

[image: cover.jpg]




 


 


 


 


D E S I R E


 


 


(WISH—BOOK 2)


 


 


 


 


 


 


MORGAN RICE


 




Morgan Rice


 


Morgan Rice is the #1 bestselling and USA Today bestselling author of the epic fantasy series THE SORCERER’S RING, comprising seventeen books; of the #1 bestselling series THE VAMPIRE JOURNALS, comprising twelve books; of the #1 bestselling series THE SURVIVAL TRILOGY, a post-apocalyptic thriller comprising three books; of the epic fantasy series KINGS AND SORCERERS, comprising six books; of the epic fantasy series OF CROWNS AND GLORY, comprising eight books; of the epic fantasy series A THRONE FOR SISTERS, comprising eight books; of the science fiction series THE INVASION CHRONICLES, comprising four books; of the fantasy series OLIVER BLUE AND THE SCHOOL FOR SEERS, comprising four books; of the fantasy series THE WAY OF STEEL, comprising four books; of the fantasy series AGE OF THE SORCERERS, comprising eight books; of the fantasy series SHADOWSEER, comprising five books; and of the WISH series, comprising five books (and counting). Morgan’s books are available in audio and print editions, and translations are available in over 25 languages.


Morgan loves to hear from you, so please feel free to visit www.morganricebooks.com to join the email list, receive a free book, receive free giveaways, download the free app, get the latest exclusive news, connect on Facebook and Twitter, and stay in touch!


 


Copyright © 2023 by Morgan Rice. All rights reserved. Except as permitted under the U.S. Copyright Act of 1976, no part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed or transmitted in any form or by any means, or stored in a database or retrieval system, without the prior permission of the author.  This ebook is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. This ebook may not be re-sold or given away to other people. If you would like to share this book with another person, please purchase an additional copy for each recipient. If you’re reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your use only, then please return it and purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work of this author.  This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, organizations, places, events, and incidents either are the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictionally. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental. Jacket image Copyright   Amitiel used under license from shutterstock.com.




 


BOOKS BY MORGAN RICE


 


WISH


WISH (Book #1)


DESIRE (Book #2)


ADORE (Book #3)


THIRST (Book #4)


ACHE (Book #5)


 


SHADOWSEER


SHADOWDEER: LONDON (Book #1)


SHADOWSEER: PARIS (Book #2)


SHADOWSEER: MUNICH (Book #3)


SHADOWSEER: ROME (Book #4)


SHADOWSEER: ATHENS (Book #5)


 


AGE OF THE SORCERERS


REALM OF DRAGONS (Book #1)


THRONE OF DRAGONS (Book #2)


BORN OF DRAGONS (Book #3)


RING OF DRAGONS (Book #4)


CROWN OF DRAGONS (Book #5)


DUSK OF DRAGONS (Book #6)


SHIELD OF DRAGONS (Book #7)


DREAM OF DRAGONS (Book #8)


 


OLIVER BLUE AND THE SCHOOL FOR SEERS


THE MAGIC FACTORY (Book #1)


THE ORB OF KANDRA (Book #2)


THE OBSIDIANS (Book #3)


THE SCEPTOR OF FIRE (Book #4)


 


THE INVASION CHRONICLES


TRANSMISSION (Book #1)


ARRIVAL (Book #2)


ASCENT (Book #3)


RETURN (Book #4)


 


THE WAY OF STEEL


ONLY THE WORTHY (Book #1)


ONLY THE VALIANT (Book #2)


ONLY THE DESTINED (Book #3)


ONLY THE BOLD (Book #4)


 


A THRONE FOR SISTERS


A THRONE FOR SISTERS (Book #1)


A COURT FOR THIEVES (Book #2)


A SONG FOR ORPHANS (Book #3)


A DIRGE FOR PRINCES (Book #4)


A JEWEL FOR ROYALS (BOOK #5)


A KISS FOR QUEENS (BOOK #6)


A CROWN FOR ASSASSINS (Book #7)


A CLASP FOR HEIRS (Book #8)


 


OF CROWNS AND GLORY 


SLAVE, WARRIOR, QUEEN (Book #1) 


ROGUE, PRISONER, PRINCESS (Book #2)


KNIGHT, HEIR, PRINCE (Book #3)


REBEL, PAWN, KING (Book #4)


SOLDIER, BROTHER, SORCERER (Book #5)


HERO, TRAITOR, DAUGHTER (Book #6)


RULER, RIVAL, EXILE (Book #7)


VICTOR, VANQUISHED, SON (Book #8)


 


KINGS AND SORCERERS


RISE OF THE DRAGONS (Book #1)


RISE OF THE VALIANT (Book #2)


THE WEIGHT OF HONOR (Book #3)


A FORGE OF VALOR (Book #4)


A REALM OF SHADOWS (Book #5)


NIGHT OF THE BOLD (Book #6)


 


THE SORCERER’S RING


A QUEST OF HEROES (Book #1)


A MARCH OF KINGS (Book #2)


A FATE OF DRAGONS (Book #3)


A CRY OF HONOR (Book #4)


A VOW OF GLORY (Book #5)


A CHARGE OF VALOR (Book #6)


A RITE OF SWORDS (Book #7)


A GRANT OF ARMS (Book #8)


A SKY OF SPELLS (Book #9)


A SEA OF SHIELDS (Book #10)


A REIGN OF STEEL (Book #11)


A LAND OF FIRE (Book #12)


A RULE OF QUEENS (Book #13)


AN OATH OF BROTHERS (Book #14)


A DREAM OF MORTALS (Book #15)


A JOUST OF KNIGHTS (Book #16)


THE GIFT OF BATTLE (Book #17)


 


THE SURVIVAL TRILOGY


ARENA ONE: SLAVERSUNNERS (Book #1)


ARENA TWO (Book #2)


ARENA THREE (Book #3)


 


VAMPIRE, FALLEN


BEFORE DAWN (Book #1)


 


THE VAMPIRE JOURNALS


TURNED (Book #1)


LOVED (Book #2)


BETRAYED (Book #3)


DESTINED (Book #4)


DESIRED (Book #5)


BETROTHED (Book #6)


VOWED (Book #7)


FOUND (Book #8)


RESURRECTED (Book #9)


CRAVED (Book #10)


FATED (Book #11)


OBSESSED (Book #12)




 


CONTENTS


 


CHAPTER ONE


CHAPTER TWO


CHAPTER THREE


CHAPTER FOUR


CHAPTER FIVE


CHAPTER SIX


CHAPTER SEVEN


CHAPTER EIGHT


CHAPTER NINE


CHAPTER TEN


CHAPTER ELEVEN


CHAPTER TWELVE


CHAPTER THIRTEEN


CHAPTER FOURTEEN


CHAPTER FIFTEEN


CHAPTER SIXTEEN


CHAPTER SEVENTEEN


CHAPTER EIGHTEEN


CHAPTER NINETEEN


CHAPTER TWENTY


CHAPTER TWENTY ONE


CHAPTER TWENTY TWO


CHAPTER TWENTY THREE


CHAPTER TWENTY FOUR


CHAPTER TWENTY FIVE


CHAPTER TWENTY SIX


CHAPTER TWENTY SEVEN


 




 


 


 



CHAPTER ONE


 


 


Sneaking out isn’t supposed to be this hard.


I hide behind the empty barrel, waiting for the night guard to move away from the barracks. 


Or it never used to be this hard.


Ever since the incident from two weeks ago, when two counsellors tried to murder me and my friends, the security around this camp has increased significantly. 


I hold my breath as the night guard stops and lifts his hand to scratch his underarm. The odor reaches me all the way to where I’m hiding, and it takes everything inside of me not to throw up. I clasp my nose closed, gagging silently. I know if I make a sound, his sharp ears will pick it up.


One of the perks of being supernaturally inclined, as I have recently discovered.


Patience isn’t my strong suit, and I would rather be tucked in my bed, in the new barracks, but this is the only chance I have to meet Jesse. I check my watch and worry fills me. I’m already fifteen minutes late.


Finally, the guard moves away, sniffing, his hand scratching his butt.


I wait till he rounds the corner to the other side of the barracks before I rush towards the forest. Breaking past the tree line, I keep running till I reach the large boulders that Jesse pointed out. My choppy brown hair, which now reaches past my ears, is annoying, and I keep batting the strands away from my eyes. All the physical classes have really toned my muscles, my gait is smoother, and I’m faster than before.


I’ve just crossed a thick clump of trees when somebody grabs me by the waist, swinging me back into a male chest. I let out a shocked cry and then I hear a throaty chuckle.


“And here I thought you weren’t a coward, Taylor.”


Jesse’s amused voice makes me lift my elbow and slam it into his ribcage. The strangled sound he makes is oh so satisfying. As he lets me go, I turn to look at a tall boy with jet black hair in loose, enviable curls. His ivory skin stands out against the darkness of the night, and, despite his obvious pain, his piercing gray eyes are filled with laughter at my expense.


“I’ve told you not to do that!” I hiss at him. 


He releases me, wrapping his arms around his stomach, and doubling over, groaning, “There must be something wrong with me that I like you despite how violent you are.”


His words fluster me and I’m glad he’s no longer holding me. 


Considering that Jesse is the first guy I’ve ever dated, there are a lot of things that I’m still struggling with. Growing up in a trailer in Texas, I’ve not exactly been surrounded by boys who had more than one thing on their mind when it came to a girl. So, I stayed away from them and knew enough of how to protect myself to make sure they thought twice about approaching me.


My opinion about boys was sufficiently jaded by the time I was sent to Mistfall Wilderness Camp, so when I met Jesse, I never thought he would be the one to change my mind.


I watch him rub his stomach as he straightens up, his expression still pained, “I really need to learn how to avoid your elbows.”


“You shouldn’t have grabbed me like that.”


“Then you should’ve been on time,” he narrows his eyes at me. “My lips were turning blue in this cold.”


“They seem fine to me.”


I see the wicked gleam in his eyes, “Maybe you should warm them …”


I can feel the heat creep up my neck, and I quickly say, “I thought you were going to show me something.”


“Oh, yeah,” Jesse looks around before grabbing my hand. “Come on.”


I stare down at our hands as he pulls me behind him.


Jesse seems very comfortable with all of this, whether it’s holding my hand or kissing, but then he’s the opposite of me so it makes sense. Where I’ve always been reserved with a sharp tongue as my biggest defense system, Jesse is friendly and approachable. Why he likes me is beyond my understanding but from the moment I met him, I’ve been drawn to him.


Being with him, pushing past my own comfort zone, isn’t easy for me. When it comes to Jesse, everything is new to me, and I struggle to make sense of it. Our first kiss was weeks ago, and while it was so natural and felt so right, it also frightened me. It sparked so many emotions inside of me that no matter how many times I try to pick one and examine it, my head feels like it’s going to burst. 


I’ve not told anyone about the kiss, not even Beth, who is as close to a best friend as I’ve had. I can’t even fathom talking to Quill, my other friend. Even if it weren’t for the fact that it’d be weird because he’s a guy, he’s lately been acting like he’s got a stick stuck where the sun doesn’t shine.


“So, where are we going?” I ask as I trail after him, the warmth of his hand heating me down to my bones.


“It’s a surprise,” the excitement in Jesse’s voice has me even more curious.


“What kind of surprise?” I ask, unable to prevent the hint of wariness from seeping into my voice. “You should know that I’m not good with surprises.”


“What kind of surprises have you received in the past?” Jesse glances over his shoulder at me.


I try to remember.


“Well,” my voice is dry, mostly to keep the pang of misery concealed, “my dad once tried to make a handmade confetti explosive device – thing – in our trailer, and well, I nearly died, so, yeah. Not an enthusiast.”


“That sounds like an adventure.”


“That’s what he said,” I mutter under my breath.


“What was that?”


“Nothing,” I tug at his hand. “If this is an ‘adventure,’ I really don’t want to – Oh.”


My voice gets stuck in my throat as I find myself staring at a sequence of rocks with a spring flowing from it. That’s not what has me stunned. It’s the way the water is glowing.


“W-What is this place?”


Jesse releases my hand, sticking his hands in his pockets and grinning at me. “You like?”


I crouch down to run my hand through the luminescent water. It’s like a thousand stars in the flowing water and when I lift my hand, it’s almost as if the stars are mixed inside.


I look at Jesse, awestruck, and he just looks pleased, “I knew you’d like it.”


“How is it-?”


He shrugs, “I don’t know.” He kneels by my side, “There are a lot of strange places like these all over the islands. This water only glows on specific nights when the moon is at a particular angle.”


He runs his hand in the water and I glance at him, noticing an almost somber expression on his face. “How do you know that?”


He shrugs, sitting back on his heels, “In the summers, when the weather used to be good and all this cold fog wasn’t here, I used to come and sleep here when I was a Level One. The barracks would be too suffocating.”


He’s a Level Three right now.


“When was that?”


“A long time ago,” he murmurs, quietly.


There are times when I feel that Jesse is hiding something from me, but I just can’t put my finger on it. 


“Wait,” I give him a startled look. “What do you mean by no fog? Wasn’t this place always foggy and cold and miserable?”


Jesse chuckles, “I wouldn’t know about miserable, but no. The fog initially surrounded the islands to obscure them from the normal folk, the normies, if you will. It just slowly started creeping onto the islands, a couple of years back.”


Years?


How long has Jesse been at this camp?


Before I can ask, however, he reaches out and pushes a strand of my hair behind my ear and his voice is soft, almost thoughtful. “Your hair is longer.”


Feeling self-conscious, I quickly touch it, “Yeah. I haven’t had the chance to cut it off yet.”


“I like it,” he smiles at me, and I can feel my heart take on that strange pitter patter sensation all over again. “You shouldn’t cut it. Grow it out some more.”


“You don’t think it’s too girly?” I feel uneasy, touching my hair.


Jesse’s brows raise, “Well, you are a girl, aren’t you?”


“That’s not what I meant,” I feel flustered, not knowing how to explain to him the significance of my short hair.


“Anyway,” Jesse pulls me to my feet. “I thought this could be our first romantic date. You know now that you’re so busy and all.”


I grin, “Aw, did you miss me?”


“Maybe,” he leans forward, and my smile slips away at the intense look in his eyes.


Jesse’s hand curls around my neck and I can feel his fingers pressing into my skin as he pulls me forward. I can’t help but be led by him, my heart pounding viciously, a steady thrumming between my ears. But as soon as his lips press against mine, all of it vanishes, only to be replaced by a slow burning heat that makes my toes curl.


His scent is surrounding me, the heat from his body making me burn as he holds me against him, one hand firmly grasping my waist. My hands clench his shirt as I try to keep up with him. It’s hard to think with Jesse so close to me.


It’s the light that distracts me at first and then a gasping sound.


My brain takes a moment to adjust back to reality and then cold hard shock fills me when I realize we’ve been discovered. I quickly pull away and we both look towards the bushes where a dark silhouette is standing. 


“Jesse?” 


It’s a girl’s voice.


I can feel Jesse stiffen. “No.”


I hear a soft giggle. “It’s me.”


The girl steps out from the darkness and I lay my eyes on a tall curvaceous redhead with tawny colored eyes and delicate features. She doesn’t look at me, her eyes trained on Jesse who’s wearing a strained expression on his face.


“Rachel,” he finally murmurs. “What are you doing back?”


I look between the two, sensing something between them that makes me uneasy. “You two know each other?”


Jesse grimaces. “Kind of. This is Rachel Adkins. She’s my ex-girlfriend.”




 


 


 



CHAPTER TWO


 


 


I go still at Jesse’s revelation.


Ex-girlfriend?


Rachel ignores me as she takes a step forward, her pretty face all smiles. “So, how have you been?”


I drop his hand which has been curled around mine since the moment she interrupted us. I don’t miss the flicker of annoyance in his face at that. Before I can say anything, however, he grabs my hand again, this time holding tight. 


“Good,” Jesse’s voice is terse. “What are you doing back here? I thought you left the school.”


Rachel shrugs, flipping her long hair over her shoulder in a move that should not be as attractive as she makes it. “I’m back. As an assistant counselor.”


Assistant counselor?


That’s when I notice the t-shirt she’s wearing. It’s similar to the ones all the counselors at this camp wear.


Jesse gives her a wary look. “Why, though? You hated this place.”


Rachel’s smile is slow and meaningful. “Well, not all of it. You look good, Jesse.”


I’m not an idiot. 


The way her eyes run over Jesse makes me bristle. 


“What are you doing here, though?” I ask, bluntly. “Shouldn’t you be at the barracks or something?”


Rachel’s eyes finally move towards me, and I see a hint of disdain in her eyes. “My first act should be to send you back with a black slip. Roaming outside after curfew is punishable and you know it.”


Jesse’s hand tightens around mine. “We used to break curfew all the time, Rachel.”


Rachel’s eyes don’t wander from mine. “That was then. Your little friend has to go back. I’m willing to overlook the black slip this one time but you need to get going.”


“Rachel-“


I can sense the irritation in Jesse’s eyes and that makes me relax. I shrug. “It’s fine. Come on, Jesse.”


I’ve just pulled his hand slightly when Rachel grabs my wrist, her grip tight to the point of being painful. “And just what do you think you’re doing?”


I raise my brows. “Leaving. Like you ordered us to.”


“No,” she smiles, coolly. “I told you to leave. Jesse and I have a lot to catch up on. Don’t we, Jesse?”


I look over my shoulder at him and he’s looking at Rachel before releasing my hand slowly. The moment his warmth is gone, I suddenly feel cold inside.


“You go back, Taylor,” Jesse murmurs. “I’ll see you later.”


“Yeah, Taylor.” I don’t miss the taunt in Rachel’s voice. “Go back.”


She pisses me off.


Everything about her, especially her demeanor. 


But I’m not stupid enough to pick a fight with her. She reeks of pettiness.


“Fine,” I shrug, keeping my expression, impassive. “See you, Jesse.”


And in an act that rivals Rachel herself, I lean over and kiss Jesse smack on the mouth. His eyes widen and I see Rachel’s eyes narrow in unconcealed anger.


I knew it!


Pulling away before she can say anything, I begin my walk back to the barracks.


My smile, however, fades away as soon as my back is turned towards them.


I can feel the itching in my wrist, the same spot which usually acts up when something bad is going to happen. And I know.


This girl, she’s going to be trouble.


And not the fun kind.


 


***


 


Sneaking back into the barracks isn’t a party.


The barracks back at the Level Zero island were significantly less guarded than the Level One barracks are, especially the ones at the east side of the island. I wait for the night guard to finish his shift, feeling both annoyed and tired.


When I first came to Mistfall Wilderness Camp, a punishment doled out by a judge because my stepmother, Dolores, had accused me of trying to murder her, I had every intention of escaping. I had also not known at that point that a lot of events had been engineered for me to end up at this camp: a camp which is actually a school for the supernatural, built on a series of islands on multiple combined lakes.


That’s what I’ve been told at least, ever since my own abilities manifested.


A lot of things that had me thinking I was on the verge of insanity now make sense. However, despite it all, even though Director Yearwood, who runs this school, told me I’m a vampire, I haven’t really had the urge to suck any of my peers dry.


Just then, I see the guard finally move, and I take my chance. 


Darting towards the barracks, I quickly open the door and rush inside. 


Fortunately, the barracks on the east side of the island are smaller and more like cabins with four beds. Right now, only two of the beds are occupied.


Beth is passed out on one of them, one leg dangling off the side, while the other occupant looks like a lumpy set of pillows. Probably because that’s what they are.


“I told you to fix that,” I flick Beth’s foot as I pass by her, only for her to groan in her sleep and pull her foot inside the blanket. 


Pulling off my hoodie, I climb into bed, readjusting the pillows, muttering, “If anyone had peeked in, they would have thought I had grown humps in my sleep.”


“Thash’ nice,” Beth mumbles, yanking the blanket over her head.


Muttering a chosen curse word, I huddle under the blanket, allowing myself to drift off.


 


***


 


It’s dark and raining.


I don’t like the dark. 


“Taylor! Taylor!”


The voice is so familiar but try as I might, I can’t get these chains off me. They’re weighing me down as the frightened voice calls out my name with a desperation that tears into me.


She needs me.


I have to get free.


“Dad!” 


I scream out for my father. I can hear his labored breathing. He’s struggling, too.


When I turn to look at him, I feel a strange sense of déjà vu pass over me. The side of his face is covered in blood, his eyes wild as he tries to get his own chains off.


A sickening fear grasps me by the throat, “Dad? Dad, what’s going on?!”


But he doesn’t reply.


“Dad?!”


I try to move my hands, to do something, and that’s when I realize my hands are small. Too small. They’re a child’s hands. 


What’s going on?


The scream this time is piercing.


And my eyes fly open.


My heart pounding, I stare at the ceiling, my whole body feeling icy cold. 


What in the heck was that dream?


“Taylor?”


Beth is sitting up in bed and when I look at her, this tight knot inside me eases.


I’m shaking as I try to sit up, nearly slumping back as a result. 


I can see Beth’s worry transform into alarm as she pushes off her blanket, ready to come to my aid.


“I-It’s okay,” I shake my head, giving her a wan smile that I can only manage slightly. 


“You were mumbling in your sleep,” Beth gets out of her bed and wanders over to where I’m now sitting up. Her feet bare, she climbs into my bed, “You okay?”


I wipe the cold sweat off my face, my heartrate not altogether steady. “Just a nightmare, I guess. A stupid dream.”


Beth looks concerned, “What was it about?”


I open my mouth and then blink, feeling like a curtain of obscurity has been cast inside my head. “You know,” I feel the fear begin to recede, “I don’t really remember.”


Beth tilts her head, her long golden-haired braid falling to one side, her soft blue eyes still filled with sleep. “Well, maybe it was just one of those stress-induced dreams. I used to have them all the time after my parents died and James moved in.”


She’s not wearing her thick nerdy looking glasses right now and despite my mini heart-attack type experience, I find myself smiling. “Do you really need those glasses or are they just fake?”


“I told you,” Beth makes a face. “Nobody takes me seriously without them! And stop changing the subject. Do you want me to make you a cup of tea?”


I glance in the direction of the electric kettle on the small side table. One of the benefits of moving to a Level One island, or maybe it’s the east part of the island, is that we get a few more amenities, including fewer roommates and an electric tea kettle. I’ve never been a tea drinker till I moved into these barracks. But as I’m finding out, hot tea on a cold wet day cozies me right up.


“No,” I glance at the wall clock. “We have to start getting ready to head to the mess in a bit anyway.”


“Oh, yeah,” Beth tucks her feet inside my blanket, her eyes trained on me now, glinting in curiosity. “So how was your date?”


“It wasn’t a date,” I shrug, trying to play it cool. “It was just –“


“-two people meeting under the moon and the stars,” Beth grins.


I glare at her. “He wanted to show me something.”


It takes her eyes widening to the size of saucers for me to understand that she misinterpreted my statement in the worst way possible.


“No!” I scramble to save myself. “Not that! A small spring! He wanted to show me glowing water – I mean-“


Beth is laughing now, and I can feel my face turn a bright red.


“Nothing happened, okay!” I burst out, feeling flustered as Beth nearly falls off the bed, roaring in laughter. “His stupid ex showed up!”


That has her laughter fading, slowly, as she pulls herself back onto the bed. “W-What?”


“Some Rachel Adkins,” I scowl. “Pretty, red hair, -“


Beth’s eyes widen, “Rachel Adkins? The Rachel Adkins?”


 “The?” My brows furrow. 


“Yeah,” Beth leans forward. “I heard her name come up during my training session a few days ago. She’s a werewolf, like me, but really strong. Like insanely so. I think she’s two years older than us, but she cleared through each of the islands within months. She was a Level Three for close to six months and then she graduated to the Level Four island and apparently that island is super hush-hush. We haven’t even met anybody from there, although the mess is supposed to be a common area for all of us.”


She’s right. I’ve never run into a Level Four before. Or even heard of them.


“Anyway, when she became a Level Four, she stayed for another couple of months and then just left. Nobody stopped her. One of the counselors who’s overseeing my transition gave me some tips to hold my form and, according to him, it was Rachel who came up with some of the ideas that help us transition faster. Why is she back though?”


As much Beth seems to be in awe of this girl, I have a funny feeling in the pit of my stomach.


“She’s an assistant counselor,” I murmur, recalling the way Rachel had been looking at Jesse. 


Pretty, smart, a possible genius.


How am I supposed to compete with a girl like that?




 


 


 



CHAPTER THREE


 


 


“So, she’s Jesse’s ex-girlfriend?” Beth sounds a little troubled as she glances at me. “How did he react when he saw her?”


My backpack is hauled over my shoulder as I try to make my way across the rocky terrain. This is one of the things I hate about the Level One island. It’s so rocky. It feels like the entire island was built upon rock and stone. 


The only clear area is where some of the physical classes are held and where the main buildings are.


“Well, not too pleased,” I reply. “Not too upset either. He seemed shocked.”


“Shocked?” Beth echoes, a frown on her face. “Well, that’s not good.” She shoots me a quick glance. “Or is it? I’ve never really dated before so I don’t know.”


“Neither have I,” I respond, grimly. “But it’s not a good thing, in my book. She wanted to catch up with him and he didn’t exactly seem disinclined.”


Beth makes a face. “Now that does sound bad.”


“What does?”


Quill’s voice is out of breath as he suddenly appears out of nowhere from behind us.


I give him a wary look. “I’m sorry. Do we know you?”


He frowns in my direction. “What’s that supposed to mean?”


“Like you don’t know,” I glower at him. “You’ve been avoiding us like we’re carrying the plague!”


“Not us,” Beth corrects, looking away, and I catch a strange look in her eyes. “Mostly you.”


I stop walking at that and turn to stare at Quill. “So, I’m the one you suddenly have a problem with?”


Quill with his reddish auburn hair and intelligent blue eyes glares right back. “I never said that! I was busy!”


“Busy?” I echo. “You mean busy avoiding me? Because you sure as heck weren’t too busy to meet up with Beth, apparently.”


Quill narrows his eyes. “Well, it’s not like you’ve been chasing after me, dying to hang out. You and Jesse are stuck like glue to each other all the time.”


I gape at him. “All the time? You do realize we have classes till dinner, don’t you? I barely see him! And if I do see him, I have to go to crazy lengths just to do so!”


“Well,” Quill blusters, trying to say something but clearly coming up empty. “I’ve just been busy, okay?”


I stare at him, trying to press down the throbbing sensation which I can only describe as hurt. My tone is cool as I say, “Then don’t let me waste your time.”


Turning on my heel, I begin walking towards the main building, my jaw tight.


Jerk!


When Beth doesn’t immediately follow after me, my hurt turns into anger and I squeeze the strap of my backpack, grinding my teeth. 


She catches up to me not ten minutes later, completely out of breath. “Sorry. I had to – He wanted to talk. So, I-“


She glances at me before wincing, “You don’t look happy.”


“I’m fine,” I shrug, staring straight ahead as I keep walking. 


“Taylor,” Beth says, quietly. “Quill’s just dealing with some stuff. I’m serious. It’s not that he’s avoiding you to be mean.”


“It’s fine,” I repeat. But I can’t help but remember a few weeks ago when both of them had been giving me the silent treatment and how much it had sucked. To see Quill do that now without any reason upsets me. 


I stomp my foot harder on the ground as a part of me wishes to go back and give him a good shake and demand what’s crawled up his butt. But my darn pride is holding me back. 


My friendship with Quill is different from what I have with Beth. Quill’s the first guy I have ever befriended. There is a camaraderie between us that has existed since our first meeting. When he avoids me like this, I feel a strange tension within me. 


It’s been bad enough that ever since I’ve been upgraded to Level One from Level Zero, our schedules have become different. Our physical classes, which have become more like survival missions at this point in my, pessimistic opinion, are now held away from the other Level Ones. Quill still isn’t aware of his supernatural self and till he transforms at least once, our outdoor classes with be held separately. So, I only manage to see him in the indoor classes or during mealtimes when he sits as far away from me as possible.


I’ve even discreetly tried sniffing myself in the beginning to make sure it’s not some weird stink I’m giving off.


Beth glances at me and then tries to change the subject, “Anyway, we have a new class on our schedule this week. I think it’s supposed to be resistant training.”


She takes out her schedule from her pocket and peers at it, “At least that’s what I think it says. I kind of smudged the ink. Do you remember?”

OEBPS/images/cover.jpg
wish, book two

)

desire ;

/

morgan rice





