t hesitate as I removed the thin cloth that was between us. The second it was gone, he half stood pushing me backward into the bed, Kamdyn pressing his body against me. He stopped for a second, pulling himself away, and held himself up on both elbows, looking down at me, one eyebrow raised and a smirk on his face. Without saying a word, he made me blush. Giving him exactly what he wanted, his smile widened. Wicked and beautiful.

 I was so lost in the moment that I hadn’t realized his mouth had traveled down to my collarbone. He tenderly kissed across it as his hand came up to move my strap off my shoulder. I could feel his soft lips and tongue making their way across the top of my breast and I shivered. I could feel him everywhere at once. The tingling sensation was shooting through every part of me. How easy it was for me to feel like I’m losing control with him. 

 I couldn’t help it when my mind started thinking about all the things that kept me up at night, about Kamdyn. The most evident inhuman thing about him, felt like it was taking me over (not that I didn’t want it to). It almost made me drunk with its intensity, like it was a band that drew us together and pulled us closer when we were near. Right now, it was pulling me so close to the edge, I was just about ready to jump off. 

 Pulling my thoughts back to the present, I felt electricity shooting up through my hands as they wrapped tightly around Kamdyn’s back. They slowed when I felt the edges of his jeans in my fingers. I toyed with the edges of them, dragging my fingers lightly over his skin, just over the brink of his jeans. His arms tightened around me and pleasing sounds escaped from his mouth. This time I smiled. 

 My hands tracked their way around his sides, tracing a soft line around his hips. They reached down for his belt. I took a firm hold of the buckle and pulled tightly on the leather. The belt loosened around him, as I pulled on it, finally free. I could feel how absorbed he was in us, in me. His mouth on mine told me exactly what his emotions were. He held nothing back from me. I was drunk off him, completely absorbed in his being, his touch, his kiss. I slowly trailed my finger tips up from his waist, over his back, loving the feeling of his muscles under my fingers. Reveling in the feeling it made, like dragging a match leaving little sparks behind. 

 I reached for his jeans again, this time going for the button. Kamdyn’s body tensed up a little, only for a second, than he melted into me. He kissed me harder and…

 Footsteps. 

 From somewhere down the hall, I heard footsteps. My mind, at this point, couldn’t register what to do. 

 The sounds stopped just outside Kamdyn’s door.

 “Kamdyn? Trystessa?” She spoke without knocking. “Are you guys going to come down for some dessert?” She sounded almost uncertain standing on the other side of the door.

 My hands stopped in their tracks and my heart raced. It pounded so hard I thought it might explode out of my chest. Kamdyn’s lips left mine in a hurry, as he jumped up, pants unbuttoned and all disheveled. He threw on his shirt and righted his rumpled clothing and hair before I even retrieved mine from the floor. I was throwing my sweater over my head, when Kamdyn opened the door to peek out. 

 “Yeah Mom, we’ll be down in a little bit, okay?”

 I heard her respond too softly for me to understand and heard her footsteps growing fainter as she walked back down the hall. 

 I was still fixing my sweater, so it sat right over my hips, when Kamdyn threw his arms around my waist, picking my up off the ground before he kissed me again. 

 “I was already having my dessert,” he said as he pulled away. I knew it was coming, and so did he. His grin grew wider as my cheeks flamed. “I don’t suppose I can get another rain check.”

 I smiled but said nothing more than, “It’s Christmas”.

 He walked a couple steps, without bothering to put me down, and laid me gently on the bed as he hovered over me. His dark hair fell across his face, blocking my view of his amethyst eyes. I wanted so badly to reach up and touch his face. Here he was, lying with me, and I still wasn’t satisfied with how close he was? I couldn’t help myself, as I brushing the hair away from his eyes. He slowly started lowering himself toward me, leaning over to one side. He stopped just as him lips reached my ear. 

 “I have a present for you,” he whispered. 

 As he pulled himself away from me, I felt his hand drag something out from under his pillow, just behind my right shoulder. The present was wrapped neatly, with purple wrapping paper and an elaborate little silver bow. As he sat up, he reached out his empty hand for mine. I let him help me to my feet as I stared at the present he held gently in his hand. 

 “Merry Christmas.” He placed the little box in my hand. 

 I slowly untied the bow, and eased off the paper to reveal a little black velvet box. One you would find normally held jewelry. My heart was pounding in my chest, as I lifted the top of the box up to expose an abnormally beautiful ring. It was like nothing I had ever seen before. It wasn’t even designed in a complete circle. It looked like a flowering vine, frozen in ice and grown just right to wrap neatly around your finger. I stared at the amazing piece of jewelry utterly speechless. 

 “Do you like it?” Kamdyn finally asked. 

 At first when I opened my mouth, nothing would come out. I swallowed and tried again. “It’s the most beautiful thing I have ever seen.” I managed.

 He smiled, relieved, and reached for the box. “Here, let me put it on.” He gently pulled the ring out of the box and it sparkled and shimmered in the light. He pulled up my left hand and slid it into place on my middle finger. It fit perfectly. Like it belonged on my hand. Once he removed his fingers from mine, I realized that the ring was tingling on my finger, like Kamdyn was still holding it there.

 The vine was long, reaching from my bottom knuckle, all the way passed the middle of my finger, wrapping daintily around and around. The vine of green gems had little gems spinning off here and there, along with leaves to complete the vine. The craftsmanship was unbelievable. So detailed and… perfect. It couldn’t have looked more real if an actual vine had sprouted and entwined itself around my finger.

 “It was my mother’s,” Kamdyn whispered.

 “This is Julie’s?” 

 “No,” He stopped and thought for a second. “Julie isn’t my real mother. I knew since I was very young, that I was adopted. I never told anyone… and my parents don’t even know that I know.” He picked up my hand now wearing the ring and rested it in his hand. “Where ever happened with my real parents, I don’t know. I only know that this ring was left with me. I knew it was my mothers. I could feel it when I picked it up. For some reason, the day I first met you, I came home and went right to the ring. Something in me told me you needed you to have it. I don’t know why. 

 “For a while after we met, I tried to understand what was happening… with us. You know how I feel about you. And I told you how I tried to fight it at first, which was beyond stupid. This ring has always been more important to me than anything, the only connection I have to my past. But you are my future, so I want you to have it, so you know just how important you are to me. I could never have let it go before, now I will never let you go.”

 I knew he was telling me the truth. Everything in his touch, his voice, his eyes, even the ring, told me so. But I still didn’t know what to say. Words could not describe the feelings I had. I realized for the first time, that I had lived my entire life half a being and now, I finally felt whole. He let my hand drop from his, and brought it up to my chin, lifting it gently. He was standing so close. I felt his breath on my face as he stared intently into my eyes. 

 “Tell me you will always wear it,” he said lightly.

 “I wouldn’t dream of ever taking it off.” 

 

Kamdyn drove me home a few hours later. Not too long after the ring, we went down stairs to have dessert and ended up watching ‘The Christmas Story’ with his parents. I did watch this movie every year at Christmas, but this year I had a hard time concentrating on it. When ever I thought no one was looking, I glanced down at the vine ring. Whether I was thinking about it or not, I felt the vine there, the slight quiver on my finger. It wasn’t my imagination or an aftershock of Kamdyn’s touch. The ring really did tingle, just like Kamdyn’s skin on mine. My eyes were constantly drawn to it; the elegant curves as they wound around my finger and the glistening of the stones… 


Did the vine just move?

 I blinked a few times and looked hard at it. It was, it was moving, getting bigger. The vine was growing and winding its way around my hand, wrapping and twirling around fingers, growing leaves and blooming small black flowers until the vine disappeared under my sleeve. 

 I felt panic gripping me and my whole body tense. My eyes were wide as I took in the unbelievable, my mind not even able to fathom what was happening or what would happen.


I’m hallucinating!


I have to be.

 Kamdyn looked over at me in that second, and caught me staring at the ring, not the movie. I looked up at him, hoping that I had managed to wipe all emotion from my body. He pulled me tighter against him, resting my head against his chest. I let myself relax against him feeling completely safe and protected in his arms. When I glanced back down at my hand again, the vine that had grown and crawled all over me was gone. The only thing that remained was the beautiful ring Kamdyn gave me. 

 Nothing abnormal.

 Nothing moving.

 Everything’s fine. 

 And that’s what I kept telling myself. 


 

By the time I got home, all the lights in the house were off, Kimber and Justin had gone to bed. It was obviously a lot later than I thought. Kamdyn walked me up to the front door to say goodnight. I turned around toward him as I unlocked the door and inched it open. 

 “I had a really good time tonight. Thank you for introducing me to your parents. As cliché as it sounds, I enjoyed meeting them. Even though I was really nervous. 

 He took a little step forward, so he was inches from me, looking down into my eyes. “They really liked you.” He said as he smiled with satisfaction. “I guess I do too… a little.” He teased as he bent down to kiss me. 

 His lips were warm on mine in the late winter night, but just the feel of them sent a jolt of ease through me, like I had just gotten the most intensive and relaxing massage of my life.

 He pulled away slowly, his eyes still closed. “I hate to leave right now. I really want to come in. But I can’t.” 

 He bent down to give me one last, long kiss, before he whispered goodbye against my lips and melted into the shadows surrounding the house. A slight glow of his skin was the last thing I noticed before he vanished into darkness.

 I peeked one last time at my hand before I fell asleep that night. The vine remained bejeweled around only my finger. Where is belonged. I wasn’t sure what exactly I thought I saw before. I mean I know what I thought I saw; the vine growing, continuing around my hand and up my arm. The vine growing thicker as it grew, big leaves erupting all over and the most unusual looking black blooms springing out of no where. A real vine? I have no idea. Whatever it was, it wasn’t there now. And who knows if it ever really was.


 

The next day, somewhere in the afternoon, Jayson came by. It was hard for me not to remember what happened between us and I tried to push the thoughts aside as he walked back into my room today looking happier than ever. The look he gave me seemed like so much more than it used to. It wasn’t just his friendly I’m-happy-to-see-you look anymore, it was much deeper. I could almost feel his emotions through the look in his eyes.


Feel his emotions? What is wrong with me?


 “I have a present for you.” Jayson said as he came and sat down on the bed. He pulled two packages out of his jacket before flinging it across the room to land on my dresser. 

 “Me too,” I jumped up from the bed and retrieving an envelope from my nightstand. “Me first.” I said as I pushed the present into his hands ignoring the look in his eyes telling me he was going to protest. 

 “Okay, okay. If you insist.” He slowly opened the paper envelope and pulled out the Christmas card inside. “God, Trystie. You didn’t!” He said as the card opened and two tickets fell out. 

 All I could do was smile as he reached down to pick up the tickets now resting on the comforter. 

 “I’ve been trying to get these tickets for months!” He stared at the tickets, unblinking, as if they were disappear from his fingers. “How did you get them, they’re sold out everywhere.”

 “I bought them the second they went on sale. You wouldn’t stop talking about it. I knew it would be a good present.”

 “You are awesome, Trystie. Thank you.” He nearly knocked me over and crushed me with the force and strength of his hug. 

 “Now, it’s your turn.” He handed me the two small packages, neatly wrapped. “Open the bigger one first.” 

 I slowly unwrapped the bigger of the two presents to reveal a book with a deep purple, velvet cover. A journal. My eyes locked on the small bound book in my hands. It was perfect for me. Right now all I could think about was how a like we were together; full of potential, but empty inside. A sharp pain tore through me, but quickly vanished when Jayson spoke. 

 “You always seem like you have so much in your head… that you don’t want to share. I never knew if you didn’t share because you thought I didn’t care or just because you didn’t want anyone to know how you were feeling. Either way, I thought this might help you vent.” He looked down as he said it, like I would be mad. When I didn’t say anything, he looked up. Pasting on a smile that he whole heartedly didn’t mean, he said, “Next.”

 I picked up the smaller wrapped present, which felt like it weighed nothing at all and tore off the paper. Inside was a very small jewelry box. I looked up at him, and with a reassuring nod from Jayson, I removed the top. Inside was a small picture. It took me a moment to realize what I was looking at. My conscious mind didn’t want to register what was there, but I knew and didn’t know I was crying until I felt Jayson’s hand on my face, wiping away my trailing tears. 

 I couldn’t tear my eyes away from what was in the little box. At the same time, I was actually afraid to touch it. The faces were ones that I hadn’t seen for months now. Ones that, even if I were to see, I would have avoided with all my being. I didn’t think I was ready. Didn’t think I would ever be ready. It hurt too much.

 It was a picture of my parents. 

 “How?” I managed as I finally looked up to meet blurry Jayson’s face.

 He gave a small grunt, like a half laugh, then explained. “One day, while you were in the shower, I looked through your photo album over there and took a couple pictures. Sorry.” He shrugged slightly, like it wasn’t really a big deal. We would talk about that later. 

 “I talked to Kimber and Justin about it first. I wanted to make sure it wouldn’t upset you or anything.” 

 “But…”

 “I notice a lot more than you think, Trystie. I pay attention and I talk to Justin and Kimber. We have a family friend that works at the camera store in town. I brought him the pictures and told him what I needed it for. He did the rest.”

 I looked down at the picture again and put it in my hands. The picture was maybe three quarters of an inch high and a half inch wide, shaped like an oval. Shaped perfectly like my locket. Reaching behind my neck, I unclasped the necklace I never took off and popped open the little latch, letting it hang open and dangle from the delicate chain. Pausing only for a second before I slipped the picture inside. It fit perfectly. 

 I was barely aware of the wetness gliding down my cheeks as I closed the locket. I didn’t replace it right away to its position close to my heart. Instead it stayed cupped in my hands, my arms too heavy to replace it. I was weighed down and couldn’t move as the room went fuzzy under a wall of tears. 

 I felt movement in front of me as Jayson pulled himself closer and threw his arms around me, squeezing me tight. “You don’t need to let them go, Trystie,” he said softly into my hair. “They wouldn’t want you to forget them. You can cherish their memory and live your life, too.”

 I knew exactly what he meant. At least I wanted to. Since I came here, I almost refused to even think about my parents than talk to anyone about them. I hadn’t even looked at pictures of them since I unpacked my things the day I moved in. Justin and Kimber asked me things about them every once in a while, but my response was always the same, I don’t want to talk about it. But I needed to. Right then I realized I was angry. Angry at them for leaving me and at how much I really missed them. Angry because even though I wasn’t alone, I felt like it. Angry at myself for living while they had to die. 

 Finally, my arms landed around him, squeezing just as tight. As tears spilled from my eyes, drenching his shirt I said, “Thank you so much, Jayson.” and kissed him tenderly on the cheek before letting him go.


 

That night I stared longingly at the journal Jayson got me. I wanted so badly to write in it. To say to someone how I really did feel inside. But that part of me that kept it all bottled up this whole time cringed at the idea of anyone baring witness to the pain in my heart.

 “Screw it!” 

 I swiped for the journal and threw it open. Before I could talk my self out of it, I put the pen to the paper and started to write. 


 

 I was given this journal as a gift today as a reminder of how important it is to let your feelings out. Sometimes, even when someone is there to listen, you don’t really want them to hear. 

 I didn’t want them to hear. 

 I didn’t want to hear it myself.

 I am broken inside. Even though moving here, to Connecticut, has mended so many of my straggled pieces, it couldn’t fix the pieces I was purposely pushing aside so no one could find them. Not even me. 

 The death of my parents left me feeling lost and damaged. We were so close, I could tell them anything. It’s almost like now that they aren’t here, physically, to listen, I don’t want anyone to hear. I want to keep everything that reminds me of my parents locked away. If nothing is there to remind me, I can feel no pain. 

 Today, the day after Christmas, my best friend Jayson gave me this journal and opened my eyes. I need to get all my bottled up feels out. There are people around me who actually care about me. Sometimes you need those people to give you a slap in the face and tell you to wake up.

 Although I am not ready to share my feelings with others about my parents, or my past with them, I will from now on spill every unnerving emotion into this book. I will not harbor anger toward my parents or feel guilty for being alive, when they aren’t. 

 Not anymore. 

 I know now that the only way I can feel better and accept what has happened, is to deal with it head on. To feel everything and not push unpleasant, hurtful things deep inside because I don’t want to feel them. I would only be saving them for later. 

 I want you to hear, so please listen. 

  


 


 


 

Chapter Twelve


 

I woke up the morning of New Years Eve, early. The night before was very restless and I couldn’t seem to think about anything but Kamdyn and my Christmas present. The ring was more than beautiful. I caught myself staring at it every chance I got. It made me feel that Kamdyn was with me, even when he wasn’t. It made me so happy knowing that this was something so important to him and he thought I was good enough to have it. 

 But this ring was the product of some of my sleepless nights. The other sleepless nights are still due to the vivid dreams and nightmares that no amount of venting is going to solve. But on those rare occasions that I might actually get to sleep, the ring seemed to keep me awake. Besides the fact that this ring constantly tingled on my finger, just like Kamdyn’s touch, it also seemed to make me see things I know aren’t there. It started Christmas night, when I saw the vine, a real vine, coil around my hand over and over, and continuing to travel over my wrist and up my arm. 

 I had seen it happen more than once since then. Sometimes when I looked down at it, I wasn’t looking just to think about Kamdyn, but to see if the vine was there. More than once I was afraid someone else would see it, but it seemed when ever it happened, I was the only one who could see it.

 It didn’t hurt. Nothing about it was menacing for painful. Nothing sinister. It actually made me feel comforted and loved, and well, it kind of made me feel like sunshine and light, as strange as that sounds.

 I just didn’t understand what was happening. It isn’t everyday your boyfriend gives you a ring and when you put it on, it becomes real and starts to grow on you? No, not even a sane thought.

 I struggled with it more and more everyday, welcoming it and at the same time dreading it’s return. Maybe I was just losing my mind. I wanted so badly to tell someone, but who could I tell that would actually believe me? I wanted to talk to Kamdyn, since it was his mother’s ring that started it, but I couldn’t find the words. Every time I was with Kamdyn this last week, I found myself unable to speak when an opportunity came to ask about the vine. 

 My thoughts, for now, would need to remain my own. The only other source of release I had was my journal, which now held all my secrets. 


 

Kamdyn came around four to pick me up. Kimber and Justin had left already, very early this morning. They were spending the day, and the night, in New York City. They had always dreamed of seeing the ball drop in person. I already had plans for the night when they sprung their New Years plans on me only a couple days ago. I didn’t mind not going. In fact, I was happy to be able to give them some time alone. 

 Kamdyn was having another one of his famous parties. Of course, his parents were out of town again and he used it to his advantage to have a killer New Years party, inviting everyone. 

 People weren’t going to start showing up until after dark and Jayson wasn’t going to be home until later, so Kamdyn picked me up early to help him get things ready for the party. 

 I felt him coming before I heard him make a sound in the house. I could always feel him when he was near, like something tugging at my insides toward whatever direction he was in. The tingling in my finger also seemed to get more pronounced as he came closer, it was like having my own radar detector. My heart beat faster with every step I knew he was taking closer. 

 Without a knock, my bedroom door flew open and my heart felt it would burst out of my chest. He didn’t saw a word as he hurriedly walked over to me and taking my face in his hands, kissed me like it had been years since we had seen each other. When he finally pulled away a few inches, he leaned his forehead against mine and asked, “All ready to go?” I nodded as I reached down to grab the last of my over night things from my bed, throwing them in my bag, and hauling it over my shoulder. 

 When we got to Kamdyn’s, there were decorations thrown in a big pile in the middle of the living room. I glanced at the decorations, my mouth hanging open, and turned to Kamdyn. He dropped my bag in the hall leading toward the stairs. 

 “What?” he asked with knowing grin. 

 “Thanks, Kamdyn. Here I thought you wanted me to come early because you enjoyed my company. Now I know what you really want from me.” I tried not to smile because I knew he had planned on me doing this. I knew he wanted my help decorating for the party, but I didn’t know the extent of it. But as much as I wanted to hate him for even thinking he was devious, I just couldn’t help but smile at him. “You will pay for this later, you realize?” 

 “I do,” he said still grinning. “And I’m sure it will be worth it.”

 We spent the next couple of hours draping and wrapping the rooms with long strands of twinkling white lights. Well placed white and black streamers wrapped around ceiling beams and hung around doorways. Big black and white balloons filled with confetti were bunched together tied to tables, railings and basically anything heavy enough to hold them down. We scattered confetti on the tables, along with noise makers and champagne glasses. The house looked amazing when we were finished. Finally, we both fell onto the couch, exhausted. Who knew handing balloons and lights was so energy consuming. There was still an hour or longer before people would start showing up. Knowing now that I had an hour to rest, the time would fly by, I closed my eyes hoping for this hour to crawl.

 Kamdyn reached out, without even looking, grabbed me around the waist and pulled me toward him. To tired to do anything but squeak in surprise, I allowed him to pull me close. “Thank you, for all your help. I really do appreciate it.”

 “I know you do, you’re welcome, but you are still going to pay for it.” I said closing my eyes again and rested my head against his warm chest, hearing a deep rumble as he laughed. 

 “So you say.” He said with laughter still ringing in his voice. He moved my hair away from my face, pushing it behind my ear and stroking it back behind my shoulder. I loved it when he played with my hair. It reminded me of my mother, and that feeling I got in my chest no longer made me sad.

 “I have something I want to tell you,” he whispered. “But… later. Okay? Maybe, after everyone has gone?”

 I couldn’t explain it but suddenly my stomach felt like it was in my throat and my eyes flew open to look up into his face. I felt my mouth fall open and my breathing quicken as my chest heaved up and down. The loud drumming of my heart filled my ears. I wanted to ask what was wrong, if anything was wrong… or… I don’t know. But for some reason, I felt like something was wrong, I wasn’t sure why. My mind raced into every direct possible. I was drowning in instant panic.

 Before I got the chance to formulate words, Kamdyn cupped my face into his warm hands. He pulled my face close to his, looking deep into my eyes. “Relax. Nothing is wrong. I just wanted to tell you something… important. Important and private. Just, now is not the time. Don’t worry about it. It’s not a big deal. Nothing at all for you to worry over, okay?”

 He trailed his finger tips across my cheek, the aftermath of his touch sent chills through me. I could still feel him there even after he was gone. 

 

When my heart finally returned to its natural rhythm, the crowd of people had just begun to file into the house. Of course, among the first to arrive was Jayson and following him, the rest of our usual group from school. 

 Kamdyn quickly disappeared, playing gracious host, walking around the house making sure no one went upstairs, nothing got broken and no double-deckers were done in the bathroom. Just basically making sure the house stayed in order while occupied by hundred or so rowdy teenagers. 

 I was sitting on the kitchen counter, talking to Lauren, Jayson and this girl from my Spanish class, Rashelle, while Kamdyn was MIA. 

 “Yeah, I’m really worried. Her mom called me a few times asking if I talked to her and I’ve been trying to get a hold of her myself. I don’t know what else to do.” Lauren looked like she was going to cry while explaining the details on our missing friend. My heart felt broken looking at the concern on her fragile face.

 According to Lauren, the day after Christmas, Drea had gone to the plaza in town to return a gift for her mother, and never returned. During our winter break, I hadn’t really heard from anyone of our friends, only Jayson and Kamdyn. I had gotten a call from Lauren and Becky the day of her disappearance, but no other details were spared during the call, only questions about if I had seen her or heard from her. Unfortunately, I hadn’t.

 “So, what’s going on?” Rashelle asked worry clearly expressed on her features over the news. 

 “Well, the police were obviously called. They looked at camera footage from the store, but no leads there. They saw her come in and go out. Really, there’s nothing yet. She just… vanished.”

 Just then, Kamdyn came walking into the kitchen. My whole body tingled with the awareness. He walked over to me, slouching and mopey, and leaned up against the counter next to me. He didn’t say anything to us, he just stared at the ground. I reached over, wiping his dark hair away from his eyes, my fingers trailing just above his eye. I felt the familiar spark of his skin and his eyes shot up to look into mine. Ignoring the others around me, he turned around to stand in front of me, one of my knees of either side of his torso. His arms looped around me and pulled me in for a deep kiss.

 Someone grunted, loudly, from our “audience”. I ignored it.

 “I needed that,” he sighed, as he pulled away slowly. 

 “Kamdyn, what’s wrong?” I bent down to look up into his, once again, drooping eyes. 

 “Someone broke my mom’s favorite…”

 “Helloooo everyone! The life of the party has arrived.” A familiar nails-on-a-chalkboard voice yelled from somewhere in the house. 

 We all looked at each other confused. Who was that?

 “Here comes the drama.” Becky said with a huge smile, obviously anticipating the juicy event to come. 

 Kamdyn turned to me, recollection and then worry on his face. “I’ll handle this.” he said sharply, turning back to me.

 “No way! I’m not hiding out in the kitchen. I’m coming with you.”

 “No, you’re n…”

 I gave him a look, one that told him there was nothing that would keep me here. Our eyes locked with an intensity I couldn’t even fathom. I could almost feel him pushing my mind, bending it the way he wanted it to go. And I pushed back with every ounce of strength I had. 

 His beautiful mouth opened, then closed. He sighed and rolled his eyes.

 “Fine, damn it. Just don’t… just don’t. Please.”

 And I wasn’t the only one to follow him as he walked out of the kitchen. Everyone that was in the room followed, headed in the direction of that voice. 

 We found our way into the living room where the loud voice had come from, and there was, who else, but Samantha. She turned to face us as we appraoched, a big smile plastered on her face. 

 “Kamdyn, how nice to see you. Great party! So glad I was invited.” She had this annoying habit of waving her hands dramatically around in the air as she spoke. Tonight it seemed to be more exaggerated than ever. 

 “You weren’t, so why are you here?”

 I was surprised by the harsh tone in Kamdyn’s voice, but I masked it. Quickly.

 Samantha eyed me after Kamdyn spoke and he, protectively, put an arm around my waist. I saw an eyebrow twitch as she flicked her eyes back on him.

 “What do you mean, not invited? It’s a party, since when did I have to be invited?”

 “Since you decided to attack my girlfriend, maybe. Or steal her purse. Seriously, how childish and immature could you be?”

 “I don’t know what you’re talking about,” She gently trailed her fingers over the small bag wrapped around her wrist and smiled again. “And please, I’m so over it. I’ve moved on.” She glared at me as the words left her perfectly glossed lips. “In fact, I’m seeing someone new. Very new, really. He just moved here from… well, it doesn’t matter where he’s from. I actually brought him here with me, to introduce him to everyone before vacation ends.”

 I saw movement from the dark hallway to my right. My eyes drawn to the darkness, as a guy dressed in a black fitted tee, dark jeans and boots came out of the shadows. 

 He had long black hair that shimmered deep red in the light like blood . He was tall and muscular in build but he had the same unusual violet eyes as Kamdyn. He was breath taking; no one in the room could look away as he entered. 

 But something to me wasn’t right; something about his demeanor was almost disturbing. As he got closer to us, I started to pick up a darkness surrounding him. Even after he had left the shadows, they seemed to cling to him, following him, engulfing him like a shadowy aura. 

 I blinked in confusion and when I opened my eyes and looked again, they had disappeared. Once he stepped into the surrounding crowd his eyes locked onto mine, giving me a shivering feeling of unease. Without a glance in Samantha’s direction, he walked right past her, nearly pushing her aside, and stopped directly in front of me. 

 It felt like we stood there forever, locked in a trance. Not moving, not speaking, less than a foot apart. Finally, he stuck his arm out, hand extended, toward Kamdyn without even a peek in his direction. At the very last second, he lifted a beautifully dark, arched eyebrow and turned to toward Kamdyn. 

 “I’m Halo, Halo Century.” His voice was deep and whimsical. It made a chill run down my spine. I tried to hide it, which I thought was a success until his gaze flicked back to me for a second, a slight twitch at the corner of his mouth. 

 Kamdyn looked at his out stretched hand, then back up at him. His eyes seemed to widen in recognition, just a quick flash in those eyes, than it was gone. I looked around the room at the people surrounding us, as Kamdyn reached out, introducing himself, to see if anyone else saw what I did. But from the awed expressions everyone was wearing, it was obvious. No one saw anything, but me.

 When I brought my attention back to Kamdyn, I saw the introductions were over and Halo’s interest was back on me again. His eyes locked on mine when I looked up at him and a slight smile lightened up his dark features. Making him so much more beautiful. Out of the corner of my eye, I caught drastic movement, hands flying up in the air dramatically, than I saw Samantha come stomping toward us, jumping between me and Halo. 

 She grabbed his hand, looked up at him and said, “Umm… no!”, then turned toward me, put her hand in my face, waved way too far into my person space. She screamed, “Bye bitch!” as she dragged Halo by his hand behind her. I thought I saw a flash of red in his eyes as he looked at Samantha hastily before returning his scrutinizing gaze on me, while being dragged away. 

 Kamdyn jumped in front of my view right before I saw Halo turn the corner, “I think I’ve had just enough of this party for tonight. You want to go upstairs for a while?”

 I felt the tingle of his hand clasping mine and looked up at his beautiful face with a smile that I know lit up my face. I realized that I still hadn’t answered his question when his expectant expression still hadn’t changed. “Definitely,” I said smiling bigger at him. His exhausted expression was then rearranged with an excited grin and a cocked eyebrow, giving a clear explanation of wicked intentions. He hurriedly pulled me in close, thinking he was going to hug me I went more than willingly, but instead, at the very last second, he threw himself down to one knee, grabbed me by the waist and flung me over his shoulder, like I weighed nothing, and ran for the stairs. 


 

We came back down not too long before the ball dropped. The whole party was crammed into the living room, packed tightly around the huge TV. Everyone had little hats and noise makers. People all around the room were cheering and whistling, waiting for the count down to begin. Everyone in the room was chanting in unison as the ball made its decent. 

 “Five, four, three, two, one… Happy New Year!” Hats went flying in the air, people cheered and screamed, drank and kissed. 

 Tingles surrounded my waist as Kamdyn’s arms swooped around me, pulling me close to him from behind. “Happy New Year, Love,” he said into my ear. I smiled and sighed, leaning back against his chest, closing my eyes. I relaxed at the feeling of his warm breath on my neck and turned around, just in time, to meet his sweet tasting lips. It felt like hours had gone by when we were broken apart by a shrill scream from somewhere in the house. 

 We ran toward the sound, running through room after room. We finally rounded the corner to the game room where we found Lauren in Alex’s arms, sobbing. Her phone was lying on the floor, at there feet. I let go of Kamdyn and pushed my way through the thick crowd. Lauren’s pink Razr flashed and blinked as I picked it. Mom disconnected appeared right before End call. I closed the phone and reached out to touch Lauren’s back. 

 “Lauren? Lauren, what’s wrong? What happened?”

 She released Alex and flew into me, gasping. “Trystie, oh my God, Trystie. She’s…dead…She’s…dead! They…found…her…”

 “Lauren, what? Who? Who’s dead?” I asked searching for her eyes through tears and disheveled hair. When her nearly vacant eyes found mine, my heart plunged to the floor and I felt the pressure building behind my eyes. Lauren took a few deep breathes and said the words I already had ringing in my head.

 “They found… Drea. She’s dead!”

 But I didn’t expect to hear what she said after that. Nothing in the world could have prepared me for something so perverse. Her whisper was the loudest noise I had ever heard.

 “They said she was… drained.”


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 

Chapter Thirteen


 

The purpose of this book is to keep track of my feelings, and to make me feel like I have someone to talk to when I have things to say that I would rather not say out loud. Or to anyone. So, here it goes…

 Even though I feel good when I am with my friends, or with Kamdyn, I feel lost when I’m alone. That isn’t something I even want to admit to myself. In fact, I didn’t want to believe it until just now, when I saw it was on the page. 


Sigh…


It was harder than anyone could know, living through the very thing that killed your parents, while you lived. Although it seems everyday that I should be getting better, feeling better, I’m not. I feel guilty for being the one here. 

 Now it has happened again. Now I lost someone else, a friend. 

 I have only been here a little over three months, and in those three months I have found seven of the best friends I have ever had. I found a guy that I know I belong with, and have guardians that care about me and make me feel loved.

 I was finally beginning to let my wounds mend. How stupid of me to believe that the pain was over.

 Tonight I learned that I lost one of my friends.

 Lauren had explained to me what happened before I found her tonight. Her mom had called to say Happy New Year, when a new report flashed across the screen about the missing girl from Southbury. Lauren heard everything. 

 How exactly does someone go about draining another human being? And why?

 And this new guy. Who is he? I have a feeling he isn’t what he appears, for whatever reason. I don’t know. The shadows I saw clinging around his body? My imagination? Probably. What the hell else could it be. I guess we’ll see. And again, I’m not sure why, but I know I will find out. Whether I wanted to or not.


 

 


 

I hadn’t heard much from Jayson over the last week, so I was relieved when I got a call from him New Years day. He had called, much earlier than I would have liked, but I was glad to hear his voice on the other end. He was knocking on my bedroom door within five minutes of hanging up the phone. 

 I didn’t even have the will to throw off the covers yet, let alone get up and get dressed, so when Jayson walked into my room I was still in bed. He closed the door quietly behind him and sat down beside me. Without saying a word he kicked off his shoes, threw over the covers and lay down with me. Putting his arm around me, he pulled me onto his shoulder. I didn’t resist. I couldn’t.

 “Sorry I woke you up so early. I didn’t want to be alone anymore.” His breath was warm and welcoming against my hair.

 “It’s okay, I didn’t want to be alone either. And I missed you.” I smiled against his shoulder, feeling his arms pull tighter around me. I closed my eyes, and fell back to sleep in the relaxing comfort of my friends arms. 

 

The parking lot was dark. There were no other cars in sight, no buildings near by, only a large lot surrounded by frightening dense woods and a thick layer of fog. I found myself spinning in slow circles, looking for an escape or a sign of life other than my own. Standing in the center of the lot, my heart told me not to move, while something in my mind kept nagging me to inch forward, toward the coldness lurking just inside the tree line. 

 I felt it, something there, just beyond the stretch of moonlight lightly illuminating the deserted parking lot. I could feel it caressing my mind, lightly pulling me in the direction it wanted. Whispering to me everything that I want to hear. 

 My left foot moves, slowly taking a step toward the unknown darkness. My heart beats faster, pulsing hard in my ears. I know it’s telling me not to. Stop moving, go back1 But my mind won’t. Can’t.

 With each footstep taking me closer; my heart numbs, calms, and quiets. I take that final step out of the fog and into the nothingness of the forest. As my foot touches the ground, leaves and branches crunching under my weight, and I was smacked with alarming awareness. Whatever had driven me into the woods, that influence telling me to take that step, was now gone, leaving me in a state of utter panic. 

 Frozen in place, my mind raced to comprehend my situation and how I was going to get out. Figuring where I came from was the wrong way for escape, I walked deeper into the forest. For the first time, I realized there were no sounds coming from the woods surrounding me. No light anywhere, no life other than my own. I was wondering blindly through the endless forest coming to an accepting belief that I was the only living being here, when I felt something. Someone was here, but no matter what way I turned, I saw nothing. Heard no sound. 

 I took off running, branches smacking hard against my face, arms, legs and stomach, leaving a stinging burn where they hit. I had no clue where I was going, racing to an unknown destination. As fast as I ran, the presence I felt kept up, right behind me, almost whispering in my ear. I couldn’t see anything in the soupy blackness engulfing me. Suddenly, the ground beneath me changed, getting thicker with debris, and I tripped over something big, falling to the ground hard and hitting my head. Dazed, I just laid there, unmoving. I could feel the pounding in my skull and the slow trickle of blood that escaped threw skinned knees and palms. I wasn’t even sure if my eyes were open or closed while I was on the ground. I could almost see less staying still than I did running. My mind was blank and lost, unfocused on anything important. 

 After a few minutes of lying on the forest floor, my head cleared slightly, enough to feel that the presence was lurking somewhere close by. Motionless. I sat myself up, scrambling backward to find some support, landing up against a large rough tree. My mind was telling me to get up and run, to get away from whatever was out there. But this time, when my heart told me to stay, I did. I was not listening again. 

 I squinted my eyes in stubbornness and crossed my arms tightly over my chest. “I am not going to run anymore!” I screamed. My voice echoed and bounced off the trees around me, but still I heard nothing stir, nothing was startled. 

 I stayed that way in this black void, waiting, when I finally felt something besides a push for me to run. Cold slowly crept around me, like a fog roll in. A deep chill took over my body, as I pulled my legs in and tightened my arms around me. The push for me to run turned into an intense need, but again I refused. 

 I was swallowed up by the damp air now, huddling against a rough tree, waiting. I knew it was there and realization finally dawned on me that it was in my head. It wanted to chase me until I was tired and scared to death, unable to fight back. 

 Right. Because what was the fun in a prey that didn’t run. I wasn’t giving it it’s chase and for a brief moment I got a glimpse of emotion; aggravation, need, confusion, anger.

 Just as the thought finished playing out in my head, I heard it. Whispers, all around me. I shut off every notion in my mind thrown in my direction, just ignoring everything I heard, until it spoke my name. It started far away, so it seemed, and gradually got closer until I could hear it directly over my shoulder. In my ear. Feeling it’s breath on my neck. I froze from something more than just fear. A spark of recognition. 

 Then he laughed, a small quiet laugh onto my neck. His left arm wrapped around my waist while the other came to rest on my neck, just below my ear. He pushed my head back to the right, exposing the delicate skin over my neck. He leaned forward, I could feel his whole body against the back of mine; his breathing, the contours of his body. 

 “You smell delicious,” he said, his lips brushing against my throat as he spoke. “I bet you taste even better.” He licked my neck gently, than exhaled a noisy shudder. 

 “What do you want from me?” My voice sounded confident despite my unease. A point I am sure didn’t escape him. 

 “I guess you’ll just have to find out.” I could hear the barely contained, sinister laugh creepy up his throat.

 “Why are you here?” I started to turn, to glimpse who was holding me. I had only gotten a glimpse of a glowing red eye before he had given his version of an answer.

 “I should be asking you that. Than again, why don’t you ask your friend… Drea, I think her name was.” 


Was. Drea’s stone pale face and cold vacant eyes flashed before me. I saw her body lying on the ground in front of me. Her clothes in complete disorder, her body broken and contorted. Those now empty eyes were fixed on me, silently begging. In that brief second she was there, I could feel that pain she endured. I heard the pleading of her voice asking to end it. Then she was gone. 

 Now he was laughing hard, as I flailed around under his iron grip. I was so busy screaming and pulling to get away I didn’t hear the hiss that escaped through his lips just before he yanked my head back and I felt a sharp burning sting. The slight pain lasted only a brief second before it turned into something else. Something I never would have expected. It turned into pure bliss.

 


 Then I woke up…. 

 I bolted upright in my bed. I looked around the room, my room, to see the sun was trying uselessly to push through my drawn curtains. Panting, I reached to pull off the too hot covers when someone grabbed my hand. 

 “Are you all right? You were all over the place, screaming and moaning.”

 I had forgotten that Jayson was here. And before I told my body to move, I threw myself into his arms, crying, gasping. He was surprised at first, I felt the tension in his body, holding on to me like he would comfort a child. But then he stroked my hair and pulled me closer, squeezing me like he would never let me go. And I squeezed back, like he was the only other person in the world. 

 I vaguely remember him asking me what was wrong, what happened. There wasn’t much I could hear over the pounding of my heart and bawling into his shoulder. When he asked again, this time pulling me away from the comfort of his chest to look at me, I was forced to actually think about what had happened. 


What did happen?


 As he held me at a distance, I tired to think of what my dream was about, what had caused me to wake up so suddenly, drenched in sweat and screaming. But no details of the horrific dream came back to me besides the pain. I tried to remember what my mind didn’t want me to, as Jayson stared expectantly into my blank face. I knew I was in pain, in my dream, but why? I closed my eyes to concentrate, waiting for anything about this dream to surface. I needed to know. It was important to know, somehow I just knew it. 


Pain, pain, pain. It ran through my head searching for an explanation, a flash of remembrance. Absentmindedly, I ran my hand up to rub my aching throat. Why exactly does my neck hurt? An echo of that same ache revealed itself as my hand rubbed over a sensitive spot on my neck. 

 


Nothing stops time, so inevitably school needed to start again. But in some way, I was happy that it did. As much as I enjoyed the days I could sleep late, not have homework and just hang out with Kamdyn or Jayson; there was just something about the down time when I was home by myself. My mind wondered too much for me to be left alone so often, so school was my salvation and some what a relief. 

 Much of the morning was a blur and I seemed to spend the majority of it, still, trying to figure out what happened in my dream. I had explained to Jayson that I remembered nothing of what had completely freaked me, and him, out, but I didn’t mention the soreness on my neck. Upon later inspection, I saw that there was in fact a light mark on my neck that looked suspiciously like a hickey. I stared at it in confusion for a while, unsure of exactly how it could have happened. Nothing happened when I touched it now, no pain whatsoever. But still, nothing substantial from the dream to explain, well, anything. 

 Nothing big about my schedule had changed as the new semester began. No more study hall, instead I had Photography and thank God, Spanish was over and in it’s place I had a free period. 

 The day, just like every other, started off the same. I had English and History, a combined class that I still shared with Jayson. It still had two teachers, two classes and took two periods, but the teachers preferred to work together and taught the classes as one large two period combo. When I walked in today, I was completely distracted. I had too much on my mind the last couple of days to even acknowledge a change in the classroom atmosphere. I walked right by everyone, not even noticing their snickers and whispers. I took my normal seat all the way in the back row and started unpacking my books for class, when I heard my name. 

 “Trystie? Do you mind if I sit here?”

 I heard that voice before. It was so familiar and made my body stiffen with alarm, but I wasn’t sure why. I sat up slowly, leaving everything my hands were on in my bag and sat back in my chair, looking up. 

 “Do you mind if I sit here?” he asked again with his hand placed on the back of the chair.

 “Umm… no. Go ahead.” I quickly turned to go back to what I was doing, ignoring the fact that he was sitting next to me and that the entire population of girls in this room were staring at us. They were all awed by his demanding presence and they looked at me with jealousy. Ridiculous!

 Definitely ridiculous, but I would have had to have been dead not to notice that even the air around him was different. 

 I finished unpacking my bag and sat up in my chair, overly conscious of him so close to me. He is a good looking guy. Ah hell, why lie? He’s completely gorgeous, but no better looking than Kamdyn or Jayson. All three of them seemed to be different than any other guys at school. But other than that, there was nothing overly attention stealing. 

 Odd that at Kamdyn’s party, where I first had met him, it was hard for me to look anywhere else. 

 I was lost in my own thoughts when I heard the teacher yelling my name across the room. “Ms. Night, I have volunteered you to help Mr. Century out for a while. Since you are both new this year, I thought you would be most helpful. Help him catch up with the work we are doing and get comfortable. I also need you to share a book for a while until I can unearth another copy somewhere.” Mr. Hadam flashed me a big smile, than preceded into his lecture about Shakespeare. Suddenly it felt more like love connection than English class. 

 Unbelievable. Without a glance in anyone’s direction, I reached down to grab a pen out of my bag. A hand shot out and grabbed my arm. I felt this kind of magnetic pull from the direction the hand had come from. I stared at the offending hand. Slowly, I dragged my eyes up the arm and over the shoulder to look Halo directly in the eyes. Beautiful eyes that were way too close to mine. 

 “Have another one for me?” he asked almost silently. 

 “Another what?” I said, trying to pull my arm free, but it wouldn’t move.

 “A pen. Please.” He smiled slightly before releasing my arm and snatching the pen I grabbed for myself out of my hand. He turned back in his seat without a thank you, without any kind of acknowledgement, nothing. He might as well have just picked up a discarded pen off the floor instead of lifting then pen from between my fingers.

 I narrowed my eyes in his direction, if only hoping that he felt my evil stare he refused to meet. Reaching down to grab another pen for myself I turned my attention toward the lecture and nothing else. 

 The two periods flew by. I had never paid such close attention in the class before but it was a welcome distraction. At least until the next class when I could manage to get away. The bell rung loudly, pulling me out of my self induced trance, and everyone ran quickly out of the classroom. Jayson sat up, grabbing all his things and stood next to me, waiting.

 “Jayson, you don’t have to wait for me today, I think I’m going to head to the nurse before class. I’m getting a headache.” 

 I barely looked at him as I threw my things into my bag. I only looked up when I still felt him standing there. When I met his chocolate gaze, his eyes shifted quickly to my left, giving me a quick nod, he walked out of the room. 

 Completely ignoring the person beside me, I turned my attention back to packing up my bag. I didn’t look over toward him as I got up, or as I walked around him. Even when I heard him get up and follow me toward the door, something in me felt stubborn enough to want to ignore everything about him. I had only made it a couple of rows when Halo came up behind me and grabbed my wrist. 

 I spun around, enraged, to face him, while simultaneously trying to rip my hand free from his grip, again. 

 “Do you have a problem with personal space?” 

 Instead of a reply, what I got was a smile, which infuriated me. 

 “What do you want, Halo?”

 His grin only became wider at the sound of his name and the gem colored eyes sparkled. Completely unnerving. 

 “It looks like we are going to be spending a good amount of time together.” As he spoke, he loosened his grip to slide his fingers down, interlacing them with mine. He took a step toward me, forcing me to retreat, my back pressed against the wall. “I’ll be over at six thirty.” His free hand came up, pushing the hair away from his face as he started to lean down, as I leaned as far back as the wall would let me. I would have crawled in it if I could. I forced myself to break eye contact and I heard a noise that could only be described as amusement. He released me and he was gone. 

 After Halo’s abrupt but very welcome retreat, I noticed that the headache I felt just slightly coming before, had come roaring up on me and a quick trip to the nurse ended up with me drugged and laying in the dark in the nurse’s room with a cold wet cloth over my face.


 

By the time I finally left the nurse, it was time for lunch, which I was hoping would make me feel better. I dragged myself down the halls and somehow, without really seeing, found my way to the caf. I had made it there before the last lunch wave had completely left, so I waited patiently against the wall in the hallway for the remaining stragglers to head back to class. It was extremely relieving to walk into an empty lunchroom and walk straight up to the counter and order food I knew was freshly prepared. Not having to wait in line was bliss.

 I ordered my usual, a plate of French fires –extra salt today- and pink lemonade slushy. Not the most healthy of lunches, but it was delicious. Just as I picked up my tray to head toward our table, students started filing in and scattering throughout the large room. 

 I had a seat at our usual table and covering my eyes from the bright lights above me, started to shovel salt coated fries into my mouth. I was so focused on eating and making my headache go away, I wasn’t even aware that people had started to fill in around me. Jayson had come in and took his usual seat beside me, shifting closer to me when I didn’t acknowledge his company. He placed his arm over my shoulder, pulled me in and kissed the side of my forehead. I smiled slightly, at his attempt for me to feel better, but made no move to do anything other than finish my fries hidden under my shaded face. 

 Within only a few short seconds, my slowly progressing headache turned into a full blown migraine that I knew wasn’t going to go away. I felt my eyes falling downward, my stomach plummeted making me nauseous. The room felt like it was spinning as everything within my eye sight got fuzzy. I knew Jayson and Lauren and Alex were all screaming something, at least it felt like they were screaming, but I couldn’t make out anything. Everything about my world right now seemed broken. I had finally reached my breaking point when I felt someone lift me up. 

 My face was safely tucked into someone’s chest, shielding me from any light as we walked swiftly down the hall. I thought I was being carried back to the nurse, but when I was put down, on the ground, without opening my eyes I knew there was no way that I was in the nurse’s office. 

 I kept my eyes tightly closed, too scared to open them and see the world spinning out of control, sending piercing pain through out my entire head. But then I felt someone sit down beside me, put their arms around me and pull me down to lay my head on their lap. So without opening my eyes, I laid my head down and prayed my headache away. As I was laying there, his hand came up and softly stroked the side of my head and face, when I realized, I have no clue who this is. I stiffened and braced myself to sit up, anticipating the shooting pain that would follow when he placed his hands on my shoulders, holding me down. 

 “It’s okay Trystie, it’s just me.” Kamdyn’s voice was calming and quiet, reassuring. “Who did you think it was?”

 I sighed, still keeping my eyes closed, but relaxed against him again, letting him continue to run his fingers over my face. “I didn’t know who it was. But I was hoping it wasn’t…”

 “You can open your eyes now, we are in the black room in the photography department. And wasn’t who?”

 “Halo.” I answered frowning and turning my face into his leg. “Don’t worry about it, it’s not a big deal.”

 “If he’s bothering you than it is a big deal, at least to me. Let me talk to him.”

 “No, I don’t think it needs to be taken there just yet, okay? Trust me, if I need someone, you’ll be the one I call.”

 Once he started moving his hand again, along my face and hair, I noticed that I felt the tingling of his touch again. I rolled back over and looked up at him, but it was so dark in the room, if I didn’t feel him touching me I would never had believed he was in the room with me. I heard him laugh as I was searching the blackness above me for his face. 

 “You can’t see me, can you?” His beautiful laugh filled the room and comforted me, quieting the pounding in my head. Until I realized he was laughing at me. In response, I stuck my tongue out at him. The second I did it, he stopped laughing and went silent.

 “What?” I asked. 

 “Don’t do that,” he said almost in a whisper.

 “Do what, I didn’t even move.”

 “Don’t stick your tongue out at me.”

 I was quiet for a moment, stunned into silence. It doesn’t happen often. “You can see me? How?”

 “I don’t know… I just can.” He huffed and quickly changed the subject. “Are you feeling better now?” He leisurely dragged his fingers down my cheek and across my neck.

 “Yeah, actually. I didn’t realize it was so bad ‘til it was too late. Usually…” I stopped mid sentence feeling Kamdyn’s body tense. I sat up, without even thinking about my head, and turned to face him even though I couldn’t see him at all. “Kamdyn, what’s wrong?”

 He didn’t say anything, not a word or sound escaped him as his hand reached out lightly touching my neck again. Realization dawned on me then. He was touching the barely noticeable mark on my neck that appeared after my dream. I shivered and looked down as I recalled the nightmare that evoked nothing but pain. 

 “What happened? Please tell me.”

 “It’s nothing.”

 “Trystie,”

 “I don’t know.”

 “How could you not know?” I felt the tingles of our skin contact caressing down my arms and closed my eyes. When I didn’t respond, he signed and kissed my forehead. “There are many things we need to talk about. We both know that. But right now it isn’t as important as this. You are more important to me than anything. Please, explain to me what you can. Tell me what happened.”

 I realized then that I wanted to tell him everything. Not because he seemed so concerned or because I thought he could help, but because I needed him, for whatever reason, to hear what I went through. At least what I could remember of it. 

 “I had this dream…”I took a deep breathe, let it out slowly and began when I left his party on New Years, ending when I woke up screaming with Jayson by my side. The worst part about telling him wasn’t that I started crying again, or reliving that sense of dread I felt in my dream, but that he felt bad because he wasn’t there. It was almost as if he could feel exactly what I was feeling.

 After apologizing for a few minutes, he asked the question that I couldn’t explain myself. “What does that have to do with the marks on your neck? It looks like someone bit you.”

 Then I remembered.


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 

Chapter Fourteen

 

The details of my dream came back completely unfocused, but I remembered most of it; the foggy, empty parking lot, the dark woods, running, being compelled to run, being pushed forward and when my stubbornness appeared in my dream, refusing to continue the dark force showed it self. The only thing I didn’t remember was who this person was, if he was a person at all. But I knew it was a he, that he may have killed Drea and that he bit me.

 I had explained all of this to Kamdyn, as it had reappeared in my mind, but he didn’t seem to buy it. In fact, I think he was trying to say I was delusional and still in pain from my migraine. He just wouldn’t listen. The one person I thought would understand, didn’t.

 He had somehow convinced the office that I needed to go home and insisted that he be the one to drive me. I’m not sure how he managed it, and I didn’t ask. Before I knew it we were pulling down my long, dark driveway. 

 It was a very overcast day today, looking like it was going to snow any minute as I stepped out of his car, grabbed my bag and headed toward the door. I walked with my head down, shielded from whatever light there was in the sky. When I got to the door, Kamdyn was already there waiting. I looked up at him, completely confused. Still I asked no questions as I found my key and opened the door. 

 It was only around twelve thirty when we got to my house, so I flopped down on the couch and Kamdyn went into the kitchen to make me some more french fries and find something for himself. When he came into the living room with our food, I had closed all the blinds and curtains, making the room look like a cave. 

 We listened to music as we ate our food and even though I was feeling much better, I could still feel the pain just lurking around, waiting for me to do anything so it can pop back out. I finished my fries quickly and sat back, closing my eyes. I peeked between heavy lids when I felt Kamdyn move besides me. The couch shifted and I looked to see him leaning back, his eyes focused on mine. 

 “You feeling better?” he asked with a smile that told me it wasn’t just a simple question.

 “Yes, much. Why? What are you plotting?” I asked suspiciously, narrowing my eyes.

 “Nothing really. I was just thinking.”

 “About?”

 “Well, if your head still hurt a little, we could do something that would, I don’t know, take your mind off of it so it will go away.”

 “And what exactly is this something you have in mind?”

 A slow crooked grin appeared on his face and his eyebrows danced on his forehead. No words needed. Before I even got the chance to say or do anything, his arms found their way around me, pulling me up into his lap. He ran his hands lightly over my face and around my eyes before slipping it behind my neck and pulling me down to meet his waiting lips.


 

After Kamdyn had to leave, I decided to take a shower to clear away any lingering headache that remained. Just as I shut off the shower, I heard a knock at my bedroom door. Thinking it was Kimber coming up to announce she was home, I yelled “Come in,” as I wrapped the towel around me and headed for the door. 

 But when the door opened, it revealed someone I would have never expected. Halo was casually strolled in, backpack flung over his shoulder.

 “Looks like I got here just in time,” his deep voice sounding very musical as he walked past me to fling his bag on the floor and throw his jacket on top of it. 

 “What the hell are you doing here?” 

 He bent down and pulled on the top of his backpack. “English, History, remember? I did tell you six thirty. And I have something for you.” He dragged his bag over and pulling out a few sheets of paper. “Classwork. I’m in your Photography class, too.” He handed them over with a smile on his face, but said nothing else as I held my towel tight and reached for them. 

 I tried pulling them from him, but he held on tight, making me struggle to pull them out of his hands. I was tugging so hard when he finally let go, I stumbled backward almost landing on the ground and losing my towel. Halo’s beautiful smirk widened as I tightened my grip on my towel and headed toward the bathroom. 

 When I came out, Halo was flopped comfortably across my bed with his eyes closed, for all the world looking like he belonged there. I was hoping when I came out that I took too long and he would be gone, but unfortunately, wishes don’t come true. 

 At least mine don’t. 

 “You would think with all the catching up you need to do you would have gotten started while I was getting dressed.” I said as I walked into the room, a damp towel in hand while I scrunched my hair. 

 “Maybe, but then what excuse would I have to spend some time with you?”

 “None, and that would be the point. Today is it. I can tell you where we are and what you need to know to be up to date with class, but that’s it. You can do the rest on your own.”

 “Not exactly,” he said, flashing a beautifully dark smile.

 “No? Why’s that?” I crossed my arms over my chest.

 “Because you have my book.”


Crap! I looked at him defeated, as he leaned back putting both of his arms behind his head, raising an eyebrow. A see-I-told-you-so plainly visible in his expression. He had me there, and he knew it. I realized what that meant, too, that he was going to need me every night there was English homework. Which was every night. There was no way around it, until Mr. Hadam gave him a book. Either that for fail the class.

 I was seriously considering the F when actual reason made a visit.

 “Fine. Can we just get it over with?”

 He sat up as I walked over to the bed and I positioned myself as far away from him as possible. He watched me closely as I did it, and laughed when I had finally found a comfortable, yet cramped position in the far corner. 

 Still laughing, he grabbed his bag and got up, walking around the bed he came to sit right in front of me, cornering me. I inched back as far as I could go, up against the head board of my bed, but that was it. I was stuck. 

 “What exactly is your problem with me?” he asked almost laughing as he inched closer.

 “Maybe it’s that you like to invade my personal space.”

 “You don’t seem to have a problem when Kamdyn invades your personal space.”

 “That’s what happens when you’re dating someone, he’s not just some stranger.”

 “Yeah, I guess it didn’t take you too long to go after the best looking guy in school, huh?”

 “I wasn’t going after anyone. Not that it’s any of your business, but I wasn’t looking for anything when I got here.”

 “That’s not what Samantha said.” He smirked again, obviously knowing he had said something to get a rise out of me.

 “Speaking of, it didn’t take you very long to go after the best looking girl in school. You and Samantha, huh? Sorry to hear it, you poor thing.”

 He laughed again, a deep laugh that sent a shiver down my spine and made me almost want to smile, but I didn’t. I forced myself not to. 

 “There is no me and Samantha. And she isn’t the best looking girl in school, by far.” He righted himself from his bought of laughter and leaned forward, catching my gaze. There was no way for me to look away, I tried. Something in my mind wouldn’t let me do what I wanted. Instead it told me to stay, to listen to him, to not want to move away. I sat there unmoving as I watched his hand reach out, moving my still damp hair away from my eyes and pushing it behind my shoulder, revealing my slender neck. His hand traced a thin line down my neck as he spoke. “You, on the other hand, are more my type.” Still holding my gaze, he inched his way closer and closer, leaning in toward me. At the last second he dropped his eyes, just before his lips touched my neck. 

 Even though his eyes were no longer locked on mine, I still couldn’t do anything to reject him, there was no need to push him away. I closed my eyes and leaned back against the headboard of my bed as his hand wound up in my wet hair, pulling my head back. I felt his mouth moving gently over my neck, kissing over the mark that appeared after my dream. Without even an attempt to do anything else, he pulled slowly away. 

 My eyes opened as he moved away. His dark hair was in his face and shielding his eyes. But it didn’t block what I saw. His deep amethyst eyes were now a blaze with red.

 Suddenly my mind cleared slightly, but the only thing I could think to say was, “Can we get started on the work now, please?”


 

Long after our homework was over and Halo had gone, I found myself lying in bed, trying to sleep. But I couldn’t. My room was completely dark with only a hint of moonlight splashing through the closed curtains. I stared at the ceiling for what felt like hours, trying to think of something other than Halo. I wasn’t sure why I couldn’t get him out of my mind. It really made no sense. He was so pushy and cocky, but his mysteriousness drew me in. And there was just something, I didn’t know what, that drew me to him. Something I couldn’t push away, no matter how hard I tried. Every train of thought I followed in hopes of pushing away Halo’s existence, always seemed to lead back to him somehow, even when the thought made no sense to begin with. 

 Slowly, I began to close my eyes and even though my thoughts couldn’t escape the mysteriously dark, I finally drifted off to sleep. 

 It was still very dark out when I awoke to a sound in my room. I opened my eyes and looked around in the near blackness. Nothing seemed out of place, that I could tell, so I plopped my head back down on my pillow and closed my eyes. Now that I was awake I could feel that something wasn’t right. I kept my eyes tightly closed in hopes that it was my overactive imagination, but I couldn’t escape the feeling. Within seconds there was a slight scrapping noise that made me bolt upright observing everything around me. I felt so foolish -like a little girl afraid of the dark- when I got up, looking in my closet and under my bed. But nothing was there. To escape the freezing air I jumped back in bed, snuggling under the covers, when I realized that my curtains were blowing in a breeze. A breeze created by an open window. 

 I sat frozen in place. A sudden jolt of fear ran through me. I didn’t open that window! As cold as I was -knowing that someone else had been here, had opened my window to get in- I couldn’t bring myself to get up and close it. 

 I lay there, bundled up under all my blankets, pulled up high over my head to keep me warm, when something moved in my room. Somewhere near my bathroom the door creaked slowly as it was opened. I didn’t make out any footsteps or any other noise anywhere in the room. I strained to hear but was too afraid to look. I couldn’t look.

 My heart was pounding so hard in my chest I could taste it. I curled up into a ball and squeezed my eyes tight hoping my imagination had taken over until… my mind started telling me to relax, to breathe and calm down. I didn’t move, but I tired to do what it told me. My parent’s faces flashed through my mind and I mentally slapped myself. I was stronger than this. I was being childish. 

 My body moved on its own accord, uncurling and throwing the covers off, leaving me exposed to the chilly night air that seeped into my room. But when I looked, there was no draft, no wind blowing my curtains. My window was closed. 

 I stared straight ahead, into the darkness of my room trying to figure out if I had been dreaming, when a figure appeared from the shadows. Strange as it was, I was no longer afraid. I didn’t feel threatened as it approached. I watched as it moved slowly but confidently across my room and crawled up onto my bed. It started at the end, by my feet and slowly pulling itself along the length of my body. 

 I watched it carefully, examining its movement, so animal like. But everything that made it seem unreal only made me feel more comfortable with it’s being here. Almost like, the more unrealistic it was, the more likely it was that my imagination was uniquely exaggerated and I was dreaming. It’s unrealistic, so it isn’t real.

 It was about to reach a strip of pale moonlight just over my chest, illuminating just enough for me to glimpse what it was, who it was. I anticipated the approach into the light, to see who I was being so intensely drawn to, when I should be scared to death. But once it reached the moonbeam, the face, his face, was hidden behind a fall of dark hair. I couldn’t stop him from moving forward.

 I didn’t want to. 

 He stopped a little past the beam, an arm and leg on either side of my still body. I could see my breathe forming in fast white puffs in front of his face. He unhurriedly lowered himself down, placing all is weight on me. Resting on one elbow, he reached the other hand up to lightly touch my cheek, trailing along my skin until he reached my lips. Without even a hesitation in his movement, he pulled his body up to meet his hand against my mouth. In that moment my mind whirled. I knew with all my heart that this wasn’t right. I didn’t know this person. I didn’t know what he even looked like. But I couldn’t push him away. Couldn’t make him stop. I knew I should be scared, but the place inside my head that should have been telling me to run was currently on vacation. A little sign swinging over its place saying ‘Gone fishing. Be back in two weeks’. 

 His hands slide slowly away from me and under the cover of the darkness, he lifted himself up to pull off his shirt. Although his face strangely stayed in the darkness, his broad, muscled chest was illuminated in the moon light. Pale and looking like carved marble. In a swift and fluid motion, he landed weightlessly back down over me. I didn’t want him to stop. As if he heard me, his hands rubbed down my sides, to my waist, and started tugging at the band in my sweats. I felt them slowly sliding down my thighs and tug off at my ankles. I couldn’t see where they landed, but I heard them fall after they went soaring across the room. 

 Nothing about the experience seemed real, it couldn’t be real. Things like this didn’t really happen. In real life, inhuman things didn’t just show up in your room in the middle of the night and make you feel this way. Because I knew he was anything but human. In real life they didn’t make you feel like you could lose yourself in them with just a single touch. For some reason beyond me, I knew it was him. He was doing this to me somehow. He was making me forget anything and everything else existed. Why? But he did, and my mind wouldn’t let me think any other way. 

 He started kissing around my shoulder. His mouth felt like velvet on my skin and made me shiver as he dragged it over my collar bone, slowly along my neck and back to my mouth. I pulled him closer as his mouth met mine, winding my arms around his broad back and up into his tousled hair. I heard him gasp and slightly pull back, but I wouldn’t let him leave. He made another noise, louder, trying to pull away and this time, he succeeded. My nails were digging into his skin, begging him not to go. He reached in an impossible position, removing my hands from his back and taking my wrists into his hands, tightly, holding me still. He looked into my eyes then and even though I still couldn’t see his face, I saw the glow of his eyes. Red. His eyes were red. Before I had a moment to respond, his mouth was back on my skin.

 I heard him growl, something completely otherworldly, just before he kissed me again, roughly profound. I slowly felt that his resilient grip was loosening as he moved down to kiss along my jaw line and without knowing exactly why, I pulled my left arm free and pulled my hair to the side, exposing the soft skin of my neck. The difference between this compulsion and all the others was this time, nothing in my mind was telling me, pushing me, to do it. I was doing it all on my own. I could feel it was my choice.

 When he saw me, he lifted his head slightly and looked down at me, his body language expressing his utter astonishment. The glow in his eyes flickered, losing some of the red and fading back to a dark color I couldn’t see. But he still hesitated, looking down on me with those blazing eyes. 

 He made no attempt to move, no effort to do what it was I was apparently offering. Still, without knowing exactly why, I sat up to mirror his position and brought his mouth to mine. He kissed me back, but was reserved. I forced him to respond. Was aggravated by his restraint. When he finally relaxed, I gradually pulled him back down and with one hand on the back of his head, guided his mouth from mine and toward my neck. 

 I got impatient as he lingered. My hand that still rested on the back of his neck tugged at him lightly. Another rough noise came from him as he pulled back slightly, just to look deep into my eyes, searching. He let himself fall back down, trailing his mouth over my throat until he found the right place. I felt him nibble a bit before I felt his body stiffen and he bit down. 

 I sensation of his teeth in my skin caused a sharp stinging that traveled down to my toes, but quickly turned from pain to a bliss I could never put to words. 

 I arched my back under his weight and with my free hand pulled his head harder into my neck, closing my eyes at not only my gratification, but being able to feel his.

 I bolted upright in my bed, my heart pounding and my lungs thirsting for air. I pulled in three deep breathes before I looked around and took in my surroundings. My room was dark, very dark, but I could see through the small space in my curtains that the sun was rising. I heard a noise that seemed to be so far away and turned over in my bed to find my alarm going off, only just audible. I shook away any remaining confusion upon awaking and rolled out of bed for school. 

 


 I had woken up on time, but for some reason was extremely sluggish and running late. This ultimately meant that Jayson, who drove me to school, was also running late. Since we timed our trip so we would make it just before the bell -because who goes to school early?- we would be tardy for school and possibly in trouble. 

 I apologized at least ten times on our way to school, but Jayson kept swearing it wasn’t a big deal. I smiled and hugged him, hard, when we got out of the big truck to walk into school. 

 “What would I do without a friend like you?” I asked against his warm chest. 

 He hugged me back, nearly lifting me off the ground. “Maybe, if I wasn’t such a good friend, you might give me a chance and fall madly in love with me. Maybe I should be a little meaner to you to give myself a leg up.” He smiled down at me when I looked up at him and bent down to kiss my forehead. Still keeping an arm around me, he said, “Come on, before we are really late,” and dragged me toward the door, groaning. 

 It turned out we were about twenty minutes late for first period. So after we got our slips from the office, we took our time getting to our lockers and making it to our double period class. When we entered, naturally all eyes turned toward us. I tried my best to ignore the snickering, handed my pass to the teacher and walked directly to the back, to my seat. I sat down swiftly and took out my things, placing everything on the desk, and looked forward. 

 “Here,” A voice whispered next to me. I turned to see Halo smiling, not his usual arrogant smile, but a pleasant, welcoming smile that I couldn’t help but smile back at. I caught the action before he saw and locked it down.

 “What’s this?” I asked taking the paper from his outstretched hand.

 “The notes you missed this morning, I’ll keep taking them and you can copy them later when I come over.” I saw him do a quick once over of me and return swiftly to my face. His expression, his whole demeanor was different today. I was getting ready to say something when he spoke. “You feeling okay today?”

 I nodded and shrugged, “Guess I didn’t sleep very well last night.” and turned in my seat to face front and start copying the notes. But I noticed, when I turned, Halo didn’t. He sat and stared at me for what seemed like forever, before he finally turned his attention back to the front of the room. 

 Completely unnerved, my usual state in his presence, I ignored everything and started copying.

 The day went by pretty quickly and the changed classes from last semester and this one were an easy switch. I decided during lunch today to hide away with Kamdyn. So we thought our new place, starting yesterday, would be the darkroom in the photography room. 

 Luckily, the photography teacher had the same lunch as we did, so the room was unoccupied everyday. We slipped in, not turning on any lights and pushed our way through the spinning door, falling into a room of utter darkness. Kamdyn decided it would be funny to go in first, than hide from me in a room he knew I couldn’t see a thing in. He finally thought it not funny anymore when I walked into something, whacking my shin pretty hard and fell to the ground. 

 He went down beside me, pulling me onto him. I relaxed against the tingling of his skin against mine. Slowly, I inched higher up on his chest and wrapped my arms around his neck and kissed him. It felt like I hadn’t seen him in weeks, when I knew well enough he was just at my house with me yesterday. I didn’t need to tell him how much I loved him, how much he meant to me, because he always seemed to know and always responded with his body right before the words were going to leave my lips. 

 I laid there, Kamdyn’s arms wrapped tightly around me, my face rested gently on his shoulder, when I felt him release one arm to find my left hand. Without feeling around, he reached right for my middle finger, touching the ring he gave me for Christmas. 

 “I told you I would never take it off.” 

 “I know you did, but feeling it and seeing it one your finger makes me feel so… whole. I feel like I was just coasting through life, going through the motions, before you got here. Now that I found you, I feel like I have a direction, a purpose. I don’t know what I would do if I were to lose you.”

 I felt my chest tighten. “Don’t even talk that way. You aren’t going to lose me, unless you leave yourself. And if you leave, you better take me with you.” I laughed at the thought, but after I said it, I truly did mean it. Besides all the mystery surrounding Kamdyn, all the things I know he can do that he shouldn’t be able to, I loved him, everything about him. I had never felt anything like it before in my life and was sure I never would again. 

 I felt a smile pulling at his cheeks as he pulled me in tighter. It was so curious that he had these physical responses to my thoughts about him, without me needing to say a word. 

 As ridiculous as it sounded, Kamdyn was different from me. I knew he was. So that would mean, if he wasn’t going to tell me, I would need to figure it out. And to figure it out, I would have to treat this in a completely abnormal way. Think outside the box, if you will. 

 Then a thought came to me, while I lay there in his arms. Focusing specifically on him, on him hearing me, I screamed. In my head. Kamdyyyyyn!

 He jumped up and scrambled to his feet. I couldn’t see where he was in the dark, but I could hear him panting. 

 “Why the hell did you do that?”

 “Do what?” I asked innocently, trying hard not to laugh, which was very unsuccessful. 

 “You know exactly what! And you can’t even hide it. I can see you laughing.”

 “I didn’t do anything.” I said calmly, posing and batting my lashes in the direction of his voice.

 “But… you did, you know you did. How? How did you know? No one…”

 “Just a hunch. Come on, how long did you think it would take for me to notice all your, let’s call them slip ups?”

 “I don’t know what you mean.”

 “Don’t play that game with me. I’ve noticed, a lot, that you are… different. I don’t know if you don’t want people to know or if it’s just me. But I wanted to know if I was right. 

 He was quiet for a moment and I thought maybe he left me here in the dark and I was talking to myself. Until I heard him sigh. “I’ve lived here forever and no one else has ever noticed a thing.”

 I couldn’t help but laugh again and faster than any human could move, he was across the room with his arms wrapped around me in the dark. 

 “I was going to explain everything to you. I told you I had something important to tell you,” he explained, his words muffled against my hair. My laugher died in my thought at his tone. And as strange as it sounds, I got a flash of his emotions, I felt them inside me; fear, love, confusion.

 I smiled remembering all the nights I stayed up thinking about the weird things he did and trying to explain them. But regardless of all those things, I loved him anyway. For who he is, whatever he is.

 Only one question remained; what is he?

 I felt his chest heave a little when he laughed and knew that he had been listening in on my train of thought and I pulled away. “Do you listen to everything I am thinking?” I tried to give him my best ‘I mean business’ face, but I felt very unsuccessful in the dark, even knowing he could see me. 

 “Don’t look at me like that! And, no. Not you, anyways.”

 “What do you mean, not me? What’s wrong with me?”

 He laughed again and pulled me back into him. “Nothing is wrong with you. I just… I can hear everything everyone else thinks. With you, I don’t hear anything, unless the emotions are really strong or you think it directly at me. Hence your dramatic experiment a few moments ago.”

 I could feel my cheeks getting hot as I moved my face to look toward the ground. Everything that I had felt, thought and was afraid to express to him, about him, he knew anyways. He knew everything! I wanted to scream with the hurt, relief and frustration building in me.

 Kamdyn placed a hand under my chin, pushing it up in the direction of his face. “Don’t hide your face. And don’t be embarrassed.”

 “But you knew,” I started much louder than I intended. I took a few calming breaths and continued. “…all along. Everything I couldn’t say…”

 “And didn’t need to. As much as I would have loved to hear it out loud, hearing you say it in your head at the same moment you became conscious of it, made it that much more meaningful. Because I knew you meant it.”

 Just now, I couldn’t think of anything to say. Or anything to ask. Over the last few months, I’ve had nothing but questions, but now that I could ask them and actually, maybe, get answers, I was at a loss. But as far as I knew, I had forever to ask. And right now, all I wanted was for Kamdyn to hold me and not to have to think about anything that has happened or will happen. 

 Right now is all that is important. 

 I can ask questions later.


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 

Chapter Fifteen


 

My mind had no hope for focus today. After everything that had happened with Kamdyn on top of being extremely tired from a bad nights sleep, I couldn’t focus on a single thing the rest of the day. I tried, but everything seemed unimportant and dull. I only had a couple more classes until the day was over, and only one new one, Photography. 

 I thought it was funny that we had just discovered the darkroom, just as I was about to begin my photography class. But at least I would be able to become more acquainted with the darkroom and actually use it, other than hide out in it with Kamdyn. Maybe then I wouldn’t wonder around the room completely oblivious to my surroundings anymore. One could hope, I guess. 

 By the time my Photography class started, I was well prepared. Thanks to Halo, I had been able to do the homework assigned the first day of class, which I’d missed. It wasn’t anything completely important, but it was necessary work to do in preparation for taking and developing future pictures. 

 At the time of Halo’s intrusion, I was beyond irritated that he was there and I would have to deal with him in another one of my classes. But today, I appreciated his thoughtfulness, much to my irritation. Maybe he wouldn’t be so bad after all, if he would stop touching me all the time. 

 It was an easy class today. Halo and I shared a table, which wasn’t my decision but I could tolerate it, especially since no one else I knew was in the class. Mostly we went over the homework and styles of pictures, projects we would complete and the teacher showed us what we would be learning. It would take a while to perfect, the process of removing the film from the camera, taking the film out of its canister and putting it into a developer all while having your hands in side a bag so no light would get in and destroy it. 

 I couldn’t wait to try. 

 As excited as I was about class, I couldn’t help but feel, strange. I could tolerate Halo, but as comfortable as he tried to make me, his presence seemed to fill me with both an unease and a comfort.

 So, here I was, stuck with him regardless of any feelings he stirred. For today, at least, he seemed different. He was less tense, and less pushy. He talked to me like I was anyone else, instead of like I was under a microscope. He even walked me to my next class. 

 “I’m walking that way anyway,” he said at my protest. “So, if you don’t mind, I’d like to have someone to walk with.” 

 I gave in. Apparently my heart is weak.

 At the days end, I walked with Kamdyn to his locker. He leaned down to give me a kiss explaining he had something’s to do after school and left me withh a promise to call later. As he pulled away he flashed me that beautiful smile, the one that makes my heart skip a beat, just before he winked and turned to leave. 

 I made my way through the winding halls of the school and around the stampeads of escaping students. I managed to make it to my locker without running into anyone I knew and I was relieved. 

 I crammed all my notebooks into my bag and started for the door. Totally lost in a cloud of thoughts, I didn’t even notice someone waiting for me just inside the entrance to the stairs.

 “Going somewhere?”


 The sound of her voice was like nails on my own personal chalkboard.


 “Stupid question, don’t you think? Maybe you should try thinking before you speak.”


 Her eyes narrowed and she stepped closer. “You think you are so smart, don’t you?” She grabbed my arm and squeezed. It was a desperate attempt to keep my attention since she knew she wouldn’t get it willingly.

 I turned abruptly and with more strength then I knew I had, I yanked my arm free. “What’s your problem now, Samantha? Because I’m sure you’re going to accuse me of something I didn’t do. Again.”

 “Bullshit! Everything I accused you of you did do!” Her arms when flying in the air, in that dramatic way of hers. I rolled my eyes. She stopped then and crossed her arms over her chest, putting her balance on her right leg, the left bent at the knee and turned out. “So tell me slut, why is it that the two best looking guys aren’t good enough for you? Why do you need to latch onto anyone I show interest in?”

 He voice was low and calm as she spoke now, but her words hung in the air with icicles clinging off them.

 “What delusion are you feeding into now, Samantha? Because, honestly, I guess I’m just not creative enough to keep up. Don’t you have better things to do with your time?”

 “As a matter of fact, yes. Last night a very sweaty, clothing not required activity planned when I got a text saying ‘Something important up’, over a half hour after he was expected. Then I find out he was with you! Are you here to force me into abstinence or do you just enjoy taking what other people have already claimed?!”

 “Claimed? Are you serious? They are people, not toys or pieces of property.”

 “Whatever. I don’t care what you think. I’m just here to warn you, again, and for the last time. Stay the fuck away from what’s mine!”

 “Or what, Samantha? You’ll steal my credit card again? Grow up, Samantha.”

 “Oh no, I’ll do something way worse than that. Just push me and you’ll find out. You’re fair competition, I’ll give you that. But just know, I always win. Don’t for one second think you can under estimate me.” She did her usual hair flip, the one you see on every cliché popular girl in every movie, and sashayed down the hall like it was the runway. 

 As soon as she was out of sight, all thoughts of Samantha evaporated. Whatever she was referring to, which was no doubt Halo blowing her off, was nothing I could control. So I turned and headed for Jayson’s truck, waiting anxiously out in the empty parking lot.

 “I was wondering when you’d show.” He pulled himself off his bumper and walked around to the drivers door. “I saw Kamdyn leave five minutes ago, so I knew you two weren’t having crazy sex somewhere in the building.” My face heated in embarrassment, but he went on. “What took you so long, get lost?”

 I gave him a dirty look. “Not that that is any of your business…”

 “Yeah, yeah,” he said looking grim. “Why would it be my business who you sleep with?”

 He was lucky I didn’t have anything to throw at him. But the look on his face was heartbreaking, even if he was fishing. “Right, it isn’t. But if you must know, we haven’t. Yet.”

 “Oh,” he said hopping into the truck and a smile returning to his face. It even reached his eyes. I missed that smile, it felt like a while since I had seen it. “I just assumed…”

 “Don’t. You know what they say when you assume.” I turned a smiled at him, one I knew didn’t reach my eyes and turned to look out the window as the truck started. We managed to reach the bottom of our schools long driveway when I turned to him again. “And I didn’t get lost. Samantha ambushed me on the stairs.”

 Jayson drove as I rehashed my story from beginning to end. I was finding it hard to keep even the littlest of details from Jayson. Good sign or bad?

 “She actually said that?” he said jumping from the truck. “A sweaty, clothing not required activity? And she had the nerve to call you a slut?”

 All I could do was shrug as we walked into the house. It seemed like that was my response to everything these days.

 Jayson made himself comfortable as always, and besides asking to start our homework over and over, he kept bring up my ‘love life’ like it was his business. We ended up so caught up in arguing and his teasing I was caught off guard when I heard a knock on my bedroom door.

 I looked over at the clock, my heart pounding. It was only four, not six thirty. Jayson jumped up from the bed, startled and arched a questioning brow at me. I shrugged my answer as me made his way to the door, realizing too late who it had to be. I lurched for the door, too little too late. 

 He opened the door to see Halo on the other side. 

 Jayson didn’t spare a ‘hello’ before blurting, “Do you usually just walk into people’s houses, uninvited?”

 Halo just grinned at him and without another glance in his direction, or an answer, he brushed past him and over to me. 

 I will admit I was warming up to him after today in school, but the look on his face as he headed toward me, a look that a guy gives a girl when he knows he’s welcome and admired, made him lose the few inches he gained in my book. He so didn’t earn that look.

 “Hey,” he said as he bent down to kiss me on my cheek. 

 I stood still in confusion by the weird change Halo had taken. Coming over early? Kissing me on the cheek? Did something happen that I don’t know about? What made him so cocky all of a sudden?

 “Umm...hey, Halo. You’re early.” I said as he stepped back and put his bag on the floor. 

 “Yeah, I guess I am. I just…” he looked over at Jayson quick, then back to me. “I just thought we had a lot of work and we could get it done early.”

 “Umm… I guess that’s fine. I honestly wasn’t paying too close attention today. Do we have a lot of homework?” The question wasn’t asked to anyone in particular, but Jayson answered. 

 “That’s what I have been saying since we got home.”

 “Oh.” 

 Jayson gave me a funny look like why did you think I was asking? I shrugged at him. Sorry. 

 “Why is he here, by the way?”

 “Remember, Mr. Hadam made me help him catch up, and we have to share a book until he finds another one for him.” I shrugged again, trying to pack a million words into my actions. Halo stood between us, all crammed into my room. Suddenly the room seemed extremely small. I looked at Halo and Jayson, who were both staring down each other like neither had the right to be here. But it is my room, so I say who can stay or not. I cleared my throat. “Jayson, do you want to stay and work with us?”

 Both pairs of eyes shot in my direction as the words left my mouth. Halo’s narrowed and Jayson’s got bigger, as a small smirk stretched across his lips. “Sure as hell do!” he said pushing past Halo to sit closest to me. 

 I don’t know what it was with the two of them, but the entire time we were working I could feel the hostility all around me. The air was thicker somehow. We ended up working until after eight. Although Jayson was done way before us, he pretty much refused to leave me and Halo alone. Kimber was nice enough to buy a pizza for the three of us, since it was late and, at the time, we still had a lot to do. Jayson ate almost the entire pie by himself, plus more when he had finished his work. I was so busy with what I had missed during class today, I didn’t eat much at all. Halo, too, seemed too busy to eat. 

 When we had finished, Halo stood up and said he needed to head out. He thanked me for the help and for the pizza, kissed me on the cheek again, and turned to leave, turning back only to narrow his eyes at Jayson before he closed the door. 

 “I don’t like him,” Jayson said still staring at the closed door. 

 “Geez, who could tell?” Hope he picked up my sarcasm.

 He finally moved his gaze back to mine, and smiled. Plopping back down on my bed and flipping through the channels. “What’s with him anyway? The kiss?” he asked turning toward me as I had a seat next to him.

 “I have no idea. It’s a new thing. He has a bad habit of invading my personal space, so… I don’t know what to tell you. He likes to find new ways of surprising me, I guess?”

 His eyes constricted, “Invades, how?”

 “Huh?”

 “Invades… your personal space… how?”

 “Jayson, it’s not a big deal. He just… needs to touch people or something. He grabs my arm, stands too close, stuff like that. Nothing like what you’re thinking. Relax!”

 “I don’t know if I believe you.” His eyes narrowing accusingly.

 “Why would I lie to you? To tell you the truth, there is something very unsettling about him, but I guess I got used to it spending time with him alone.”

 “Alone! When?” He nearly jumped from the bed to his feet.

 “Jayson, damn it! Stop! Do you honestly think if he tried something he would still be coming here?”

 “I don’t think he should be coming here at all.”

 “There isn’t any other choice. I have to help him, says Mr. Hadam, and he needs to come here. He has a car, I don’t. He has no room yet in his house, I do. I don’t want to discuss it anymore.” 

 He humph-ed as he turned away, his gaze back on the TV. We sat in silence for a while as we watched a reality show. But it wasn’t long after that Jayson’s parents called and needed him home. 

 I finally had some time to myself after a long day of constant chatter. My mind started to race the second Jayson had left. I thought about everything that I went through today with Kamdyn, Samantha, Jayson’s disapproval of Halo and Halo himself. They all baffled me. 

 Without anyone to really talk to, I thought of the only other outlet I had.


 

Today I have more questions than answers. Plus the million or so that I’ve had since I moved here. Most of them revolving around Kamdyn. Today, I managed to answer one, but that one spiraled off into so many others I lost count. So, moving on from my other worldly boyfriend for another time. We can move on to one of the many thorns in my behind. Samantha. Does she ever give up. So makes it like I target her for every action I have. But I haven’t. If it weren’t for her constant attacks and threats, I’m pretty sure I would forget out her entirely. 

 Halo is another thorn lately that I have no idea what to do with. Maybe I just need to give him a chance and get to know him better. Or is that a really bad idea? I usually get a good read on people when I first meet them. But with him it’s different. I can’t read him at all. He’s like a shadow. I wish my mom was here to give me advice. She was even better than I was at getting a read on someone. It was like her sixth sense. I miss her. 

 I miss them both. 

 The one that bothers me the most is Jayson. I just have no clue what to expect from him. How do you react when your best friend becomes too protective or possessive or whatever that was? Give him space? Give him too much detail and watch him squirm and never intrude again? I care about him too much to push him away. 

 Help.

 Maybe my solution will come to me in my dreams. Well, my dreams are now and have never been my answer, especially of late. 


 

 

I woke up in total darkness. There was no light coming from anywhere, no moonlight, no illuminated clock, to cable box time. Nothing. I could only assume I was in my room, in my bed, but to be honest, I couldn’t be sure. What I was sitting on felt like my bed, like my big fluffy sheets, but I had no real idea. I was too afraid to move much, fearing if I moved too far… Well, I’m not sure what could happen. So I curled up under my covers and wrapped myself with my blanket. 

 I laid there for a while, in the dark, but couldn’t go back to sleep. A creepy feeling came over me that maybe this wasn’t my room. It just didn’t feel like my room. Something was different. Wrong.

 There was no way for me to sit here anymore. So I threw off the covers, swung my legs over the side and reached for the floor. When my feet finally hit, I knew I wasn’t in my bed. The distance from the bed to the floor was way too high to be mine. 

 I stood, reaching in front of me and to my left, nothing there but air. I extended my hands to the right and my hands came in contact with a wooden post. From the feel of it, it was a canopy bed. Upon moving my hands further around, I felt that sheer curtains of some kind had been hung around the bed. I let go of the post and took a few steps forward, hands out and feeling around me. But still I felt nothing, until I walked into what felt like a chair. I felt around the arm and up toward the back of the chair, when I found it was occupied. 

 I jumped back the few feet I walked and landed awkwardly in the bed, where I had started. I felt my pulse racing, thumping hard in my ears. It was so loud I could barely hear when the person got up and started walking toward me. 

 I started panting in fear. My lungs searching for air, when the person sat down next to me on the bed, so close our legs were touching. 

 “I’m sorry if I startled you,” said a beautifully mesmerizing voice. It sounded so familiar, but I couldn’t place it. I thought for a moment, but a haze had surrounded my mind and no thought seemed to connect.

 “Where were you going?” he asked genuinely concerned.

 “I… I don’t know. I…” I spoke into the darkness in the direction of his voice. It made no difference if I looked anywhere else; it was way too dark to see anything. There was no hint of light. “Where am I?” I managed to ask. I felt my heart beginning to slow and my breathing returning to its regular pace. 

 “You are with me.” 

 “I don’t know what that means? Obviously, I am with you. But where?”

 “It doesn’t matter. You will know when you need to.”

 I just sat there, unmoving. He was going to be illusive, fine. Then I am going to sit here and not move, not speak. I crossed my arms over my chest. 

 He laughed then, and I could feel him leaning toward me. When he spoke again, his voice was in my ear and I could feel his breath moving my hair. “I don’t care if you talk, I almost prefer that you didn’t.” He started moving forward again, forcing me to fall backward, until my back was against the pillow I had so recently been using. 

 As hard as I peered into the darkness, no escape seemed to open in the empty darkness and this mystery man was still unseen. 

 All of a sudden I felt compelled to reach for him, to touch him and pull him closer. I closed my eyes knowing sight wasn’t needed in this blackness and reached out above me. My palm had made contact with skin, a warm, muscular chest. I skimmed my fingers down it, feeling the ripples of his toned muscles. 

 I pulled away, putting my arm down at my side, trying to push away the compulsion. 

 My back pressed against the bed with him hovering over me, I kept my eyes tightly closed and my arms firmly pressed into the mattress. My hands squeezed into tight fists. Fingernails digging into my palms. That way good, the pain helped clear my head. The need became stronger the harder I forced myself not to respond to his closeness. I found that while I sat there, forcing myself not to touch him, I couldn’t think of anything else beyond the experiences of this room. I clenched my fists tighter but it seemed no use. My mind felt locked and stuck on the one thing I was trying to push out. 

 I didn’t need to open my eyes to know that this guy was now fully over me, looking down into my face, I could feel him. But as hard as I had worked to keep my hands firmly planted next to me, they suddenly started to move, lifting off the mattress and extending toward him to touch his skin. Both hands landed around his waist, tightening around him and pulling him down. 

 I didn’t feel like myself, I had no control over what I did, like my mind could feel two things at once then do the opposite of what I tell it to do. But even then, I can’t help but give in because once I feel his body touching mine, feel his mouth over mine; I can no longer keep any distance. Like a drug, I just want more and more. 

 His kisses start so soft but quickly escalate to something more intense just before he leaves my lips and moves them down to my neck, than as he pulls the collar of my shirt down, trailing his mouth over my collar bone. 

 I had an urge to move, I needed to move. I no longer wanted to stay trapped under him, but I didn’t want to leave his touch either. So with an unexpected jolt of strength, I lifted my torso off the bed and twisted, flipping him under me. Now, straddled over his waist, my hands rubbed up his exposed chest, while his rested firmly on my hips. When I reach his neck, I lean over to it, just like he had. His hands clamped down, squeezing the place on my hips he had been just holding only moments ago.

 I brought my mouth up his neck to his lips, but only for a moment. My right hand had entwined itself in his hair and I removed it, lifting around the back of my head and pulling my hair back behind my left shoulder to expose my neck. Than, putting my hand back in his hair, I removed his lips from mine and picked his head up to place his mouth on my neck. He grumbled something indistinct just before his teeth bit down. 

 I closed my eyes tight, enthralled by the wonderful pain, and gasped when I felt a chill erupt through my body and his muscles tighten under me. 


 

Mt eyes opened into darkness, a dim morning light creeping through my window. My alarm was screaming, telling me to get up. When I looked, I found it had been going off for a half hour.

 I rolled over, without shutting off the angry alarm, and stared at the ceiling. I tried to remember why I woke up, freaked out, my heart pounding. I couldn’t remember the dream I was just having, only the darkness. And I was so tired, like I didn’t sleep at all. I blinked a few times, long blinks because my eyes just wouldn’t stay open and tried to remember more than just the blackness. I knew there was more, something important, but it just wasn’t that easy. 

 I heard a light knock on the door. “Trystie? Are you awake?” Then the door cracked open slightly. 

 My head turn out of pure reflex as the door creaked open to reveal Kimber peeking in, still in her bathrobe. I sighed and turned back to stare at the ceiling. “I didn’t sleep very well.”

 “Are you feeling okay?” she asked, taking a step into my room.

 “Just exhausted.”

 “You have anything good going on today?”

 “No,” I answered, not really thinking about it. “New semester just started.”

 “Okay than, I’ll call school. You can stay home today, catch up on some sleep. I’ll see you after work.” She smiled at me quickly, before shutting off my alarm and walking out, closing the door behind her. 

 I dragged my body over to the other side of the bed, reaching for my phone on my night stand. I picked it up and wrote a message to Jayson, telling him I was staying home today and not to pick me up, than I wrote to Kamdyn. 

 I couldn’t wait for a response from either of them, the second I hit send to Kamdyn’s message, my arm dropped and my eyes closed. 


 

I woke up again with bright sunlight streaming into my room. When I looked at the clock next to my bed, I saw that it was noon. I flopped back over, knowing that I needed to get up but that I was still tired. I lifted my other pillow over my face, to hide all the light and sat that way just thinking for a while. I was glad that for the last few hours I had no dreams at all, but what really bothered me was that I couldn’t remember the one I had last night. The absence of the dream was leaving a deep pit in my stomach; something about it was very important. 

 Out of aggravation, I sat up and threw the pillow across the room. I still wasn’t ready to get out of bed yet. Throwing the blankets around me, I found my phone curled between the sheets. I looked at it quickly, and noticed I had four text messages. I hit the button and started reading.

 Jayson: 6:15am Ok. I’ll see u later. Call me.


 

 Kamdyn: 6:23am R U ok? What’s wrong?

 Kamdyn: 7:02am Trystie? Please answer me.

 Kamdyn: 11:29am If you don’t answer me


 by 12:30, I’m heading over!


 



 I looked over at the clock again, 12:13pm. I wrote to Kamdyn quickly, hoping he would get it before he skipped out on school again. I waited and waited, watching the clock. But no response ever came. 


 

This is my lame attempt to divert my mind enough that some little phrase or picture or something will trigger the dream I had last night. I stayed home from school today. I am completely exhausted, like I haven’t slept in days. I am having weird dreams again. Worse than the ones I had when I was little. The ones only my parents knew about. The one I had last night, even though I remember none of it, for whatever reason, I know it’s important to know what happened. I know I am supposed to understand something about what it contained. Maybe in it is an answer to one of the millions of questions I seem to have these days. 

 Could that be a good or bad thing? Who knows? 

 So… 

 My plan failed. Moving on…


 

I sat up from my position, writing in bed. I remember! Not everything, bits and pieces were cut out, but something’s were there and very clear. 


 

 It is him! Sitting here now, remembering the first horrible dream and the dreams that have made me feel tired and eerie, they are connected. The guy from the woods, he is the one who has been in my dreams lately. He has been the one to keep me up. The one who makes me feel…


 

Even just the thought of writing down the things I had done and felt in those dreams made me blush.

 

 Every night he comes to me, and I… I can’t resist him. I want him there. I want him to touch me and kiss me. I have no idea who he is or what he looks like. He is always in the shadows. But every night he comes, I let him. and I tell him to bite me!

 My mind no longer belongs to me!


 

Immediately after my realization, I ran down stairs and locked all the doors, closed all the windows and wrote a note to Kimber and Justin telling them that I wanted no visitors today. When I got back upstairs, I turned my iPod on Breaking Benjamin, loud enough so I couldn’t hear anything else, and curled back up in my bed. 

 I closed my eyes, tight. I thought about the last few months here and how different my life has been since coming here. I thought about how much I missed my parents. I felt so lonely. The life I had before couldn’t be any different from what it is now. I looked at the picture in my locket, took out my mom’s book and my fathers ring from my drawer but put them away just as fast as I took them out. As much as I liked to remember them, to think about them, it still hurt me to know that they aren’t here anymore. 

 Then my mind traveled to the dreams. I had no idea where they came from, why I was having them. The only solid thing I could connect them to was Drea. She was the only real thing. But it was only in the first dream, the two I’ve had since then had nothing to do with anyone, besides me and him. His mystery was intriguing and scary but I had to figure out what was going on.

 I put everything away, locked my door, closed the curtains and turned the music up louder. 

 Then I cried myself to sleep. 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 

Chapter Sixteen


 

The bell rang, screamed loudly in my ear as I slowly closed my locker and walked to class. I was late, again, but I didn’t care. It had become a sort of habit to be late. I had managed to make it to school just in time everyday, walking in just as the warning bell rang, but I never made it to class before the second bell, when class began. I always strolled in late, sometime after the second bell. I never rushed, never cared to. Jayson, on the other hand, from the second we left his truck would run to the doors and upstairs to his locker. He was always there before the bell and after a couple of weeks of trying, he stopped waiting for me or pulling me to get me there on time. I just didn’t care, what exactly was I going to miss? Attendance? Whatever. If I missed anything important, Jayson would always fill me in the second I got there, rolling his eyes in the process, saying, “You know we could avoid this if you actually got yourself to class on time, right?” And my response was always the same, “Yeah, sure.” completed with a big yawn. 

 Today was no different, except that it was Valentines Day. Today was even more infuriating than any other day. Everyone was dressed in red and pink and all the girls were giddy and excited. I seriously wanted to kick some of them in the head for being so cheery. Even on my best day I wasn’t that happy. But on a day like today, when I felt like this. It was a serious no go.

 I was in such a fowl mood that even walking down the hallway between classes, just to damper the mood, I pulled down any decorations I passed, ripped it up and threw it over my shoulder to land on the floor in pieces. 

 My life had been like this pretty much everyday since the beginning of January, when all of this started. I haven’t gotten a full night sleep since then. As I walk down the hallways to my next class I feel as if I should hide my face thinking about my nights. 

 I am ashamed of the things I have done. 

 I get to class, and sit down in my seat, pulling my thin hood over my head to hide my face when I get a flash from last night. I am in a bed, not mine, rapped up in sheets, twisted all about my undressed body. And he is there, entangled in the sheets with me. There are noises echoing through the room, ours, and they all end the same way, with his twin fangs piercing my neck. Everytime I am the one who pulls him in. I am the one who can not resist. I am the one who presses his mouth to my neck, knowing exactly what he will do, what I want him to do. 

 With my hood securely pulled over my head, covering my eyes, I press my forehead into my arms to hide the remaining visible features of my face as I blushed feverishly. I stayed that way for as long as I could, so no one saw me. It usually lasted until the teacher came in and class needed to start. As much as I wanted to hide forever, I needed to lift my head out of fear that if I stayed this way too long, I may fall asleep. One of my biggest fears these days was that I would fall asleep at school and have one of those dreams here, only to wake up screaming during class. 

 The one thing I had looked forward to everyday, regardless of my sleepless nights and school, was my lunch with Kamdyn. It was unfortunate that within the last month, I hadn’t gotten to talk to him about anything important. My mind had been completely consumed with concentrating on staying awake that having our ‘talk’ wasn’t making the cut. But today I woke up determined. I was going to talk to him during lunch today. Even though I know he isn’t completely prepared for it, I will at least try and that’s a start. 

 My determination made the day a little easier. The first two classes were completely review and then I watched a boring movie in the next class. By the time lunch came, I actually had energy. I had decided not to make an appearance at the lunch room today, like I usually did. Instead, I stood in the entrance to the hallway leading down toward the photography room. I stood there, waiting for him to come. I waited and waited. I checked my phone, he was ten minutes late. I looked up and down the empty corridor, but saw no one coming. 

 A few minutes later, when he was still no where to be found, I left my spot and walked to the empty media center, defeated and deflated, and had a seat in a cubical. 

 For the second time today, I put my arms up on the desk and put my head down on them, only this time not in shame, but disappointment. I thought over the last few weeks, how spaced I had been. These vivid dreams were plaguing me during my waking hours and, I felt, making me push the people who are most important to me, away. I moved my hand, rubbing it over the wound on my neck that had been there for over a month now. It bothered me, a constant reminder of something I was absurdly ashamed of. I had no idea who he was, but I knew what he was, I just didn’t know why I was dreaming of him, every night. All I knew was, at that moment, it was going to stop. 

 I was going to stop it. 

 


I didn’t see Kamdyn all day at school, he didn’t show up for our lunch and he wasn’t in Algebra, but I didn’t know why he didn’t come to school and not tell me. I checked my phone consistently, every 20 minutes, hoping to see that he called, text or that I may have missed something. But I never got anything from him. By the time school was over, I wasn’t even tired anymore, I was worried and completely frustrated. 

 Instead of getting a ride home from Jayson today, who wasn’t happy and turned away mumbling, something about Valentines day, I had Lauren drop me off at Kamdyn’s. All I had to do was promise to go shopping with her this weekend and to stop “hiding in my cave”. I agreed, thinking maybe that was exactly what I needed, friends to keep me up and out of my room. 

 She dropped me off at the end of his long driveway and I walked up quietly. I didn’t want him to know I was coming, but the second I could see the house, I knew he was definitely home, I could feel him. 

 Plus, I got a glimpse of his car in the driveway. 

 I walked swiftly up the stairs to the front door and reached for the handle, when it opened. I hesitated, only inches away. I didn’t know if I should push it or not. But after thinking for a second, I was determined to see him, to talk to him, to make sure everything was okay. I reached for the handle and pushed the door open. 

 It opened to reveal a dark, empty house. All the blinds were down and curtains were drawn, no lights were on and I could barely see anything. I walked in, closing the door behind me and put myself in the direction of the stairs. Once the door was shut, it was completely dark with only the outline of sunlight peeking around the darkened windows. I felt around with my hands, trying to make my way across the house without bumping into anything or breaking something. There was only a very faint glow from somewhere in the house that gave me a slight direction. Finally, I reached the stairs and slowly ascended. 

 I reached his door and I paused again before reaching for the handle. I was almost afraid to touch it. I shook my head, feeling ridiculous, and pushed the door open. A light glow was exposed in the room; I saw it before I saw anything else. 

 “I was wondering how long it was going to take you to get up here.” The smile I saw on his face made my breath hitch.

 “But, how did you even know…”

 He tapped his head and his smile widened. “You were projecting.”

 As I walked toward him, reaching for his outstretched hand, I noticed the glow wasn’t from a light, but from Kamdyn himself. He was glowing!

 I was almost too nervous to take his hand. It sat out in front of me, open and waiting, but all I could do was stare at it. I eventually looked up, still without grasping his hand. “Kamdyn?” I didn’t need to voice my question out loud.

 He smiled down at me, a crooked smile appearing on his beautiful face. Still holding his hand out to me, he responded. “Trystie, take a look at yourself.”

 My eyes dropped from his to look down at my own hands. I slowly lifted them from my side and turning them over and over. I was standing here in Kamdyn’s dark room and I was glowing. 

 I looked back up at him in utter amazement. I must have been in shock because I wasn’t full of fear and panic. I finally reached out to him, now a little more willing to touch his glowing skin. I felt that wonderfully electric current course through me in waves as his hand clasped mine and he pulled me over to sit next to him on his bed. 

 “I…”

 “I know… I told you, you were projecting. I heard you say everything as you walked down my driveway. Everything you wanted to say to me, to ask me.”

 I could respond. If he knew everything, what did I have left to ask? Well everything. He knew what I wanted, but I didn’t get the answers yet. But where do I begin?

 “Why didn’t you come to school today?” 

 He let out a small breath, knowing now that he could no longer keep the answers from me for the questions I had been dying to ask. “I did,” he finally answered.

 “But, I waited for you.”

 “I know, I’m sorry I had to do that.” He dropped my hand then and looked away, after a second he turned back, taking both my hands in his. I closed my eyes as an even more powerful pulsing passed from his hands to mine. “I saw you, early this morning. I passed by your class and you were watching a movie. The lights were out and I could see…” He turned his eyes downward and swept them over me, up and down. “I knew I needed to explain things then. I had tried to keep it from you as long as I could, until I completely understood myself, but I can’t hold off anymore. Not with you like this.” He stopped again, taking deep puffs of air. I waited in twitchy anticipation for him to continue. “I knew when I saw you that you would see me, like this. That I could no longer hide it completely from you. If you saw me like this in school, especially in the dark room… I just didn’t think it was the best place.”

 I watched as different emotions passed over his features; frustration, confusion, regret, joy. He was reluctant to say what he was going to say, but knew he needed to. I didn’t want to say anything, didn’t want something to cut him short or change his mind. I needed to know and I had waited patiently for the answers to my hundreds of harassing questions. I took a deep breath and gripped his hands tighter, reassuring him. The final emotion rested in his eyes as he looked into mine and I saw he was scared. Then he began again.

 “I always knew that I was different from everyone else and I learned, when I was very young, to keep my differences hidden from everyone. I just knew it wasn’t a good thing, to have people know the things that I could do. As I got older, I let little things slip here and there, just to see if people would notice. No one ever did.” He stopped again and smiled, his eyes went vacant for a second and I knew he was thinking back on things he had gotten away with. Just seeing that smile made me smile, until his eyes focused again and the scared expression replaced his reminiscent smirk. “I am not… human, Trystie.”

 That caught me a little of guard but I continued to look at him, waiting for him to continue but he didn’t. I didn’t flinch or squirm, just sat anticipating his words. 

 But he didn’t continue. His eyebrows had drawn in and his eyes were filled with fear and sadness. His gaze finally left mine and he started to pull away. I pulled back hard, unwilling to let him leave. He was not going to begin, finally start telling me what I have been longing to hear and then stop just when he had scratched the surface. 

 “Where are you going?” I asked while trying to pull him back to me. 

 “You’re in shock or something. You didn’t even react when I said that, like you didn’t even hear me.” He continued to try and pull away and through all my efforts, he broke free and walked over into a dark corner, his back toward me. The glow covering his body flickered slightly and slowly dimmed down to nothing.

 I watched him as he stood facing away from me, and now I was scared. Scared that he would now leave me. He had never pulled away from me like that before and he didn’t seem to want to listen. I pulled my legs up to my chest and stared in his direction, confused and thinking about what he had already said, when I mentally slapped myself.


Wait a minute, what the hell am I doing?

 Creeping slowly off the bed, I walked silently over to where he stood. I reached out and grabbing his waist, I spun him around. When he wouldn’t meet my eyes, I pulled his face down. The ping of our skin touching sent shivers up my arms and down my spine. I searched his eyes for some other emotion besides pain, but I couldn’t find it. I pulled his face closer to mine, our noses almost touching. I felt his body tense, he was going to pull away from me again. Before he got the chance, I moved a hand behind his head and put my lips to his. 

 Electricity exploded over my lips as his mouth willingly moved against mine, but only for a second before he pulled away again. 

 “Didn’t you hear what I said? I’m not human!” he screamed, as if he said it louder I might understand better. 

 “I know that already, Kamdyn. I’ve known, or at least had my suspicions, for a long time. So stop telling me what you aren’t, and tell me what you are!”

 “You knew. You knew! For how long?”

 “Does it really matter how long, Kamdyn? Really? I knew you were different, I just didn’t know how different.”

 He looked away for a minute, ashamed. “I know. I was so sloppy around you. I was never like that before, but when you were around I wasn’t ever thinking straight. I never thought about things before I did them, I just did them. And you never said anything, so I thought you just didn’t notice.”

 I started laughing, I couldn’t help it and he looked down at me. I could read in his eyes the hurt. “You thought I didn’t notice? How the hell could I not notice? You glow, Kamdyn. How could I miss that? And the other things you do, well you know what you do. But when you skin touches mine…I have no clue what that is, but I know it isn’t something that occurs between two humans. So… tell me. What are you? Because I just can’t figure it out myself. And how did you make the glow go away? I feel like a broken lightbulb.” He continued to look down at me, shock frozen all over his face. Just when I thought I lost all hope. He started to laugh. That was definitely a step up from scared.

 He bent down to look at me directly on my level and said, “I am Fae,” than stayed very still, waiting for my response. 

 “As in… Fae folk? A faery?”

 “Yes.”

 “Can you elaborate a little?” 

 “I am a being who possesses magical properties. I am an immortal being, Trystie.” 

 I took a moment to let sink in exactly what he was telling me, it wasn’t easy to believe that the person who you loved was something other than human. You can have your suspicions, but when they are confirmed as true, what other immediate emotion do you have besides astonishment. But when I didn’t say anything, he dropped my hands, which I hadn’t realized he was holding, and walked away again. “You can leave whenever you want. I won’t be mad, and I understand if you don’t want to talk to me again.”

 I ran over to him again. This time, I didn’t force him around, I just walked right around him and stood directly in his face. “That’s it? You’re going to tell me that and then just drop me like I don’t matter? Did you not hear what I told you before?” I asked grabbing his face again, forcing him to look at me, to look into my eyes so he could understand. “You don’t have to push me away because you’re afraid I’m going to leave. I am not going any where. I am not afraid of you or what you are. I told you before, I knew you were something different. If I was going to run away screaming, I would have done it a long time ago.”

 “You don’t want to leave?” he finally asked, looking down into my eyes. 

 “Kamdyn, why would you think that I would want to?”

 “I don’t know I guess…” But his words were cut short. 

 But I didn’t care what his reasons were. I didn’t care about anything but him. And the second those feelings floated to the surface, I knew that Kamdyn could hear them. A flash of some emotion I had never seen before sparked in his eyes and coursed over his entire body and before I could even see him moving, he had pulled me against him for the most passionate kiss we had ever shared. 

 I’m not entirely sure how, but we managed to get to the bed from the opposite corner. Still entwined around each other, we fell gracefully over the side and landed on his thick comforter, where he unexpectedly pulled away. 

 I opened my eyes confused, to look up into his deeply purple, glowing eyes, full of longing. 


 “Is something wrong?” I asked ready to reach up and pull him back to me. 


 “Nothing at all, why?”


 I narrowed my eyes at him, while he smiled at me. “Why then?”


 “Why then, what?” he asked tilting up an eyebrow.



Damn it Kamdyn! I projected.

 He flinched, a small movement but I caught in none the less, than his smile returned, bigger than ever. “I was just enjoying the way you felt, about me.”

 “Don’t invade my mind, Kamdyn. You want to know something, just ask.”

 “I don’t invade. You invite me. I can’t read you like I read others.” He nipped lightly at my chin than pulled back again. “You may not know it, but I only hear what you want me to. It could come in handy, you know.” He said as his hand started to travel down my jaw line, to my neck and continued further, to rest at the top of my jeans. I shivered as his fingers moved over me and finally broke his gaze to close my eyes.

 “For instance, I know that you wanted me to do that, even before you did.” He said smiling. Slowly, keeping his fingers moving over my lower stomach, he brought his lips close to mine, but he didn’t touch them. He whispered, “And I know what you want me to do next.” As he leaned over to the side and kissed just below my ear. 

 My hands came up around his waist, finding the ends of his shirt and sliding up. Feeling his muscles tighten and move under my fingers, as he pulls his lips away from my throat to laugh. The heat of his breath grazing over my skin. 

 I didn’t even get to complain when he pulled away, or when he laughed because before I got the chance to formulate the words, before I even knew what I wanted, he had sat up, removed his shirt and fell back down, still laughing. 

 He was so beautiful he was like a drug. It would be really easy to become addicted to him. With that thought in mind I quickly build a cement all surrounding my mind, carefully placing brick by brick in place, trying with all my might to lock away all my thoughts. I felt rather than saw him smile.

 I pulled back and moved to the side. Looking up at him, taking everything in. Everything. 

 “Kamdyn? Explain why I am glowing?”

 He smiled, another one of those heart stopping smiles. One that blinded every other feature of his face, except his eyes, which sparkled with happiness. As abruptly as it appeared it turned into a frown that never belong on his face, and said, “Took you a little longer than I thought.” His gaze flicked away in discomfort. “But I don’t know if you will… like the reason. I’m not entirely sure myself, but technically your “glow” is a response to strong emotion.”

 I took a deep breath and looked at him carefully, I didn’t need to say a word before he answered. 

 “All right, all right.” He moved himself over a little and took my left hand in his, fingering the ring as he spoke. “Have you ever taken this ring off?”

 I looked at him completely confused. What did that have to do with it? “You know I haven’t. Why?”

 “I told you this ring was from my mother, my real mother.” He stopped again, and looked at me with an expression that asked me if I was really ready to hear it. “My mother is Fae, too. The ring was created by my kind, therefore is infused with Fae magic. I don’t know exactly why I was left with this ring in my possession, not yet anyway, but it seems like a process has begun.”

 “What process?”

 “You are changing, turning into, well, turning into what I am. I think.” He stopped again and looked at me, waiting for a response. 

 Some kind of fear ran through me. A shudder of terror. What does this mean? What else about my life will change? Will I have to leave everyone I care about again? My mind became a tornado of questions. And I knew, again, just as fast as my mind formed these questions, Kamdyn knew I had thought them. But this time he didn’t try to hide, didn’t drop his gaze from mine, didn’t flinch at my sudden emotion or at my floating questions, regardless if they were silent or not. He continued to hold my eyes and for the first time since I got here, seemed really strong and confident.

 “Nothing needs to change, if you don’t want it to. You can stay here, with me or not, you don’t need to leave anyone and the only thing that will really change is you, physically. You will develop abilities, like mine. But I told you, I don’t know everything yet. I haven’t known what I am for very long either, so most of the details, and unfortunately the important stuff, I’m a little fuzzy on.” 

 I still hadn’t managed a response. He reached out and took both my hands in his. “All in that first touch, so much flashed before my eyes. My past, my future; it took me weeks to sort it all and figure out what it means.” He looked down at the ground now. “I’m sorry.” 

 I pulled my hand from his and touched his face, cupping my hand around his cheek, bringing his beautiful eyes back to me. “Don’t be sorry, Kamdyn. Please.”

 “You don’t understand. I don’t know all that much about what I actually am, but I do know that…” He stopped and a strange expression overcame his face. “I. Am. Immortal.” He pronounced each word separately as if that would make it easier for me to understand.

 For some reason, after all this new information, this surprised me the least. Almost like I knew it was coming and I expected it. 

 I had no immediate response to his I am immortal announcement.

 “Trystie, I am everlasting. I will not die, unless someone kills me, and there is very little that can kill us. That means…” He paused again and pain filled his features. “That means I have just condemned you to eternity.”

 Sudden realization flashed in my mind. An eternity of life. I wouldn’t be…mortal. Every thing around me would die, while I live. I couldn’t help but think of a time when I wished I had this; I wished my parents had this, than maybe they would still be here. 

 My train of thought continued from my parents and the hole in my heart that was created in their absence. But that hole has been filled…here. No one could ever replace them and I would forever wish they were still here with me, but the aching pain I felt when I came here had slowly disappeared…

 …when Kamdyn’s love began to fill it.

 Kamdyn still had not looked at me, he had turned away, unable to watch my reaction. And obviously hadn’t been following my thoughts either, because when I pulled his attention back to me, he still looked grim. 

 I cracked a small smile when his amethyst gaze met mine and let the expression on my face be everything he thought wouldn’t be there. 

 “You don’t look too upset for being condemned to forever.”


 “Kamdyn, as long as I have you, eternally, I think I could bare it.”



 The shadow that overcast his features was slowly brushed away and he kissed me again, this time, full of undying love. 


 While he held me in his arms, I felt my finger begin to tingle, than burn. We tore away from each other. I let out a quick gasp in pain just before the flare of quick heat morphed to a light tickling feeling. When I could my breath, I looked down between us. There was a single red tulip splayed innocently at our feet.


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 

Chapter Seventeen


 

Kamdyn left me at my door, with the promise to think about what all this actually means. Although I felt that there was nothing for me to really think about, I still had a chance –I guess a very, very small one- that if I turned my back now, and walked away, that this didn’t have to be my fate. But in giving this up, I would also be giving up Kamdyn. There were many things that I didn’t know about what I would become and what he already was, but something in my mind told me, even though it is something I probably should care about, something that would change everything about my life as I know it, that I would be fine and that this would be the best choice for me, the right choice. But I did promise to think about it, and I would.

 Before I left I had asked him what he wanted, if he wanted to tolerate me around for eternity, but he refused to give me even a hint of preference. All he would say was, ‘No, I want you to make your own decisions about this, based on what you want, not what anyone else wants.’ And that was all I could get. Even looking into his face, where in some way his expression would usually give way to a feeling, there was nothing. 

 After dinner with Kimber and Justin, I spent the rest of the evening in my room. I caught up on past homework assignments, cleaned my room and even had time to watch some TV. Oddly enough, as tired as I was this morning, even for the last couple of months, I wasn’t tired now. 

 It was strange.

 The more I thought about it, I was actually in a great mood and wide awake, like I drank ten cups of coffee. 

 I felt alive. 

 As the show I was watching ended, I looked toward my clock and realized it was late, after eleven o’clock and my normal everyday guests never showed. Confused, I hopped out of my bed and skipped downstairs. Kimber and Justin were still hanging around watching TV in the living room when I came around the corner.

 “Hey. Did anyone come by the house for me today?” I asked while adjusting the sloppy ponytail on my head.

 “Yes, your friend Halo came by sometime after dinner. We told him you fell asleep. He seemed disappointed but agreed it was best to let you rest. He said to give him a call if you got up soon. So…” Justin said, turning to Kimber in agreement, with a silence is-there-anything-I-missed look.

 “Okay,” I said with a shrug. “Thanks, nite.” I turned and made my way back up to my room. 

 As I jumped back onto my bed, I grabbed my phone and sent a text to Halo apologizing for not being awake when he came by and promised to make it up to him. Not even a minute after I put the phone down, I got a reply. Halo, telling me not to worry about it. That I needed some rest and that he will definitely hold me to my promise. 

 I laughed as I placed my phone on the charger for the night. As I reached over, the little light caught the ring Kamdyn had given me, flashing green and black glittering across my face. I lay back on my bed against my mound of pillows and held my hand out in front of me, staring at my present. It reminded me not just of Kamdyn but also of what I was possibly becoming, of all I have to learn. I knew what I wanted to do, but I owed it to Kamdyn, and myself, to come at this possible change from all angles. But before I could do any of that, I needed to know more. You can’t make a decision when you don’t have all the facts. 

 And who in their right mind would make such a permanent decision without thinking it completely through? 

 Not me!

 I shut off the TV and remaining lights and crawled into bed. For the first time in a while, I went to bed not exhausted and not hating what my life had become. For the first time in god knows how long, my last thought before I fell asleep was, hopeful.


 

I came bounding out the front door the next morning, coffee in hand and backpack over shoulder when Jayson beeped the horn. I opened his truck and threw my bag, grabbing the “oh-shit-handle” and hauled/jumped in the seat with a big smile.

 “Mornin’!” I said as I inserted my coffee in the cup holder and put on my seat belt.

 “Wow. You came out on the first honk, and, might I say, you look great today. Looks like you finally slept well. What did I miss?” he asked with a dance of his eyebrows. 

 “Thanks,” I said reaching for my coffee again. “And nothing happened. With anyone. I just got a good night sleep.”

 “With who, is my question. I certainly didn’t get a call.”

 “Well, the next time I need a good nights sleep, that can’t be achieved alone, I’ll make sure I give you a call, okay?”

 “Damn straight,” he said with his usual teasing grin. “So, since you’re in such a good mood this morning, you think I could get a good morning kiss?” 

 “Trying to take advantage of my good mood, huh?”

 “Hey, I gotta take what I can get.”

 I considered him for a minute and slowly watched his confident and hopeful smile begin to fade. It was seriously heartbreaking. I reached forward and put my coffee in the holder, again and slowly, without looking away from his eyes, unbuckled my seat belt. As the seat belt clanged against the door panel before return tightly against the panel, a confused expression came across Jayson’s face and an eyebrow cocked up. 

 I felt a devious grin spread across my lips as I inched toward him in his seat.

 “What are you going?” he asked.

 I put one arm around the back of his neck and the other along the side of his face. Both his eyebrows shot up again in surprise.

 “Giving you what you wanted.” I whispered close to his face. Than I leaned in and at the last second twisted to the side and kissed him hard on the cheek. “Good Morning,” I whispered in his ear before I returned to my seat and strapped back in. “Now let’s get going before we’re late, again.”

 Jayson finally shook it off and turned in his seat and setting the truck into gear. “Tease,” he said as he eased his way out of the driveway. “But I’ll get you later.”

 All I could do was laugh in response. But once I could breathe again, the thought hit. There was no doubt in my mind that he would get me back. Shit.

 We eased into a mostly empty parking lot and hurried from the truck to the doors to get out of the cold. I, unfortunately, wasn’t thinking about the weather when I put on my tight jean skirt and thin long sleeve shirt this morning. As I ran to the school doors in the cold, I realized my mistake. I recognized my next mistake while running up the stairs, in front of Jayson, for my locker. 

 “Oh God,” I heard from just behind me. “Are you wearing anything under that skirt? I am so going to enjoy getting my revenge later.”

 “Ha Ha, you’re so funny,” I spat over my shoulder, rounding a corner and continuing up the next flight. 

 “You didn’t answer my question,” he said as we reached the top of the stairwell and pushed open the door into the deserted hallway.

 “And what question would that be?” I asked half paying attention.

 “If you are wearing anything under that skirt. Unless you would like me to check for myself.” He reached an arm around my lower back. 

 “You’re welcome to try,” I teased, flashing him a quick smile and getting a flash of his surprised expression before I took off down the hallway. “But you have to catch me first.” I yelled over my shoulder. 

 I’m not sure what I was thinking exactly, thinking I could outrun Jayson down the hallway and what… get somewhere safe? Where he couldn’t get me? I didn’t really have that many options. And just as I finished working out my mistake in my head I was picked up and whirled into a dark, empty room and put down, trapped between a wall and Jayson. 

 I looked up and could barely see him in the dark room with weak morning light sneaking in around the lowered blinds. He put one arm up on either side of me, giving me no escape. 

 “You shouldn’t do that,” he said so close to my face I could feel his warm breathe in my hair. “You shouldn’t offer something you don’t intend to follow through on.”


And you should learn not to challenge me, I won’t back down.


 “I said you could try, if you caught me first. So try.” I said, inpatients apparent in my voice. I was trying as hard as I could not to cross my arms and tap my toe. 

 Still leaning into me, his arms dropped from enclosing me against the wall, sliding them down my sides and over my hips to the ends of my skirt. He paused there, giving me a chance to tell him off. I had honestly thought he would have back down, to my surprise, when I didn’t say anything, he slowly slipped his fingers under the hem and began trailing his fingers up my thigh. They began to trail so high, the skirt was starting bunching up in his hands and was riding up towards my waist. His finger tips flattened out and trailed toward my backside, until both palms were almost around my uncovered butt. 

 Still pressed up against me, he said quietly, “I don’t feel anything.”

 “No! Could have fooled me.” I said as a nervous laugh escaped. 

 My laugh seemed to ease the tension that was holding him so tightly controlled and he slipped his hands all the way around me, pulling me closer towards him. 

 He laughs as a little girlish squeak escaped my lips. “Well, there is something there. Not much of a something, but it is there.”

 “Yeah, well, just think about how I feel outside.” He laughed again, much harder this time, burying his face in my neck, his hands still under my skirt. “Umm, Jayson? You can stop checking now. You have officially uncovered the mystery.”

 He slowly removed his hands, dragging them over as much skin as possible before releasing me. As I righted my skirt, I heard the first hint of students filing in from the buses. I went to move away, toward the door when Jayson pushed me back up against the wall. 

 “Don’t think that I just got you back for today. I have only just begun,” he said, leaning down and kissing my cheek before disappearing out the door. 


 

It just figures, the day I am in a really good mood all day, the day flies by. Before I knew it, I was in Photography, one of my last classes of the day. It was our first day attempting to use the dark room. I was so excited about it, not only because I got to develop and print my own pictures but that I got to actually enjoy it. But as excited as I was, it didn’t make me any better at it. It was going to be something I needed to get used to. I guess it took a sort of finesse I had yet to acquire. When the last person left me in the dark by myself, I was beginning to think I was a hopeless cause when I felt awareness trickle along my spine. I felt their gaze on my back. I turned around quickly, but saw no one. Taking a long sweep of the room and still finding no one there, I turned back to make another attempt at a test strip when I felt a hand on my waist. 

 I jumped and quickly turned around to find Halo only inches from me. “You scared the hell out of me! Make some noise or something before you sneak up on me.”

 He just smiled, a quick heart melting grin. “Well than it wouldn’t be sneaking, would it?”

 “Yeah, Yeah,” I said, turning around and trying to ignore his closeness and the feel of his gaze behind me. “Did you do your test strip yet?”

 “Yes,” he said from somewhere close to my shoulder. 

 “How did it come out?” I asked continuing to try and figure out what to do next. 

 “Really good. Do you need help?”

 “Is that why you came in here, to see if I needed help?”

 “Partly, yes.”

 “Only partly? You come back in here to do some more work?”

 He laughed, a small closed mouth throaty laugh. I felt him take a step closer, so the front of his body was right against the back of mine, and his arms came up to rest over what I was doing. “Here, let me help you.”

 Instead of fighting him, I just let me guide me through the process of making my test strip. When it was done we walked over to the developer. Remarkably, with his help, this one came out perfect. I reached up to hang up the little strip so it would dry when the sound of Halo’s voice broke through my awe. 

 “Do you want to know why I came back in here?”

 “If you want to tell me, sure? I thought you came back in to help me”

 “Yes, partly. But I also wanted to tell you how beautiful you look today.”

 “Thank you, Halo. That’s sweet. Finally a day when I feel good, you know? I’ve felt like shit lately. Today, I feel wonderful.”

 “I can tell.” He took a step closer and I could feel his body heat, he was so close.

 I took a step back and found myself flat against the farthest wall from the exit. He took another step, closing any distance that we had between us. I was stuck, with no where to go when his head lowered toward mine. His lips were just a whisper over mine. “Halo, what are you doing?”

 He didn’t pull back, he stayed right where he was to answer. “Trying to do what I have wanted to do since I met you.” And before I got the chance to protest any further, he pressed those beautifully kissable lips to mine. 

 I didn’t kiss him back. I couldn’t allow myself. I sat there and waited for him to pull away, but he didn’t and it didn’t look like he would until he got what he wanted as he pushed me harder against the wall, his arms resting on my hips. 

 It sounds weird, but the feel of his kiss felt so familiar, like I had kissed him a million times before. I moved my mouth slightly, trying to get air, but it seemed like he took my movement as encouragement, forcing my lips apart with his.

 Finally, I was able to shove at his chest. He pulled back enough, barely and for only a second.

 “Halo, stop.” But he wouldn’t, so I pulled away as far as the wall would allow and slapped him across the face.

 The slap seemed to do little more than get his attention, as a small smile twitched at his lips.

 “Why? I could feel that you don’t want me to.” 

 “Halo, you know I have a boyfriend and I thought… what about you and Samantha?”

 “I told you I don’t care about Samantha. And I definitely don’t care about Kamdyn. Trystie, I can feel how you react to me and I know you don’t want me to stop.”

 Okay, is there a way for me to win this argument? “Okay, Halo. You win, okay. But the bell is going to ring soon…”

 “The bell already rang.” He began to lean down again.

 I shoved at him hard. “What! When?”

 “It rang when I first came in.”

 “Damn it, Halo! I have a class right now. I’m late. Kamdyn is going to be looking for me.”

 “Good, let him find us,” He scooped his arms around me, pulling me closer again. “It will be easier to explain if he sees us.”

 “There’s nothing to explain Halo. Let me go. I have to go.” He laughed again and loosed his grip to let me slide to the ground. I quickly grabbed my stuff and ran out through the round and round door. Halo swiftly followed behind. Just to add to my unease, there was a new class that started in the room and every one of them turned and watched as we walked out. 

 Great.

 Halo followed me all the way to my Algebra, begging my attention the whole way. By the time I reached the classroom door, still ignoring Halo, he grabbed my arm and turned me toward him. 

 “Listen Trystie, we are really good together. We are meant to be together. I know you like being with me. You can’t hide it from me. I see it in your face every night.” He glanced around me toward the door than back again. “We can finish this conversation later.” He leaned down, quickly kissed my cheek and took off down the hall before I could say a word. 

 Some nerve!

 I walked into the class, obviously really late, explained to my teacher about the dark room, explaining no one came to get me when the bell rang and took my seat next to Kamdyn. He gave me a confused and somewhat worried look and I replied by putting my hand on his leg and opening my notebook to catch up on the missed notes. 


 

 Confused by my encounter with Halo, I was lost in a fog of my thoughts the whole ride home, and completely stressed out. It wasn’t until we pulled into my driveway that I realized the day was over and I could now relax. 

 Jayson followed me inside the house and up to my room, like usual. I didn’t even question his presence. In fact, he was a huge comfort. When we got up to my room, I threw down my bag and flung off my jacket and fell onto my bed, letting out a big exhausting breath. 

 “You should probably think about what you’re wearing and who is around before you decide to do something like that again. Not that I’m complaining.”

 I lifted my head and looked across the room at Jayson, who was leaning against the door with his arms crossed and a big smile on his face. I raised up further, looking down at myself. My shirt was slightly raised, nothing big. But my skirt was almost completely up to my hips and my legs were sprawled every which way across the bed. 

 I put my head back, closing my eyes and laughed. It was all I could do. Then I threw my arm over my eyes and refused to move.

 I could not for the life of me figure out how I had gotten to that point with Halo and where the hell things had gone so wrong. I had never given him any kind of hint of anything further than a friendship, he’s actually lucky I even gave him that much. How in the hell do I figure this out without telling Jayson or Kamdyn. I don’t want them involved. It will only make things worse. There is nothing like a shit load of testosterone to fuel a fight. 

 No, I would have to figure this out myself. 

 I don’t know how long I lay there, but eventually, I felt the bed move and my skirt drag over my thighs, back into its normal position. I giggled at the motion, but definitely appreciated it, given Jayson’s earlier threat at retaliation. Jayson’s hand snaked across my bare stomach. Without opening my eyes, I placed my hand over his and took comfort in the warmth radiating from him. I slowly moved my hand from his and trailed it up his arm, feeling his muscles move as his hand reached over to pull me in against him. 

 I kept my eyes closed as we lay there. He knew something was wrong, that something was bothering me, and that just holding me, being there for me was exactly what I needed. 

 By the time either one of us moved again, it was starting to get dark. We heard Kimber and Justin come home from work and then leave, explaining only that they were going out and they would be home late. That left me, home alone for most the night, and needing to figure something out for dinner. 

 Even though I was lying with Jayson, thinking about what happened today made me feel lonely, and knowing I would be home alone tonight only added to that fear. 

 What was wrong with me? When did I become so needy?

 Jayson’s hand started to play along my stomach again, slowly drawing circles that sent shivers up my spine. It is amazing how comfortable I felt with him and how truly grateful I am for his friendship. 

 “Do you want me to stay with you tonight?” he asked softly into my hair.

 “Please,” I said. “I don’t want to be alone.”

 “Okay,” he said, than he laid a kiss against my temple. 

 I smiled slightly as that one touch eased some of the built up tension in my body, and I inched my body closer to him, feeling completely protected with him beside me.

 A faint noise started echoing through the house and I felt myself tense against Jayson. I knew exactly what the noise was and there was no way I was going to confront it, I didn’t think at this moment I could take it. I felt Jayson’s arms tighten around me and I snuggled in against him, breathing in his warmth with my sudden chill. 

 No, I was definitely not moving.

 “Are you going to get that?” he asked quietly.

 I pushed my face harder against his chest, “No. No I’m not going to get that.”

 He laughed a little and the sound echoed deep in his chest, making me smile and eased more of that built up tension. 

 “Do you want me to get that?” he asked, still a hint of a laugh remaining in his voice.

 “No, absolutely not,” my shirt muffled voice exclaimed.

 The sound reverberated through the house, louder this time, the voice of someone yelling my name between the loud pounding. 

 “You know he’s not just going to go away.” He tried to pull my face away from him so he could look me in the eyes. I refused to move and pushed against him to keep my face buried. “Trystie, why won’t you answer him? What happened?”

 The tone in his voice let me know he knew something was up. 

 He tried again to move me, but I still wouldn’t let him. 

 With my face still pressed against him, I answered his question. “I just don’t want to see him right now. Maybe he’ll think we’re not here and he’ll leave.”

 As if in response to my statement, the yelling got louder outside. “Trystie, I know you’re home. Jayson’s truck is in the driveway. I’m not going anywhere until you come down here and talk to me!” 

 Jayson gave a sort of grunt and stroked the back of my head. “So much for your brilliant plan. I don’t know what happened, and I have a bad feeling it is something I am not going to like, but if you don’t want to talk about it, I understand. But we need to do something about him standing outside, banging on the door. What would Justin and Kimber think coming home at two a.m. to find a frozen seventeen year old on their front porch?”

 I smiled against his chest at the thought of Halo standing outside and freezing his ass off. But I knew Jayson had a point, that I couldn’t let him stand out there, which I had a feeling he really would do. Plus, if he was still there when Kimber and Justin got home from there late night out, I might actually be in trouble, if anything, just for being rude enough to allow him to sit there and do nothing about it. 

 I took a deep breath, breathing in his wonderful warm and comforting scent and sat up. “Fine. But stay up here, okay? If I need you I’ll yell.” He opened his mouth to argue, but I put up my hand in protest. “Please Jayson, let me handle it myself. I need to do this, myself.”

 I just inched my way off the bed, when Jayson grabbed my arm and spun me around to face him in the darkness. Only a sliver of light peeked above the horizon. 

 “I don’t know what’s going on, and I don’t like it, but I will try to respect whatever it is you want me to do. So please get me if you need me.” He bent and brushed his lips across my cheek. 

 Than I was headed down the stairs toward the front door and… Halo.


 

I opened the door to find Halo sitting in the wicker chair, parked right next to the door. As the front door opened, he jumped up, wrapping his arms around himself to keep warm. 

 “What do you want, Halo?” I asked quickly, my hand braced on the edge of the door and ready to slam it in his face. 

 “Can you at least let me in? It’s freezing out here.” I watched as a shiver raked him, his breath leaving little puffs of white in the air.

 “You could just leave and go home, I’m sure it’s nice and warm there.”

 His eyes widened in shock, than narrowed. I honestly hope he didn’t think it would be that easy, but apparently he did. “Are you seriously not going to let me in? We have work to do, this isn’t just about us.”

 “No, I am seriously not going to let you in and there is no us, Halo.”

 “Maybe not right now,” he said, not looking so cold anymore as his arms dropped away and he took a large step toward me, way closer than I wanted him to be. “But there will be.” He reached his hand up, dragging his fingers over my cheek, than left. No fighting, no arguing, nothing. He just walked away and I watched, in disbelief, as his black BMW drove down the dark driveway and disappeared.

 

I opened my eyes to find it was still dark out. I sat up and looked around the room and saw nothing at all, only a slight glow of the moon from around my lowered shades. I felt someone move around in my bed and I jumped, realizing the second I turned that Jayson was still here. Here to keep me safe. I smiled at his back, feeling completely relieved at his remembered presence. I slowly slipped out of bed and made my way across the room, quietly, toward my door. I desperately needed a drink. I turned the handle and slid out the door into the hallway, checking to make sure I didn’t wake Jayson as I went. 

 The door softly clicked when it closed and I turned around to find I was no longer standing in the hallway of my house. In fact, I wasn’t in my house at all. Nothing but dark foggy woods stood before me. I could hear the bugs and the slight crunch of leaves and snow as animals ran around in the dark. 

 My heart froze in my chest and I couldn’t breathe. I turned quickly to grasp my door handle and run back to my room, but when I turned, the door was no longer there, only more of this vast dark forest. I panicked, spinning in circles trying to find a direction to run, but everything looked the same and there was no light coming from any one direction. There was no light at all, anywhere. 

 I stopped myself from spinning around and sat hard on the cold, snow covered earth, grabbing my head in my hands. 


Think stupid, think!

 I inhaled deeply and lifted my head to calmly look around again, to figure out my next move, when I realized all the noise in the forest had gone. No more bugs, no more animals, not even a gust a wind. 

 Nothing.

 I stood up slowly, my eyes unfocused on any particular spot but more aware of everything around me. I dusted the lingering flecks of snow from my thin sweats and pulled my arms in around me, covering what I could of my exposed, tee-shirt wearing arms. 

 Cautiously, I looked around, through the dense fog and the dark woods. My foot moved forward and took a small step away. I felt the small tingling in the back of my brain, screaming, telling me, don’t move! Just stay and wait. But there was something else inside me, probably a deep down curiosity and thrill of this danger –no matter how stupid it was- that excited me and pushed me forward. Before I knew it the small space that I had started in was no longer in sight and I was deep within the darkness. 

 For a reason unknown, I stopped walking, stood there motionless and looked around. Again, I felt something, something telling me to stop and look, really see what was there in the dark. 

 I closed my eyes and breathed deeply and slowly let it out, feeling my rapid heartbeat pounding in my chest. When I opened my eyes, I tried to see things differently than I had before, looked for things I wouldn’t normally see. 

 It was there I saw it, in the shadows. Just a slightly darker outline of a person. No visible features apparent within the dark folds of shadow. 

 I knew deep down that seeing anything in this forest should have set off some kind of warning alarm, but it didn’t. I was nervous, sure, but again my curiosity would get the better of me, and I started walking toward the shadows. 

 “Hello?” I said as I stopped a good distance away. I may be curious but I wasn’t stupid.

 The phantom hesitated a second than took a step forward. “I’ve been waiting for you.” it said still clinging to the shadows. 

 I raised a tentative eyebrow. “Really? And how did you know I was coming?”

 He gave a small throaty laugh. “Because you always do. Because I wanted you to.”

 There was something about his voice that seemed familiar, but I couldn’t put a finger on exactly who he sounded like and I still couldn’t see him. I refused to move any closer and he wouldn’t leave his safety in the shadows. “Why?” To what question I wanted answered, I don’t even know.

 He smiled in the comfort of his surroundings. I couldn’t see him, but I could feel his satisfaction, like I had said exactly what he wanted. “Turn around.”

 I waited, looking at him, unsure if I should turn my back on him to look at whatever was behind me. I considered it for a moment, than slowly spun around. 

 At the moment my movement finished, a girl about my age began to walk toward me. She was definitely taller than me, with long, attention grabbing legs. Her long wavy blonde hair swept over her shoulders, almost reaching her slender waist and very vibrant hazel eyes, but it was her smile that you immediately noticed. It was a genuine smile, a smile that when you saw it, not matter what mood you were in, you wanted to smile with her. 

 I had no clue who she was, or why I was brought here to see her, so I stayed where I was and watched her come toward me. 

 When she was no more than ten feet away, the air around her changed, becoming more dense. Her breath taking smile began to falter, her stride became pained and slow and her eyes got an almost haunted look in them. Before I knew it, she was on the snow covered ground, crawling and reaching out toward me. 

 “Help me.” It came out as nothing more than a whisper, but it felt like she had screamed it in my ear. 

 As I watched, frozen in my place unable to even lift my hand to hers, her skin drained of all color, becoming pasty and covered with death. She was only a foot away from me, reaching up, begging for help, when all her strength dissolved. She toppled over off her knees, landing on her side. I watched in horror as she let out a shaky breath and all life died from her eyes. 

 I stared at her lifeless body, trying to slow my heartbeat, calm my breathing. I closed my eyes and looked over her, into the woods surrounding us. 

 What had just happened?

 I whirled around to face the one who brought me here, to ask why he wanted me to see this. But when I turned, he was no longer there. As hard as I focused on the shadows surrounding me and the trees, he was nowhere to be found. 

 I bolted upright, my sheets burrowed around me. I was drenched in sweat and trying to catch my breath. I looked around my dark room, seeing nothing but the slight light from the moon drifting in around my curtains. 

 I felt an arm wrap around my waist and jumped at the cool, unexpected touch. “You’re okay,” he said, pulling me into the warmth of his chest. “You’re alright. It’s alright. I’m here.”

 I leaned against him, feeling the comfort of his arms around me, his presence, when I absolutely needed it, and closed my eyes, taking deep, slow breaths.

 Jayson was right, I was alright and he was there. It was just a bad dream. Another bad dream. The thing was, this time I woke up remembering. Everything. 

 Jayson slowly pulled us backward against the pillows. He kept me close, tight against his chest. I could feel his heart racing. Concern? 

 I found myself lying there, listening to his heart pound and slowly return to a normal pace. His arms flexed around my back and he laid a soft kiss on the top of my head. I expected him to say something, ask me what was wrong, anything. But nothing came. I realized then how much I truly did care for him, how much he cared for me. I hoped he always stayed in my life because I really did depend on him, I really did love him. 

 I stayed still, wrapped in my blankets and Jayson’s rich woodsy scent. Everything about him calmed me and I felt if I moved, even a little bit, the feeling would dissolve, leaving me empty. 

 His arm slowly rubbed, comfortingly, up and down my arm and I closed my eyes, never wanting the feeling to end. 

 “Trystie?” He whispered so softly I could barely hear him mere inches away. Even though I heard, I didn’t answer. “I love you,” he whispered again, no louder than he had before. 

 And I fell sleep.


 


 


 


 

Chapter Eighteen


 

I woke up late the next morning to the sound of Saturday Cartoons playing softly on my TV, a strong arm holding me tight to a warm chest. I laid there for a little while with my eyes still closed, not wanting him to notice I was awake yet.

 I heard a rumble deep in his chest as he fought back a laugh. Without opening my eyes I said, “You are such a child.” 

 “Forever, at heart.” He said, followed by another rumble of laughter. “Did I wake you up?”

 “No, I’ve been awake.”

 I felt him shift a little away from me and I forced my eyes open to look up at him. He had maneuvered himself in a way so he could see my face. “You’ve been awake? How long have you been awake?”

 “I don’t know. At least a couple minutes, I guess. Why is that important?”

 I saw as he opened his mouth to say something, than must have thought better and closed it on his response. Instead he laughed. “Here I was trying not to make noise or even move because I didn’t want to wake you, when you were up. I could have been rolling around on the ground, laughing, by now.”

 “No body said you needed to hold on to me all night Jayson,” I said as I pulled his arm out from under me and threw off the covers to get up. “If fact, you’re lucky you even got to sleep in my ridiculously comfortable bed. I should have made your ass sleep on the floor.” I got up and started toward my bathroom. I wasn’t sure why, but his response somehow hit a nerve. Maybe it was being treated like a frightened child. 

 He didn’t say anything as I walked into the bathroom and lightly closed the door. I brushed my teeth and washed my face and still felt… 

 Confused, I shucked off my clothes and turned on my shower. I hopped under the hot, steaming water and just sat there as the water pounded on my head, pouring over my face. Slowly, I let the water wash away my tension and fear. 

 After a few minutes, I heard a light knock on the door. When I didn’t respond, I heard the door click open and a slight breeze swirled in sending goose bumps over my naked skin. 

 “Trystie, Can I come in?”

 “No, Jayson. I’m in the shower.”

 “That’s not what I meant. Please?”

 “The least you could do is close the door. You’re letting in a cold breeze and it doesn’t feel good.”

 The door made another soft click and the room began to fill with the steam once again, sending my goose flesh away with a wash of heat. 

 “So? What was so important you needed to come in here while I’m in the shower?”

 After a short silence I heard him sigh. “I wanted to apologize.”

 “For what, exactly?”

 “I don’t know, for being an insensitive asshole, I guess.”

 “It doesn’t sound like you’re really all that sure.” I shut off the water and rung the excess water out of my hair. “Will you turn around, please?”

 I peeked around the corner and saw he had done as I asked. Without pushing the curtain completely open, I reached around and grabbed my towel off its hanger and wrapped it around myself. Upon flinging the curtain completely open, I noticed Jayson’s very apparent smirk reflected in the foggy mirror. 

 “What exactly is so funny?” I asked, a little annoyed.

 “That you asked me to turn around.”

 “Why the hell is that funny?” I pulled the towel tighter and it only processed to make his smile wider.

 “You know, I have seen you with a lot less on than a towel.”

 “That may or may not be true, but that doesn’t mean I should run around naked in your presence all the time, Jayson.” I gave him a dirty look and proceeded to open the door to get some clothes. 

 “Maybe not, but I sure wouldn’t mind.” 

 As irritated as I was not more than ten minutes ago, it must have leaked away somewhere during my shower because his smart ass response did nothing but make me smile.

 A half hour later I was dressed and downstairs making a very late breakfast. I had noticed, when I first came down, there was a note on the table from Kimber and Justin explaining they had decided to make their Friday night date into a long weekend thing, that they would be back late Sunday night and to call them if needed. I just shrugged and pushed the note away wishing I could just say, “Hey, let’s get away for the weekend. Where should we go!” But I knew I couldn’t do that. Who’s running away from their problems? Not me.

 Just as the food was ready, I heard Jayson come running down the stairs and vault into the closest chair. 

 “What’s for breakfast?” he asked leaning back in his chair, the front legs lifting off the ground. “I’m starving!”

 “Scrambled eggs, Canadian bacon and home-fries.” I said as I walked over to hand him his full plate.

 “I so could get used to this,” he said reaching out as I handed him a big glass of orange juice. 

 “Don’t get your hopes up.” I said sitting down across from him and flipping on the little flat screen in the kitchen. All he did in response was look up and give me that breath taking smile he had, just before stuffing a mouth full of eggs in his mouth. 

 I shook my head and turned my attention to my food as a news update took over the screen. What I heard caused my throat to close and my home-fries to get lodged in my throat on the way down. I coughed hard, and took a drink quickly while fumbling for the remote volume. 

 “Early last night the parents of a young Newtown student’s parents made a call to the local police about the possible disappearance of their daughter, Sable Woodsley.” The local news reporter announced. “The police were reluctant to begin an official search for the young girl due to the short amount of time she had been missing and the circumstances surrounding her disappearance.” 

 I glanced over at Jayson who seemed to be watching the news flash with little emotion. I, on the other hand, felt sick to my stomach. I wasn’t quite sure yet, but something wasn’t right. 

 “The seventeen year old Junior at Newtown High School was last seen going to her room after dinner around six forty-five last evening with the promise to work on an on-going school project. According to police reports, her father went up to her room around seven thirty and she was no longer there.” The screen switched to a picture of the Woodsley home, then to a side view of the house. “Her parent’s continue to state that she did not come downstairs to leave and leaving threw her window, pictured here on the top floor, is seemingly impossible without severely bodily damage.” 

 The screen than flashed to the latest picture of Sable and my breath caught, my heart pounding in my ears. The girl they showed had beautiful long blonde hair, waving over her shoulders, very nice hazel eyes and a dazzling smile that I had seen before. 

 Sable was the girl who I had watched wither away in my dream. 

 Sable Woodsley is dead.

 

 Jayson went home about an hour later, after a call from his father came. He sat there arguing with him about not wanting to leave me alone while Kimber and Justin were out of town, but his father just wouldn’t hear it. It was better off that way. As I explained to Jayson after he got off the phone, turning a not-so-flattering shade of red, that I had plans with Lauren to go shopping anyway.

 In true Jayson fashion, he proceeded to argue with me, like I was some little child who needed a sitter, and I said as much to him. I honestly didn’t understand why he felt like he needed to be with me every second my guardians were out of town, but he obviously wasn’t comfortable with me being alone. 

 But as I pointed out, I wouldn’t be. 

 At least until tonight, when I got home. 

 I hadn’t told Jayson anything about the dream that I had about Sable. It was hard enough for me to understand, let alone explaining it to someone else. But it bothered me, really bothered me. 

 Why in the world would I dream about someone I never knew? Never even saw before. And I dreamed about her dying on the night she went missing. 

 In the twenty minutes I was alone, between Jaysons reluctant departure and Laurens arrival, all I could think about was Sable and what the hell was happening to me.


 

We drove to a local mall that was maybe twenty minutes away. It wasn’t a bad mall, there were quite a few stores there that I truly loved. But due to my lack of cash flow and recent events, I hated those stores with a passion, and all the people in them. 

 It wasn’t just a jealousy I felt because all those people could buy the things they wanted, right now, when I didn’t have the money. It was the fact that usually, no matter what was going on in my life, I could always find comfort in shopping. I had a bad break up, go buy a new outfit. I got into a fight with my parents, go out shopping for some music or jewelry. Just having a really bad day, just go out and buy something, anything, and make yourself feel better. But right now, not even shopping with a friend was able to fill the feeling of trepidation consuming me. 

 And I hated everyone around me for not feeling a thing and going about their happy, oblivious lives. 

 After a couple of hours of me browsing and Lauren buying everything she could get her hands on, we decided to sit down in the food court, rest our aching feet and have dinner. The good thing about Lauren is she is someone who you can talk to and who actually listens. And after you’re done talking, she will give you her very honest input. I loved it just as much as I could hate it. 

 We sat down with our trays of food, and her many bags of purchases, somewhere far away from the majority of the crowd, close to a big water fountain. 

 “So,” Lauren said as she popped a fry in her mouth. 

 “Oh God, here is comes.” I leaning back in my seat, rolling my eyes. 

 Lauren smiled, a big warm smile. “I’ve been hearing a lot of weird things lately.”

 “Weird things about what, exactly?” I pushed my food away, suddenly losing my appetite and crossing my arms over my chest. I couldn’t wait to hear this.

 “Well, you know I just want to know the truth, right? I mean, I think I know it already, but I just want to hear it from you. I think I know you a little better than that.”

 “Come on, get on with it.”

 “I heard something about you and Halo. There are rumors going around about you two going at it in the darkroom at school. People saw you coming out together like, twenty minutes after the next period started.” Her expression wasn’t accusatory, it was worried and I appreciated even the chance to explain. Because to say the truth, I expected to hear it at some point. I know how people think and everyone loves gossip. I’m actually surprised I didn’t hear from Becky yet, this was usually her department. 

 I took a deep breath and blow it out slowly. “You have to promise, no matter what happens or who asks you about it, that you will not tell anyone what I am going to tell you. I know what it looks like, but I need to handle this myself and I trust you to keep this between us until I do. Okay?”

 She sat back hard in her seat, shoving a few more fries in her mouth and waited. She looked like she was considering my offer, when we both knew she wouldn’t say anything. It was a cute little act though. “Okay, I promise.”

 “Okay,” I inhaled deeply, calmly. “Things with Halo… you know that he comes to my house for homework, almost every night, right?”

 “Yeah, you told me that. Jayson and Kamdyn do not like it at all.”

 “I know, but I haven’t been able to find a way out of it, until Mr. Hadam gives him a book, which for some reason doesn’t look like it’s going to happen. Anyway, we have been getting along great and he hasn’t been his usual creepy self lately. He’s actually been like a friend.” I stopped and looked up at her. “I guess I stupidly started to trust him.”

 Lauren sat up quick, she knew, before I went any further that something wasn’t right. “Trystie, what happened?”

 “He kind of… attacked me. But I handled it, I swear.” I saw her reach for her bag and go digging through. I jumped up and grabbed her purse from her searching hands. “Lauren, you promised!” I nearly whispered, trying not to draw attention. 

 Lauren stared at me dumbfounded. “Trystie, you have to do something, tell someone. Tell Kamdyn or Jayson, they’ll do something.”

 “That’s exactly what I’m trying to avoid!” I slumped back down into my seat, keeping Lauren’s purse at my side. “You can’t say anything. I will take care of it. Jayson already thinks something is up.” I told her everything that happened when Halo came by, banging on my door. 

 “Wow,” she said when I finally finished. “He actually said that?”

 “Yeah,” I decided then, there was no point in wasting the good food I bought and took a tentative bite. “He actually said that. He’s going to pull something; I just don’t know what yet.”

 “Well, that’s bad enough, but I might have more bad news for you.”

 I lifted an intrigued eyebrow. “I doubt it, but shoot.”

 “Samantha got word of the incident yesterday.”

 “Yup, knew she would. My life is a bitch, why would she try and make things easier for me?”

 “Well, I’m just giving you a heads up. You know what she’s capable of.”

 “Yeah, I know all too well.”

 We were quiet for a few minutes. I nibbled at my food, trying to eat what I was no longer hungry for and Lauren, too, seemed to lose her appetite. I took those couple of minutes to try and figure out was going through Halo’s head. Unfortunately, it was a losing battle, much like trying to figure out the mind of any guy, it just wasn’t going to happen. I just needed to be cautious and wait for the bomb to drop. How bad could it actually be? 

 Finally, I saw Lauren sit back in her chair with a big smile on her face. “I just figured something out,” she said sounding very satisfied with herself. “You said Jayson was there last night when Halo came by, and when I called you today, he had just left.”

 “What are you getting at, Lauren?” I said, shoving more food in my mouth.


 “Did Jayson stay over last night?”


 “You know, Lauren, Jayson lives right down the street from my house. He’s over all the time.”


 “That doesn’t really answer my question, Trystie.”


 I stared her down for a minute, hoping she would back down. She didn’t, not a chance and her eyes told me as much. “Fine. Yes, he stayed over last night, because I was freaked out and Justin and Kimber were out and are gone until Sunday night.”

 “Trystie! What about Kamdyn?”

 “Lauren, come on! You can’t be serious even asking me that question. Me and Jayson, as you very well know, are just friends. That’s it and nothing more. He stayed over to be a good friend. He was worried about me, that’s all.”

 “Yeah, and I’m tinkerbell.” She said just before shoving the last of her fries in her mouth. 

 “What the hell does that mean? You know we are only friends.”

 “Yeah, I know you think that, but he doesn’t. Everyone can see it, almost since the day you moved here. You know it’s weird. Jayson is gorgeous and any girl in school has at one point tried to get his attention, but not once has he ever shown interest in anyone. His excuse was always that he had a girlfriend from out of town. No one ever met them though, not even Kamdyn. But since you came here… just the way he looks at you.” She sighed and looked up. “God, what I wouldn’t give to have a guy look at me that way.”

 “Well, Jayson and I are friends. He’s my best friend, that’s it.”

 “It’s a good thing Kamdyn is so trusting. If the situation was reversed and my boyfriend was hanging around with my best friend all the time and sleeping over- I just don’t think I could handle it.”

 “Yeah, I see where you’re coming from. But to be fair, I was friends with Jayson first.” 

 All she did was nod, but I understood. 

 We finished what was left of our dinner, gathered our stuff and made our way over to the trash when someone pushed me, hard, sending me flying into the trash can. I regained my balance and turned around to see none other than the bitch herself.

 “Seriously,” I screamed, cursing the sky. 

 “Samantha you are never going to keep any friends if you keep pushing people around.”


 “What exactly are you on that you think I would ever want to be your friend?”

 “I don’t know. Maybe because you seem to follow me everywhere or that you seem to be unable to leave me alone. And you keep touching me.” Than I slapped myself upside the head and rolled my eyes up. “That’s it! You don’t want to be friends with me.” I took a step closer to her and leaned in. “Do you want to date me, Samantha? Is that it?” I heard Lauren giggle somewhere to my left and waited for Samantha to reply.

 “Are you fucking nuts?” she bellowed. “I don’t like women, least of all you!”

 “Well, could have fooled me,” I said keeping her off her guard. “You seemed to seek me out enough.”

 I watched as her hands clenched at her sides and her face turned red, than she let out a breath. “Which brings me to my recent issue. I told you to leave him alone and did you, of course not.” She finished throwing her hands in the air, her usual dramatic way. 

 “Let me guess Samantha, you are here to warn me, again, to stay away or I’m going to pay, that’s it right? What makes you think I’m scared of you anyway? You think you can threaten whoever you want and they will go running. Well, news flash Samantha, I’m not scared of you and I’m definitely not running away from a spoiled, stuck up, Angelina Jolie wanna-be bitch like you.” Smiling at her, I turned away with Lauren giggled again and followed at my heels. 

 Before she had a second to respond, I spun back around. “And by the way, you should check your leash. Because I’m not the one pursuing, he is.” 

 I watched as her words died in her mouth. I flashed a taunting smile and continued away.

 We were at the doors, leading out to the parking garage before Lauren said anything. And at first, all she could do was laugh. In fact, she nearly fell on the ground she was laughing so hard. “I seriously wish I had that on video. Did you see her face?” 

 I did. And I wish I hadn’t needed to go there. 

 Lauren laughed and giggled and plotted oncoming attacks the entire drive home. As amusing as they were, they left a knot in my stomache.

 I got dropped off at my empty house around seven thirty, but I didn’t want to go in. I didn’t want to be alone. I turned around, just before I unlocked the door, to head back and catch Lauren before she left, but as soon as I looked, she was already making her way down my dark driveway. So, with no other option, I turned the key and walked into the waiting house making sure I locked it tight before I went up to my room. 

 These last two days have been ridiculous. It just figures, seriously. Could things actually get worse?

 Up in my room I lying sprawled on my bed, thinking about everything that had happened; with Halo and Samantha. How I was going to handle Halo and what would happen if Kamdyn or Jayson found out exactly what was going on. 

 And what about Sable? Crap!

 A shudder ran through me and suddenly I was cold. And not at all from the chilly weather outside. 


 Trepidation. Doom. 


 I felt hollow and lost. I wrapped my arms around myself and squeezed, hoping to find some peace. Some calm. Some comfort. 


 I needed to figure out what was going on. And I needed to do it without telling anyone. As much as my brain screamed at me, telling me to speak up. Say something to someone- it just would not listen. Something deep inside me pushed me to keep my secrets for now. 


People will think you’re insane! The new girl ranting and raving about dreams of impending doom. 


 Yeah, people would like that. 

 Samantha would love that.

 No, this stays with me and only me until I know what to do. 

 


A half hour later my lap top was up and running. I had decided, instead of involving friends in my quest for information, I would just consult the ever-so-useful world wide web. It didn’t take me long to track down a couple local news articles and recorded video segments about the Newtown girl.

 The chill that I felt slowly creeping up my spine, consuming me, had not let up. Ignoring it, I threw on a thick sweat shirt, in a lame attempt to keep the chill away, as I searched about the missing girl. 

 Turns out, since this mornings newscast during breakfast, a little had changed. Sable’s body had been found. 

 Obviously, they relayed very little details about her. The only thing they did say was the same little tidbit they gave about Drea. She was drained of all the blood in her body and left in the woods. 

 I knew I should have felt shocked or scared at the news, but oddly I felt nothing. Nothing at all. Only the same cold. I guess because I knew. Deep down I knew what I would find. In my mind I had seen her die. She was there in my dream, reaching for me, silently begging me to help her, to save her, and I didn’t because I couldn’t. 

 The thought didn’t make me feel any better, knowing that I couldn’t do anything to save her. It still made me feel like I had failed, like I should have been able to do something. Because I know I saw her die. She was right there, in front of me, fading before my very eyes. I had seen the light in those pretty eyes die. It was so real, everything about it. I knew it was a dream, but it felt real. That was all the mattered.

 I tried not to look at the pictures of her they presented during the videos or scattered between the words in articles. Every time I saw her face, her smile and bright eyes, I would blink and the image would be replaced with death. No matter how many times I would look away and look back, the image didn’t change. I couldn’t see her as a high school student, my age, sitting there posing for her high school picture, looking at her smile that made me want to smile when I knew I couldn’t. 

 Finally, I couldn’t take it anymore and slammed the computer shut. I had gotten all the information I was going to get from the articles and news feeds. I was done and I was colder than ever. 

 Suddenly, the realization hit me. I was completely alone in the house and it was dark. The sun had gone down completely, not even a sliver of light remained in the sky. Another chill spread across my body. There was nothing that I could do about it right now. There was no one I could turn to for comfort, no one I wanted to involve in this. 

 Either my childhood nightmares were back, making me see things and feel things when they happened, as they happened, or I was completely and utterly going insane. 

 As much as the notion made me sick to my stomach, I knew I wasn’t going insane. I know what I saw. The event kept playing over and over again in my head. No matter how hard I tried, every time I closed my eyes, I saw her. 

 

Running. I was running, as hard and as fast as I possibly could. Something that felt like shards of glass were biting into my feet and legs as each foot pounded the ground. Cold.

 I blinked hard, my eyes focusing ahead, seeing a small stream stretched out in front of me. Each foot splashed hard into the water, sending it splattering around me. Shooting pain. 

 My lungs felt like fire and my throat burned as I tried to take in deep breathes of frozen air. My fingers were completely numb and frozen in clenched fists. 

 Even though I knew I shouldn’t, I took a quick look behind me, trying to maintain my balance. 

 I knew he was back there, somewhere behind me. I didn’t hear him anywhere and I couldn’t see him at all, but I could feel him. 

 I turned my focus back on where I was going. I had no idea where I was or where I headed, but I knew I couldn’t stop. Pain shot up through my limbs as I put more force into my run on the uneven footing through the stream. But I kept going. I couldn’t stop. 

 My breathing was incredibly loud and my heart thundered in my ears, the only other sound I could catch between my gasps for breath were the splashes my feet made as they made contact with the water in the stream. 

 As much as it hurt, I kept running, following the stream and hoping I could lose him somewhere. 

 But deep down, I knew I couldn’t.

 No sooner did I finish the thought that a sharp pain engulfed the left side of my ribs, shortly followed by a crushing weight above me and the cold snow covered ground under my back. 

 I laid there panting, only seeing my breath freeze in my face as it left my mouth, with a crushing weight holding me completely immobile. 

 I forced myself to push back all the pain and focus. Slowly, my eyes cleared. I could see the fuzzy trees around me and the stream I ran through, a few feet now to my left, come into focus, but the body that was now holding me down, no matter how hard I tried, wouldn’t become any more than a shadow. 

 But I knew it wasn’t, he wasn’t a shadow. He was very real. I could feel his weight on top of me. Absentmindedly, I lifted my hand and reached towards him, trying to make sense of a physical shadow. He moved fast, so fast I could have blinked and missed it, as he grabbed both my wrists and forced them painfully high over my head. 

 I heard someone scream, a high scream that hurt my ears and realized… it was me. The recognition bought the pain in my stiff and frozen arms and shoulders to the front of my mind. I tried not to struggle, mostly because I knew it would only make me hurt more and right then, my whole body was screaming with pain. Pain from running, pain from breathing, pain from the cold and pain caused by him. 

 I still couldn’t see him, nothing except a fuzzy dark shadow, but I could feel his gaze on me. He was staring so hard it caused tingles all up and down my body. 

 Shoving both my wrists into one hand he brought the other down, dragging it up my cheek and into my hair, pulling a lock of it forward and stringing his fingers through it. As my hair dropped back down across my shoulder, his hand slowly traveled to my neck and began to squeeze. 

 I felt the warmth of his hand close around my throat, an almost electric feeling, and I felt myself choking and gasping for air. For whatever reason, I didn’t fight it. I don’t think I could have even if I wanted to. His hand suddenly loosened, sliding down my body and stopped to rest on my ribs. He leaned forward, whispered something, so soft I couldn’t make out the words. I felt his warm breath on my neck only a second before an excruciating pain shot throughout my body. A fire that swiftly melted the ice and consumed me. At this point, all I wanted was for the pain to stop. So I closed my eyes and waited.

 Only, nothing happened. 

 I felt all the pain overriding me slowly ease away and warmth creep its way back into me. No longer riddled with the beginnings of frostbite. No longer crushed and fighting to breath. And finally alone.

 Bit by bit I opened my eyes. Looking around I saw I was still in the woods, but I wasn’t in the same place. The small stream I was running down was now on the wrong side of my body. 

 No, I was on the other side of the stream. 

 When my eyes started to focus, I saw it. I wasn’t alone. 

 On the other side of the small stream, I saw it. The sneakers I thought I was wearing sticking out from under something shrouded in shadows. And she wasn’t moving. Then I remembered I was the one just under him. I was the one running and fighting to live. But-

 I just gave up.

 Why did I just give up?

 Before I could move to do anything, the shadow slide his arms away from her and stepped away. He stood over her, looking down and cocking his head slightly to the side. 

 Without warning, he spun and looked directly at me. And even though I couldn’t see any features of his face, I knew his eyes were on me and he smiled. I could feel him smile. 

 “See what you did?” he whispered to me. 

 I jumped at the sound of his voice. It was so beautiful, and it didn’t fit coming out of something so… evil. He dripped of evil. At the shock of his voice, my gaze jumped away from him, not wanting to look at him. Not wanting to try and see him. My eyes shifted to the girl crumpled in an awkward position in the snow. Even though I wasn’t very close to her, I could see that her eyes were open and staring straight up. There was no life in them, they were dead. She was dead. If it wasn’t her eyes that told me, it was the torn flesh around where her throat should have been. 

 Noticing the wound on her neck took all my attention away from everything else. I didn’t see anything, didn’t hear anything. The edges around my vision turned black and only the girl remained, covered from the moon by the dense trees. 

 I involuntarily took a step backward and the edging blackness eased and he came back into my vision. I dragged my gaze from the girl back to him, waiting for my turn. I didn’t move to run away, I just stared at him. But all he did was laugh, another beautiful sound made wrong by its possessor, and tip his head in my direction and disappeared. 

 And I screamed.

 I opened my eyes and sat up in bed. My heart was pounding and I was drenched in sweat. Again, it happened again. I took a few deep breaths and tried to calm my hammering heart as I flung back down onto my pillows. Looking over to my nightstand I saw it was three thirty in the morning. 

 I heard a muffled Paramore song coming from somewhere near my door. I flung my warm covers off and stepped onto the cold floor. Reaching my discarded jacket, I found my phone stuck one of the pockets. 

 Before I could even see who was calling, I hit the button and answered.

 “Are you okay?” I heard from a familiar breathless voice on the other end. 

 “Yeah, Kamdyn. I’m okay.”

 “You don’t sound okay. I heard you. I heard you screaming.”

 “What? What do you mean you ‘heard’ me screaming?

 “I don’t know. I was asleep and I woke up because I heard you scream. I called as soon as I found my phone. Is everything alright?”

 I took a deep breath before I answered. I didn’t want to tell him anything about the dream. I didn’t want anyone to know about the things I was seeing. Even Kamdyn, who was more likely to understand. I don’t know what he would say to something like that, but, no I couldn’t tell him anything. Not yet. “Everything is fine. I just had a bad dream. I’m okay now.”

 “Do you want to tell me about it?”

 “No,” I answered a little too fast. “I just want to forget it.”

 “Are you sure? Are Justin and Kimber still out of town? Do you want me to come over?”

 “Kamdyn, it’s three thirty in the morning. No, everything is fine. I’m just rattled. I’ll see you tomorrow?”

 He sighed. A wonderful sound that I swore I could feel. “Definitely.”

 I crawled back in bed, hiding under my mounds of fluffy blankets, wishing that he was here. Wishing I could call him back and tell him to jump in his car and race over. I was scared and lonely. I felt like a little girl afraid of the dark, but I didn’t care. 

 I lay wrapped in my warm bed trying to fall back to sleep, but my mind wouldn’t stay still long enough to let sleep in. I tossed and turned thinking about the last two nights, about my last two dreams, those two girls. 

 I knew that Sable was dead. Despite my dream the night before and watching her die, watching the reports on TV had confirmed it. Now that I had another dream of a girl dying, I knew tomorrow I would see it again. I knew she was dead, really dead. 

 The only difference was, with Sable, I watched her die as she reached for me, looking for my help. With this girl, who ever she was, I didn’t watch her die. I think I actually felt it. 


 

Kamdyn came by around one that afternoon to pick me up. We decided, after much debate, that we would go back to his house. He wasn’t all that happy about the idea, but I needed to get out of the house, get away from my house. Today, it felt tainted, dirty and broken. I left a note, incase I wasn’t home when Justin and Kimber returned and I was off.

 As damaged as the day had started, being with Kamdyn had changed everything. Not once did my thoughts wonder to the damaged parts of my mind. 

 We took up residence in Kamdyn’s living room with three movies, two big bowls of popcorn, a bag of Sourpatch Kids and a bag of Reeses Pieces. All my choice. We turned off our phones and got comfortable. It was exactly what I needed. All the built up tension, all the worry, everything was left behind and I felt comfortable. I felt like I was home with Kamdyn. It was something I had thought I would never feel again after my parents died. 

 One of the many things that I loved about Kamdyn was that he didn’t push anything with me. If I said I didn’t want to talk about something, he would wait patiently until I was ready. If there was something we needed to discuss and he knew it made me uncomfortable, he would wait until I brought it up to even come close to touching on the subject. With everything that had happened over the last couple of months, my mind was a never ending tornado, and Kamdyn put up with all my chaos, without so much as a grunt of frustration. 

 So needless to say, he didn’t mention anything about my “big decision”. Not even a hint toward the subject. I smiled as my thoughts wondered away from the movie to the person sitting next to me. I felt his arm tighten around me, pulling me closer. I turned my head into him, burying my face against his chest, breathing him in, I opened my thoughts, just a little, to let him know how he made me feel. I felt his lips touch my forehead briefly, but he didn’t say anything. He didn’t need to. One hand traveled down from my shoulder, down to the edge of my shirt. His fingertips slipped just underneath to stroke the bare skin of my back and a very familiar tingling feeling trailed after where his fingers left my skin. I closed my eyes and let out a loud, shaky breath at the wonderful feeling and felt a deep laugh building in Kamdyn’s chest. 

 Even though we had hours worth of movies to watch, they were over before I knew it. But I wasn’t even close to being ready to go home. I knew I wouldn’t be going home to an empty house again –thank god- I had gotten a text over an hour ago letting me know they were home and not to rush back, but I just didn’t feel like being there, I wasn’t ready to leave Kamdyn yet. 

 Before I could finish the thought, a slight tingling ran up from my heated finger, up through my arm and into my chest. I took a quick intake of breath at the sudden sensation and with the slow release of it, the feeling began to subside. 

 I wanted to look down at my hand, I knew I didn’t need to see it to know what was there, but I also didn’t want to draw attention to it. But it didn’t matter because before I had the chance to finish letting out my breath, Kamdyn was at attention with a concerned look on his face.

 “Are you alright?” I must have made some involuntary motion with my hand because the second the words left his lips, his gaze moved to look down at my hand. “Trystie, what happened?”

 “Nothing. I don’t know. There was this tingling feeling that just shot up my arm into my chest. It’s over though. It was just uncomfortable.”

 “Okay… but what about that?” he asked pointing to my hand with a more curious than worried look on his face. 

 “Oh.”

 “So this isn’t something new? This has happened before? And you didn’t tell me?”

 “I… I thought at first I was seeing things. I wasn’t sure it was really there. I wanted to talk to you about it, but the time just never came up.” And then for some reason I couldn’t really explain, I got mad. “You know, I didn’t exactly ask for this. I have no idea what is happening to me. No idea what else will happen. I don’t really even understand what you are and you don’t want to talk to me about it!” 

 By the time I was finished, I realized I was yelling. A little embarrassed about it and still a little angry, I turned away from him, not even wanting to see whatever expression was on his beautiful face. 

 I sighed once I was turned away and pinched the bridge of my nose in frustration. 

 “I’m sorry,” he said quietly. I turned around and opened my mouth to say he was wrong, but he shushed me with a raised hand. “No,” he continued. “I am the one who should be sorry. You are absolutely right. I shouldn’t have expected you to comprehend what you’re going through, let alone insist on a daily report of ‘strange behavior’.” I tried to speak again, and again, he held me quiet. “And you are right for getting angry because as little as I actually do know about what I am and where I came from, I should have at least let you in on it, so you had some kind of idea what to expect.”

 He took a deep breath and sat back against the back of the couch. “I was really only looking at this from my angle, not yours. I did want to let you in on things before you made any kind of decision, but I thought… I have no idea what I thought.” He sat up again and reached for my vine covered hand. “The point is, now I understand I need to explain things to you. Everything I can.” 

 I squeezed his hand in response because I wasn’t sure exactly what to say, so I just sat there and looked at him. 

 “So, where do I begin?” he asked with a smile that could make me melt. 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 

Chapter Nineteen


 

“Okay, so basically, there are two main courts, the Seelie and the Unseelie. The Seelie are the good fey and the Unseelie are the bad fey?”

 “Well, there is no “good” and “bad”. Techniquly. It’s more a light and dark.” He flashed me a smile.

 “And you are sidhe, the largest of fey races and the most human looking. They are also the ones who rule the two courts.”

 “That’s what I’m told.”

 “Do you belong to either of the courts?”

 “I do, but I do not know which one. I am only told that I belong to one but not which one.”

 “You’ve never been to either or met your parents?”

 “No, not ever. Like I told you my mother gave me up when I was a baby, for reasons I was never told. I was given to the Hawthorns, they too are sidhe, to be raised here. I was never told anything about her and the only thing I have from her is that ring on your finger. I wasn’t even told what I was until recently.”

 “Have you ever met other fey?”

 “No. I’m told they do not like to come out of Faery, that it drains their powers, makes them feel weak and empty.”

 “What about your powers?”

 “Oh, I don’t have any powers yet. You don’t get your true powers until after you’re eighteen. The powers I have are just benefits of being what I am.”

 “So if what you have aren’t really powers, what exactly is a true power?”

 “A true power is something special that you will be able to do much better than anyone else. Some powers are for fighting and defense; an affinity with swords, or a power to touch or look at someone and create a gash in their skin or specific fighting skills and accuracy. Other powers show up as psychological; mind reading, clairvoyance, telekinesis. Many others that I’m sure I couldn’t even dream of.”

 “So what about this ring?” I asked looking down at the beautiful and extraordinary ring on my finger. The ring was the only thing left on my hand. Shortly after Kamdyn started to explain things, the vine that had wound itself up my arm and across my shoulder, had slowly retreated the way it had climbed. I knew, ever time I looked at it, it should have freaked me out. It really isn’t everyday that your boyfriend gives you a ring that randomly turns itself into something of substance and climbs up limbs. But looking at it filled me with something else. I wasn’t sure what exactly. It was a feeling I couldn’t quite describe.

 While I still had my eyes on the sparkling green stones, Kamdyn’s fingers slid over the top of my hand and brought my attention back to his eyes. My breath caught in my throat as I settled back into his gaze. His eyes had changed from his amazing violet to a bright and glowing violet with a ring of deep wine on the outside and a starburst of green just around the iris. 

 I couldn’t pull my eyes from his, I was completely captured. 

 I was brought back to myself with the feeling of a hand on my cheek, a soft tingle just behind. I blinked and was freed.

 “You saw my eyes, didn’t you?”

 “I… I don’t understand. I look into your eyes all the time. They are such and unusual color, but I’ve never seen… Why do they look different now?”

 “Around the time I met you, I had a feeling you could see through most of what I was hiding. The things I needed to hide. It’s called a glamour. It is a disguise to hide what I truly look like. Without it I would draw too much attention. Since I gave you that ring, you have slowly been able to see through certain layers of my glamour.”

 “So the eyes I look at everyday aren’t real?” I asked disappointed.

 “Not completely, no. One of the main characteristics of the sidhe are the three colored rings in their eyes. I simply hide the inner and outer rings. What you see now are my true eyes.”

 “And the ring is what is helping me see them?”

 “I’m not exactly positive about what the ring actually does. I didn’t even know it did anything until after I gave it to you and things started to happen. I wish I could tell you what to expect, but I don’t know.”

 He had a look almost like sadness in his eyes and I wasn’t sure why. “Kamdyn, is something wrong?”

 “I’m just worried.”

 “Worried about what?”

 “That I’m taking away your life.”

 “Kamdyn, stop it. You’re not taking anything away from me. I have a choice remember. And I will choose what ever I think is best for me, regardless of drawbacks or consequences.”

 “You’re right, it is still your choice. So take the time and choose what is best for you. Please.” He reached up again and took my face in his hands. “I couldn’t live with myself knowing you made the wrong choice because of me.”

 And he was right. I thought I knew what I wanted to do, but it was something I needed to spend some time thinking about because if I made the wrong choice, it would either haunt me till I died or for eternity. I didn’t trust myself to speak so all I did was nod.

 When I got home I said hello to Justin and Kimber and politely asked them if they had a good time, even though all I wanted to do was get up to my room. After their thirty minute rehash of their weekend, the long drive, the hotel, the food and shopping, I finally made it upstairs. With all the unanswered questions swimming around in my head, somehow I managed to shut down enough to close my eyes and drift into a, thankfully, dreamless sleep. 


 

School was chaotic. The news about Sable would have been enough to make Monday, gossip-day, but, as I feared, there was more news buzzing around when I got to school to find out another girl from a local town had also gone missing. I didn’t need to ask any questions to know the details about her disappearance, not that it stopped people from telling me, I could have told them a lot more than all the gossip they were throwing around. Still, I kept quiet and listened to the information make its rounds. 

 As bad as the day seemed to be going, it could have gone a lot worse, but so far the person I so did not want to see, hadn’t made an appearance. So the day definitely had an up side.

 “Did you hear about what happened?” Becky said flinging her bag across the empty lunch table, nearly knocking Alex’s slushy off. He gave her a nasty look as he quickly snatched his cup from the evil bag. Becky slapped a hand over her open mouth and giggled. “Well?” she asked, bringing her attention back to me.

 I tried not to laugh at how predictable Becky was with any news, true or not, and gave her my best I-know-nothing look. “Hear about what?”

 She rolled her eyes dramatically, she knew damn well I heard and knew I was just humoring her, not that it would stop her, we both knew that. So, she just smiled and continued. “About Sable and Emmaleigh. The two missing girls?”

 “No, I haven’t heard.” I said with a completely serious face with as little sarcasm as possible. 

 Her look told me I didn’t fool her. She shook her head at me again, “You are such a bitch,” she said flipping through her bag and pulling out a Snapple. “But I’m sure that’s why I like you so much.” She gave me a big smile before taking a sip of her peach iced tea. “Anyway, since by the sarcastic tone in your voice, I’m sure you know everything, but I have new news, they found Emmaleigh’s body not even an hour ago. She was found in the woods behind her house. Far behind her house. Anyway, she was found in the same shape as the other girl. People are really starting to worry.” She took another sip of her Snapple. “Both girls are from around here and are our ages. Kind of freaks me out. I mean, you know how nosy I am and how much I love me some gossip, but I sure as hell don’t want to be part of that gossip.”

 “I know what you mean,” Lauren said. “I am totally freaked out. Whatever is going on is staying in our area. First Drea, than that girl Sable and now Emmaleigh. I mean, I didn’t know the last two girls, but I feel horrible for them and I am definitely scared. Who could be doing this?”

 “No one has any idea, really. I guess, because of the state they are all found in, people are saying things about an animal attack or something but nothing for definite. Just theories and the police aren’t saying shit. It’s real comforting.” Becky said throwing her empty bottle into the nearest trash can. “So anything new with you two, I need some juicy stuff. What’s up with you and Kamdyn, huh?”

 “Kamdyn and I are great. Period. You are not going to start spreading more ridiculous rumors and getting me in trouble or any more unwanted attention, thanks anyways.”

 Becky just smirked. “Come one, would I do that to you? Besides, Samantha hasn’t bothered you in a while. You have to have some hot details to share with me. How is he in bed?”

 “Becky!”

 “What? I’m just saying. He isn’t bad at anything I know about, so I’m sure he ain’t bad at that either.” She finished by giving me a devilish grin and playing her eyebrows up and down. 

 I felt my face heat up but I tried to cover up my discomfort by changing the subject. “I actually had a little run in with Samantha this weekend, right Lauren?”

 “Oh yeah! That was funny. You should have seen it, Becky. You would have been rolling around on the ground laughing.”

 “Why the hell is she still bothering you, it’s been months since Kamdyn dumped her on her ass?” Becky asked, completely consumed by some new info. 

 “Besides the fact that Samantha is so completely jealous of Trystie, it had something to do with Halo.”

 I grimaced at the name and tried hard not to think about those resent events. But as much as he bothered me at the moment, I tried hard not to show any outward signs of discomfort. 

 “Halo? What about Halo?”

 Jayson, who was sitting next to me, completely involved in a deep conversation with Alex and Mike about God knows what and ignoring our conversation as best he could, suddenly tensed and turned slightly in his seat. I could tell he was trying to still look consumed in conversation with the twins, but his attention was definitely on us now. 

 “I don’t know. It’s stupid.” 

 “It usually is, but that doesn’t mean it isn’t interesting information.” Becky said, her eyes twinkling in anticipation. 

 “It’s nothing. She tried to ambush me at the mall. And threatened me. Again.” 

 “Yeah, Becky you would have loved it. Samantha came up trying to be intimidating, telling Trystie to stay away or else, and Trystie basically laughed in her face and told her to fuck off. It was hilarious.” At the memory, Lauren started laughing again. All I could do was roll my eyes. 

 “So what is going on with you and Halo?”

 Out of the corner of my eye, I saw Jayson flinch again at the sound of his name. Without letting Lauren and Becky know he was listening, I ignored him and answered her, honestly. “Absolutely nothing. He was coming to my house, almost daily, for English homework. That’s it.” I peeked over at Lauren, quickly, hoping she would keep her promise about Halo and then looked back at Becky. She didn’t look convinced. 

 Fortunately, I didn’t have to answer Becky’s questioning look, because we were interrupted by someone clearing their throat. Becky turned around to find Halo standing just behind her. 

 “Well, if it isn’t the devil himself,” Becky said. “What can we do for you, hotness?”

 Halo gave her that smoldering smile. “I actually need to talk to Trystie for a minute.” His eyes left Becky’s before he even finished speaking and locked on mine. 

 Jayson spun around in his seat and grabbed my arm under the table. But I didn’t look at him; I kept my eyes on Halo. I knew my gaze was anything but friendly. 

 “So talk.” 

 “Alone. Please.” Again, he gave that smile that could melt metal. 

 I felt Jayson’s grip tighten on my arm. I turned to him, giving him and it’s-okay look and turned back to Halo. “Fine,” I said, getting to my feet and grabbing my things. To no one imparticular I said, “Tell Kamdyn, when he gets here, that I’ll see him in class.” 

 I didn’t look at anyone as I as made my way around the table and out the door, with Halo at my back. 

 “This way,” he said, grabbing my arm and leading me down the hall. 

 I twisted my arm out of his tight grip. “I’m coming with you. You have no reason to touch me. Ever.”

 He stopped in the middle of the empty hall and looked at me. Amusement flashed across his face and that smile returned, but he said nothing as he turned around to keep moving. 

 I just kept following him, but didn’t say anything until we got to the doors leading outside. He pushed them open and started walking toward the parking lot. I stopped in the doorway and watching him walking away. 

 He stopped quickly, realizing I wasn’t following anymore. “What are you doing?” he asked, walking back toward me. 

 “What am I doing? What the hell are you doing? Where are we going?”

 “I told you we needed to talk. Alone. And the only place to do that is outside and since it’s cold out, the best place would be my car.”

 “Halo, this isn’t a good idea. There are plenty of places in the school for us to talk.”

 He took another step toward me and faster that I could track, he grabbed my hand and pulled me outside. The door clicked closed behind me and we were locked outside. I turned and glared at him, while I wrenched my hand back. 

 “Now that we’re stuck out here, you might as well come with me.” I gave him a dirty look, but didn’t move. “What’s wrong, Trystie? Are you scared to be alone with me?”

 I felt my eye twitch at his dare and still said nothing as I brushed past him, leading the way to his car. I didn’t need to turn around to know he had a smile on his face. 

 Once we were in his car, he turned it on and cranked the heat up. I wish I had known we were going outside so I could have brought my jacket. I tried my hardest not to look like I was freezing. I hated the cold but didn’t want to give him the satisfaction of knowing he was making me comfortable. 

 We sat in silence for a few minutes until he finally spoke. “How long are you going to do this?”

 “Do what exactly?”

 “This, pretend to be mad at me. Pretend you don’t like when I’m around.”

 “Listen Halo, I don’t know what you think you know about me, but I am not one to hide the way I feel about someone. If I don’t like someone, I will tell them. And I don’t like you. Simple as that. I’m not pretending to be mad at you. I am mad at you.”

 He didn’t say anything. He only leaned back against his door and smiled at me. 

 “What the hell are you smiling at?”

 “You. You are so adorable when you are all worked up.”

 I ground my teeth in aggravation and tried to keep my cool. At least he wasn’t touching me. “What do you want Halo?”

 “I told you before, I want you.”

 “Listen Halo, I don’t need this. You can’t have me. Anything else?”

 Looking directly into my eyes, he started to slowly lean forward. As much as my mind was screaming for me to move, jump out of the car, run, get away from him! I couldn’t move and something in me didn’t want to.

 His hand came up, gently pushing my hair off my shoulder and away from my neck. Before I knew it, I felt his warm breath on my skin and his lips caressing my throat. 

 “Halo, please.”

 “Please what?” he asked, his warm breath teasing my flesh. “Please, don’t stop? Please, keep going? I know that’s what you want. I can almost hear you screaming the words in your head.” He didn’t wait for a response; he just busied his mouth against my skin, where he nibbled gently. 

 Involuntarily, my head fell back as I tried to stifle and noises building in my throat. 

 “See,Trystie, is it really so bad to be with me? I guarantee you wouldn’t regret it.” He ran his hand down my neck and arm. “Although you might regret it if you don’t.”

 That comment got my attention and snapped me out of my daze. I pulled back as far as I could from his touch. “What exactly does that mean?”

 “I guess you’ll just have to find out.”


 

Jayson had dropped me off after school and after the “drive of interrogation”, I nearly had to beg him to go home. It took a good fifteen minutes of arguing in his truck for him to let me get out alone. As ridiculous as it was, he wouldn’t let me out until I had agreed to call him. Every hour. Which was ridiculous, and I told him so. But it didn’t change anything. Either I called “as per our agreement” or he came in with me. He got a big, exaggerated eye roll and a “Fine” as I grabbed my bag and made sure to slam the truck door once I got out. I didn’t hear his truck leave until after my front door was closed behind me. 

 I understood his precaution, especially with all the weird things happening in the area. As much as I wanted to believe his only worry was Halo, I knew he was also concerned about the missing girls. To him, I was a target and a pretty easy one. I am alone so often and my house is set so far back from the road that no one would hear me scream. Comforting thought.


 I still thought he was being overly vigilant, and I knew he was only doing it because he cared. He wouldn’t want anything to happen to me. But as comforting as it was to know he cared that much, it still pissed me off beyond belief. It really sucks when your best friend is just as stubborn as you are, it makes getting your way a lot harder. 

 I stomped up to my room still stewing. Just to be a smart ass, I pulled out my cell phone and wrote a text to Jayson. 

 Many texts to Jayson. 

 Jayson now had a step by step account of my every movement for my first two hours after school. 


Just got to my room. I threw my bag in the corner, thinking about doing my homework later.


Changing out of my school clothes.


Watching TV, in my room.


Nothing’s on TV, heading downstairs to find something to eat.


Grabbed some food. Pretty sure it’s not poisoned. Heading back to my room.


Heading to the bathroom. Double checked, before entering, that no one was hiding inside.

 I finally got a reply after the last one. I don’t think he was happy with my play by play. I was only trying to make a point. In the end, my point didn’t matter. He obviously knew my frustration and as a result, gave me yet another ultimatum. 


Cut the shit Trystie. All im askin is that u call when I asked. Its either that or im comin over n ill sit outside n wait until Justin or Kimber get home. U dont have to let me in. 


 I was so irritated I didn’t even reply. 

 I didn’t even bother telling Jayson that Justin wasn’t coming home tonight. He would be away for the next week on a business trip. So if he sat outside, he would be sitting there a long time waiting for Kimber to get home. Just as I finished the thought, Kimber text me. And who could have guessed, she had to work late and wouldn’t be home for a while. Late for Kimber meant sometime after ten. Great. I was so not relaying the message. 

 I was lying in my bed, watching The Sweetest Thing when I heard a noise somewhere in the house. I looked at the clock and saw that it was nine thirty and was probably just Kimber getting home from work. Without a second thought, I settled back down on my bed and got back to my movie. 

 No more than ten seconds later, I heard it again. Only louder. 


 I sat up quick, pausing the movie. 


 I felt so slasher-movie cliché. The high school girl stupidly walking around her dark house investigating a strange noise.


 That’s me. Throwing caution to the wind and begging for the worst to happen. 


 So, with my heart hammering in my chest, I slowly crept out of my room and down the stairs. The house was pitch black, not even the moonlight had managed to peek in. I maneuvered my way down the stairs and through the hallway toward the kitchen, in the dark, and heard nothing. Saw, nothing. 

 Tip toeing, I made my way towards the garage with the motivation of seeing if Kimber snook in and was just hiding somewhere I didn’t look in the house.

 I slowly reached for the knob when the door swung open. 


 I screamed.


 And someone in the shadows screamed just as loud. 


 I stopped when a light came on, illuminating Kimber, standing in the doorway. 


 My scream trailed off and turned into a booming laugh. I doubled over with laughter and when I stood back up, I had tears streaming down my face. 

 Kimber was still standing in the doorway, looking completely lost. 

 “Sorry, Kimber,” I gasped between breathes. “I heard a noise. You scared me.”

 “No shit!” she said picking up her dropped bags and starting to walk past me. “I didn’t mean to frighten you. I know never to do that again. I think you scared me worse than I scared you. And on top of that, now I’m deaf.” She gave out a sort of forced laugh and dropped her bags in the living room. 

 She looked a little worse for wear and I don’t think it had anything to do with our most recent event. “Kimber, is something wrong?” I asked, actually hoping she would give me some incite. 

 “Wow, you are very perceptive, aren’t you? Your mother always did say that about you,” I flinched slightly at the reference and Kimber gave me an apologetic look, but continued, with a small sigh. “I’m sorry I am somewhat distracted. Justin and I had a fight about, well, it’s not important. I’m sorry; I didn’t mean to freak you out. Are you okay?”

 “I’m fine, Kimber. But are you guys all right?” I asked walking toward her.

 She put her hands out as to ward me off. “I’ll be fine, Trystie. We’ll be fine. I’m just upset and it makes it harder that we had a fight and now he’ll be away for a week. But we’ll work it out.”

 She gave me another weak sort of smile and fell into the couch with her eyes closed. I took it as a sign she wanted to be alone and took off for my room. 

 The rest of the house still remained in darkness as I made my way back up the stairs. I opened my door and noticed my lights were off and my paused movie had turned onto screensaver mode, with the brand name of the player bouncing around on the screen.

 I reached over to find the light switch. Flicking it, nothing happened. I bolt of panic raked through me. 


Why? This happens all the time. Just walk over and turn on the lamp on the nightstand. I tried to reason with myself that it was normal, it had happened often enough. I would turn off the bedside lamp my hand instead of the switch and it would screw everything up. 


You’re being silly. Kimber is downstairs, what could happen? I took a deep breath from in front of my closed door and started walking into the dark room. 

 I couldn’t see anything in the room, even through the bouncing shadows cast by the TV. Until I felt someone touch my shoulder. I whirled around to face whoever was there, but I saw no one. My heart was in my throat again and I struggled to get it under control as I turned around again and practically lunged for the nightstand, when I hit something.

 I collected myself and looked up. In the dim light cast by my TV, I only saw the darkened outline of someone familiar. 

 As stupid as it sounded, the familiarity of the person helped to calm me down even though I knew it shouldn’t. What the hell was wrong with me?

 As if the person heard me, I saw their head cock curiously to the side. “You’re not scared,” he stated. 

 His voice, even thought all I heard was a whisper, I couldn’t mistake that voice. I knew who it was. My heart beat shot back up again, but I willed it to calm back down. 

 “How did you get in here?” I asked surprised at how strong my voice sounded.


 He gave a short, quiet laugh and reached out for me. As badly as I wanted to move, I didn’t dare. “I came to see you.” 



 “That’s not what I asked.” 


 “So it isn’t.” 



Agh, He is so aggravating! I gritted my teeth as I felt his hand in my hair and felt a chill run over my body. I tensed as his hand moved to touch my neck. 

 He sighed and dropped his hand. “Fine. I am here to enlighten you, since you can’t seem to make the connections yourself.”


 “Connections? What connections? And do you mind if we turn on a light. I would feel much better if I could see.”


 He gave a sort of snicker and made a gesture I couldn’t see and the lights came on. “Better?”


 The sudden change made my eyes burn and I flinched and rubbed my eyes to ease them. When I could see, I looked up to find him way too close, as usual, and staring down at me with a beautiful smirk on his face, his violet eyes glowing. Halo. He was definitely a good looking guy, but never had he looked as good as he did right now. Which made things all the more worse. I debated how to respond to his question, but given his appearance, I didn’t trust myself to speak, so I only nodded. 

 “Good,” he said gesturing to the bed behind him. “Have a seat.” He turned and placed a hand on my back, guiding me to the bed. 

 Just as I sat, my phone chimed. I reached for it, but before my fingers touched it, Halo reached out and grabbed it. He looked at it quick and handed it to me, the dazzling smile on his face. “Write him back. Tell him your fine and going to bed.”

 I took the phone from him and looked at the screen. Of course, it was Jayson checking in because it had been over and hour since I wrote. I did as Halo asked and put my phone back on the table. My gaze drifted back to where Halo was standing against my wall. When he saw me look at him, he smiled again and dropping his crossed arms began a devastatingly beautiful stride toward me. It was so, animal like. There is no other way to describe to grace.

 He came and sat on the bed beside me. “Okay, Halo, the mystery is getting old. Just get to it.” I said, beyond freaked and starting to get mad. One of these days, it was going to get me in trouble. 

 His eyebrows shot up in surprise then slightly nodded his head. “So,” he said as he leaned back to lounge on my bed. “How have you been sleeping?”

 His question shot threw me, sending chills up my spine. “Fine, why?”

 An eyebrow quirked. “No nightmares? Or other… dreams?”


He knew! How did he know? “Nope, all’s well in the REM cycle.” I lied.

 He gave me a very passive face and sat up, inching closer. “Really,” his gaze locked with mine for a second, as if he was waiting for me to change my mind, than he turned his attention to the other side of the room and got up. He walked with that amazing stride over to my window and pulled the curtains away, staring out into the dark words. He didn’t say anything for a couple of minutes, just stared outside. When he finally spoke, his voice made me jump. “You know, I do prefer your room shrouded in darkness with only the moonlight streaming in to see by.” He finished his comment by turning to meet my gaze. What he saw on my face must have been what he was looking for because that cocky, beautiful grin was back. 

 I watched, unmoving, as he walked back to my bed. His eyes never left mine. His body mimicked the exact position that they had months ago, their first night I dreamed someone was in my room.

 The realization of who the guy was that haunted my dreams every night for months. Who made me a walking zombie at school. Who made me do…

 “You?” It came out no more than a whisper but more of a growl.


 He just gave a small nod and kept walking. 


 “Why? Why would you do that to me?”


 He had reached me now, but was standing in front of me, not touching me or the bed, just looking at me. His amazing smile faltered at my question and slowly disappeared. “It wasn’t intentional, at first.” 

 I waited for him to continue, but he didn’t and my inpatients won out over my common sense and I raised my hand up and twisted my wrist around in a motion that said, “come on, keep going”.

 His eyes narrowed but he continued. “The first time, you found me. You came to me. And you weren’t scared.” He stopped again, and looked deep into my eyes. “So I decided to try and visit you. My first visit didn’t exactly go as planned. Much better, actually.” 

 I felt the heat rush to my face and I tried to turn my head so he wouldn’t see, but he reached out and grabbed my face, forcing me to look at him. 

 “Don’t turn away. I love that you blush for me.”

 This time I narrowed my eyes. “Don’t flatter yourself. If I knew…”

 “If you knew what? If you knew it was me you wouldn’t have?” He took a deep breathe. “Trystie, you did know. Every morning when you walked into class, I saw it in your eyes. The recognition. It was there everyday.” 

 Without removing his hand, he started to move forward, pushing me backwards on the bed. “I told you I knew you wanted me,” he whispered. 

 I scrambled as fast as I could across the bed. So fast, I fell off the other end and landed awkwardly, knocking the breath out of me. Before I could manage to blink away some of the discomfort, Halo leaped over the bed and landed, all graceful and animal-like, on top of me. 

 It took every ounce of me, but I didn’t give him the reaction he wanted. As calmly as I could I said, “Kimber is downstairs. She’ll hear you. What…”

 “She won’t hear anything.” 

 For some reason, I believed him. “You want me to scream. You want me to be scared. Well, you aren’t going to get what you want from me.”

 “You know, I think that’s what I like most about you, how strong you are. I was hoping you weren’t just playing that way in your dreams.”

 I laid there on the floor, with Halo on all fours over me, and tried to regain my breath. When the pain subsided, I asked the questions I needed to know. “Why are you hurting people, Halo? And why haven’t you done anything to me, besides give me nightmares?”

 “Nightmares?” he actually smirked again. My hand itched with the urge to smack him.

 “Yes, nightmares. Beautiful nightmares, but nightmares all the same.”

 That amazing smile returned and it took all my strength not to reach for him. What is wrong with me?

 “I didn’t give you nightmares. And just so you know, not all of your “nightmares” were “nightmares”.” 


What exactly does that mean? My mind screamed at me, but I couldn’t bring myself to ask. I don’t think I am fully prepared to know what he meant. Instead, I stared at him, expecting him to continue.

 He seemed to understand because he did, taking my hand and pulling me up as he did so. “I know what you really want to ask, and I will answer it, but not yet. However, I will explain that I had to hurt people, as you put it, because of you.”

 I arched an eyebrow, but said nothing. 


 “You decided to no longer see me, so I couldn’t… get to you.”


 I closed my eyes and shook my head. My mind was spinning. 


 My head stopped shaking and I opened my eyes to see that Halo had his hands on either side of my face, holding me still. For what felt like and eternity, we sat there staring at each other. My breathing was ragged and heart was beating so hard I’m sure he could feel it. 

 I blinked hard, trying to erase him from my vision, than yanked myself from his grasp and ran toward the door. Before I could even reach it, he was there, blocking my only exit. 

 “What the hell are you?” I screamed.

 “There, that’s the question you really wanted to ask. And you already know the answer. Think about it,” he said, taking a step toward me and I took a step back, countering him. “What was the best part of our little meetings? It happened every time. It was, after all, your favorite part. I couldn’t leave you without you insisting.” He snickered and glanced toward the bed quickly before his eyes returned to mine. “The difference between what we did and what happened with the other girls was that I needed it. Mostly. It was just something about you. I had every intention of hurting you, at first, but you weren’t afraid and,” he bent down toward my neck and took a deep breath in. “You smelled so good. You tasted even better.” He licked the side of my neck where I remembered his teeth sinking in and a chill ran through me. 

 The problem, I wasn’t entirely sure it was from fear.


 His teeth grazed my neck and I sighed, felt my tense body loosen. 


 I realized what I was doing and shoved him away. As hard as I possibly could. Which unfortunately didn’t do a whole lot. 


 “What the hell do you want from me, Halo?”


 He licked his lips and I found my eyes inadvertently watch the movement. God, he is beautiful. I mentally slapped myself in the head and looked back into his eyes. 

 “Tell me what I am, Trystie.”

 I tried my best not to roll my eyes, than couldn’t believe I was even contemplating what he wanted me to say. Was there such a thing?

 “Vampire.” I whispered.


 “I’m sorry, I couldn’t hear you. Could you say that a little louder?”


 I looked up into his amazing eyes and walked right up to him. “You’re a vampire.” 


 A flash of something crossed over his eyes, and was gone before I could even tell what it was and was completely erased when he smiled. “Close, but we'll just say I am a Vampiric Fae for now, not truly a vampire in the same sense. After all, I’m clearly not dead,” he said, reaching for me again. “Now here is what I need from you. I want you to break up with Kamdyn and never talk to him again.” I opened my mouth to speak but he put his finger over my lips to quiet me. “I want you to write to Jayson and tell him you don’t need a ride tomorrow, in fact,” he leaned close to whisper in my ear. “Just between you and me, you won’t need a ride from anyone anymore.”

 “Why do you want me to do this? They have nothing to do with you? Why should I do any of this?”

 “I have a great surprise for you. You see, I know exactly what is happening to you. I don’t know how it is happening or why, but I do know what you are becoming. And I know that Kamdyn is Fae, Sidhe to be exact. I know this because I am his brother. That’s why I’m here. His father, my father, sent me here to see exactly what he was doing, what he was becoming. I was sent here to kill him if he wasn’t becoming what he wanted. But I found something even better. You. He’s in love with you, you know. And the one thing that would do more damage to him than death, would be for you to betray him and break his heart.

 “Which is exactly what you are going to do. Tomorrow. You are going to tell him about us and that you don’t love him. You can even tell him that I’m his brother if you’d like, it would only drive the knife in deeper. But you will not tell him that I told you to do this.

 “I am only going to say this once. As much as I enjoy chasing those girls down, I will give it up for you. But I will do it to others if I have to and you know exactly who I will start with. As long as you do what I want, no one else will get hurt. I promise”

 Looking into his eyes, I saw that he meant it. As long as I played along, he would hurt no one else. I couldn’t live with myself knowing someone else got hurt because of me. Because of my choices. 

 “Tell me, Halo, why would you want to hurt your own brother?”

 “Ah,” he said. I watched as an array of emotions flashed over his face. I saw anger, fear, hatred and love. In the end, he settled for as blank as a face carved of stone. “It’s simple really, he’s stands in my way.”

 “In your way for what? He lives here, what could he possibly be in the way of. He doesn’t know anything about where he came from.”

 “You’re right. He knows nothing about who he is or why he’s even here. And he isn’t supposed to be told until he’s older, but I don’t see the harm in telling you. He’s stands in the way of my court. My father, our father, is the King of Darkness. The King of the Unseelie court. That makes Kamdyn and I, princes. You have seen one of my gifts a few times. I can manipulate shadows. My gift manifested early, making it very strong. Because of it, my title is Prince of Shadows.” He did a little bow as if to present himself properly. “My brother is also a prince of the Unseelie court, since we have the same father. The truth is, his mother is the Queen of the Seelie court. So he is an heir to both.” 

 My eyebrows shot up in shock at the unexpected news. I had completely forgotten that I was standing here with a vampire who was basically threatening everyone I loved, just for me to walk away from Kamdyn. 

 “So that makes Kamdyn something really special,” he said waving his arms in the air dramatically, using a mocking tone. 

 “If he was so special, why did they send him away?”

 “The Queen did. My father practically demanded he be his heir, which would only be sensible, but the Queen wouldn’t hear it. So she sent him away, to grow up far away from the courts, without any influence by either side and to eventually rule over the court he chooses. Anyway, if he chose the Unseelie court, I wouldn’t be able to have the thrown, if he chose the Seelie court-

 “He would be your counter and therefore, your rival.” I finished for him. Halo smiled. “And if I agree to leave Kamdyn, you will not hurt him?”

 “Not just leave him, Trystie. You leave him for me.” He flashed me a smile that could melt metal. “I’m going to make you a princess.”

 I didn’t want this, but I would do anything, absolutely anything to keep Kamdyn safe. I could play a long for a while; at least long enough to get this settled and get Halo away from here. I could find a way out of this. I could.

 When I opened my mouth to give him my answer, no words came out, a fine sheen of sweat coated my skin. I licked my lips and tried again, failing. In the end, I settled for nodding. 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 

Chapter Twenty


 

The next morning I asked Kimber if I could stay home. Apparently I was good at faking sick because she agreed without a fight. Or maybe just one look at my puffy face told her all she needed to know. Once Kimber went about her business getting ready for work, I sent a text to Jayson telling him I didn’t need a ride. 

 And purposely left out that I didn’t need at ride ever again. 

 I could only be hopeful that it wasn’t necessary to do so.

 It seemed the second Kimber yelled upstairs to say goodbye and I heard the front door close behind her that Halo appeared in my doorway. 

 I said nothing as he walked gracefully into my room, closing the door behind him. Just the sight of him made me want to scream out all my frustration. So, instead of giving in to the rage that was building inside, I just rolled over in bed, putting my back to him, and pulled the covers up over my head. 

 Somewhere in the back of my mind I heard him talking to me, asking me questions. But for all I know, he was speaking another language because I understood none of if and didn’t have the strength to voice how much I didn’t care. 

 So, while I continued to hear this musical buzz from somewhere in my room, I completely zoned out. The first place my mind went was the last thing I want to think about right now. Straight for Kamdyn. 

 All I could feel was how much I cared for him. How much I was going to hurt him with what I needed to go. How much I was going to hurt myself was irrelevant. I didn’t want to do this, but if it was a decision between his life and my happiness, well, I would do anything within my power to keep him alive. 

 Just thinking about it made me want to cry, but I cried so much last night, my eyes seemed dry, my tears all used up. 

 I don’t know how long I laid there with my mind wondering. It couldn’t have been longer than a few minutes, given Halo’s intolerability. Suddenly his voice came back into focus. I could feel the aggravation behind it, but I still didn’t look at him. 

 I felt the bed move under his weight as he flipped the covers off me and pulled me around to face him. When my eyes found his, I watched as his hard expression slowly softened and became almost…concerned. To my surprise, he climbed in and laid along side me, wrapping his arms tightly around me, he pulled me into his chest, holding me tight. 

 I didn’t have the strength to fight.


 

I made a deal with Halo. And as much as I wanted to go back on it, I couldn’t risk what was at stack. So around one that afternoon, I wrote Kamdyn a text, asking him to meet me at the Starbucks at the plaza in town after school. 

 Shortly after two that afternoon, we pulled up in front of the coffee shop. I sucked in air deeply, trying to gather any remaining strength I have in me, and reached for the door handle. Before I could pull on it, Halo reached out and grabbed my hand. 

 Since this morning, he no longer had that rigid demeanor. I felt his thumb making small calming circles over the top of my hand. I pulled my gaze away from those circles to look at his face. 

 “Whenever you’re ready to go, just come outside. I’ll be there to pick you up.” The sincerity, the caring and emotion he held in his voice was more like a knife in my stomach then a comfort.

 Again, all I could do was nod as I opened the door and made my way inside.

 I found a large table close to the front door and sat down with my Latte to wait for Kamdyn to arrive. Within two minutes, I heard the door swing open. I didn’t need to look up to know it was Kamdyn. When I felt awareness crawl up my spine, I just knew he was there. He quickly walked over to the table and stood beside me with a hand lightly placed on the back of my neck. 

 I didn’t stand, or even look up at him, just jutted my chin in the direction of the seat across from me. 

 I took a deep breath. 

 “Trystie, I know something’s wrong. I can feel your unease. It’s vibrating off of you. What’s going on?”

 “Kamdyn, listen, and don’t say anything until I’m done, okay? I have something important to tell you and I need you to understand.”

 “What is it? Are you okay?” 


No.

 “I… I’m not important. Don’t worry about me. Don’t care about me. Just… do me a favor and forget about me, please.” 

 Still, I couldn’t look at him. 

 “Trystie, what are you saying?”

 He sat forward and tried to take my hand. 


 I moved it away. 


 His voice got quite, trying to push aside his panic. “I can’t just…”


 “Damn it, Kamdyn! We can’t be together. Okay? You are better off without me. So much better off. So just do as I asked, please, and just forget me. I need you to do this.”

 I was still reluctant to look up but I got a glimpse of his expression, as his mouth dropped open in surprise. 

 “Don’t do this. I’m better with you. How could you say that? You know how I feel about you and I know how you feel about me.” He tapped his forehead hard with his fingers. “You can’t just walk away.”

 I looked up then and met his eyes for the first time since he arrived. And I saw exactly what I didn’t want to see. The pain and the panic behind his expression, and I could see how he felt about me. He was pushing the emotion at me so hard, I could almost feel it. He wouldn’t give up. He won’t just let me go. 

 For a brief second, looking in his eyes, I almost forgot why I was doing this and jumped across the table into his arms. I would do anything to make that expression go away, to make the pain go away and show him this was the last thing I ever wanted to do. But I knew I couldn’t, not without sacrificing his life. So with that, I would walk away, knowing he would live. 

 As much as I believed that I was all cried out with nothing left to shed, I was wrong. A single tear escaped. The trail hot and heavy along my cheek. 

 I saw an emotion flash across Kamdyn’s face as he watched the tear fall. 

 I quickly threw up a tighter mental shield, wiped the tear away and stood, tearing my gaze away from him as quickly as possible. 

 “Please, Kamdyn. I can’t do this. Please understand. I… I have to go.”

 I felt the hot sting of tears in my eyes and taking all my strength left not to look at him one more time, I ran for the door. 

 I could hear him calling, begging me not to leave, as I flung open the door and ran toward the parking lot. I stepped off the curb just as Kamdyn opened the door, running toward me. I could hear him getting closer, using a speed no human could ever duplicate. And as much as I wanted him to catch me, I knew it wouldn’t be good if he did. 

 Unaware of my surroundings, I heard the loud purr of an engine. Jerking my head up I saw Halo pull to a stop in front of me. 

 Resisting the urge, again, to glance back one last time, I jerked open the car and jumped in as the sleek car took off. 

 


Later, that evening, I had gotten my tenth call, twenty-somethingth text and a loud knock on the door; I had had enough. 

 I wrote a text to Kimber, telling her I was spending the night at a friends, waited for her reply and shut off my phone. 

 Halo sat quietly in the corner of my room since we had returned. He hadn’t asked how things went with Kamdyn and, to my relief, didn’t make things worse by talking. As stupid as it sounds, I was grateful for his presence, which totally made no sense because if it weren’t for him, this wouldn’t be happening. 

 He remained quiet even as I threw things across the room and into my bag. I could feel his eyes on me, following my every move. At least he didn’t question me. I think I would have lost it. 

 To my surprise, he still said nothing even as I threw my bag over my shoulder, grabbed him by the shirt and hauled him out the door.


 

Halo’s house was on the other side of town. Pulling down his driveway brought back the same eerie I got the first night Jayson drove me down my driveway. Only with out the darkness enveloping me. But when we cleared a small bend and the house came into the view, I swear you could hear the sound of my jaw dropping. His home was beautiful. Beyond beautiful. Like my home, it was set back far in the woods at the end of a very long driveway. The house was completely made of stone and literally looked like a castle. 

 As we approached, an eight-foot high iron fence opened slowly. As the car crawled passed the fence, I could see the entire property was enclosed by the same iron wall, giving his property the look of being in a different world.

 The house had a huge stone porch along the front, surrounded by a snow covered garden and small ponds. The house itself looked to be at least three stories high with beautiful story high windows and colorful window pane accents. Surrounding the front entrance was a wall of glass cathedral ceilings with two large staircases leading to the other levels. A very large, dark chandelier hung down low from the ceiling, wrapped in ivy and lightly illuminated the foyer. 

 I dragged my eyes away when Halo’s hand swept down my cheek and under my chin and with a soft chuckle. He pushed my jaw up, closing my gaping mouth. 

 “Sorry,” I mumbled

 “I take it you like it.” His smile was confident and breathtaking and, I hated it but, it made me want to smile.

 “It’s so beautiful and… I don’t know. It has an almost old-world feel. I love it.” I said turning my gaze back to the house. “You live here alone?”

 “Not anymore.”


 I wiped my head around to look at him, but he was already out of the car. 


 Grabbing my things, I jumped out after him. 


 I caught up to him and tapped his shoulder. I didn’t wait for him to turn around. “Halo, I can’t live here. No matter how much I like your house.” 

 He didn’t respond, just kept walking. 

 After unlocking the door, he led the way toward the massive staircase. He said nothing as he carried that same maddeningly beautiful expression all the way up the stairs to the second landing, turning left and stopping at the first door, his brilliant eyes flashing as he turned to me.

 I was sort of disappointed at him skipping the “grand tour”, which I felt cheated out of. If the inside was a gorgeous as the outside, in the middle of winter no less, I didn’t want to miss out. But leave it to Halo to overlook the rest of the house as unimportant and go directly to the bedrooms. 

 I hitched my bags up, adjusting the heavy weight and, only for a moment, was almost appreciative. 

 “This is my room,” he said as he opened the door to reveal an enormous room. There was a four-poster bed against the far wall, nicely seated between two large windows. To the right, I saw an open door. Peeking in further I saw it was a very large walk-in closet packed with more clothes than I’ve seen in some stores. Taking a step back I saw further beyond the closet door was another door, partially open. Being the nosey person that I am, I walked into the room and opened the door. Inside was a large white marble bathroom, complete with a large glass shower. 

 “I’m more than willing to share.” 

 I jumped at the sound of his voice, not realizing how close he had gotten to me. I turned around to see his bright purple eyes focused intently on me. Without moving my eyes from him, I slowly walked around him and out of the room without a word. 

 Once I got into the hallway, and felt more comfortable, I turned around to face him. “This isn’t exactly a one bedroom house, Halo. So if you don’t mind, I would like my own.” I turned my head and looked around, quickly examining the interior of the house. Picking up my hand, I point to the hallway on the other side of the staircase, the other side of the house. “Preferably, on that side of the house.”

 With a rather large smile on his face, given my comment, he turned around and continued past his door, down the hall, in the opposite direction I wanted him to take me. I rolled my eyes, resituated my bags on my shoulder again and followed. 

 He stopped about twenty or so feet away and reached for a door on the opposite side of the hall from his. 


Could he have picked a room closer? Our doors are almost on top of each other.

 “This one will be yours, than.” he said, waiting for me to open the door. “Make yourself at home.”

 I reached for the handle, hesitated, than slowly turned it. I’m not sure why, but I guess I expected Halo to be – I don’t know- cruel, and give me a bedroom the size of a broom closet. His way of saying, “If you won’t stay in my more then spacious room, you can always make the closet your own personal space.” But to my surprise, the room was just as big, if not bigger, than his. 

 Awed, I walked in and, dropping my things to the floor, spun around, taking it all in. I was acutely aware of Halo’s smug expression from his perch against the door frame.

 There was a large canopy bed against the right wall, black and deep purple fabric wrapped around the columns and draped dramatically across the canopy. A fluffy black comforter covered the bed with purple and white pillows piled in mounds. On either side of the bed there were built in bookshelves rising from the floor to the high arched ceiling, both filled with books. 

 The wall on the left was the same as in Halo’s a room. The first door led to a very nice sized walk-in closet, roughly it was the size of my bedroom back in Florida. I closed the door and moved toward the other, the one I knew belong to the bathroom. Even though the rest of the room was very similar to Halo’s, the bathroom was definitely different. Definitely better. 

 The bathroom was dramatically done in black marble, the walls painted a light grey. Besides the normal bathroom stuff, there was a frosted glass shower, large enough to fit at least five people. I stared at the shower for a while. It was beautiful, and huge. What in the world would anyone want a shower that big for? 

 Um… never mind. Don’t think about it. 

 I turned around to look at the rest of the room when I saw it. The best part of the room. The part that immediately made me think of my mom. At the other end of the room, set under a cove of big windows, was a white claw foot tub. My mom had always talked about wanting one. I couldn’t wait. 

 Taking one last look around the bathroom of my dreams, I walked back out into the bedroom. That’s when I noticed the wall to my left, as I reentered the bedroom, wasn’t just a plain wall, it was a wall covered by thick giant curtains. 

 I glanced quickly back to the doorway and saw Halo had followed me into the room, but was now leaning casually against the wall just inside the door watching me with amusement. And with a beautifully wicked smile, he nodded once. 

 I turned my attention back to the thick fabric, trying my best to ignore the hard beating in my chest, and grabbed two fists full of material and whipped them open to expose… an entire wall of glass, from floor to ceiling. 

 I gasped.

 I saw the vast forest surrounding his vast property. I noticed a very large and exotic in-ground pool situated to the left of my window and what I could only assume would be beautiful gardens strategically placed around the pool and bordering the forest. Looking over his estate into the dark woods, I could see the full moon just peeking over the tops of the trees and just below those trees, small pond sat at the border of his acreage, the moons reflection rippling in the surface. 

 I felt arms wrap around my waist and weight lean on my shoulder.


 “I knew you’d love it,” he whispered in my ear, his breath teasing my skin. 


 I didn’t respond. 


 Instead, I pulled myself free of his arms and turned to face him. 


 “Don’t get all excited. I do love it, it’s the most beautiful room, most beautiful house, I have ever seen. But I’m not staying here long.”

 “Trystie, I thought we had an agreement.”

 With a shock back to reality, and all my excitement gone, my face fell. “We do. And I’ve done exactly as you’ve asked.” I felt the pressure of tears building. I swallowed hard and pushing them away I look a step toward him. “But I am only here for tonight, just so I could get away… from everything. So I’m not doing anything against our agreement.”

 “Well, I guess not technically,” he said, taking a step even closer. I had to fight every impulse not to step back. “You see, our deal was for you to leave Kamdyn, to break his little heart. And what better way to do that than to see the love of his life, with me.”

 He reached his hand up to trail his fingers gently down my neck. “And I did tell you,” he leaned down and put his lips on my skin. “I was going to make you my princess.”

 I felt his teeth graze my neck, lightly, almost playfully – if that was possible- and I knew what he was doing. 

 He was trying to scare me. Trying to make me freak out so he could enjoy fighting me into submission. Because he knew, in the end, I would give in to keep Kamdyn safe.

 But it wasn’t going to work. Not on me. I’m not playing that game.

 I reached up and, putting both hands firmly against his chest, I pushed. 

 “I’m not scared of you, Halo.” I let and smile slide onto my face that was anything but sweet and nice. “And you already know what that does to me.” I cocked my head slightly to the side. “So stop toying with me, because it won’t work.” 

 Then I stepped around to get my bags and headed toward the bathroom. 

 “I’m hungry,” I said standing in the doorway. “But I need to take a shower first.” My eyes shifted quickly toward the bedroom door and back to him again. 

 He didn’t say anything, just stared at me as his grin got wider, flashing sparkling white teeth. Suppressing a shiver, I started closing the bathroom door. Just when there was only a crack left, he cleared his throat. 

 “There is just one more thing.”

 I eased open the door, a bad feeling consuming every inch of me. But I ignored the feelings, pushing everything aside to show him my best, confident, I-honestly-don’t-care-what-you-have-to-say expression, but said nothing. 

 “Unless you want me to continue my nightly “runs”, than we need to talk about that beautiful neck of yours.” 


 His mouth curved into a teeth bearing, gorgeous smile. 


 He heart went wild, hammering loudly in my chest. The illusion of my confidence immediately evaporated. 



 


 


 


 


 

Chapter Twenty One


 

Standing under the hot spray of the shower, I tried to wash away Halo’s words, words that clung to my skin like sopping wet clothes. Stubborn, tight, wet clothing that, no matter how hard you struggle, they just won’t peel away from your flesh. When he told me he would give up chasing down and hurting those girls, I guess I thought it more of a hobby or something he did… to be evil. I had no idea that it was more or less a necessity. As he had explained, a little more graphically than required, when he’s out of Faery, he needs “it” for strength. 

 Kamdyn had briefly, and as best he could, explained something similar. That living your whole life in Faery, than coming here, you constantly feel drained and lost, like a piece of you is missing. Which is why most don’t voluntarily leave. 

 A sharp pain shot through me at the thought of him. That all I had planned to share with him was no longer possible. 

 I had to let him go. 

 Holding on to what should have been, to what could have been, wouldn’t do anything but cause more pain. 

 Shutting off the shower, I pushed my hurt far away, deep behind a locked tight and sealed shut vault. Unfortunately, it was something I was all too familiar with, therefore, almost easy. 

 I didn’t want to do it, any of it, but it needed to be done. 

 Dressing quickly, throwing some hair products in and finger combing my hair, I left my room and began my search for Halo. 


 

You would think in such a big house it would take a while to find him, but oddly enough, I found him in the second place I looked. I guess mostly it was due to my nose, which I followed by the smell of something wonderful downstairs. When I found the kitchen, I found Halo, standing in front of the stove, his back to me. 

 He had changed his clothes while I was in the shower. He now wore a pair of very nicely fitted, black jeans that hung very low on his hips and a tight black tank top, showing off the defined muscles in his shoulders and back. His shining dark hair was down and brushing lightly across his neck and shoulders. Even from behind he was beautiful to look at and before I could stop myself, I had started to quietly walk up behind him. When I stopped, I was way too close. Just as I was about to step back, the lights in the kitchen caught just right on his hair. Noticing now, that his hair was almost black unless you caught it in the right light. In that light, his hair was a deep mahogany, a glowing red. Blood red. 

 Great, I can add that to the ever growing list of Halo’s abnormal exquisiteness.

 I unconsciously reached up to touch it when Halo swung around, a immoral smile playing across his lips. “How long you gonna stand there and not say anything?”

 I quickly put my hand back down. “I… umm…sorry.”

 He let out a short laugh. “You can’t sneak up on me, Trystie. I heard you coming a long time before you found me.” He turned around gracefully, taking hold of a large steaming spoon. The other hand braced underneath, so nothing fell to the floor. “Open up,” he blew lightly on the spoon, than brought it to my lips. 

 Flavor exploded in my mouth. I closed my eyes, savoring the exquisite taste and found myself licking my lips hoping a drop remained. 

 I opened my eyes to see Halo beaming at me, his confident eyes sparkling. As much as I really wanted to hate him, for some reason, looking at him, my heart told me I shouldn’t. I couldn’t. 

 “Good, huh?”

 “Delicious.”

 He turned back around to stir something. “I love to cook and I’m good at it. I’m glad you approve.”

 I went up on my toes to peek over his shoulder when he moved, fast, too fast, capturing my shoulders and pushing me down.

 “Uh-uh, no peeking. Go sit down.”

 I rolled my eyes dramatically and turned around, muttering about such inhuman qualities being very unfair, and headed back toward the huge glass table across the room. I stopped before I reached the table, thinking to myself how completely… disturbing this event is. 

 Halo, being all domestic?

 Who knew that was possible?

 I sat down just as Halo walked over with two steaming, full plates. A searing pain shot threw me for the second time tonight, picturing the wrong person in front of me. I clenched my eyes shut and took a deep breath, taking in the wonderful aroma of the plate now in front of me. Pulling myself back into the now, I opened my eyes. At the same time, I felt a hand press lightly on my back. Halo leaned down, supporting his other hand on the table, bringing his face level with mine, concern sparkling in his eyes. 

 “You all right?”

 I forced a small smile. “Fine. I’m fine.”

 He leaned a little closer, bringing his eyes dead even with mine, looking deep. Examining. Making me feel completely exposed. I tried to lean back, to put more space between us. Suddenly, the hardness I always noticed but couldn’t identify in his eyes, softened, but he didn’t move away.

 Something in me shifted.

 Between the chair and Halo’s position, I was completely immobile. My breath hitched and panic shot threw me as I felt his hand move slowly from the middle of my back up to rest gently on the back of my neck, pulling me slightly forward. His eyes, locked on mine, glanced down to my mouth quickly and back again. If he wasn’t so close, I wouldn’t have even noticed. 

 “Halo,” a whisper of a warning.

 He didn’t stop. 

 Didn’t even falter, until…

 The door bell rang. 

 He made a fierce noise low in his throat, something similar to a growl, but didn’t move away until it rang a second time. A murderous look flooded his features as he stood and stalked toward the door. 

 I took a few deep breaths and pushed aside all the emotions I felt pushing to get free. Then, with Halo out of the my way for the moment, took care of my next basic need and focused all my attention on the delicious smelling plate of food in front of me. I was stuffing my face in a very unladylike way, when I heard screaming from behind me and loud footsteps coming toward the kitchen. Before I even had the chance to see what was coming, someone grabbed a handful of my hair and painfully yanked. 

 I yelped in surprise and twisted awkwardly, managing to somehow, temporarily, free myself. I barely had a second to right myself before I was thrown to the floor. Through the frenzied slaps and masses of tangled hair, I finally got a glimpse of who I was rolling around with. And who else would it be? You would only need one guess.

 Screaming in what could only be described as a shrieking rage, she pulled back and swung, open-handed, hard. A jolt of pain stabbed across my cheek and I tasted blood. I saw her arm swing back again as I felt the bite of anger building in the pit of my stomach. Just before her arm came swinging down, Halo hauled her up by her waist while she kicked and screamed in protest. 

 I jumped to my feet, while Samantha struggled in Halo’s grasp. “Put me down, I’ll gonna kill her!” 

 Too busy focusing on her capture and screaming, she was unaware that I had gotten up. I took two huge steps toward her, waited until her eyes locked on mine, then pulled back and punched her, putting every ounce of my strength behind it. 

 Completely caught off guard, Halo dropped Samantha on the floor letting her land hard on her hip. He watched her fall then brought his gaze back up to mine, his eyes wide and unblinking, his lips curved in a menacing smile. “Wasn’t expecting that.” 

 “Obviously not, though it did make me feel a tiny bit better.” I smiled and gently rubbed my throbbing knuckles, pulling the rein back on my anger. “What the hell is she doing here?”

 “I should ask you the same question?” Samantha grumbled from the floor. Grabbing her cheek, she stood up. At least the hit helped to deflate her a little.

 I tensed, ready to defend myself against her unpredictability. “It’s none of your damn business why I’m here.” 

 As I had predicted, she lunged, but Halo caught her effortlessly. “Not exactly wise, Samantha.” He held her hard and tried not to laugh directly in her face, which he was kind of unsuccessful at.

 Ignoring him completely, she continued to yell at me. “I told you to stay away from him. I told you what I would do to you if you didn’t listen. You think you can do whatev…”

 “It isn’t your call, Samantha,” Halo jumped in, interrupting her mindless babble and blocking me from her view. “You know I am going to damn well do what I want.” 

 It only made her struggle harder, which made me stand back and watch with an amused smile on my face. 

 “Why is she here? Is she why you never call me back, why you don’t ever come by? What is wrong with you? Her?… You chose her over me?” She continued to rant as Halo exerted himself, pulling her from the room. I followed, if for no other reason than to watch Halo throw her outside. Wishing I could push her threw my self. 

 Halo retched open the door and heaved Samantha outside, landing in a clumsy mess against the railing. 

 “Get out, Samantha, and don’t come back.”

 “You’re seriously going to do this? You’re going to just throw me away… for her!” 

 He took a step toward her, standing just outside the door. “I told you from the very beginning what I wanted from you, a friendship. And no matter how many times you throw yourself at me. Nothing is going to change that. I don’t want you. I never did.”

 As if his words meant nothing, her gaze moved quickly from his to mine. She gave a whole new meaning to ‘if looks could kill’.

 “This isn’t over.” 

 “No? Then by all means keep trying, Samantha, because I just love breaking my knuckles on your face. Black and blue really brings out your eyes.” I flashed her a big smile and gave her a wink. 

 I saw her body go rigid and her gaze drifted over to Halo. Narrowing her eyes, she turned away and headed toward her car without another word. We didn’t leave the doorway until we saw her car disappear down the driveway. 

 “Now that is one person I wouldn’t mind you biting.” I revealed as he closed and locked the front door. 

 He laughed as he turned around to face me. “Yeah, maybe you’re right. But there is only one girl I want to bite.” He responded flashing his teeth playfully. 

 I rolled my eyes and, ignoring his outstretched hand, I headed back to the kitchen. Back to the yummy food calling my name. 

 I sat down quickly at the table and watched as Halo gracefully flowed, in that inhuman way, into his chair across from me. Trying my best to ignore him, I reached for my fork. Bracing myself to take a massive bite, I opened my mouth wide and felt a shooting pain explode over my cheek. A wet trickle began dripping down my chin. I reached up to feel what happened and came away with blood. 

 My heart pounding, my gaze traveled up to look at Halo, whose eyes were locked on my cheek, nostrils flaring. 

 “Umm… I’m sorry. I’ll just go and…” I fumbled to push out my chair and get to my feet, taking my eyes from Halo to stand up. 

 In a blur of motion, Halo was across the table, pushed me back and stood in front me. Back to his usual self, way too close. 

 “She scratched you.” His voice no more than a whisper. Picking up my hand, he brought it to his mouth and sucked off the blood. 

 I pulled my hand away and gave him as neutral an expression as I could. “I have to go clean this. I don’t want it to get infected.” I started to move around him, but Halo kept me still. 

 “Let me do it.”

 “I don’t think that’s a good idea.”

 “Relax, Trystie. Just think of this as a test.” His voice got quiet, his eyes nothing but sincere. “Just… I want you to trust me. Please, I promise not to do anything more than take care of the wound on your face.”

 “And if you don’t?”

 He smiled. “Then you can do whatever you like to get back at me. But you don’t have to worry, I won’t hurt you.”

 “What exactly will you do?”

 “There is a coagulant that will stop the bleeding and a slight heeling agent in my saliva. It will cause the wound to heal rapidly and not scar. 

 “So,” I swallowed the lump in my throat. “You’re going to what… lick my face?”

 His lips twitched and I felt my heart skip. “Something like that.”

 “And you can control yourself? You won’t be tempted to bite me?”

 “Oh, very tempted. But I promise, right this moment, I will not. Just let me fix this.”

 I closed my eyes and slowly nodded. Knowing even as I did it that I would regret it. Keeping my eyes closed, he gently, almost lovingly, placed one hand by my ear, the other helped brace my head slightly back, angling my face to give him better access. I felt when he bent down and, instinctively I tensed, waiting for him to break his promise. Instead, he leaning down murmuring “I promise,” then I felt his tongue run down my cheek, over two scratches that tingled as his tongue grazed over them, all the way down to the corner of my mouth. The sensation was incredible and it took every ounce of my control not to express just how good it felt. 

 His tongue lingered for a second at the corner of my mouth. “There’s a cut on the inside of your cheek. Would you like me to heal that one as well?” he asked, barely pulling away. 

 “No, Halo. I’m sure that one can heal on its own.”

 He pulled back to look at my face. “Very well,” he said sounding disappointed. “But you can’t blame a guy for trying.” He gave a slight lift of his shoulder and motioned for me to have a seat and finish my dinner. 

 “Thank you, Halo.” I said reclaiming my seat. 

 He flashed me another smile, one he was quickly getting to know effected me. “Believe me, the pleasure’s all mine.” When he licked his lips, I turned my gaze back to my plate and kept it there. 


 

By the time I finished eating, the scratches on my face had completely healed, with no trace that they had ever existed. Amazing. Not really knowing what else to do with myself, I decided to wonder around the house. I passed through a huge dining room, a sitting room, an office of some kind, a library, a game room –which I had to admit was really nice- and finally I found the living room and settled down. Finding the remote I sprawled out, taking up the whole big leather couch and flipped on the sixty inch flat screen on the wall. I made myself as comfortable as possible and settled in to watch my usual routine of weekly shows. 

 I wasn’t alone long before Halo found me. He came in taking the only space available on the couch, the small space between my tucked knees and stomach. 

 “Mind if I watch with you?”

 “It’s your house.” I replied, not wanting to look at him. 

 “I know, I am merely asking if you mind my company.”

 “Sure.” I eyed the large empty couch opposite mine, but said nothing. I decided being polite was my best option, so I sat up and gave him room next to me. 

 We didn’t talk much after that. We sat for a while watching whatever shows I put on. I felt bad taking control of the remote in his house, but when I asked him what he wanted to watch he replied with, “Anything you want.” And he didn’t complain about one of the shows I put on, which filled hours of time. 

 The good thing about the shows was that it kept my mind busy. I didn’t think about where I was or the situation that put me here or even what I could be turning into. I needed to keep thoughts of Kamdyn and Jayson down to a minimum, at least temporarily. But at the moment, I was even able to laugh. 

 When the last show ended, I stood and stretching my stiff body, when Halo took hold of my hand. 

 “Don’t go yet.”

 I turned to regard him. “Halo, it’s late and…”

 “Please, Trystie. I…,” He took a deep breath and looked away. “I’m not good at this. Asking for things. I am used to getting what I want or taking what people won’t willingly give me. I am trying, for you. As much as you think I am a monster… I really much push the issue.” He paused and ran his fingers through his hair. “I don’t want to do the things I have done and I need you to understand that for me to not do that again, I need your help.”

 My heart was racing, going faster with every word. I understood exactly where he was going, and what made it worse was how completely reasonable and nice he was being about it. I didn’t want anyone else to get hurt, especially knowing that I could prevent it. But, I was scared. Scared it would hurt, scared he would go too far and most of all, scared that it would be exactly like it was in my dreams, and I would like it. Love it.

 Halo waited quietly, patiently, while I thought it out. He said nothing, didn’t even look at me. He almost looked ashamed of himself for needing to ask. 

 “What do I have to do?” genuine 

 He turned to me abruptly, surprise written in flashing letters across his features. “You’ll do this?”

 “Yes. Will it hurt?”

 “With you I can make it not hurt, but… you have to let me. You have to trust me completely and I know that’s hard to do but, please.”

 I closed my eyes and rubbed my forehead. “Okay, Halo. Against my better judgment, I’ll trust you. Just tell me what to do. And don’t make me regret this.”

 “Just go with it,” he said turning me toward him. 

 He cupped my face in his hands. “Thank you,” he whispered softly as he lowered his mouth down to gently place his lips over mine. My body stilled as my brain screamed, Caution, Caution! “Trust me,” he uttered against my lips. I sat there for I don’t even know how long, trying to calm my racing heart. I told myself over and over, that this was something that needed to be done. Something for some reason only I could do. What’s a little discomfort on my part to keep other people safe? 

 Finally, I willed myself to relax into his embrace and I let him in. Now that I had relaxed a bit, I could feel how on alert he was, as if he was waiting for me to get up and bolt. 

 He was scared.

 Not entirely sure why, but suddenly I felt overly comfortable, feeling the need to get him to loosen up. Placing both my hands around his ribs I traced them across his stomach and chest, up over his shoulders. I felt the incredible muscles under his shirt and pulled my hands away, wrapping them around his neck and pulling him closer. 

 He groaned and his kiss intensified, losing some of his rigidness. Then he pushed me back on the couch and pulling my legs up to wrap around his waist. His mouth pulled away to trail kisses across my jaw and down my neck. 

 I closed my eyes and surprised myself by enjoying the feeling, remembering just what it was like in my dreams. Just as realistic. Exactly what I didn’t want it to be like.


Go with it.

 Pushing aside every doubtful feeling I had, I pulled him tighter against me. I let my fingers tunnel threw his long hair, holding him to me. He made a noise of approval and brought his mouth back to mine in a deep kiss that I could feel down to my toes. 

 Clenching me to his chest, he lifted me up and held me in his lap, my legs still clasped around him. His hands traced up and down my spine, sending chills all over my body. Then fisting my tee shirt in his hands, he lifted it over my head revealing my lacy black bra. I felt his warm chest against mine and his hot hands gripping my hips. 

 My fingers still toying in his hair I pulled his mouth from mine and, pushing my hair away, tilted my head to the side and brought his mouth down to my throat. He found my pulse and kissed it gently, running his tongue over it, teasingly. 

 “I don’t want this to end yet,” he breathed across my neck, fingers digging into my skin. I tightened my grip in his hair and pulled him closer. I heard a low growl erupt from his throat. 

 “Halo,” Breathless, his arms tightened around me and I felt his fangs sink in. I hissed at the slight pinching sensation, the feeling quickly changed from discomfort to something amazing, something I had absolutely no words for. It was a connectedness you just couldn’t get any other way, like you could see into the other persons soul.

 I felt him loosen his hold and pull back slightly to lightly lick the wound closed. He kiss a trail, feather light, across my face to find my mouth once again. Just a quick brush of his lips and he pulled me down to lie across his chest. 

 “That was amazing. You are amazing.” He lightly rubbed my hair away from my face and kissed the top of my head as I nuzzled into his chest, feeling the fast beat of his heart. I’m not sure how long we lay there, but eventually my eyes slid closed and everything drifted away. 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 

Chapter Twenty Two


 

A blinding light scorched my eyes. I could feel the heat on my face from the beating sun, but this wasn’t the sun. But it was so bright I couldn’t open my eyes. 

 I felt a light breeze blowing on my face, through my hair, soothing the heat beating on me. I could smell the forest, the grass and flowers all around me, and I felt my erratic heart beat slow. Calming. More comfortable than I have felt in days, I slowly opened my eyes. 

 The glare was still bright, but as my eyes slowly began to focus, the light dimmed and I saw a woman gradually come into focus. 

 I watched as she approached. Her beautiful, wavy auburn hair was the first thing that focused enough to identify. It flowed around her in the wind, blowing across her face and flaring out around her waist. As she got closer her features popped out, soft delicate features. The woman looked like a goddess, someone to be prayed to and honored. Her piercing ice blue eyes looked as though they could look through you, into your soul. They were almost painful, but I couldn’t look away. Her tall willowing body flowed fluidly through the field, stepping out of the light and heading toward me in what I could finally make out as a beautiful, long, low-cut, hunter green dress, the shirt loosely blowing in the wind around her bare legs and feet. Once the flash of light had gone I was able to notice we stood at the base of a huge hill and surrounded completely by a vast dark forest. We could have been anywhere. 

 She took that final step and stopped only feet away her hand extended, reaching for mine. Unable to feel why I shouldn’t, I lifted my hand and placed it in hers. The wind picked up around us and I felt a surge of power pulse through me. I felt her fingers lightly brush over my ring and the instant she touched it, it burned and flashed. A vine burst through, encase my arm and growing up over my elbow and shoulder. I watched as the leaves blew in the wind and the sight, strangely, comforted me. But something was different. My brows drew together in confusion as I noticed, for the first time, a flower that bloomed up and down the length of the vine. A beautiful flower I had never seen before, with big black petals that shimmered with many colors in the light like a raven’s feather with a center made of a violet and purple. I reached my other hand up to touch one and it leaned into my hand, and… sighed? 

 Stunned I turned my attention back to the mysterious woman’s face. I don’t know what I expected to see, but I definitely didn’t expect to see acceptance and comfort and a look that no one but my mother was ever able to give me. One that warmed my heart and made it ache.

 “Follow your heart, Iníon, and you will always do what is right. No matter how wrong it feels at first.” 

 Still holding my hand, she came forward and lightly kissed my forehead, tenderly, just like my mother always had. Before I was able to stop it, a drop of moisture made its way down my cheek. 

 There was another blinding light, a flash so bright I turned away to shield my eyes. When I felt the light dim, I turned back and she was gone, and I was alone in the empty field. 

 I spun around looking for anyone, a direction to start to move it, a comforting path, anything. But now that I stood here completely alone, the dark forest seemed closer than before, more imposing. Dark. Sinister. Looming.

 I abruptly felt enclosed, trapped and smothered. Like the walls were closing in on me and I had no choice but to stand here and watch them looking forward to crushing me. Claustrophobia was never my thing, never something I had even considered frightening, but it was there, pushing at me, knawing at me. Hoping to get my attention. It felt like standing in a room so pitch you couldn’t make out your hand in front of you, but for whatever reason, in the corner you couldn’t see, you could feel something there, watching you, moving closer. 

 But just knowing that I was being forced to feel that way made me, well it made me angry, so I pushed back. Doing exactly what wasn’t expected of me and I loped into the forest. 

 I ran fast, not knowing were I was going or even if I was headed in the right direction. I ran hard, ignoring the branches that clawed at me as I ran by. Half the time I think I ran with my eyes closed. When I finally slowed, when I couldn’t take reunning any longer, feeling no immediate danger, I opened my eyes and knew where I was, I was standing in a familiar forest. 

 Walking a little further until I reached the path and followed it. Something inside me telling me where to do, even though I knew I was heading not toward the road but deeper into the forest. But something was telling me to go this way, my instincts not someone else’s will, was pushing me. I tried my best to trust in myself and moved forward with purpose.

 I walked for a while down the windy path and finally the woods started to thin, letting more light through the dense trees. At some time during my walk, the sun at set turning my day into a beautiful night. As I reached the clearing and saw the moons reflection across the water, I knew where I was. 

 I padded over to the edge of the lake and bent down to play my fingers in the cool water, until I felt someone approach behind me. 

 I stood up, but didn’t turn, as a felt a familiar tingle trail down my skin. 

 “I’ve been waiting for you.” His words tried for calm and confident but shook with unease. 

 I smiled, as my heart soared to hear his voice, then I remembered. “I shouldn’t be here.”

 “He can’t hurt you here.” He gripped my shoulders and searing heat raced through me, followed by his lingering emotions. 

 “It’s not me I’m worried about.” I turned around and looked up at him, letting every emotion play a story on my face. What I saw in his eyes was only sadness. 

 “Please, Kamdyn. I can’t explain. I have to go.” Going up to my toes, I kissed him on the cheek, putting all the feelings I had for him into it, and without turning back, I walked away. Every step I took away from him made the ache in my heart throb. I forced my every step on heavy legs to create the distance I needed. To keep me from turning around and running back. Whatever force had brought us together, I could feel it stretching like a giant elastic band between us, the pressure making it that much hard to keep moving.

 Stinging tears burned the backs of my eyes but I forced then away, unwilling for him to hear even a single tear fall. The second I swallowed them down, it started to pour. 


 

I woke up to find I was in my bed. No, not my bed, my loaner-bed at Halo’s. And I wasn’t alone. I didn’t need to turn over to know who was behind me with an arm casually draped over my waist. I shook my head and started to make my way carefully out from under the covers when his arm tightened around me and a gentle laugh escaped around his pillow. 

 “No, not yet. It’s still early.”

 “You shouldn’t be here to begin with.”

 He laughed again, “You only said you wouldn’t share my room. You said nothing about yours.”

 I humphed. “It was implied.”

 “Well, next time be more specific. Until then, let me enjoy your punishment.” He pulled me back down against him. “I promise I won’t bite… unless you say I can.” He lightly nuzzled the back of my neck and I felt my face burn. 

 “Mmm… I can smell you blushing. Does that mean it’s time to eat?” He let out another playful laugh and teasingly grazed his teeth over my skin. 

 It was strange, the Halo that I thought I knew, who made me uncomfortable, who did horrible things to people, and me, who seemed every bit evil, was gone. In his place there was someone deep and lost and confusing and I couldn’t just let it go. There was more. The only way to push for more, to get to the Halo I didn’t know, was to keep him guessing and as much as I knew doing that would be more at my expense than his, my heart told me it was right. 

 My heart started to beat erratically at what was rattling around in my head.

 I laughed goodheartedly, “Sure, if you’re hungry.” I kept my voice sounding as neutral as possible, still facing away from him and willing my heart to slow. Hoping he would put it off as anticipation, or something. 

 His body twitched in surprise and I had to forced myself not to smile. He lifted himself up on one elbow, his hand playing over the bare skin of my stomach. 

 Bare?

 I felt myself flush again and inhaled deeply. “May I inquire at to why I am missing my shirt?” I lifted the covers and peered under. “And wear the hell are my pants! Why are my pants gone?”

 He swallowed a laugh and shrugged. “Didn’t think sleeping in jeans was comfortable.”

 “And my shirt?”

 All I received in response was a smile.

 Suddenly filled with dread, tentatively, I reached behind me and got a handful of bare thigh. “Please tell me you have something on.”

 Placing his hand over mine, he pulled my hand up his thigh until I reached a thin edge of fabric. Sighing in relief, I hastily pulled my hand away. And instantly I could feel his frown at my back. 

 “We don’t need to get that personal.”

 “You’re right, we don’t have to, but that doesn’t mean I’ll stop trying.”

 He snaked his arms around me again and pulled me up to splay across his chest. “Now, about my breakfast, that is if the offer is still on the table.”

 I gave him a wicked smile, another unexpected reaction, based in his widened eyes. I got the barest of a glimpse before he pulled my mouth down to his. 

 I couldn’t resist tunneling my fingers through his beautiful thick hair. He infuriated me with his inability for bedhead. I took my frustration out on said wonderful hair by baring my fingers deep and pulling at the roots. His chest deep growl sounded more satisfaction than anything else.

 His arms tightened around me, fingers teased beautifully over my shoulders and back, coming to rest over the clasp of my bra. With what could only be a beautifully practiced snap of his fingers, the support slacked and the straps slipped off my shoulders and down my arms. Tugging lightly on one side, he pulled the small piece of fabric from between us. 

 He growled against my collarbone as the thin material fell to the floor. 


 

Around three that afternoon I heard a knock on the door, knowing Halo couldn’t answer it in the shower, I got up and padded to the front door. I opened it to reveal Jayson and Lauren . At first, I was so excited I ran into Jayson’s arms, but when I pulled away I saw the expression on his face. On both their faces. 

 “What’s going on?” I asked. I knew, of course, but I asked anyway. 

 “Why don’t you tell us.”

 “There’s nothing to tell.” I lied, looking away. What else could I say?

 “Bullshit, Trystie!” Jayson yelled. “Kamdyn has been moping around all day. He called me yesterday. He told me what happened. Now why don’t you tell me what happened. What the hell are you doing here, with him?” He stopped and took a step closer, grasping my hand. “I know you and this isn’t something you would do. Just… just let me know what’s going on. I’m worried about you.”

 I took a step back and glanced up at Jayson’s eyes, determined and worried. I took another step back, my eyes flicking over to Lauren. A mistake. She alone knows exactly what had happened with Halo. We had had this conversation. She knew everything. My eyes locked with hers. I willed with all my strength for her to say nothing. I begged with my eyes, concentrating so hard I felt my head start to slightly shake. 

 Jayson saw the exchange, however brief it was, and grabbed my arm spinning my attention back to him. “What the hell is going on? There is something you’re not telling me.”

 “Please,” I said looking back at Lauren. “You don’t understand. Just let it go.”

 I knew the pain I felt was reflected in my eyes. I was trying so hard not to show it. My finger started to burn and for once, I welcomed it, welcomed the pain. It helped push back the tears. 

 “Why are you here?” A voice said from the doorway behind me. 

 Jayson made a noise that made the hair on the back of my neck stand up. What the hell was that?

 “Why do you think? We’re here to take Trystie home.”

 Halo put a heavy hand on my shoulder and I flinched. “Trystie, do you want to go home?” His voice was so hard and heavy. He was back to being the old Halo. I definitely didn’t miss him.

 I looked back up at Jayson and Lauren, showing them a confident front and I smiled and if they were looking hard enough, as hard as I tried, I know it didn’t reach my eyes. 

 “No, I don’t want to go yet.” I replied, then turned away and, brushing hard past Halo, back into the house. Unable and unwilling to see anyone’s expression. 

 I didn’t hear the remainder of their conversation; I ran up to my room and locked the door behind me. I knew it wasn’t going well when I heard a door slam and heard Jayson’s truck peel out of the driveway. Again, I felt the burning start on my finger and I reached down to gently rub the stone’s of Kamdyn’s ring. 

 I couldn’t stop it as the tears began to fall. This time, when I felt the pressure building in my eyes, I let them come. I cried for my parents. I cried for Kamdyn. I cried for everything I thought I had and lost. I cried to get it all out because I wasn’t going to allow myself to do it again. I couldn’t. There was no point in holding on, no point in trying. It felt like every time I had someone worth the world to me, I lost them. My fault or not, they were all gone. There is no one to save me from my life. I could only move forward. It might be in a complete daze, but at least I will be moving somewhere. 

 A knock came at the door some time later. 

 I ignored it. 

 It came again, Halo’s pleasing voice followed. “Trystie, can I come in?”

 I ignored it.

 “Please, Trystie, let me in.”

 I said nothing. I knew very well if he wanted in he could destroy the door with ease and let himself in. But he also knew that things would be much worse if he decided to do so. Instead, after all the knocking and begging he was going to do, I heard his footsteps retreat down the hallway. 

 Closing my eyes, the tears continued, again. I let them fall. I opened my eyes one last time and glanced out the huge window overlooking the pond and saw it had started snowing. My arm sizzled and burned as I felt the ring flare again, this time, when I closed my eyes, I willed them not to open again. 


 

When my eyes focused, I was standing in a familiar empty field, completely surrounded by that same dark, ominous forest. A strong breeze picked up, spinning around me and blowing my hair around my face. 

 The woman with beautiful auburn hair and icy eyes appeared again, this time she had a crown made of vines wrapped around her head. 

 “Come to me, Iníon.”

 My attention was pulled away from her when I felt something on my arm. When I shifted my gaze, I saw that the vine had started to climb up my arm, twisting over my elbow and to my shoulder. When I lifted my arm to watch as the vine grew, a big black bird, a raven, landed gracefully on my arm. 

 The woman smiled at me, eyes sparkling. Then she slowly disappeared, leaving the raven and I alone, staring at each other. 

 He regarded me with a twist of his head and, oddly, I was filled with a sense of love and comfort. Even though I knew I was alone, I picked up my head to look around, and saw no one. 

 My eyes flicked back to the raven, who gave one last look of longing, lifted his large black wings and took off. I watched him, his great wings flapping hard, graceful, stirring the air, until he disappear. I was still staring at the spot where his shape had disappeared from my vision when I noticed I was alone in the field, again. That’s when I caught I caught sight of a large black feather drifting slowly toward me. 

 The second I caught it, I startled awake, only to find the same feather perched beside me on my pillow. Smiling, I closed my eyes and drifted back off to sleep. 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 

Chapter Twenty Three


 

I woke up in the morning to find, thankfully, I was still alone. I quickly decided not to spend the entire day in my room, and got up and took a beautifully hot shower and got dressed. It wasn’t until I opened the door to the hallway, intending to tackle the kitchen, when I noticed the hallway was different. 

 It was much darker, with no windows and large candles placed sporadically along the walls for light. I could no longer be in the same house.

 I stepped back into the bedroom and looked around, everything was the same. Same bed, same bathroom, even the view of Halo’s backyard hadn’t changed. Confused, I stepped back into the hallway. Halo’s house was big, but I could at least see the ends of his hallways. These halls were very dark and long, with no real ending I could see. Dark colored vines of bright red roses grew in heavy patches along the walls and ceiling, curling lightly around the thin candles. The floor was made of a dark stone I couldn’t identify but was so shiny I could see my reflection below my feet. My heart pounding in my chest, I stepped further out into the hall for a better look, when movement caught my eye. 

 “Ah, you’re awake.”

 I nearly jumped out of my skin at the sound of an unfamiliar voice. “Excuse me?”

 “You are Trystessa, yes? My name is Devlin. I am here to take you to the King.”

 “Umm…” I glanced around completely lost. “What?”

 “The King. He would like to see you now.”

 “Where am I?”

 “You are in Faerie. In the sithen of the Unseelie court. The King has been patiently waiting for you to rise.” He leaned a little closer and whispered. “It is not something that happens often, I suggest you not lose his good grace and appear before him at once.” He lifted his elbow to me. At a loss for words, I took it, hooking my arm through his as we proceeded together down the winding halls. I was lost in the dark corridors before we took ten steps from my door. It didn’t help that the walls seemed to be shifting and molding around us.

 Since there was no hope of finding my way back, and therefore no reason to really focus on where we were going, I finally took in the appearance of the man I was currently walk beside, who I managed to completely disregard when we first spoke, due to, well shock? Confusion? Insanity? 

 But it was still no excuse for my rudeness. 

 As we walked, I took him in. Strangely, I saw him but there was something like a ghost of someone else lingering over him, trying to mute out his appearance. I concentrated on the one that was underneath, and watched as the ghost wavered and evaporated. 

 Devlin, I think that was his name, was devastatingly handsome, now that I could see him. He was about six feet tall with long, wavy, brownish hair that looked to have strands of gold woven through it. And he had these vibrant emerald eyes that even from my side view were mesmerizing. From my view, I thought I noticed the rings in his eyes, but I couldn’t be sure. He had sharp features, a good nose and a strong chin. He looked like he was in his early twenties and had a fierce presence about him that was all too alluring. His broad shoulders swayed as he walked with confidence, a walked that also showed his defined muscles even under the loose fabric of the shirt. I could tell by his movements that he wasn’t entirely comfortable in his clothing, a t-shirt and faded jeans, but they looked good on him. If he hadn’t looked so uncomfortable, he would have looked completely normal, well, besides the fact that he looked like some ancient roman warrior. 

 I caught a slight shimmer slide over his body just before he cleared his throat. “Trystessa, even here it is not polite to stare.” He spoke without taking his eyes off his direction. 

 “I…I’m sorry. You’re just, well, you’re beautiful.” There was just no other way to say it. Immediately after the words left my mouth, I was completely embarrassed. A flare of heat settled in my cheeks. 

 To make it worse, he laughed. He laughed so loud that it echoed off the walls of the empty hallway. When he stopped, he turned to me, looking directly in my eyes. “How do you know I am not making myself look this way?”

 “You mean that little ghosty thing that hung over you? Yeah, I knew that wasn’t the real you. So whatever you did, it doesn’t work on me. I see right through it.”

 His eyes widened slightly then settled into a calm, even expression. “Well then, thank you. It has definitely been a while since I got the attentions of someone as beautiful as your self.”

 Turning my gaze away, blushing, I continued walking. “I don’t usually blurt things like that.”

 “It’s quite alright. I almost wish the Prince hadn’t laid a claim, I think by the end of the day there would have been a battle or two.”

 “Prince?”

 “Yes, Prince Halo.”

 Through gritted, clenched teeth I asked, “What exactly do you mean laid claim?”

 He gave a soft chuckle. “He has informed the King of his intensions towards you.”

 “Devlin, you are going to have to be a little more specific for me. Apparently, I’m not that quick.”

 His lips twitched. “I see why the Prince likes you.”

 “You didn’t answer my question.”

 “If you do not know, I would rather not be the one to bare such news.” He stopped me again and turned to face me. “I really like you,” He smiled and my breath caught. “And I think you like me and I’d like to keep it that way.”

 “I get it,” I nodded, rolling my eyes. “you don’t want me to kill the messenger.” He pulled my hand up and gently brushed his lips across my knuckles. 

 “The King is just beyond those doors,” He nodded his head toward the door behind him, smiled and started away. “And love?” He called a short distance away. “Make sure if the claim is denied, you come and find me.” Flashing another beautiful smile, he disappeared around a corner. 

 Turning back, I took a deep breath and opened the double doors. I barely registered the room before I heard my name called. 

 “Trystessa! How nice to meet you.”

 Another gorgeous man walked toward me, his dark eyes glowing and his ebony hair long and hanging loose over his shoulders, nearly to his waist. Taking my hand in his, I looked up at his face and saw it and my breath hitched. A very strong resemblance to both Halo and Kamdyn. This was their father. This was the King. 

 “Hello… umm… I’m sorry… your majesty?”

 He laughed, a good heart felt laugh, throwing back his head. “Please, call me Corrigan. At least in private.”

 “Corrigan. It is very nice to meet you.”

 “I have heard some great things about you from my son. I can see he wasn’t lying about your beauty. You are positively breathtaking.”

 “Thank you Corrigan, but I’m sorry to be blunt but, why am I here?”

 He smiled and it almost hurt. “My son, Halo, brought you here. He thought it was a good idea to introduce you to everyone before the ceremony.”

 “Ceremony? What ceremony?” My heart was beating so hard it felt like it would pound out of my chest. This could not be good.

 “The ceremony in which you are bonded to my son. Surely he has explained all of this to you.”


What! “Where is Halo now, is he here?”

 “I believe he is in his rooms. Would you like to be taken there?”

 “Please.”

 “I will have Devlin bring you.” He lifted his arm toward the door. “It was a pleasure to meet you, Trystessa. I hope we can have another talk soon.” 

 When I turned to go, the door was already open, Devlin standing there waiting. I let a wicked smile creep across my lips. He smiled back as I took his waiting arm. 

 “I am taking you to the Prince’s rooms, Trystessa?”

 “Or yours,” I teased, knowing I would be overheard. 

 Devlin glanced over my head quickly, than shut the door. 

 We started walking down the halls in silence. It wasn’t until we rounded a far corner that he finally spoke. 

 “I know what you’re playing at,” he whispered in my ear. 

 I smiled. “Do you?”

 “I do,” he turned and flashed me that gorgeous smile. “And you are just lucky that you chose me for your little plan. Or am I the lucky one for being chosen?”

 “Why’s that?” 

 He gestured for us to continue walking. 

 “Because the only reason I was not killed outright for that comment was because I am too important to throw away.” He winked at me causing my heart to skip a beat. 

 “Oh, so you’re important, huh? How important?”

 “Not as important as a prince, if that is what you mean.”

 I grabbed his arm pulling him to a stop. “I don’t care about titles or jobs. It means nothing to me. The person is who matters, nothing else”

 “Fae. And even if it makes you a princess.”

 “I have no aspirations of being a princess, therefore I have no intention of becoming one.”

 He nodded slightly, a small twitching of his lips. “I am Captain of the guards and I am the King’s second in command.” His twitching lip turned into a full blown grin. “And I am at your service.” He bowed then, never taking his eyes from mine until he took my arm again and resumed twisting through the long halls. 

 “At my service. Hmm… I guess I do like that.”

 Another heart twisting smile. “Anytime you need me.”

 We traveled through more dark halls and up a twisting stairwell. Finally, Devlin led me toward a lighter hallway, where more light filtered through and the bright flickering drew my attention to the velvety red petals of the roses twisting around us. 

 “May I ask you a questions than?” I asked, breaking the silence.

 “You may.”

 “How far are you willing to take this? Would you be in danger of losing your position?”

 “I will take it as far as you’re willing to go.”

 “I hope we’re talking about the same thing.”

 “Me, too.” He said as he lifted a playful eyebrow. 

 “But why?” He smirked in response and I shook my head. “About helping me. Why?”

 “That answer I think will have to wait. Until then, you will have to just trust me.”

 Great, more trust. Could I dish out more? “Fine, don’t make me regret it.”

 “Oh, I definitely won’t.”

 I tried hard not to smile as I shook my head and continued walking through the halls in silence. 


 

Finally reaching Halo’s rooms, Devlin lifted a hand and knocked. But I wasn’t in the mood to wait for his reply, so I just burst through the door, listening to Devlin’s stifled laugh as we entered. 

 Halo was in motion, as we walked in, on his way toward the door. He was wearing a worn pair of dark jeans and no shirt, his dark hair, damp and falling around his face. His smile slowly faded as I approached. I didn’t bother waiting for him to speak. 

 “You better have a really good explanation for me. Why am I here, Halo?”

 “Trystie, I can explain.” His hands came up, as if to ward me off and calm me down, then his gaze flicked at Devlin and he quickly dropped them and straightened himself. 

 He turned his attention to Devlin. “You can go.”

 “No,” I said hooking my arm with his. “Devlin stays.”

 Halo eyed our linked arms with malice and arched an eyebrow. 

 “This is a private conversation.”

 “I don’t care. He stays,” I waited, holding Devlin’s arm until finally Halo nodded. “Why am I here?”

 “I brought you to meet everyone before…”

 “…before the ceremony. Yeah, I heard that from your father. My question is why was that the first I heard of it? And what do you think you’re doing? Did you actually think I would just sit back and let it all happen, not saying a word?”

 He took a step closer and lowered his voice, speaking through clenched teeth. “We had a deal.”

 “This was not part of the deal. You never said anything about being bonded, whatever that means.”

 He opened his mouth to explain. “No, I don’t want to hear about it. Not from you. You fix this, Halo.” I turned to walk away and he grabbed my arm, pulling me back. I saw Devlin tense beside me. 

 “We had a deal and this is part of it.” He ran his fingers down the side of my neck. “I told you I was going to make you a princess. My princess. There is nothing to fix.”

 “Halo, if you don’t do something about this, than I will. Starting with someone taking me home.”

 Devlin cleared his throat beside me. “I’m sorry, Trystessa, but once a claim has been made, neither one can leave until after the ceremony.”

 I turned to Halo, a cocky smile twisted his lips. When he saw my expression, the beautiful smile slipped and fell. 

 “Please, Trystie. Come and relax. My rooms are now yours as well.” His confident smile returned. “And if you feel like a bite.”

 I shook off the chill that rocked my body, closed my eyes and took a deep, shaking breath. A bite. My body was betraying me. It wanted that bite and it showed. When I opened them, I turned to Devlin, ignoring Halo’s out stretched hand. 

 “Where in the Unseelie court is somewhere even Halo isn’t allowed access?”

 “The King’s rooms.” Devlin answered.

 I sighed. “Is that the only place?”

 “Well,” a wicked smile spread across his lips, lighting his features. “My rooms, as well, are off limits to the Prince.”

 I bit my bottom lip. “Sounds perfect. I’ll stay there, if you’ll have me.”

 “Trystie, no, you can’t do this.”

 I turned quickly and stormed up to him, stopping only inches away and staring straight into his eyes. “Watch me.”

 “You don’t even know him,” he gestured toward Devlin. Devlin didn’t comment, only watched with amusement. 

 “You’re right, but watch how well I get to know him now. Either way, it’s better than being here.” I turned and started away. 

 “Trystie, you can’t. We have a deal and there are certain things you need to do.”

 “I don’t have to do anything now, Halo. We are in Faery, remember. You don’t need me anymore.”

 A menacing growl escaped from his throat. “Devlin, you can’t do this. I gave claim.”

 “Tell that to her,” he said as I took his offered arm and together walked out the door. 

 Once outside the door, Devlin spun me around and pulled me in close against his chest. “Hold on and close your eyes,” he said, wrapping his arms around me. 

 I felt the room move, the floor give way and wing swirl around us. When I opened my eyes, we were in a room very similar to Halo’s, but decorated differently. 

 “What just happened?” I asked, my voice shaky. I rested the hand against my head waiting for it to stop spiining. 

 He laughed and held me steady. “Sorry, I shifted us. He was running toward the door. It was the fastest way out.”

 “Shifted?”

 He opened his mouth and I held up my hand.

 “Nevermind, I don’t think I want to know.” I said pinching the bridge of my nose. “Thanks, I think, but more of a warning and, I don’t know, a class or two, would be helpful in the future.”

 His smile widened. “Got it. And might I say, I loved the way you handled that. I think I can still hear his heart breaking from here.”

 I shook my head. “No, his heart isn’t breaking. His ego might be, though. He doesn’t care about me enough for his heart to break. I just got in the way of his plans and he cut me a deal, which I obviously didn’t understand fully.”

 “Well, I don’t know about your deal, but I do know he has feelings for you way beyond what you believe. In fact, I have never seen him act that way or allow someone to talk to him like that.” He stopped and shook his head. “He always said he would never get bonded. For him to ask for this from the King is a huge deal.”

 “Well, what should I expect from him after this stunt?”

 “I’m not sure. He might try and handle it between the two of you or he’ll run to the King.”

 “Great,” I sighed again and fell into the closest couch with my eyes closed tight. 

 I heard a brush of cloth and felt him lean down. Opening my eyes, I saw Devlin kneeling at my feet, eyes focused intently on my face. 

 “I see why he is acting this way, why he is rushing the ceremony,” Devlin said, running his fingers down the side of my face then into my hair. “You are extremely beautiful.”

 I barked out a loud laugh and Devlin jumped.

 “I am average at best, Devlin, and compared to you people, Fae, I look ridiculously plain.”

 His head cocked to the side, regarding me with curiosity, then rose to take the seat next to me. “I don’t understand why you would say this.” He paused to look me up and down, making me feel exposed. “And I can honestly say I have never seen anyone more beautiful.”

 I looked away as I felt the heat rise to my face. 

 He chuckled softly and pushed my hair back behind my ear. “You are even more beautiful when you blush.”

 I fidgeted nervously. “Flattery will get you no where.”

 “I disagree. Flattery will get you everywhere,” He stood and started for the door. “And I haven’t even begun to try yet.” The look on his face alone was enough to make me hold my breath. 

 “Make yourself at home. I will bring you back some food. If you need anything at all or you wish to leave the room, just call my name and I’ll be here.” He winked and walked out the door. 

 “Damn,” I said out loud to no one. “I am in deep shit if they are all like that.”


 

Later that day, while Devlin was still out, Halo came by the room. He knocked lightly on the door and called my name. Sitting across the room I could barely hear him. Quietly, I padded across the large room to the door and leaned my head and shoulder against the wall. I listened to him quietly as he calmly talked to me through the door, not actually knowing if I could hear him. 

 “Trystie, please forgive me for this. I know you are upset with me. The last thing I would ever want from you is to be angry with me. I… you don’t understand… my father…” He stopped and I heard his sigh through the door. “I can not explain further,” I heard a noise, a slight bang against the door, when he spoke again, his voice was clearer. “I wish I had the words to tell you how I feel, but… if you would let show you. Come back to our rooms, stay with me, please. You don’t belong here with Devlin.”

 I shook my head and said nothing as he continued to talk calmly through the door. He wasn’t offering me any answers, so I just listened, trying to understand this person I really didn’t know at all. After a good amount of time talking, and getting no reply, Halo said a good-bye with a reminder that I could call for him at any time and he would be there, than left. 

 I ground my teeth in confusion, not understanding this guy I thought I knew. Well, I guess I made that mistake before, right? He wasn’t the same person I met at Kamdyn’s party. He wasn’t the same person who came to my house everyday for homework. He wasn’t the same guy who attacked me in the dark room. It seemed the guy I stayed with, in his enormous home, was closer to the true Halo, but still, I wasn’t sure. 

 Completely lost in a strange world –in which I was stuck-, with no way to get out, consumed by so many questions –and absolutely no answers- my head was spinning. I couldn’t find a single phone anywhere, so I had no way to contact anyone. Not that I knew who I would call.

 It didn’t take me all that long to get utterly lost in my thoughts and eventually surrendered to everything I had been pushing away about Kamdyn. No matter what I did, he wouldn’t leave my thoughts, he was always there somewhere. I could feel him like a lingering touch. I felt the tears swell up and start to pour down my cheeks. I couldn’t stop them, even if I wanted to, even though I promised myself I wouldn’t cry anymore. I guess somewhere in the back on of my mind, I thought eventually Halo would go away, leaving us all behind to pick up whatever pieces remained, and Kamdyn and I would be free to do what we wanted. 

 But if I had to bond with Halo, which doesn’t sound good and sounds totally permanent, I would never get Kamdyn back. 

 The tears were still coming freely, when the door burst open, making me jump to attention to see Devlin charging into the room. A fierce expression on his face as he ran to me. He reached for me, placing both hands around my upper arms. 

 “Trystessa, are you all right?”

 I wiggled free of his grasp and wiped at my face. “I’m fine. What’s going on?”

 “It’s raining.”

 “So,” I said gently rubbing my eyes clear. “Isn’t rain normal?”

 “Yeah. Outside. It’s raining in every room at the court, except this one.”

 My brows drew together in confusion. “I’m sorry, do you need me to go somewhere with you or…?”

 He looked deep in my eyes and lifted a golden eyebrow. Without answering, he held up his hand and walked backwards leisurely toward the still open door and leaned out. 

 “Huh,” he said pulling himself back in the room. He started back toward me. “You aren’t crying anymore.”

 “No, I’m not. Is that somehow relevant?”

 He smiled. “Maybe.”


 

Devlin still had court business to handle, so since the rain had stopped, he returned to work. The rest of the day flew by, what exactly I did the whole day, I have not clue but before I knew it, Devlin had returned, coming to find me in his personal library. He walked me out and through the main rooms, into a room filled by a large table. Candles were set, and lit, down the center and giant plates of food were scattered about. Two empty plates sat across from each other at the very end. 

 Devlin showed me to my seat and then took his. 

 “I am here for the remainder of the day and I have asked that we not be disturbed,” he said, pouring a red liquid into my glass, then his.

 I looked at the red liquid and something hit me. “Um, Devlin? I hope you don’t mind if I ask, but, are you like Halo?”

 “I don’t think I understand.”

 “Are you a vampire?” I eyed my glass again, suspiciously.

 “Yeah. Why do you ask?”

 I glanced at the red liquid and back at him again. “Just asking.”

 He snickered. “Don’t worry, that isn’t what you think it is. It’s just a red wine. faery wine, actually.” He took a sip and gestured for me to try some. 

 I brought the glass to my mouth. I don’t know what I expected, I guess I thought it would be bitter or just down right disgusting. I’ve tasted wine before and yuk! But when I brought the glass to my lips and tasted, it was delicious, like a piece of fruit exploded in your mouth. And a million other things I could never describe. It tasted like… fall, that is the only way I could explain it. I closed my eyes and shivered. 

 “You have nothing to worry about,” he continued. “I will not eat you.” He laughed again. A full out, slap your knee laugh. 

 I didn’t like his reaction, the way he laughed, like I should be frightened when I wasn’t. It made me feel like he was laughing at me. I popped an eyebrow. “That’s all right. Probably better off that way,” I said taking another sip of faery wine . “Because I really do enjoy it.”

 “Excuse me?” His laughter stopped abruptly.

 “I said I enjoy it, you know, your feeding.”

 “He fed from you?” Devlin jumped from his seat and came over to mine, twisting my hair away from my throat. 

 I swiped his hands away. “A few times, why?”

 He was silent and considered me for a moment. “Nothing, it’s not important right now.” And he walked back to his seat.

 We ate our food in silence. I enjoyed the silence but there was still a nagging I couldn’t get past. His comment was infuriating. It meant something but he couldn’t mention what? But beyond that, the details of the bonding, which I still knew nothing about, were continually fraying at my nerves. That, however, was important, and I needed him to help clarify. Now.

 I cleared my throat. “Can you explain bonding to me?”

 He sighed and gave me an almost sad expression. “If I must.”

 “No one is making you. I am just trying to understand. I would like to know exactly what I am getting in to, what’s involved, weather I can get out of it or not.”

 He nodded in understanding. “Bonding is not something we take lightly. It is a very intimate and involved ritual.”

 “So, is it like a marriage?” A shiver ran down my spine.

 “Well, yes… and no. When humans marry, they enter into a bond with the intent to stay together until death. Bonding is the same in that aspect, except way more serious. Way more involved” He took a deep breath and looked at me square in the eye. “A marriage bond can be broken in your courts if one of you wishes an out. The only thing that can break our bonding is death.”

 I choked on the mouth full of food I had taken, coughing and gasping for air. “Explain,” I rasped between coughs. He jumped up to help and I waved him away, taking a sip of wine to wash it down. 

 “A bond, for us, is something we do not play with. We do not even consider the notion unless we are positive we want to spend eternity with that person. Once the ritual is performed, there will be no way to break the bond unless one of the two dies.”

 “Okay, okay,” I tried hard to breath and pinched the bridge of my nose in frustration. “Tell me about the claim and the ceremony.”

 “The claim is simple. The male, in your case Prince Halo, goes to the King and formally presents his intentions. The time between the claim and ceremony is basically a transition period, while the King takes his time to either except or reject the claim based on if he thinks the coupling will be beneficial to the court. For right now, it means you are both off the market. No one can actively pursue you during that time.”

 Great! This is basically an arranged marriage, that there is no way to break and most of all I get no say in it at all. 

 “So, is there a chance the King can reject Halo’s claim?”

 “Usually, I would say yes, there’s a chance.”

 “But…”

 He smirked. “But, like I told you, the King recognizes for Halo to ask for a bonding is major. Usually in circumstances like these, where a royal asks for a bonding, the claiming period can take months. Yours is only taking a couple days. I honestly do not see a way out of this.”


Days? “What if I bonded with someone else or… did the King say anything about me being here with you, instead of with Halo?”

 “Is there really someone else in court you can see yourself tied to for eternity?”

 I looked down. “I only know you.”

 “I am pretty sure I wouldn’t mind. But I know that is not what you want.” 

 I could feel him studying me and I looked up to meet his gaze, but said nothing. 

 He continued. “As for the King, he has not said anything to me about you being here. He has given me a few looks that I am uncertain of, but he seems pretty determined for your bonding to Halo to take place. For whatever reason, he is overlooking your reluctance and our relations. ”

 I stayed quiet for a minute, thinking. “Could we, I don’t know, fake it… at least convincingly enough for the King to reject the claim?”

 “That won’t work, Trystessa. You can not fake a bond. There is a physical mark on your body after the ritual, marking you forever as his. And unfortunately, the female’s displeasure doesn’t have much sway on the decision in the claim.”

 I let out a deep breath and buried my face in my hands. 

 “Do not give up yet. We will figure something out.”

 “Devlin, why are you helping me?”

 He sighed as if he was reluctant to give away a big secret. “One of my gifts is to see into the soul. From the moment I saw you, I knew I would like you, really like you. From your soul, I could see that we are extremely compatible, but most of all, I can see your soul is pure. I can also see you are breaking.” He stopped and stared, eyes focused on mine. “May I ask you a fairly personal question?”

 “Sure, why not.”

 “Why will you not bond to the Prince? He is a prince after all and I can see you do at least care about him. You could do much worse for a suitor.”

 “I don’t love him. To be honest I don’t think I even know the real Halo.”

 “You do not think you could learn to? I didn’t even know Halo was capable of the feeling, of caring for anyone but himself. But from the second I saw his face when he saw you burst through his door, well… I told you, I can read souls.” He took another sip of his drink. “As for the real Halo, I don’t think he even knows who he really is.”

 I tried to envision a life with Halo. I pictured us staying here in Faery, living at the Unseelie court, but I couldn’t see it. I knew nothing about this place and all I had really seen were the halls and a few rooms. I tried picturing us at his house. Halo making dinner and us watching TV, sharing a room, everything. I could see us there, maybe see us sharing a life together, but the longer a tried to picture Halo specifically, his face would morph into someone else’s. I pushed away my food, my appetite now gone. 

 Devlin reached out and took my hand. “Tell me about this deal.” 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 

Chapter Twenty Four


 

“The King has another heir?” Devlin yelled.

 “You didn’t know?” 


 “Absolutely not, and I know everything about what happens in this court. It is my job to know.” He jumped up and started to pace.


 “Well, I wish it weren’t true just as much as you do.”


 “I guess deep down I knew something was going on when Halo left Faery, I wasn’t told why he was going, but I never would have guessed this.” He continued to pace around the room. “I’m not sure why yet, but there has to be some other connection here besides you just getting in the way of his plans. The King is very enthused about your bonding. I am missing something.”

 Aggravated, I ran my hands roughly through my hair and pulled it into a sloppy ponytail, a few stray curls falling over my eyes and around my face. Leaving them, I put my wrist to my mouth to pull my hair tie off with my teeth. Devlin stopped pacing and hurried over to me. 

 “Where did you get that?”

 “Get what?” I asked, concentrating on twisting my hair tie. 

 “That,” he exclaimed, grabbing my hand and pointing to the ring. “Where did you get that?”

 “It was a gift, why?”

 “If it is what I think it is…

 “What?”

 “It’s a representation of Faery itself. The Queen of the Seelie court was the last to have it in possession, but none that I’ve heard of have ever been able to wear it. The ring is a symbol of both the Seelie and Unseelie courts, both light and dark. No one has ever been powerful enough to place it on their finger.” He laughed and fell to his knees in front of me. “And here it sits on your finger.”


 

That night, respectfully, Devlin offered me his bed while he slept in another room. As comfortable as the bed was, I just couldn’t sleep. What the hell was I supposed to think about all this, everything? If this ring was what Devlin said, then what did that say about me? Kamdyn had told me that the ring belonged to his mother, it was the only thing left to him when she sent him away. If Halo was telling me the truth, Kamdyn’s mother is the Queen of the Seelie court, which, Devlin had verified, was the last place the ring had been seen. As far as I knew, Halo had never even noticed the ring on my finger. 

 Now I was more confused than ever. 

 We had come to a decision that Devlin would take me to Halo tomorrow. Maybe talking to him would give me some sort of clue as to why this was so important, why he needs to bond with me or why the King is in such a hurry to complete the ceremony. 

 My min was such a buzz, I didn’t even realize when I finally fell asleep.

 

The next evening, Devlin walked me to Halo’s room. Again, I didn’t wait for Halo to come to the door. I simply just walked in with Devlin at my back. 

 Halo jumped from his seat across the room as we entered, smiling when he saw me and giving Devlin a look of intolerance. 

 “We need to talk,” I said to Halo, stopping not far from where he stood. 

 “Yes, I think we do.” He motioned for me to sit. Instead I remained standing and turned to Devlin. 

 “Do you mind if we talk alone?”

 Halo grunted behind me. 

 “I think it would be wise if I stayed, but if you insist I go.”

 “Please.”

 He nodded, obviously disapproving of my request. “I won’t go far,” he stated. He turned his attention to Halo. “If you hurt her, you will regret it.” Halo growled as Devlin didn’t wait for any reply and walked out, closing the door behind him. 

 Halo took a few more steps, standing rigid only inches from me. He said nothing as he looked me up and down, assessing me. In a flash of movement, he lifted me off the ground, crushing me to his chest. Warm lips planted on my neck. 

 “Will you stay with me now?” he asked, his breath tickling my skin. 

 “Halo, we have things we need to discuss.” I expressed ignoring his question completely and trying to push free. 

 He set me down on my feet, but didn’t let me go. He leaned back and looked at me, an expression I couldn’t name on his face. “You want to be with him, don’t you? With Devlin? I laid a claim and he still managed to take you from me.”

 “I am not a damn piece of property, Halo! What makes you think I will stand to be treated like one?”

 “I… I’m not used to girls like you. I wasn’t thinking.”

 “No, you weren’t.” I yelled, stepping away from him. He reluctantly let me go. “Why would you do this? And I don’t want to hear any of your macho, caveman, beat on your chest, crap. I am not some girl you can club over the head and drag back to your cave where you can flash pretty things in my face and I’ll forget that I didn’t choose to be here.”

 “I was scared!” he screamed and took that step closing the distance between us. “I was afraid of losing you.”

 “So you thought this was the best thing to do?” 

 He calmed himself, his voice much lower. “I knew it was what I wanted to do.”

 “And you didn’t care if it was what I wanted?”

 “I… when you didn’t come out of your room the other day, when Jayson and Lauren showed up, I was upset. I came here to talk with my father.”

 “So he told you to do this?”

 “No, I did tell him about you, about you and Kamdyn and about our deal. When I came here to talk with him, I already knew I wanted to ask for a claim. But you need to believe me. I did intend to talk with you about it first. I guess when I told my father about it, he didn’t really wait for me to actually ask. He seemed too… excited about the possibility.”

 “That doesn’t seem odd to you? You’re a Prince, Halo, why would your father be so quick for you to bond with someone he doesn’t know. Who is human and he might not approve of. Maybe I am only after you because you’re a prince.”

 “Are you after me because I am a prince?” His voice low and teasing.

 “You’re not getting my point.”

 “No, I do get it, but I think my father only wants me to be happy. I am sure Devlin has told you about my past. I vowed never to do this, Trystie. Do you understand what that means?”

 I do, I think. “That for you to say so to your father meant something important.”

 “Yes,” he said reaching to cup my face. “You are important.”

 I pulled out of his hands. “Don’t try to distract me, Halo. That doesn’t change what you did.”

 “I didn’t do it intentionally, well, at least the part about you not knowing. But I will not tell you that this isn’t what I wanted because it is. Please, give me a chance to fix this, to change your mind about me.” 

 I moved away from him and sat on a couch close by, my head spinning. “Halo, I don’t even know you, not really. Not the real you, anyway.”

 “I know. I don’t know how to explain.”

 There was a long silence where I didn’t know what to say. Nothing I could say would change the fact that a bonding was to take place and I would apparently spend eternity with Halo. But wasn’t I still human? Wasn’t that a factor in this? How was I ever going to get back to Kamdyn?

 “Devlin explained the bond to me. At least most of it, I think.”

 Halo growled at the mention of his name. “Did he.”

 “What is it with you and him anyway, why do you have a problem with him?”

 He didn’t answer, so I continued. “Have you thought about this bonding thing at all? Eternity? You know eternity is a very short time with someone who is mortal, right? Is that the only reason you are okay with the bonding, because it really isn’t a commitment to you.” 

 He walked over to me and sat beside me on the couch, too close, and took my hand. “I have done nothing but think about a bond since the moment I saw you, even then, before I knew anything about you. Even when I thought you were mortal,” his fingers ran absently over my hand in a soothing sensation. “But you and I both know you are no longer mortal. So, no that is not the only reason I wanted a bonding with you.”

 “I thought this was only about Kamdyn.”

 He flinched at the mention of his brother’s name. “Everything that I told you was true. He was the reason I was there, but you were an unexpected surprise. When I realized that you two were together, I tried to lure you away, but I couldn’t. When the dreams first started, and I saw how you acted with me, felt how you cared for me, I thought I had a chance if only I could get you away from him.” Still holding my hand tight, he turned towards me. “I know how I hurt you, and I know I tricked you into this, but I had to do it. I had to try. I needed to see if it was real, and it is. I know it is.”

 I pulled my hand out of his and walked away, toward a large wall filled with books. Looking over the many titles I thought about everything he said. Somewhere in his heart, he meant well. And it hurt me to keep pushing him away when I knew it was hopeless to do so. If we were going to me bonded, and so far I have found no way out of it, I needed to get used to the idea, and I needed to let go.

 I felt my finger burn and my heart ache as I felt arms wrap around me. He pulled me back against him and kissed my hair. He leaned down and I felt his warm teasing breath by my ear. “It is only a couple days until our bonding. Please, the only thing I ask is that you stay with me, in our room. Can we at least start there?”

 “Okay, Halo,” I said twisting around in his arms. “We can start there.”

 “Really?” His smile beamed and still, after all we had been through, made me catch my breath at the sight. 

 “Really,” I said and tried for a smile that matched his own. 

 Still smiling, he leaned down and pressed his lips to mine, and as I closed my eyes they welled up with tears. 


 

Later that day, Halo decided it was time to take a tour of the court. Honestly, I wasn’t all that interested and seeing it. Well, I was interested, curious I guess, but not for the reason Halo wanted me to see it. Since he was going to be making me a princess, I needed to know the court as well as I knew my own house. A big house was hard enough to get used to, but a court? The size of the place was ridiculous; it would take me years to learn the layout. Halo then thought it appropriate to remind me that I had years to learn the specifics of the layout, but for now I needed to know the gist of it. I frowned, but I don’t think he caught it. 

 After a few really twisted hallways, Halo pointing out this and that, we ended up at his father’s office. I told him it wasn’t a good idea to bother him while he was working, but like usual, he didn’t listen and barged his way in. Corrigan and Devlin were sitting at a large table, a few others around them I didn’t know and apparently wouldn’t get to know because the second Corrigan saw us walk in, they were all dismissed. All except Devlin. 

 The King called us over to his large table and started to talk to us, well Halo, about court business. He was trying to involve me in the conversation; at least he kept looking at me. But I noticed, every time he looked at me, he stole really quick glances towards my hands. So fast, that if I weren’t really looking, I would never have seen it. 

 Not long into the conversation I started feeling this tingling feeling on my neck, like someone was behind me running their fingers lightly over my skin. I looked quickly and saw Devlin staring at me. But the second I caught him, he would shift his eyes quickly away and look, for all the world, completely engaged in the King’s conversation. I lost count of how many times I felt his eyes on me. Each time when I turned, he would look as if he hadn’t missed a beat. 

 Feeling completely left out of their court conversation, in which they were completely engrossed, I rolled my neck and looked around the room in an attempt to pass the time. I was staring at a familiar looking book when someone grabbed my arm and lightly tugged me toward the other side of the room. He slightly waved toward the King, who nodded even though I don’t think he knew at what, and continued to pull me away. 

 Devlin pushed me, so my back was to the wall and his was to the King and Halo. I watched as his eyes traveled down to my finger. 

 “I saw,” I said.

 He nodded.

 He didn’t saw anything, only looked at me after and a flash of some emotion I wasn’t sure of whisked across his face. 

 “Is something wrong, Devlin?”

 “Yes… no. Nothing you need to worry about.”

 “Devlin, please, talk to me.”

 He brought his hand up to my face, rubbing his thumb gently across my cheek. “You are amazing, you know that?”

 “Don’t distract me, Devlin.”

 He chuckled softly and dropped his hand. “He is very lucky. I would… never mind.” He leaned down and brushed my cheek with his lips. “I will find a way out of this for you,” he whispered lightly against my ear so no one else would hear. 

 “Devlin,” 

 We both spun quickly toward the voice, which belonged to Corrigan, who had an unhappy expression on his face. But it was much better to the murderous expression Halo was currently wearing. 

 Corrigan sent Devlin away, to go find the seamstress. The seamstress was apparently the one who was going to be making my dress for the ceremony. Whatever. 

 Devlin took his orders, winked at me and left. 

 Halo growled. 

 Corrigan gave a nasty look in the direction Devlin had disappeared then turned to me with his face completely neutral, until he smiled. An expression that lit up his face and could make the angriest of people smile. Once my lips cracked, he started to ramble on about the ceremony. I tuned him out fully. I nodded when I was supposed to and agreed at the appropriate times, but I heard nothing. 

 I don’t know where the seamstress was located in the court, but Devlin found her and brought her back in record time, I could tell by the surprised look on both Corrigan’s and Halo’s face when they came through the door. When they returned, the seamstress, who’s name was Bert and looked like my great Aunt Ann with a bigger chest, fire red hair and the same outrageous and loud makeup, came straight toward me and pulled me into a room in the back to be measured. Corrigan called to Devlin just as he was about to follow us through the doorway. Devlin flashed a wicked smile my way and turned back. 

 After the fitting, Halo and I said our good-byes and left. Halo was unusually quiet as he brought me around on the rest of the tour. He showed me the throne room, the banquet hall, the ballroom, the kitchen, the indoor gardens and the indoor pools. Everything was incredible, but Halo explained it all without emotion and said as little as possible. I didn’t try to push him to explain, if he wanted to he would, I think. I don’t know. 

 Back in “our rooms” I kicked off my shoes and elevated my aching feet. Too much walking for me today, I guess. I was sprawled across the big leather couch while Halo sat at the end, my feet up in his lap. If only I could get him to rub them, hmm. When I heard a knock on the door, I jumped up and ran toward it. 

 I don’t know who I expected to be there, but I didn’t expect her. 

 The girl standing across from me was a few inches shorter than me. She had short, choppy chin length blonde hair, big black eyes set in a pixie-like face and a very petite body and was dressed in a really cute punkish, short pleated skirt, ripped leggings and a multilayered tank. She stood there oozing self confidence and malevolence. 

 She cocked a dirty blonde eyebrow. “And you are?”

 Rude much? I crossed my arms over my chest. “Trystie. And you?”

 She didn’t answer. “Where’s Halo?”

 Frustrated, I twisted around. “Halo,” I yelled. 

 He came strutting in from the other room where the TV was still on. He stopped dead in his tracks when he saw who was standing in front of me. 

 “Darcelle,” He thrust his hands roughly through his hair. “What are you doing here?”

 She didn’t answer, just shoved me out of her way and ran at Halo, jumping up and wrapping herself around him. 

 “I missed you,” I barely heard her muffled words into his hair. 

 He lowered her to the ground. “Darcelle, we’ve had this conversation already.”

 “I know,” she said running a finger along the line of his lips. “But I thought maybe you changed your mind.”

 “No, Darcelle, I did not.”

 I cleared my throat and Halo’s eyes flicked to mine. A puckish smirk appeared on his lips and he turned Darcelle around by her shoulders. 

 “Darcelle, did you meet Trystie?”

 “Yeah, yeah,” she said waving me away with her hand. “Can you send her away now, we have some catching up to do.”

 His eyes darkened. “No, I absolutely will not. She has every right to be here.”

 “In your rooms?” She laughed. “Doesn’t she have her own rooms, perhaps in the service quarters?” She didn’t look at me. She looked bored and inspected her nails. 

 “You are in her rooms.” Halo stated.

 “Excuse me?” She squeaked. “Run that by me again.”

 He moved around her and closer to me. “Darcelle, this is Trystie. We are going to be bonded in two days. How did you not hear about this? The whole court knows?”

 “You can’t be serious! You told me you would never bond… with anyone.”

 “Well, obviously, I changed my mind about that.”

 She jerked her body toward me, as if she just became aware of me in the room. I plastered a big, cheesy smile on my face and waved. 

 Her face twisted with fury and her pixie face turned a nice shade of red. Just when I thought she was going to blow, she looked as though she thought better of and faced Halo again. “That was good. You almost got me.” In a flash of speed, she hooked him around the neck, pulled him down and kissed him. 

 He pulled fiercely from her grasp and wiped at his face. His eyes locked with mine. With just that look alone, he was begging my forgiveness. 

 I arched a brow at him then looked down at the girl fighting in his arms for his attention. 

 “Hey, blondie! You mind taking your hands off my prince?” Halo’s surprised expression almost made me laugh. 

 “Your prince? He is not yours.”

 “No? Would you like to go ask the King, I’m sure he’d love to take time out of his day to explain.”

 “No, Halo? How could you do this? You told me we couldn’t be together because you would never bond, to anyone, I don’t understand.”

 “What’s so hard to understand? It wasn’t that he didn’t want to bond with anyone, it was that he didn’t want to bond with you.” I responded trying to look just as bored as she did. 

 “You bitch!” she screamed and lunged. 

 In one swift leap, she tackled me to the ground, clawing at my face. But only seconds later, she was being pulled off of me. I laid there panting, when a burst of laughter escaped me. I opened my eyes and my vision cleared to see Devlin leaning over me. 

 He gave me a concerned look that was accompanied by a sly smile. “I see you met Darcelle.”

 “Yeah, I did.” I started laughing again.

 “You all right?”

 “Yup, fine.”

 He held out a hand to help me up. I took it. 

 He helped me to my feet and into the room where we were watching TV. I sat on the couch and he sat beside me, pulling my feet up onto his lap and gently rubbing them. My head fell back on the couch and I closed my eyes. God, that feels wonderful. Wasn’t I just wishing Halo would do this?

 “Are you getting comfortable here?”

 “Why, you want me to come back with you?” I joked as I attempted to fix my snarled hair. 

 “I find myself regretting talking you into accepting this.”

 I stopped playing with my hair and gave him my full attention. “I am not accepting it. I’m just making things as easy as possible until I can figure a way out. At least if there is no way out, I’m past the hard part.” I stopped and thought for a second, confused. “How did you get here so fast?”

 “I sensed your unease.”

 I sighed and looked away. “I don’t think I want an explanation.”

 He pushed a piece of hair from my face. “No, I don’t suppose you would.”


Damn, when did my life get so difficult?

 Someone cleared their throat. Devlin pulled away and looked behind us. Two guards were standing in the doorway, silently waiting. 

 “Roman, Jax, you may return to your posts.”

 Both men gave a tilt of their heads and turned to leave without a word. Halo walked in just as they left. 

 “You can leave, Devlin.”

 Devlin nodded then looked at me. He said nothing as he gently removed my feet from his lap and walked to the door. 

 “I don’t like him being around you so much.”

 “Aw, Halo, are you jealous?”

 Walking around the couch, he took Devlin’s empty seat. “I want you to be mine, Trystie.”

 I didn’t respond. I had nothing to say to that. I wish I could say something witty like “How does it feel to want?” or “It must be nice to always get what you want”, but I didn’t. So I just turned my attention back to the TV handing on the wall. I didn’t care what was on, I wasn’t really paying attention to it anyway. My mind was lost, swirling around and around. How did I get myself into this? A little over six months ago, my world died, I felt like I died inside. I was just a walking, talking shell going through the motions of life. But then I moved here, I met Jayson and Lauren and Kamdyn and Becky. I had Justin and Kimber. I felt love again and I felt like myself. No, better than myself. I felt whole. I guess I kind of feel bitter about losing everything again. But why did that feel… wrong? Pushing all those thoughts aside, I looked back at Halo. I needed a distraction.

 “So, you really like blondes, huh?”

 “What?”

 “Blondes. First Samantha attacks me, now another psycho blonde girlfriend, Darcelle? How many more should I expect?”

 “I did not expect Darcelle to come here, ever. We haven’t been together in a while, a long while. I don’t know what she was thinking.”

 “The question is, should I expect more?”

 “No, no more. Though I would be on guard with Darcelle. She’s umm…”

 “Yeah, got it.” I took a few breaths. “So how long has it been?”

 “We broke up months before I met you.”

 “Did you ever… bite her?” 

 His eyebrow shot up and a smirk appeared. “Jealous?”

 “Curious.” 

 He lost the smirk. “No, I did not.”

 “No?”

 “No.”

 “Why not?” Now he really had my attention.

 “I have never fed from someone before I went to your realm.”

 “Why not?” And why me?

 “I never needed to here, the blood was always supplied. I only need it once in a while in Faery.”

 I could tell, just by the way he was talking; not looking at me, an unhappy look on his face, his body language. He wasn’t giving me the whole truth. So naturally, I got aggravated. I crossed my arms and sat back against the couch, making sure I looked as impatient as I felt. 

 “What?” he asked barely looking in my direction.

 “What aren’t you telling me? You are leaving something out, I want to know what it is.”

 He growled. It was a very low sound, but I was close enough to catch it. “There is nothing.”

 “Liar.” I said it calmly enough, but I might as well have screamed it at the top of my lungs. 

 He roared. “Do not call me a liar!”

 “Then don’t lie. It’s a simple concept.”

 He ran his fingers roughly through his hair again. I was getting to notice he did this when he was uncomfortable. “Why do you, and only you, seem to always push me?”

 “I don’t know. It could be that I don’t care about your title or how scary you think you are, or I just won’t let you get away with the crap you pull with everyone else.”

 “Think I am scary? I am scary?”

 “Yeah?” I twisted in my seat to face him. He gave me his intimidating I-am-a-bad-ass look, the one I used to fall for. I ignored it and reached up to stroke his soft waves, caressing down his neck as my fingers went through his hair, then continued across his shoulder and down his bare arm. I brought my attention to his face while my fingers played gently over his. His eyes were closed, his lips slightly parted. I leaned in, his eyes remained closed, but he knew I was there. I brought my lips close to his, so close a slight sway and we would touch. 

 I spoke in a whisper, my breath teasing his mouth. “See, not so scary.” Then I pulled away completely, going back to my corner of the couch, my eyes back on the TV. 

 “That was just… completely cruel.”

 “I was only proving a point.” I responded without giving him back my attention. 

 He growled again, jumping to his feet and blocking my view. “Don’t toy with me.”

 “I’m not!”

 “You are. I am never off my guard, ever. Only around you, and you take advantage of it. You use it against me.”

 “Use it against you? How? To get what I want? I didn’t ask for any of this Halo. I only wanted a few simple answers.”

 “Answers that aren’t simple for me.”

 “Why?”

 “Because…” He took a deep breath and lowered his voice. “Because they involve emotions I am not used to feeling, let alone sharing.” 

 “Fine,” I stood without looking at him and started for the door.

 “Where are you going?” His voice was coming up behind me.

 “To find Devlin,” I through back at him without turning around.

 He said nothing, so I turned and watched as his face twisted with anger. 

 “You are doing this to punish me,” he managed between clenched teeth, his hands in fists at his sides. 

 “I am not doing anything to punish you. I like Devlin, and he seems to like me enough to give me the answers to the questions I ask.”

 He repeated. “You like Devlin.”

 I shook my head, rolling my eyes. “Why is that all you hear?”

 “I have never heard you say you like me.”

 I let out a long breath. “Maybe if you opened up to me, even a little, I would like you. But you threw me in a place I don’t know, and I can’t get out of, in a world I don’t understand and you explain nothing. Fine, if you won’t, I’m sure Devlin will.” I turned away from him then, not waiting for a reply, and walked to the door. 

 “Wait,” Less than a whisper, more like a breath. “Please wait. I will tell you.”

 My hand dropped from the handle and I walked back to him. I crossed my arms and looked up into his face. My stance screamed impatience because, well, I was. All I asked for were a few simple answers. I wasn’t interested in his ego or how he felt about the answers, I just wanted them. Call me selfish. 

 Seriously, what is it with guys, no, this family? To get any answers from Halo or Kamdyn you needed to practically beat them with something. This was some kind of genetic fault that needed to be weaned out. 

 Halo shuffled from foot to foot, uncomfortable, but wouldn’t meet my eyes. The tops of his feet were much more fascinating at this point.

 I felt that my patience was about to break, and then he took a breath and found my eyes. 

 “We do not feed here because most of the time it is too violent. You saw what happened when I fed… on those girls. It was not something I could control, or something I wanted to do.” He glanced away for a moment. I knew he wasn’t done, there was more, there had to be. 

 He took a tentative step forward and took both my hands in his. “It is either too violent or too… intimate. It is an act that is too personal to do with just anyone. I never even came close to wanting to do it, I never cared about anyone enough, I guess.”

 So that was it. He has feelings for me he never had for anyone else. Was that why it felt the way it did? I was still confused. I understood it was intimate, but it seemed more so. It didn’t seem, by the way he was acting, like an act you “saved” yourself for, like sex. 

 “Halo, is that why it doesn’t hurt me? Why you wouldn’t have just killed me?”

 “I would not have killed you. I admit, I tried to scare you, but that’s it. I knew there was something… unique about you. Something I could not let go. But in the woods, the first time I tasted you, I knew then that this was where you belong, with me.”

 “And Kamdyn?”

 He flinched. “What about him?”

 “What if I belong with Kamdyn?” I shook my head and dropped my hands. I walked over and fell onto the couch. I guess I understood his reasoning. When you know, whether it’s a sign or a feeling or just a fact, you know. Just like deep in my heart, all over my skin and in my bones, I knew I was meant for Kamdyn. I do not understand it here. I don’t know enough. If there are clues somehow that destiny hands out as a marker for you to find your soul mate or who you will bond with, then I needed to know. 

 I needed to talk to Devlin. 

 



 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 

Chapter Twenty Five


 

I was back in Devlin’s rooms. He didn’t know I was here yet. I let myself in. Neither did Halo. I told him I was going for a walk, alone. I needed to clear my head. He protested, but eventually, I got my way. It wasn’t like I could actually go anywhere. I was stuck here at court until the bond was accepted or rejected. 

 I did have every intention of going for a walk, a really long walk. I wondered around a while, making sure that everyone I passed noticed me. I don’t know how long I was walking when I found it, but eventually, I came to a door I recognized. The door I actually was looking for. I didn’t bother knocking, just walked in. It may have been rude, but no one was there, and I knew it. 

 I made myself at home. I knew exactly where I would go. I wandered through the rooms until I reached his bedroom. His huge, incredible bed called to me. I climbed up and lay down, just relaxing, wishing I had this bed at home. My bed was really comfortable, but this bed, I don’t think there was a bed made that could beat this one for comfort. It was so relaxing, that even though I wasn’t tired, I could have fallen asleep right then. Now that I was away from everyone, I could think. No distractions, no guys, no fights. Just think and hopefully come up with a way out of this mess. If only I knew where to start. So much had happened over that last few months, where did I begin?

 “I really hope you were planning on calling me,” I heard someone say from the end of the bed. 

 I sat upright quick, a smile sliding across my face. 

 “It is almost cruel to come back to my room and find you in my bed.” Devlin continued as he walked around the side. 

 “Sorry, I was going to call for you. But your bed got in my way, it’s just so comfy and… I just needed a place to hide away for a while. Where no one would find me.”

 “I found you.”

 “Yeah, but I don’t care if you find me.” 

 “You need to stop flirting with me, Trystessa. I just might take it the wrong way.”

 “Take it however you want.” I said falling back on the bed and looking up at the sparkling ceiling. Screw it, why the hell not.

 I felt the bed move and turned my head to see Devlin sitting beside me, his eyebrows raised. 

 “You don’t want me to do that.”

 “I don’t say things I don’t mean.” I looked back at the ceiling. 

 I heard foot steps coming from the other room and Devlin got up and walked over to the open doorway. 

 “Is everything all right in there, Captain?” When I heard the deep, gravelly voice, I knew it was Roman. I’m sure Jax was right at his side. I was quickly becoming acquainted with those two guards; they were never very far from where Devlin was. 

 “Everything is fine,” Devlin answered, his hand held, waiting, on the door. “I wish not to be disturbed. Set up post outside. I will come out when I am ready.” He didn’t wait for a reply, he simply shut the door. 

 “You wish not to be disturbed, huh?”

 He didn’t respond, just a slight twitch of his lips as he walked back toward the bed. 

 I watched him as he gracefully walked toward me. It was so animal like with a barely contained fierceness just under the surface. His green eyes so bright they seemed to glow and swirl in the light. For the first time since meeting him, I noticed the three rings in his eyes, a deep hunter green ring around the outside, a vibrant green middle and an almost neon green around the pupil. Amazing. I turned my head to look back at the ceiling. I couldn’t watch him. He was so beautiful… and he knew it. At least, he knew I knew it. 

 He laughed slightly, like he heard what I was thinking, and sat beside me on the bed again. 

 “You are blushing, Trystessa.”

 “Trystie. Please call me Trystie. And I’m not blushing, I’m… hot.”

 “You might get away with that with others, but not someone who can smell it.”

 I blushed again. Caught out.

 He chuckled softly again, and dropped it. Thank god. “Why did you come to me?”

 “I told you already.”

 “Besides your story for needing to hide, you said you were going to call for me.”

 I heaved out a heavy breath and sat up. “Are there some kind of markers or signs that tell you who you are to be with?”

 Completely thrown by the randomness of the question, he only stared at me, mouth handing wide open. He tilted his head slightly to the side. “Yes, there are. For the Fae, at least?”

 “And they would be?”

 “Some of the markers?”

 I nodded and he moved a little closer. 

 “Well, for example, it can be a look, something in his eyes. It can be the way a touch feels. It can be something you just know, instinct, when you look at them. It’s a feeling so strong you can’t deny it. It will always be something that happens when you interact with each other, a reaction that happens only with that one person and no one else. It will never happen with anyone else. It will always happen with that one person and will never go away.” His gaze was off in the distance for a second, he seemed lost in his thoughts, but suddenly his eyes focused and he continued. “This is why bonding is so important to us. It means we have found the person we are destined to be with. These markers, as you call them, are what we look for in people from the time we are children. One would be extremely lucky to find the other. Most the time, it doesn’t seem to happen.”

 I turned away and thought about what he said, falling haphazardly against the mound of pillows. Could it be possible? Maybe what Halo said is true. Maybe his bite is his marker. He killed those other girls because he couldn’t control himself, but with me… it felt good. Not just on his end, but mine as well. Am I the one person that he couldn’t hurt? I don’t know. He said he never even felt the need to do it to anyone else. I closed my eyes and took a deep breath to steady my spinning head. 

 “Devlin?” I didn’t turn to see if he was looking, I didn’t open my eyes. I waited for him to reply. When I heard him respond, I continued. “If you bit me, would you kill me?” What was I thinking?

 He grabbed both my shoulders hard. Shocked by the sudden jolt, I threw open my eyes to see him very close, a very serious expression on his face. 

 “Why would you ask me that?” I would think by the way he had grabbed me that he was angry at my question, but looking at him now, to my surprise, I only saw true confusion. 

 I sat up and faced him. “Would you do it if I asked?”

 “That’s a really bad idea.”

 “Please, I understand I am asking something totally unreasonable, but I… I don’t know. I just need to know.”

 “No.”

 “You won’t kill me. I know you won’t.” He gawked at me, utterly unconvinced. Was I doing this on a whim? Hell, yes. Did I know I was putting myself in possible danger? Absolutely. But either way, I wanted to know what it meant. If he was the only one who could explain, the only one I can experiment on, so be it.

 “The guards, they are right outside. If you hurt me, I’ll yell and they will be here before anything bad happens.”


 I reached up and cupped my hand against his cheek. “I trust you.”


 His eyes locked with mine. “This is a bad idea.”


 I shrugged and dropped my hand. “Maybe, but I know you won’t hurt me.”


 “It’s not hurting you I’m worried about.”


 “You don’t want to? I thought vampires loved blood.”


 “Oh, I want to. Believe me.” I watched as his eyes flicked down to my throat and back again. 


 Something flashed quickly in my mind, a reminder, a hint, but I lost it before it formed. It felt important, but to what? I don’t know. I completely lost my train of thought when Devlin reached out and took my hand. 

 “Are you sure about this? You know how… intimate it is. I need you to be certain you are okay with that. With me, I mean.” 

 “Devlin, I asked you. Not the other way around. I know what to expect if it’s the same. Stop worrying and do it. I asked for it, it will be my fault, whatever happens.” Looking at his face, now I was concerned. Maybe he didn’t want this. “I need to ask, but, are you sure you are okay with this. I really don’t want you to try it if you think…”

 I didn’t get the chance to even finish my thought. Devlin placed a finger over my mouth, shushing me while he leaned down to lightly kiss my throat. I felt his plump, soft lips travel over my skin, starting directly over my rapidly increasing pulse, up toward my jaw. I will admit, for someone who asked for this, I was incredibly tense. Until I felt the hand that was wound in my hair trail caressingly down my back. When he reached my waist, he grasped the ends of my shirt. He pulled away to look me in the eyes. 

 “I don’t want to get anything on this,” he whispered and lifted it over my head. He made a noise low in his throat before the shirt hit the ground. I didn’t even have the chance to take a breath before his mouth was over mine. 

 I don’t know what I expected from this. I guess I thought it would be uncomfortable or weird, but strangely it felt like… home. 

 At this point I decided now was as good a time as any to get a glimpse of this guy’s body. I may be young, but I wasn’t blind. He had wide broad shoulders and a thin tapered waist. The way his shirts fit… I couldn’t wait to see what I already tried to imagine was there. When would I get another chance? Oh yeah, right. I’m pretty sure once you’re bonded, it’s frowned upon to even look at someone else. Maybe, it wasn’t even possible. 

 Bonded. Shit.

 I lost my parents. I lost Kamdyn. I guess, if you want to look at the positive, at least I can’t lose Halo. Once the ceremony is over, I would never be alone again. 

 I growled and deepened our kiss. My hands found the ends of his shirt and tore it away. I pulled back, glancing down and hissed in the absence of words. Damn, why did he need to look so good? This would probably be a lot easier if he didn’t. 

 I put the brakes on, on my thoughts and without thinking, I pulled him hard against me and together we fell against the bed, Devlin landing on top of me. 

 We laughed as we landed harder than we should have, but the laugh died in his throat as his hands continued to explore. They quickly found the button to my jeans and flicked them open. 

 “Don’t want to get anything on these, either,” he said, tugging them off. 


 “Are you sure you’re not just looking for an excuse to remove them?”


 “Oh, I have reasons to remove them.” Then he fell back on me, his hands warm and soft against my skin. 


 “Aren’t you straying from the game plan a little?” I asked a little breathless.


 “Do you blame me?”


 I looked down at his exposed chest and hard stomach. Nope, I guess I couldn’t. At the same time, I reached for his pants, unbuttoning them and pushing them off with my feet. 

 All I could feel everywhere was his hot skin on mine. Just the feel of him was incredible, but something was telling me this needed to stop. This couldn’t go further, even if my body was screaming otherwise. I pulled back and had to bite my lip. “Now, Devlin.” 

 His eyes found mine and something about them looked as if he was tugging at my soul. He smiled down at me, a different smile then I had seen on him before. But I didn’t have the chance to try and figure it out. The second my mind tried to go there, Devlin bent over me and finding the pulse in my neck, he bit. 

 There was no pain, no pinch as his teeth pierced my flesh. Instead, there was a searing heat the coursed through me, dragging a cry from my lips. He echoed it, but he didn’t stop. It pulsed through me, like adrenaline in my veins. I waited, breathless, for the feeling to change. For it to turn into what we feared, but it didn’t. I expected Devlin’s bite to be different from Halo’s, but I thought, considering the rarity of the bite, it would turn into pain. 

 But this, this was very different, stronger. It felt like… power. 

 Just when I was getting used to the sensation, it began to change. A heart stopping, breath taking feeling that made my eyes flutter closed and pull him closer. I felt the shudder that ran through Devlin and knew that I wasn’t experiencing this feeling alone. The feeling was just inconceivable; it would have felt wrong to experience it alone. An upsurge seemed to burst suddenly from within me, wrecking havoc on my body. Finally, when I thought I couldn’t take anymore, Devlin slowly pulled away. 

 He held himself steady over me, his eyes closed, and I watched as he licked his lips and another shiver ran down his body. I watched him as he fell over onto his back, beside me. I watched as he took deep breaths until his breathing evened. I watched him until I saw his eyes open. And I don’t know why. 

 When his eyes opened, his head fell to the side to look at me as if he could feel me looking at him, but he didn’t speak. I looked deep into his swirling emerald eyes and… something was different. It wasn’t a physical difference, but something I could feel looking at him. I knew he was different now, we were different now. But how?

 “Is that what is supposed to happen?” I asked.

 “Wouldn’t know,” he said turning his face toward the ceiling. “I have only done it in battle.”

 “Oh,” I got a quick flash of Devlin in battle. A war waged on around him. Screaming and grunting, the clang of weapons and the spray of blood. I saw as he lunged for someone, then the vision disintegrated. I blinked hard and turned my head away. 

 “Is that what it’s like… with Halo?” he asked after a few silent minutes. 

 Suddenly nervous, I could only answer, “No.”

 “No? Explain, how was it different?” I could hear the surprise in his voice, but there was also something else. Was it satisfaction?

 I let out a deep frustrated breath. How can I explain this when I don’t even understand what happened? “It felt good with Halo. But it felt nothing like that.” I watched the slow smile creep on his face and turned away, thrilled with the sudden silence. 

 “Shit,” he exclaimed beside me. I turned back to look in his direction to find him sitting upright staring across the room.


 My heart hammered in my chest. “What’s wrong?”


 He turned himself toward me and reached for my hand. I let him take it, trying hard not to immediately pull away. 


 “That was extraordinary, the best thing I have felt in my life.”


 Watching his face, I couldn’t help the smile I felt spread across my lips. “So, the problem?”


 He caught my gaze and held it. “I can’t not do that again.”


 



 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 

Chapter Twenty Six


 

Devlin brought me back to my room. When I walked in, I expected to be ambushed by Halo with a million questions. Instead, Halo was no where in sight. The rooms were quiet. As I walked through, I noticed a girl sitting in a chair off in the corner. When she saw me enter, she quickly jumped up. 

 The girl was much shorter then everyone else I had met here in the sithen. She was probably shorter than me by at least a half foot. She had medium length light brown hair, lightly bronzed skin and hazel-brown eyes. She didn’t look as petite as the other females I had seen here. Actually, she looked the very opposite of most that lived here. She was very… plain. There was nothing wrong with her appearance; she was still a pretty girl. But she wasn’t plain like I felt plain compared to the sidhe’s exotic beauty but plain in the very sense of the word. There was nothing about her that stood out. 

 “You must be Trystie,” she said as she came to her feet.

 “Umm… yes. And you are?” I couldn’t help looking around the room a little anxious.

 “I am sorry, my lady,” she said dropping her head and going down to her knees. “Please forgive me.”

 I looked around again, nervously. “Don’t do that,” I said seeing no one else in the room. “Please, get up.”

 Her head still bowed. “I am required…”

 “No, just get up and tell me who you are, why you are in my room.”

 She stood, but stayed where she was. “My name is Tilli. I was assigned to be your lady in waiting. There is a dinner tonight in your honor. The King has sent me to get you dressed. You will sit at the high table with the King before the entire court.”

 My head began to spin and I felt light headed. What the hell was going on here? A dinner in my honor? I grabbed the nearest chair to steady myself. “Where is Halo?”

 “He offered to go to another room and get ready so you could get ready here.”

 I looked down at my outfit and lifted a shoulder slightly. Good thing Devlin didn’t want to get anything on this. Isn’t he thoughtful? I laughed silently to myself. 

 “Okay, well, I’m as ready as I’m going to get, so let’s go.” I turned to walk back toward the door. Tilli jumped forward and grabbed my arm. 

 I looked down where she had grabbed me and she dropped her arm quickly, averting her gaze and apologizing.

 She cleared her throat. “I... You can’t go like that. This is a formal dinner.”

 “Well, Tilli, I don’t have anything formal.”

 “That’s all right. The King has picked out a dress for you.” She walked out of the room. I heard a door open and then close. When she returned she had a beautiful full length, deep red corset dress. Red and black lace trickled down the tight bodice and spilled on to the bunched fabric of the full shirt. Gorgeous.

 “Beautiful, isn’t it?” she asked looking at me. 

 “Very,” I couldn’t take my eyes off it, afraid to touch it.

 “It will look breath taking on you with your dark hair, red highlights and green eyes. Not to mention your skin tone. This dress was made for you. Come on, I’ll help you into it. Then we can get to work on your hair and makeup.” Before I could protest, she took hold of my hand and pulled me toward the big bathroom. 

 

It took a half hour to get in the dress. The corset was nearly impossible. If Tilli wasn’t here, there was no way I’d get into this dress alone. With all the loops in the back and the strings that all needed to be pulled tight, I couldn’t even imagine the sight my struggle would look like. When she was done, I could barely breathe. Once the dress was on completely, Tilli made me avoid all mirrors and flicked me, hard, when I tried to peek.. “Not ‘til you’re totally done,” she kept saying. I just wanted to see. 

 So I pouted. Childish, I know, but it made me feel better. 

 Tilli was dusting a sparkling light bronzer over my skin when I noticed she had stopped and was staring, with a confused expression, at my neck. My hands automatically flew up.

 “Is something there?” I didn’t feel anything. Guilty, who me?

 “No, nothing anyone else will see, but lets leave your hair down, just in case.”

 My heart beat slowed as she dusted more makeup over it. Had she had to cover up her share of marks? I thought they healed immediately. 

 “Tilli, how long have you been at court?”

 “My whole life. Why do you ask?” Her work didn’t falter as she talked. 

 “Have any of them ever bitten you?”

 “Oh, no. The Baobhan Sidhe-”

 “The what?”

 She sighed. “The fae who are vampires.”

 “Oh,” I responded and tried not to blush from feeling foolish.

 “The Baobhan Sidhe only bite for two reasons. To kill, which is most likely, or because you are their mate. They do not bite for any other reason.

 Suddenly I felt like I was going to throw up. “So if they bit you and you didn’t die…”

 “Then you are his.” There was no question about it. She said it like it could be nothing but matter of fact. She did one last sweep with the brush. “So I would assume, since you aren’t dead or dying, the one who bit you is your mate.”

 Mate. I was speechless. No words would come out. She had to be wrong. My heart felt like I was choking on it. I tried and took a few deep soothing breaths and tried to understand. But I couldn’t. Could it be possible? Both Halo and Devlin bit me and I wasn’t dead or dying. How could you be meant to be with more then one person? It didn’t make sense. I swallowed hard and let out a long breath, restraining the urge to rub at my newly done-up eyes. 

 The next thing I knew, Tilli stood back and looked me over. “Finished,” she said, taking my hand and leading me toward a large mirror. I stumbled a bit in the five inch high heels she gave me. “Take a look.”

 I did not recognize the person in the mirror. She had hair the same color as mine, but had small braids weaved around the top of her head. The rest hung in a cascade of perfect curls down her back. The smoky eye shadow brought out those piercing green eyes that I knew I had but only did this when I wore green. These eyes would give Devlin’s a run for his money. Everything about the makeup accentuated every feature of the face, right down to the blood red lipstick. The dress I knew, but it looked nothing like my body underneath. I spun myself around in the mirror and watched as the reflection did the same. 

 “That’s not me.”

 “Of course it is,” Tilli said shaking her head and fixing a stray curl in the back. 

 Before I had a second to protest, there was a knock on the door. Tilli squeaked and ran to get it, leaving me to stare at the fun house mirror. That’s what is was, a fun house mirror. Only instead on making my head big or making me really tall and skinny or short and fat, it made me… everything I wanted to be. I wish I had one back home, one that would lie to me everyday, telling me this was how good I looked ever chance I got to sneak a peek. 

 Coming out of my daze, I heard Tilli call from the other room, telling me it was time to go. But when I got to the door, the one standing there waiting for me wasn’t who I would have expected. 

 I walked slowly to the door, more so to keep from falling on my face than anything else. 

 “You look even more beautiful than I could ever have imagined,” the King said. 

 I peeked over at Tilli, who was still holding open the door, slightly bowed. She peeked up and met my gaze, nodded slightly and motioned for me to go. 

 “Shall we go,” he said, lifting his arm. I took it, without a word and we walked from the room. 

 We walked in silence down the long, empty halls. We walked arm in arm, which for me was uncomfortable, only because of who I was walking with. Then I realized how completely empty the halls were and even more unusual, there were no guards with us or anywhere around us. 

 “Your majesty, where are your guards?”

 He grimaced quickly but the response was gone in a flash, almost missed. Then he smiled. A smile both Halo and Kamdyn had a version of. Breathtaking. 

 “Please, call me Corrigan, and I sent the guards ahead. They are waiting for us outside the banquet hall.”

 “But why are they not with us? I thought you were to have guards with you all the time.”

 He chuckled softly. “My dear, I am the King and I will choose to be alone when I wish to be alone. And today, I wanted to talk with you, alone.”

 “Okay,” Now I was nervous.

 “I know the whole story behind you and Halo, and I know you do not want this bonding to happen. Don’t think I don’t see how you are around Devlin. Halo is my son, and a Prince, and he deserves the best, which is you.” 

 I blinked hard and let out a breath I didn’t know I was holding. But then he continued. 

 “But you deserve the best as well.”

 “I’m sorry, I don’t understand, your… Corrigan. What are you saying?”

 “I am giving you a way out of your bond with my son.”

 I almost started jumping up and down, clapping my hands screaming “Yah, yah!” Instead, I forced my face to stay passive. “What’s the catch? There is a catch isn’t there?”

 He gave me the family smile again. “Of course,” He stopped walking and dropped my arm, turning to face me. “I will let you out of this bond, if and only if, you agree to bond with me, instead.”

I had seen the banquet hall on my tour. Right now, the ridiculously large room looked completely different and now was full to capacity with people, well, fae.

 There were six extremely long tables set up around the outsides of the room with a few smaller circular tables set on the inside, but leaving the center empty. To me it looked like a huge dance floor. My father had taken my mother and me to a fancy charity event once. The tables were set up different, and more spread out, but the center of the room was empty for after dinner dancing and, as the same here, everyone was dressed in their best and most expensive. 

 As the huge twenty foot doors swung open and everyone in the room stood. All eyes were on the King and his arm candy, me. And you know how the center was completely empty? Yeah, that’s where we were walking.

 My heart sped and my body went rigid. I was suddenly all too aware that I couldn’t walk well in these shoes. 

 Corrigan leaned over, a little too close. I could feel his breath on my ear. “Calm down, Trystessa. It will be over in a minute.”

 I took a gulp of air and walked as confidently as possible. I almost lost my footing once but I was held steady by the king. 

 We reached the end of the room and there was another extremely long raised table facing the room. There were a few people there I didn’t know but I did see both Halo and Devlin, only staring at me. I noticed they both looked incredible, Halo wearing a black button up shirt that brought out the red in his hair and Devlin wearing a deep green shirt that made his eyes beam. But as good as they looked standing there; I ignored them as we walked around the table to our seats. 

 Unexpectedly, Corrigan did not just walk me to my seat and walk away. He held out my chair and waited for me to sit, then he took his seat which was next to mine. 

 It felt ridiculously awkward sitting between the King and his son. His son should have been in my seat, more so, so I could sit further away and hide. Once the King took his seat, so did everyone else and I felt a little better. 

 Dinner went by really fast, literally. There was one course served then a small dessert. Apparently, they didn’t actually care much about the actual dinner; they cared about the party afterward. I spent the short dinner/dessert thinking about my proposal. Not what I would choose, but how creepy the thought was. Yeah, Corrigan was very good looking but, how old was he? Kamdyn told me they were immortal and Corrigan doesn’t look much older than his late twenties, but obviously he was older than that. Halo is almost eighteen. But it still wasn’t even that, it was Halo and Kamdyn’s father. Not to mention there was just something about him, the air around him that made me feel unsettled and broken. That was what made my skin crawl. 

 Did Corrigan actually think I would drop Halo for him? Choose the person I knew nothing at all about over another who at least I was slightly acquainted with. Who I knew had a few good qualities and that there was a great person in there, underneath it all? Corrigan was right, I don’t want to bond with Halo, but I would if I had no other choice, or in this case, if the other choice seemed worse. There is something about the King that was… wrong. 

 The music began seconds after the plates were cleared and couples swarmed to the floor. I sunk down in my chair and tried to be invisible. It didn’t work. Corrigan took my hand as I started sliding down in my chair, and stood. 

 “Will you, please, give me the first dance?”

 I tried to hide my sigh. “Sure,” I said and stood. 

 People cleared out of our way as we walked out to the dance floor. Corrigan wrapped an arm around my waist and pulled me close, too close, and started to move. 

 “Have you given thought to our conversation?” he asked quietly into my hair. 

 “No, your… Corrigan. I have not.”

 “Fair enough. I will give you until the ceremony tomorrow to make up your mind.”

 I nodded and avoided looking at his face until the song was over. The music came to a soft end and Corrigan took my hand and, looking into my eyes, brought my hand to his lips and kissed it gently. 

 “You do look amazing tonight,” he said, and walked away leaving me in the middle of the dance floor.

 “May I have the next dance?” someone asked behind me. I turned to see Devlin, a slight glow, like an aura, surrounding him. He gave me a glimpse of an amazing smile while reaching toward me. I smiled back and took his hand. 

 He twisted me quickly and I ended up in his arms, looking up into his emerald eyes. I got a quick flash of the three rings of green in his eyes, and smiled just as they blended together again. 

 The music was slow and it made me feel every movement his body made against mine.

 “I didn’t think you could get more beautiful, and here I am mistaken.”

 I blushed and turned my face away, but his hand caught my chin and brought me back. 

 “Do not turn away. I can’t stand to see your beautiful face hiding, especially from me.” His eyes shifted to my mouth and back to my eyes again. He leaned forward and whispered against my ear. “You do not know how hard it is to keep my lips from yours.”

 I pulled back slowly, his eyes locked intensely on mine, but I said nothing. Something was different about him, more confident, more comfortable. Something was up. Something changed. 

 “There is something you’re not telling me.”

 “Maybe, but I would prefer you meet me after the party.”

 “I need to talk with you anyway, it’s important and… creepy.” I shivered.

 His brow arched but his eyes danced with amusement. “I will see you after, then,” he leaned forward again, whispering, “Come to my rooms.” He didn’t wait for my reply, he simply kissed my cheek and left. 

 The next few hours were filled with dance after dance with all sorts of members of the court. It was strange because I thought, for some reason, that the fae at this banquet might wear a glamour, for my benefit. But to my surprise, none did. I didn’t find one that even attempted it. And it’s a good thing I’m not a squeamish because some of the men I danced with could hardly pass for human. Many of the men had the cliché pointed ears everyone would associate with a faery. Some actually had big wings that looked like giant beautifully colored butterfly wings. Some had skin in different colors; some tinted green, some blue or purple. I danced with a few elves, which made dancing a little awkward, due to their lack of height, and I danced with a couple goblins, who were actually a little too comfortable with me for my taste.

 They were one of the many who couldn’t pass for human. They were much larger than me, at least seven feet tall, with green skin. Some had extra arms or extra eyes. I was told the stranger they looked, the more beautiful they were to their own kind – who knew? The problem with the goblins was they were a little grabby. But I learned to politely ask them to “keep their hands to themselves” and after that, things were great.

 But the strange looks didn’t stop with the goblins. There was one man I danced with, his name was Sorgod, who had two massive tusks protruding from his mouth and tattoos covering most of his showing body. He was very shy, but a very nice man to talk with. You would never guess by they way he looked. Another man looked completely reptilian. To match his very pale skin, he had whitish blue scales that ran down the backs of his arms and neck, and I was told, covering his entire back side. They were actually more beautiful then they were frightening. And he seemed more than a little pleased that I wasn’t scared and was actually intrigued to know more about them. 

 Considering the many types of Fae I met, I was completely comfortable with all of them. It felt like… home. 

 But given the length of time I was standing up and the ridiculous shoes I had on my feet, it only made sense that my feet felt like they were going to fall off. It was right before I found and empty seat calling my name that Halo found me and pulled me back to the dance floor. 

 “I don’t know even have words for how exquisite you look,” he said as he pulled me close and the hypnotic music began. “I’m happy you managed to fend everyone off to save me at least one dance.” He smiled down at me, his father’s smile, as we danced around the floor. 

 “I watched you all night. You would never know you were born outside Faerie, you fit so well.” He pulled me closer, making my chin lift to still keep eye contact. He leaned his head down close to mine and whispered, “I can’t wait to spend eternity with you,” and he kissed me, a deep passionate kiss that caught the attention of everyone in the hall. 

 The room erupted in applause. 


 

I knocked quietly on the big wooden door in front of me. It swung open before my knuckles managed to leave the wood. A glowing hand reached out and pulled me in roughly, landing me hard against a warm chest. 

 “I can’t stay,” my words muffled by the soft fabric of his shirt. 

 “Please,” That one word was so soft, with a thousand meanings, but he knew better. So did I.

 I pulled away and turned my back. 

 “The King came and picked me up for the banquet this evening,”

 “I know.”

 “Well, did you know he asked to do so without guards? He sent them ahead so we could talk. Alone.”

 He was quiet for a moment. I said nothing as I waited but didn’t turn around to see his face. Finally he spoke, softly almost afraid to ask. “What did he say?”

 I turned then and looked at him. My tired feet protested the movement but I forced them forward. “He told me he would give me an out.”

 His somber face flashed, lighting up for the briefest of seconds, then settled into a neutral expression. When he saw that my face hadn’t changed or shown any type of relief, he reached out and took my hand in his, concern now embedded on his features. 

 “This is what you have wanted, but you do not look happy. He said something else, didn’t he?”

 I looked away from his prodding eyes and nodded. 

 “What else could he say to make such a haunting look appear in your eyes?”

 I felt my heart thumping loud in my chest and a shutter run down my body. “He gave me a choice. He will let me out of the bond with Halo, if and only if, I agree to bond with him instead.”

 I watched as Devlin’s mouth dropped open in total unexpected surprise. I guess that was conniving, even for him. When he only stared vacantly over my shoulder, I continued to explain about my deadline and that, well, it was time for me to face the facts. I wasn’t getting out of this. As I explained, I couldn’t help that ran chaotically through the back of my mind. I would never see Kamdyn again. I wouldn’t feel his soft, full lips on mine, his tingling touch on my skin. Tomorrow, I would be tied to Halo, forever, because with a choice between Halo and Corrigan, well, there was no choice at all. I had never wanted to wrap myself in Kamdyn’s arms more. I never thought my life could come this unraveled.

 My finger began to burn as memories of Kamdyn flashed through me. I welcomed the burn knowing the ring he gave me was at least a piece of him I would forever carry with me. I wished for him to be here with me, wished for him to be who I would be tied to tomorrow, wished he was here to hold me. 

 In the end, I settled for Devlin’s strong arms around me, holding me tight as a cold wind swept through the room and it began to rain. 

 



 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 

Chapter Twenty Seven


 

I was staring at a reflection in the mirror. It wasn’t mine. No matter what Tilli said, the person I was looking at couldn’t be me. 

 The girl in the mirror looked beautiful, her hair done in braids and curls –similar to the night before. Her smoky dark eye makeup accentuated her green eyes, high cheek bones and dark hair. The dark green of the lace brought out the slight red hue in her hair that fell down to almost her waist. The tight green dress showed off a figure even naked I would never see. But I guess she was close enough to just that. The lace dress was that and only that, solid lace. There was a thin green strip of material, like the front half of a thin tube top, around her chest and another skinny tube piece of green fabric covering around her hips. The rest of the dress, from shoulders to toes, was sheer lace, hiding nothing of the body beneath. 

 It was an incredible dress, but as much as I knew the person in the mirror should be me, it couldn’t be. She looked amazing, her skin glowing, her eyes sparkling. I watched as she reached up to grip my locket around my neck. The one I had to fight Tilli to keep on, the one that held my parents. I was lucky the ring matched so Tilli didn’t try and take it. As the girl in the mirror held my necklace tight, I knew she wasn’t me, because she looked whole. 

 And I knew inside, I was completely broken. 

 I felt a hand clasp my shoulder and my eyes snapped to focus over the stranger in the mirrors shoulder. I don’t know who I expected to see, but when I looked, I saw only Tilli. 

 “They are here for you,” she beamed.

 I closed my eyes and nodded. 

 “What is wrong, my lady? Why are you not happy?”

 I put my hand over hers on my shoulder, the contact made her jump lightly but her eyes met the eyes of the girl in the mirror. “I am not happy… because my heart is broken.” I said completely defeated, then turned away and headed for the door. 

 To my surprise Roman and Jax were at the door. They smiled a huge, warming smile and both extended an elbow for me to take. Without looking back, I reached for the offered arms and stepped through the doorway. But before I could touch either guard, their arms simultaneously dropped to their sides and I looked up at them, confused. 

 “Something wrong?”

 “No, we, umm…” Jax stammered and glance over at Roman. 

 “You are simply magnificent.” Roman finished, nodding at Jax and, again, offering his arm. 

 I smiled my thanks as I took their arms, but I knew the smile never reached my eyes. 

 We did not talk as we walked down the winding halls. I felt both the guards every time they peeked at me out of the corner of their eyes, but I didn’t acknowledge it. I tried to keep my mind focused on what was about to happen. 

 We stopped in front of a set of very large doors, ones I hadn’t noticed on our tour. I stood there staring at the doors, but made no start to move forward. The guards had dropped my arms allowing me to continue alone, but I couldn’t make myself move. 

 “Trystessa?” Roman questioned beside me, a hand laid gently on my lower back. 

 “I’m fine, Roman. Thank you.” He nodded once and dropped the comforting touch at the small of my back and suddenly, I missed that reassuring touch. I glanced at him longingly, for only a second, before he reached out and pushed open the doors. 

 The sound of the giant doors opening echoed through the large room in front of me, filled to capacity with fae. 

 Jax and Roman stayed by my side as we moved forward. A murmur when through the crowd as I was revealed from behind the doors. We only walked a few feet into the room, then stopped and stood there, waiting, as the King stood and started walking toward me. 

 He stopped in front of me and motioned for the guards to leave. I had to restrain myself for reaching for them as they turned to walk away. 

 The King leaned over and kissed my cheek gently, taking the opportunity to whisper in my ear. “Your decision, my dear.”

 I relaxed my stiff shoulders and let out a slow breath. “Halo. I choose Halo.” My finger flared and I stifled a whimper, biting my lip.

 Corrigan pulled back and narrowed his eyes. They darkened and something like a shadow passed over his face. “That is not a wide decision,” he said, taking my hand and squeezing. My whole body went rigid as he touched me and I froze in place. It took all the strength I had left to stifle my cry. He tugged me a little harder than necessary to get me moving again.

 “I tired to let you make the right choice,” he whispered, pulling me close to his side and leaning down toward me as we walked. “But you obviously are not capable of doing what is right, what is required.” 

 A shot of fear coursed through me and a chill creped down my spine. My finger flared white hot in Corrigan’s hand. He jumped, dropping my hand and looking down at me just as a gust of wing blew threw the room caressing my face and calming my heated nerves. 

 Instead of reclaiming Corrigan’s hand, I brushed past him and continued toward Halo, who stood at the end of the room before an alter covered in deep red roses and thick dark vines. A solid scarlet curtain was hanging around the alter. I ignored the unease that was growing in the pit of my stomach and continued toward the waiting prince. My expression must have been one of a sort of unhappiness because as I stopped in front of Halo’s handsome face, his smile faltered and he reached for me. 

 “Trystie, do not be nervous. Everything will be okay.”

 I wanted to believe him, I truly did, but I couldn’t help but glance in the direction of the alter and felt my heart flip in my chest. His eyes followed the direction of my gaze and he let out a sigh. 

 “It is to consummate the bond after the ceremony. I asked for a curtain because I knew you wouldn’t be… comfortable doing such an intimate act in front of the entire court. The fae do not see public displays of affection as shameful or something to be hidden, as humans do, it is to be honored.”

 I felt myself gasp in horror and understanding. “Are you saying… consummate… we have to… in front of everyone?”

 “That is what is usually done, but we could just complete the bond. It is a simple blood ceremony to finalize our uniting in front of the King and our court.”

 At the mention of the King my stomach knotted and Halo looked over my shoulder. I knew who was there. I refused to turn and look. 

 Instead, I peeked around Halo and saw Devlin staring at me. I gave him a smile, a miserable excuse for one but a smile none the less. He smiled back but it was a sad smirk that twisted his face. I thought maybe he was sad for me, being put threw something he knew I did not want to do, but looking into those emerald eyes now, there was something else, pain and lose. I didn’t understand how he could have such a feeling behind those eyes, and I didn’t have time for it right now. Pushing it away, I tore my gaze from his and back to Halo. 

 Halo’s eyes shifted to mine quickly, then back to his father. 

 He spoke loud, addressing not only his father, who stood behind me, but also the entire court. “King Corrigan, King of Darkness and Influence, King of the Unseelie court and my father. I, Prince Halo, Prince of Shadows, am seeking your approval to bond eternally to Trystessa Night. To make her my everlasting love and a princess at my side.” He looked down at me again and took my hand. “Father, my king, will you grant my claim and allow me, your son and heir, to bond this day?”

 I could feel the collective intake of breath throughout the court. Everyone was simultaneously holding their breath, waiting for the King’s official ruling. I was not only holding my breath but terrified. I had a bad feeling. A really, really, bad feeling. My stomach twisted horribly and my hand tightened in Halo’s grip.

 I felt Corrigan shift behind me, after what felt like and eternity of waiting. While Halo held tightly to my right hand, Corrigan took hold of the other, spinning me so my back was to the court, but I could see both Halo and Corrigan at the same time. He let out a lungful of air and looked at me, not at Halo, when he answered. He spoke loud, so his voice rang musically over the court. 

 “Trystessa is a beautiful and intriguing young woman. She shows great strength and potential to this court. I could not think of a more expectable woman to stand by the side of any royal sidhe… which is why I will not grant your bonding.”

 The audience took in a collective breath and chaos erupted around us. To my surprise, it all seemed to be disapproval. I only managed to find one happy face in the crowd, Darcelle. 

 I turned my back to look at Halo who stood frozen at my side, staring down his father. A dark flash swept across his eyes and the beautiful violet faded, turned red. 

 “How could you do this?” I heard him managed threw clenched teeth. For the first time, I noticed two dainty fangs indenting his bottom lip. 

 The King ignored him and turned to the crowd. 


 “Silence! Sit, I am not finished.” He smiled as though he was pleased with their reaction.


 Like a switch had been thrown, the entire room fell silent and seated, waiting.


 I squeezed Halo’s hand but not in reassurance, not in comfort. I was scared. The bad feeling I had before was now spilling over and my body had erupted. Causing my skin to goosebump. I had a feeling what was coming and I wouldn’t like it.

 Not that it mattered, my vote doesn’t count. 

 “It is my right, as King of the Unseelie court, to reject a bonding ceremony. However, I am not rejecting the bonding ceremony. I am rejecting that the bonding be with Prince Halo.”

 A court noble I had met at the banquet stood up in the audience and spoke. “Do you mean to pick another to bond with the young woman?”

 “Yes, Lord Merric. A bonding ceremony will take place today and I have already chosen who will take my sons place. Trystessa will be bonding to me.”

 The court remained silent, not a breath could be heard. I closed my eyes, waiting for someone to appose, to say something, anything, so that this wouldn’t happen. But who would actually stand up to the King. There would be horrible, unspeakable consequences for speaking out against the King. Even I knew that and I knew nothing about court life. I hung my head in defeat. There was nothing anyone could do, not even Halo. 

 There was a humming vibration shivering over my right hand, and I opened my eyes to see Halo’s hand still in mine. He was so angry he was shivering with rage, I could see him nearly vibrating. His body stiffened and I could see he was getting ready to do something. Just when he was about to throw himself at his father, a pair of arms wrapped around him to hold him down and pull him back.

 His father’s expression caught me off guard, as I watched him smile at his enraged son.

 I looked up startled, to see Devlin holding Halo back from attacking his father. Halo looked at me, his eyes completely red. I would have guessed that he barely recognized me in such a state, but when he looked into my eyes, his face softened. He mouth silently, “I’m sorry,” as Devlin held him in place. The look in Devlin’s face said he was doing his best to protect Halo from himself, he was sorry he couldn’t help protect me. 

 I numbly realized Halo’s hand was still in mine. I looked down at our clasped fingers and felt… lost. Just then, a hand reached across me and yanked my fingers from his. “If you can not control yourself in the presence of your King, Halo, and in the presence of the future Queen, then you can leave us or I will have you removed.”

 I was dreaming. It felt like a dream. A nightmare. Everything in my vision was fuzzy. Nothing was clear, not the man who stood before me and took my hand. Not the two men wrestling to back away. You could feel the collective disapproval of the court. But none of that mattered. The King would do only what he wanted.

 And for some reason, he wanted me. 

 Corrigan clasped both my hands in his and turned me to face him. He smiled, a wicked, evil smile and spoke. 

 “I, King Corrigan or the Unseelie court, King of Darkness and Influence…” his words trailed away and I became dizzy. The room was spinning. I took in a lungful of air and let it out slowly, forcing my eyes shut. I could slightly hear Corrigan’s booming voice in the background, but I didn’t hear what he said. I didn’t care what he said. There was nothing that could be done to undo this. It seemed that the last piece of me, the last piece that was whole, that I was clinging to for hope, had finally shattered.

 A blast of heat coursed threw me, making me stumble. I distantly heard Corrigan stop speaking and his hands fell away from mine. My eyes opened and his shocked expression filled my view. Looking around I could see no one else in the room knew what was going on. Well, neither did I. Corrigan’s brows drew together in determination and he stepped forward again. 

 A thunderous noise rumbled through the room as the back doors I had walked through flew open. 

 “Stop!” someone yelled. 

 The guards rushed to hold back the intruder from entering any further and destroying the ceremony. My vision was starting to clear, without the musical voice of the King in my ear. I twisted away from him to see who had come, but a mass of guards were in my direct line of vision. I started for them, but someone grabbed my hand, pulling me back. 

 “You are mine. You will not move.” Corrigan snarled in my face and pulled me roughly back toward the alter. 

 “No, you can not finish!” A familiar voice screamed from in the room. “I am an heir to this throne. Let me through.”

 Abruptly, everything came to a halt and the crowd gasped. The guards stepped away but remained posed for attack. I heard the court murmurs, speaking silently to one another. 

 “Is that the lost Prince?”


 “Where did he come from?”


 “Where has he been?”


 “Why does he want to stop the ceremony?”


 I uselessly pulled on my hands and yanked with all my weight to peel myself from Corrigan’s iron grip. But as hard as I tried, I could not spin myself enough to see who was coming toward us. 

 “Father, you will not do this.” 

 A recognizable tingle started to travel down my spine and a let out a shaky breath. My ring burned to life again, coursing up my arm and twisting around my shoulder and neck. Again, the sensation made Corrigan drop my hands and jump back, as if a wall had pushed him backward. 

 I spun on my heels at the first chance I was free to see Kamdyn rushing toward me. Without thinking twice, I ran toward him and leapt into his arms. The second he touched me a warmth so unreal filled me and a sigh escaped my lips. His arms wrapped around me, holding me as if he gave me any less of his strength I would disappear. Then I felt something else around me, something besides his strong arms. It felt warm and soft, just the barest of touches. I couldn’t see anything around me but I had the sensation I was completely enveloped in Kamdyn’s touch. 

 I didn’t pull back. I couldn’t pull away. I thought I had lost him. I choked back my tears and opened my eyes. Kamdyn pulled back enough to focus his beautifully deep purple eyes on mine. “Everything is going to be okay,” he whispered softly. “I won’t let you go.”

 A loud, slow clapping started behind me and Kamdyn slowly lowered me to the ground. “That was quite the entrance, son. But I am sorry to inform you, the first half of our bond has already been completed. She is not yours. She will never be yours.” He took a step toward us and Kamdyn pushed me behind him. Corrigan cocked an intrigued eyebrow. 

 “She will not ever be yours.”

 The King laughed, a horrible sound that dripped with darkness. “They are pretty words, but saying them doesn’t make them so. The ceremony has been started, and you,” he pointed to Kamdyn and smiled, “have no say in what I do. You can not stop me.”

 “No, but I can.” A beautiful voice sang out from behind me. I heard the shift and crinkle of clothing and turned to see the entire court down on their knee, head bowed. 

 The women who walked into the room had beautiful long auburn hair and ice blue eyes. She was the woman from my dreams. My breath caught as she walked toward us and I stood frozen in place at Kamdyn’s back. She continued on without acknowledging anyone. 

 “Rhyannon, you can not stop me from doing this.” Corrigan’s voice showed his shock but remained steady, tense. 

 “You are right. I can not stop you from doing this ritual. But I will stop you from continuing it.” The woman continued to walk toward Corrigan who still stood in the same place by the altar. 

 “No, Rhyannon, you will not. Not today. The ceremony has been started and I will finish it.”

 “I promise Corrigan, that if you push this, you will regret what it will lead to. It will create a war between our courts and you know you do not want that.”

 I peeked around Kamdyn’s body to see what was happening. What the woman had said seemed to make Corrigan pause and try to think clearly, rationally. Devlin appeared at his side and, without touching him, leaned in to say, “Your majesty, think rationally about this. Let them go. You do not want a war between the courts. You know what will happen.” His eyes shifted to find me and he winked. 

 Rhyannon spoke again, not letting Corrigan think forward. “I want our son to walk out of here, with Trystessa at his side. They are leaving Faerie until they are ready to return.”

 So this woman, the one I saw in my dreams, who gave me guidance when I most needed it, was Kamdyn’s mother, and… the Queen of the Seelie court. My train of thought was interrupted by a loud scream. 

 “No!” Corrigan bellowed. The entire room became shrouded with a lingering darkness, but we still managed to see slightly, and that fuzzy feeling started to push its way into my mind. 

 My body began moving on its own. I walked around Kamdyn, who reached for me, but I unknowingly dodged him. I walked passed the Queen, who simply watched me. I walked in front of Halo and Devlin, who had moved closer but made no move to stop me. They knew it would be useless. 

 “Do not do this, Corrigan.” Rhyannon warned. “You can not use your influence to create a bond. You of all people know this.”


 But Corrigan did not seem to hear her, his eyes were transfixed only on me. 


 I could feel him pulling me closer. His body nearly shaking with the anticipation and satisfaction.


 I distantly heard Rhyannon’s voice, but not what she said. Before I could reach the altar, someone was at my side. A tingling sensation traveled across my cheek and over my bare shoulder. 

 I kept moving.


 “Trystie, you need to fight this. I know you can. Please, love.” 


 I took another step.


 Then he took my hand and his finger ran gently over my ring. It was a very brief touch but it sent a clarifying chill over my body. My eyes focused, my head cleared and my feet stopped moving forward. Kamdyn’s hand was still holding mine. I looked down at our clasped hands and saw a light surrounding them. A pulsing, radiant light that made my hand throb with strength. 

 While I watched, the vine around my finger began to grow. It flashed bright green light and bound itself around my arm and up my shoulder, ending just at the base of my neck. For the first time, not in a dream, those that big black flowers had bloomed all around the entwining vine, opening up, to show a huge bloom of black petals that faded in to the center at an amazingly deep violet.

 Something new and amazing happened this time and I watched as a new feeling enveloped me. The vine continued to grow, but not on me. Part of the vine unrestricted itself from my hand and wrapped around Kamdyn’s wrist, slithering up his arm, effectively tying us together. Kamdyn’s fingers tightened around mine and I looked up at him to see his beautiful smile. A smile I missed so much. 

 It had only been a couple days, but it felt like forever. 


 It almost was. 


 “Leave, leave now.” Rhyannon’s voice broke threw our wonder but I noticed she did not move to touch us. 


 “I will go with you,” a voice said beside us. 


 “I will go, too.”


 Kamdyn and I both spun our heads to see both Halo and Devlin at our side. Devlin gave me a reassuring smile that helped me believe everything would be all right. Eventually, anyway. Halo still looked passive, showing no emotion on his stoic beautiful face. 

 Devlin nodded and we started out, heading toward our only exit. 

 A roar reverberated through the room and we spun in time to see Corrigan’s body disappear in a shroud of blackness. The entire room gasped as we all looked around, up in the air. But he was no where to be seen. 

 “Run!” the Queen yelled. Still struck stupidly immobile, someone grabbed me an tugged as we raced for the doors. 

 Just as we were about to reach them, a sweep of black smoke swirled around our faces and the King materialized. “You will not leave,” he screamed, his face twisted in fury. “You will not take her from me.”

 Standing frozen in place, I didn’t know what to do. We were trapped with no other way out besides through Corrigan. 

 Strong hands gripped my shoulders and spun me around. Devlin stood there, a serious expression crossed his face. “I will keep him busy while you escape.”

 “Devlin…”

 “I will meet you. I promise, once you are safe, I will come to you.” I opened my mouth to protest but he covered my mouth with his hand. “No, I must do this. For you.” He pierced my eyes with his emerald gaze and I couldn’t help but feel like I was losing. I nodded as he bent over to kiss my cheek and whispered, “I will be there; I told you I can no longer live without you.” 

 He fiercely pulled a sword from his side, that I had not seen there before, and in a flash of dark metal, he stormed toward the King. 

 Corrigan smiled, a smile that was anything but friendly. The expression twisted his face is such a way that for the first time, he wasn’t the handsome king. I realized, he was depraved. 

 My stomach lurched and I quickly swung my gaze away as memories surfaced. Quick flashes that I barely caught sight of before it would shift to another. The one thing that remained constant was that feeling of wrongness. 

 In the background of my thoughts, I heard a booming laughter as swords clashed. 

 “You just put it together, didn’t you, Trystie?” He laughed again and launched toward Devlin.

 I had barely noticed through everything that most of the crowd had pushed up against the far wall refusing to be a part, for or against, the fight with their king.

 My focus was drawn to Corrigan like a magnet forced to metal. His eyes caught mine in that second and he smirked before he once again disappeared in a swoop of darkness. 

 Without knowing where he had gone, his sinister voice echoed throughout the room. Every occupants gaze spun around, trying to pinpoint his direction. 

 “Trystie? Do you have something to ask me? I know you do, I can see it in your eyes,” A gust of wind blew by my head. “smell in on your skin. Do you remember the day we first met?”

 My mind reeled as the scent triggered another memory. “That was you wasn’t it? Outside the restaurant? But, it wasn’t…”

 He laughed again, dripping with malevolence, as he dove around the room. “I certainly couldn’t go out looking like myself, could I? I needed you to see who I wanted you to see. That was Halo.”

 I felt the air stir and his voice landed in front of me. “Do you want to know what your friend tasted like? What the other girls tasted like?” 

 My entire body stiffened, as did Kamdyn and Halo, just before Corrigan appeared inches in front of me and retched me from Kamdyn, ripping us apart. The vines covering us screamed at the violence and flashed a violent red light before slithering out of view as if they had never been there. The pulsing of their unwanted retreat reverberating throughout my entire body. The King held me tightly against his body, his left arm reaching over my shoulder, his hand firmly gripping my throat, holding me immobile. I watched as shock and anger along with a readiness to fight filled my three guys. All ready to lunge, I shook my head as much as I was allowed.

 “To be honest, none of those disgusting humans were very tasty.” He slapped his lips together as if disgusted. Tightening his grip, he pulled me back further, tighter against him. My back now firmly against his chest, I could feel his heart beating, his sharp intake of breath, the rumble of his voice in his chest. He leaned down and sniffed along the line of my exposed neck. “You, on the other hand, I have no doubt would taste better than Faery wine.” 

 His tongue darted out and dragged up the line of my throat. I tried to repress my shiver of revulsion. 

 “That was you! This whole time you let me think I had done it? Even when you knew how I felt?

 “It was only a means to an end.” He shrugged casually, as if we were talking about what they were going to have for dinner and not who he had killed to get what he wanted.

 “And what exactly is the end, Father, because this isn’t what we discussed.”

 “Well, as you know, I am the King. And I will do anything I damn well please!” Corrigan’s head bent down again. “Now, my dear, we are going to finish our bonding ceremony.” His lips caressed over my neck and his teeth scraped over my skin. Not hard enough to break skin, but enough to hurt.

 “Corrigan,” the voice was calm, whirling its way through the tense air. “You know you can not do this.”

 “My Queen,” he said with a mocking tone and lifting his gaze. “You, out of everyone, should know I can and will do it. And once it is done, no one will have even a fraction of the power to stop me.

 “I have had everything planned out so well. Once I found where Kamdyn was, I was planning to send Halo out for an ultimatum. What I never expected was this beautiful girl. But she isn’t exactly just a girl, is she.” His sharp nail ran down my cheek. “No, she is much, much more. A surprise that I was more than willing to accommodate. After I realized what she could do with her dreams, well, everything just fell right into place. Even Halo’s feeling for her. Very unexpected, but ultimately served it’s purpose. I am sorry to have to hurt you, especially with how reluctant you have been in the past about a bonding. But it will pass.” 

 The longer he talked, the madder I got as missing puzzle piece after puzzle piece fit into its empty slot. Everything since I had moved here had been planned out. Every move I had made was watched and calculated. Even my dreams had been under surveillance and somehow tampered with. 


Was anything in the last few months real?

 I felt the sting of fresh tears and my stomach boiled over. No! My mind screamed. I watched Kamdyn, Halo and Devlin’s eyes, as well as the rest of the entire room, shifted their attention onto me. Eyes wide with confusion. But I had no time to register it, before my body began to tremble. 

 Corrigan cursed loudly in my ear and Rhyannon smiled just as he screamed in pain and dropped his confining hold. 

 No more than a heartbeat later a strong wind swirled around me, wiping my hair and pulling at my dress. A cyclone of wind engulfed me bringing with it the calming scent of spring rain in the woods. My eyes closed and my arms lifted as if felt like my body had become the air twisting around me. Given the intensity of our situation, I suddenly felt calm and comfortable as my body slowly evaporated, vanishing into the consuming, twist of strong winds. 

 Not understanding what I had done, or how, I panicked, getting the impression I was high in the air and had no idea how to get down. My heart raced and my body solidified, plummeting to the ground just behind where Devlin, Kamdyn and Halo stood. 

 Halo dove for me just before my body managed to hit, softening the blow as he twisted us in the air letting his body take the assault instead of mine. I opened my eyes to see his burning into mine. For the first time, I saw genuine concern and feeling in his eyes.

 “Go, Halo. Run!” Devlin screamed.

 Halo blinked the emotion away and gathered me tightly against his chest and with Kamdyn close behind, ran for the door, while Devlin drove for the King. 

 Just before we round the corner I opened my eyes again over Halo’s shoulder and got one glimpse of Corrigan’s arrogant face. His eyes flicked over as we were about to disappear, flashing red with fury, his last words echoing down the empty hall as we ran. 

 “I will find you, Trystessa. You can not get away from me that easily.” 

 The resonance of clanging swords dimmed as we took off. Then other sounds, sounds of thunder, fighting, strange cries. War. The strong sounds filled the dead air around us, chasing us in our escape.

 “Don’t listen,” Halo ground out in a growl. “Cover your ears. Now!” I clutched my hands tightly over my ears, while Halo put a hand over mine and squeezed me against his chest. But it was too late. The cries and screams had seeped in and would not be blocked out. 

 A low hum started just under my fingers, uncomfortable but tolerable. Until it started to intensify. The humming became a vibration, that became a quake and then… I screamed as my head seemed to throb and explode. My vision flashed in thousands of bright blinding lights that warped and blurred my vision. The noises continued to seep further and further into me, deep into my bones.

 Into my soul. 


 I was distantly aware of a high pitched screeching and that my lungs and throat burned like I was on fire from the inside out. 


 Consumed, blazing and empty, my mind finally broke and everything went black.


 


Chapter Twenty Eight

 

My intake of breath was sharp and painful. My eyes opened slowly, as if they forgot how, like they had been closed for too long. At first I saw nothing, my eyes refusing to focus. I blinked a few times in an attempt to clear my vision. A single candle flame gradually came into focus across the large room. It’s only light dancing, creating jumping shadows that moved erratically around me. Attempting to sit up sent a shooting, electric pain coursing through me and in those couple inches I managed to move, I slumped back down again.

 “No, my lady. You must not move yet.” The feminine voice was strained and unfamiliar. I caught movement in the corner of the room and my gaze shot over toward it, seeing for the first time I wasn’t alone. 

 The small woman, Fae?, hurried toward me. She reached for a cloth to my right, dripped it and wiped my forehead. I felt instantly soothed and calm and knew that what she was wiping over my head wasn’t cool water. It smelled like dried flowers and herbs; thistle, chamomile and something sweet I couldn’t pin.

 “Is that better, my lady?”

 I opened my eyes and stared at her. “Who are you?”

 She back up slightly, clutching the cloth tight to her chest and averting her eyes. “I am sorry, my lady. The Queen asked me to stay by your side until you awakened.”

 “What happened?” I asked closing my eyes as I allowed the tension that was building to ease.

 “You are very strong, my lady. We had no doubt you would be well again. I shall go and alert them that you are awake.” 

 Before I had the chance to respond, the woman swept from the room. I tried to look around more, to see where I was. The flickering light barely cast enough illumination to break the darkness. But I wasn’t afraid. I felt completely comfortable here in the dark. From the flickering of shadows, I managed to make out the large canopy bed I was occupying. I could tell from the little bit of light that it wasn’t a normal bed based on the misshapen corners and pieces that moved slightly as I watched. 

 A sudden feeling came over me that I was no longer alone. My body tensed as I stared toward the closed door. No one had come through and no one was here that I could see. My eyes were then drawn to a deep shadow by the door. As I watched it moved, I noticed it wasn’t in that same dance as the other shadows moved. I closed my eyes and let me head fall back, softly, against the pillows. 

 “I know you are there, Halo. Please come out.”

 He stepped out, forming his body from the very shadows he once hid. He wore an expression of surprise briefly before he rearranged his features into concern. He hesitated, only for a moment, before he ran quickly to my side and took my hand. His hand was warm and comforting. He brushed his lips across my knuckles and smiled, his eyes flashed red, betraying an emotion I couldn’t see. 

 “You are awake. I was so…” 

 “I’m fine Halo. Where am I? Why am I here?” 

 “You are in the Queen’s summer house, until you get better. That is why I am here.” He smiled and pulled back his hand. “I know this is going to seem… odd, but I need you to trust me. After this, we can go home.”

 “You’re father…”

 “It’s okay, we’re okay for now. Please, don’t ask anything else. Just take what I offer so we can leave.”

 My eyes widened as he brought his wrist to his mouth and bit down. The blood welled and spilled over the edges of his skin, dripping on the floor. He raised his wrist and offered it to me. 

 “Please,” his tone was nothing but begging. Worried.

 “What will it do to me?”

 “It will help heal you. Please, Trystie, trust me.”

 “And will it do anything else to me? To us?”

 He closed his eyes and waited. “Yes. Maybe. I’m not sure.”

 “What will it do?”

 “How about I tell you what will happen if you don’t. If you can’t bring yourself to do this, you may die, Trystie. As in, you will not come back. As a final attack, my father called the Sluagh after you, to kill you or bring you back to him. But the way you are now…” He shook his head. “You will not survive if you do not do this.” He sighed and his voice became filled with pain. “You care about me so little that you could not put aside the drawbacks of sharing my blood to save your own life?” 

 “Halo,”

 “No, I… Things are different. You know me. You know what happened, all those things that made you think of me as a monster. They weren’t me, and you know that now. Please, just push aside all your doubts about me and do this. If for no other reason than to save yourself.”

 Meeting his eyes one last time, I made the decision and brought his wrist to my lips.

 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 

Chapter Twenty Nine


 

I woke up in my own bed, in my own home the next morning. But this time, I was completely alone. And for once, I wasn’t happy about it. Now that I was home, I was expecting to be ambushed about disappearing for, actually, I’m not even sure how long. But to my surprise, Kimber only scolded me for missing that one day of school. Turns out, I wasn’t gone for days. It was only one. I was more than a little confused, to say the least, but I wasn’t going to fight her on it. If it kept me out of trouble, I guess I would just go with the flow. At least until I got some actual answers. 

 I spent the entire day alone. I ignored the hard knocks on my door from Kimber and the text messages from Jayson. He even stopped by. Even from my bedroom, I heard as Kimber explained that I wouldn’t come out and I wasn’t talking to her either. That she would let him know if anything changed. 

 I was momentarily surprised by my acute hearing but then I remembered all the other things that seemed different about me. Besides my really good hearing, my eyesight seemed much better. I felt light and strong and, incredibly, I felt better than I had ever felt in my entire life. I noticed that even a small scar that was on my knee was no longer visible. 

 I needed answers and I was going to get them.


 

Early the next morning, I drove up to Halo’s house. Kimber had let me borrow Justin’s car for the day, but I’m not entirely sure of her motives yet. But now wasn’t the time to think about it. I had other things, many other things on my mind. So many things that I had trouble sleeping last night. Going to sleep in my room last night, alone, I felt just that, completely alone. I guess I had gotten used to someone either being there with me or at least knowing someone was close by. I felt protected and with all of the guys in my life no where in the area, I was lost. 

 Pathetic, I know.

 I shook off any and all unease and shut off the car. I guess I was a little earlier than Halo was going to like considering the roll of light fog that was still hovering over the lawn and at the edges of the woods. Oh, well. I didn’t get much sleep, no neither would he. He’d get over it. I shrugged and headed toward the front door. I knocked, twice, and no one answered. 

 Standing around in the cold and waiting, I started to get aggravated. Checking the door, which was unlocked, I let myself in.

 I slowly walked into the large, quiet house. He was definitely still sleeping. I made my way up the stairs and toward his bedroom door. But instead of knocking, I turned around and walked to the room that I had stayed in, where all my things still were. 

 “Going somewhere?”

 I turned to see Halo leaning against his open doorway, arms crossed over his shirtless chest. He smiled then rolled his eyes. 

 “You are aware of how early it is, right?”

 “Yeah, sorry. I couldn’t sleep last night and… I couldn’t wait any longer.” I stopped and looked away, almost ashamed. “I guess I needed to be near… I guess I was lonely.”

 “Didn’t sleep well, huh? Never heard that excuse before.”

 “Shut up, it’s not an excuse.” Then I walked toward him and flung my arms around him. “Thank you,” I whispered as he slide his arms around my waist.

 “For what? For trapping you, for getting you into a world of trouble, for almost getting us killed?”

 “For saving me.”

 “Your welcome,” he said squeezing me against him. “Just don’t tell anyone, okay?”

 I pulled back and smiled at him. “Your secret is always safe with me.” Then I dropped my arms and stepped back and became serious. “Have you seen Devlin yet?”

 “No,” he said looking away. “But I’m sure someone else would like to see you. First door on the left, other side of the stairs. Come get me later, like, after noon.” He gave that big beautiful smile and closed his bedroom door.

 I heard noise behind his door once he shut it. I wasn’t sure what the noise was exactly, but, oddly, I felt Halo’s emotion through his door. Waves of pain and frustration and… something sour. Something like… jealousy? My hand reached toward the doorknob, grasped it, but I thought better of it at the last minute and took a step back. My heart hammered in my chest. What exactly was I doing?


 I shook it off, literally and turned to stare at the door down the hall. A little suspicious and very curious, I padded down the hall and stopped in front of the door Halo indicated, turned the knob and walked in, not bothering to knock. 

 On the bed, asleep, was the last person I would ever expect to find in Halo’s house. 

 Kamdyn.

 A warm prickling traveled down my spine. I smiled and walked slowly, quietly toward the bed. I slid off my jacket and shoes and climbed in next to him. I reached up and wiped his disheveled hair from his face. His eyes cracked open slightly and a sliver of deep violet peeked through. His eyes fell to the side and gradually took in the appearance of someone who wasn’t supposed to be there. I let my fingers linger over his cheek and cherished the tingling that coursed up my arms. 

 He shot up quickly, like coming out of a bad dream, breathing heavy. He looked frantically around the room. I didn’t move beside him, afraid I would freak him out more. When he let himself fall back against the bed, he saw me leaning beside him. He didn’t hesitate; he flung himself on me, squishing me down into the mounds of pillows. 

 “I thought you were another dream,” he said into my hair. “I thought I woke up again and you were gone.”

 “I’m right here, Kamdyn.”

 He pulled back and rolled to my side, staring at my face but saying nothing. 

 “Is something wrong?”

 “Not anymore,” he said and pulled me hard against his lips in an intense kiss that made my lips and tongue tingle.

 “Don’t ever do that to me again,” he shouted as he pulled away. 

 There was nothing I could say to that, only because, if I had to make the choice again, between his life and my happiness, I would do it all again. So I just smiled. He smiled back and kissed me again.

 I broke away from him and gave him a confused look. “Why are you in Halo’s house?”

 “Why are you in Halo’s house?” he asked, eyebrow hitched up.

 “Haha, Kamdyn. I’m serious.”

 “So am I,” he suddenly looked very serious. He thought I was going to bolt, again. 

 I rolled my eyes and let out a breath. “I left my stuff here from when I stayed and… I had needed to be near… someone. I can’t explain it.” I looked away from him, I could feel him getting upset. I ran to Halo instead of him. “Plus, I thought, maybe, this is where Devlin would come…” I let my sentence trail off. I shook my head and pulled myself from the covers and out of the bed. 

 “Where are you going?” Kamdyn said, jumping up to stop me from putting on my shoes. 

 “I have obviously upset you and, I thought you would want me to leave.”

 “I do not want to you go. I never want to you leave again.”

 “You’re not mad at me for…”

 “No, I could never be mad at you, not enough to push you away. And you forget,” he said trailing his fingers down the side of my neck sending chills running over my body. “I know what you are feeling. I can’t hear what you’re thinking, but I can still feel your emotions.”

 My heartbeat skyrocketed and I forced myself to calm. He won’t know. He can’t know. On the outside, I smirked and pulled away. “You never answered my question.”

 “What question?” he grinned back but that grin told me he knew exactly what I was talking about.

 I gave him a look that explained he wasn’t fooling me and he laughed. A laugh that gave me the chills. “Alright, alright. I am here because I am moving in with Halo.”

 I couldn’t help the surprise that I know my face gave away and he laughed again. “I know what you’re thinking,” he laughed at his pun and continued. “It’s a little strange given what has happened between us, but now that I know about my family and what I am, and that I have a brother, well, he asked if I would stay here with him. He promised to help me understand what we are and I promised to help him adjust to living outside of Faerie. Beside, Fae are stronger when they are together outside Faerie.”

 “Wow,” was all I could say, but it did make sense, especially given how calm my body and mind have become since I entered the house.

 “So you approve?”

 “I didn’t realize it was my choice.”

 He chuckled softly, but didn’t answer.


 

We were all downstairs eating breakfast, well, lunch, when there was a knock on the door. We all jumped and looked at each other, not sure who it would be. 

 “I’m just curious. Why do people spend hundreds of dollars to have someone install a doorbell, if no one who comes to the door uses it?” Halo asked genuinely curious.

 I snorted and almost spit orange juice all over him. He jumped up out of his seat suddenly eager to get the door. 

 The kitchen was far enough from the front door that, even with my advanced hearing, I could barely hear anything. Then again, there didn’t seem to be much conversation. For some reason, I was nervous sitting there waiting for Halo to come back, like there was a shift in the air. I couldn’t eat anymore and pushed my plate away. Instead I occupied myself by watching as Kamdyn shoveled food in his mouth. I shook my head. He obviously didn’t feel it, but I did.

 Halo reentered the room and without a word sat back down and began to eat. I crossed my arms and looked at him. I knew my expression of anything but nice. 

 He choked on his food. “What!” 

 I gave him a harder impatient look. But he only grinned at me, his eyes flicked over to the doorway. 

 I followed the direction of his eyes and saw Devlin walk through. I felt a single tear run down my face as I got up and ran to him. I jumped into his open arms. He pulled me in tight resting my head in the crook of his neck. The tightness that was in my chest slowly released and a great weight was lifted from me. 

 I pulled back to look into his handsome face, those emerald eyes. How happy I was that he was safe and we were safe because of him. I stared at him because I couldn’t do anything else. I hadn’t realized how tightly wound I was about his absence until he finally returned. It felt like I could breathe again. 

 What I truly didn’t expect was when I had pulled back to look at him, he would hook his hand at the nape of my neck and pull me towards him. My eyes widened and peeked to the side. At the last second, he planted his lips against my forehead.

 This was not good. Not good at all.

 Devlin released me and walked around the table to take the empty seat and fully relaxed as if it was something he had done all his life and he belonged here. 

 I smiled, but it quickly faltered as I realized I was in serious trouble. Somewhere is the course of this madness, I became someone else. I felt great, my body felt wonderful having these three with me. But my mind no longer belonged to me. 

 My feelings no longer belonged to me.


 The unexpected had happened, and I started to fall…


 But for who?


 

 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 

The rain continued to pour down around me as I cried. Great heaving sobs escaped my lips as thunder rolled and lightning cracked. I stared up at the sky and watched the huge drops fall and splash on my face, washing away the streaks of black tears. 


Why am I crying?

 Goosebumps erupted over my body and a chill creped down my spine. Awareness tingled in my very soul. 

 I pulled my raindrop filled eyes away from the dark clouds and casually peered around me. I saw nothing, but knew I wasn’t alone. Not anymore. 

 I knew I should be afraid, but I just couldn’t make myself feel it. 

 I was numb. 

 A few more sobs escaped and violent thunder boomed as more black tears cascaded down my cheeks. 


Why won’t he come out?


For the first time, I noticed where I stood, at the edge of the lake in the forest. The once beautiful lake was now shrouded in grey. It only made me cry harder. 

 Without caring I let myself collapse on the rocky shore, my feet landing at the waters edge, licking at my shoes. My attention was caught on the waters surface as each raindrop hit. I let my hand wipe at the wet strands of hair blocking my view. The falling water ran down in rivulets around my face, plunging toward the lake from my chin. 

 “What do you want?” I finally whispered. I knew he could hear me. But he remained silent.

 I jumped to my feet and spun around. “What do you want from me?” I screamed. My hands clenched, body stiff as lightening flash, filling the sky and illuminating the dark woods surrounding me. 

 It was then I saw him. He leaned against a large tree making no attempt to really hide. He didn’t really care if I saw him. I knew he wanted to see what I would do here. He wanted to push me. As far as I would go. 

 “If you want me, then come get me.” I spat through clenched teeth. 

 I heard his laugh then. Full of menace and promise. “We tried that approach already, I’m sure you remember.”

 “What do you want with me? I am no one. What could I possibly have that you want?”

 “You know so little about yourself, you know that?” He prowled towards me, all animal grace and beauty. “I simply want you to figure out who you really are and what promises your future holds. I want you to realize that you belong with me. Oh, the things we could accomplish together.” He grinned as he stepped forward and pried my hands out of their fists, soothing them before bring them both to his lips to kiss each lightly.

 “You tried to have me killed.” I whispered because that was all I was able to do with him so close.

 His eyes darkened and his face hardened. “No,” he stated it as if it could be nothing other than a fact. “I did not call them to kill you. They defied my orders. They were to only return you to me. I do not want to hurt you. Never. You are my future. The future of Faerie.”

 “No.” 

 “Discover it for yourself. I know you will. Learn who you truly are, what you truly want.”

 Lightning cracked the sky and I looked up to watch it split my world in two. When I looked back, he was gone, with no trace that he had ever been there except his footprints in the mud. 

 Wind whipped around me and screamed as the rain drive harder and my tears poured out of me, out of my soul. 


Who am I?


I feel so alone…
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