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Dedication




Twenty years, and I still like you. I'm also in love with you. You support me, protect me, and take care of me better than anyone ever has. All the while, making me want to throttle you. Thank you for making life interesting.  



   

Also, you should know that using "meow" in conversation ages you, blaming the dog doesn't work, and it makes me giggle that you get my ebook "recommendations."
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Chapter One
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"The world as it is today is not what it once was," I whispered to the cresting sun. The bright rays of color breached the horizon, lighting the blue that surrounded me. The sight settled my thoughts like nothing else could. Their soft, welcoming presence, along with the lapping of the water, helped whisk away a little of the darkness that had taken root in my mind. 

It was a quote, but for the life of me, I couldn't remember from where. Was it a historical figure? A movie? Maybe the homeless man who stood on the street corner back home? I guess it didn't really matter. Only the meaning did. And with the additional line I'd added—after the last hellish twenty-four hours with the Deranged—the phrase had spun through me, refusing to let me sleep. Neither would the images from the last few days—images of pain, fear, and death. I'd killed people. To protect myself and those I loved, yes, but still. Their faces would never leave me. Point blank or by fire, it didn't matter. Worse, we'd lost friends, both new and long-time—Sydney, Louis, and Dad were just a few. I'd helped a man, Arden, have a peaceful death when I was unable to save him. I'd only known him a short time, but he was my friend, and my chest burned every time I thought about how helpless I was in that moment. So unable to fix what was wrong even with the powers I now controlled.

Those who'd fought to make it to The Valiant were brave and strong—not that the others weren't. They understood the importance of why we were here, which is why I think my mind kept adding to that darn quote.

"The world as it is today is not what it once was," I repeated. "And if we don't do something, the world of today will cease to exist."

The roof of the large ship beneath my splayed fingers was smooth, the fiberglass thick and solid. It accepted my weight ultimately, unaware of my presence. The wind blew through my hair, whipping the short locks into my eyes as I gazed up at the sails of the great catamaran. The white cloth extended upward in an arc as graceful and beautiful as a soaring bird. 

It may be imperfect, but it's ours. The world is what we make of it, and I choose to make it something amazing.

It had been less than a day since we'd fought our way aboard this vessel. None of our wounds had healed yet, physical or emotional. Obviously. In fact, it seemed like with each passing hour, the pressure and sadness had closed in. For me, it was the inactivity—the lack of movement.

"Hey, what are you doing up here?" 

I turned at the voice, finding Eric stepping up onto the roof. His long strides brought him to me quickly because, really, the ship wasn't that big.

"Everyone wondered where you escaped to."

"Just getting some fresh air," I said. "Has the meeting started?"

"Yeah. Shelby's giving a rundown of the ship. She introduced Brody and is explaining the chore, cooking, and fishing schedules." He grinned. "When Remy started to talk back, Jeff threatened to throw him overboard. Twice."

I sighed. "Oh lordy."

"She sent Jax and me to find you. When she's done, it's breakfast, then you're up." 

"Then where's Jax?"

"We split up. I came here figuring you'd be up here moping. He thought you'd be downstairs." Eric shook his head. "He doesn't know you at all."

My eyebrow raised as I half-glared at him. "I don't mope, and I was about to come down." 

He took a seat next to me, extending his long legs out in front of him, and leaned back on his arms. 

"Uh-huh. How are you feeling?" 

Looking up at the sky, I grinned. Eric, my adopted big brother of sorts, was always worried about me. Of course, after yesterday's adventures, he had reason. The battle with Sue and her Deranged had been more than any of us had expected. The amount of energy I'd used was staggering. How I'd been able to handle that much was still a shock, but I couldn't argue that my ability to control and affect electromagnetic fields was useful. But the truth was, without my companions, I would have been lost.

"Fine. How about you? How's Eva?"

"She's doing great because of you. The pain from the gash in her shoulder's minimal. She said she felt great this morning."

I shook my head. "I didn't do anything."

Aw, Eva. I thought. I need to figure that out, then develop her and her power. More importantly, I need to protect her.

For weeks, I'd believed Jax was the key to this entire mission, to figuring out how to stop The Source and the damage it's doing to the Earth. Then I met Eva and started to wonder. We have a weird connection and, in moments of pure insanity—a.k.a. heightened emotion—she connects with my mind. It happened before we’d even met, when we were states apart, but with her close by, it is instantaneous. The strange thing is, with her connected to me via this link, my power's amplified. How that's possible, I have no idea. Stranger still? She's the little sister of Eric's long-lost girlfriend, and I just happened along them.

"Yes, you did. Taking the pain away while they stitched her up was a big deal." 

Now, that was the interesting side of my power. I could affect electromagnetic fields of all sizes. Even the tiniest of ones contained within the human body. It'd come in handy on several occasions, and I'd been grateful for it each time.

Eric continued, "Oh, and don't forget about how you got her away from the Deranged." 

I waved the comment away.

"That was a group effort. I'm just glad she's okay. I wanted to see her when she woke up but didn't want to bother you guys." 

"Reena, the first thing she asked about this morning was you. You are not a bother. Plus, it's not a far walk, seeing as our room is connected to yours." He gave me a wry smile. "And with eight of us in the suite and ten people staying elsewhere on our floor, it's not like there's privacy."

True. I chuckled. 

Shelby, the captain's wife, kept her word. She'd made sure that Jax, my best friend and boyfriend, and I had gotten a real bed. Luckily, after everything, no one had argued, including our parents. I was hurt, tired, and a hero in their eyes. Plus, the fact that our suite was being shared with multiple other people had helped. Two rooms opened to each other. Eric and Arianna claimed the other as it could sleep three, giving Eva a protected place to rest. My sister, Lily, was in the shared living room with Camden and Sean. Lily on the couch, and the boys on the floor. With our door open, it was like it'd been the last few weeks. We were used to being in close quarters by now, and it allowed us to watch over Lily and Eva.

"You're right. I'm sure the parental figures will be keeping an eye on us," I said.

With a wicked smile on his face, Eric teased, "Maybe you should make sure to keep your door open at all times. You know, just in case." 

I smacked his arm and closed my eyes, shaking my head. The memory of Kim cornering me in front of everyone and providing advice on safe sex ran through my head. Eric had been having way too much fun teasing me over it ever since—small comments, teasing looks. And it was partially because of him that I was beginning to see such a humiliating event as amusing. 

"It's not funny!" But I couldn't hold back my smile. It had been embarrassing, but at the same time, it was also a little funny. I had no idea why mothers were so good at tormenting their kids, but it had to be their superpower. Kim had apologized profusely to me later, admitting she hadn't meant to make it a public conversation. Part of me was still mad, but I believed her. 

Eric chuckled. "Is too."

"Anyway—"

"How the hell did you find her first?" Jax's voice came from behind me.

Tilting his head, Eric called, "Because I know your girlfriend better than you do."

"So not true, and you know it," I said, grinning. Jax smacked Eric on the back of the head as he passed. He sat on my other side, mimicking our positioning. His hand was close to mine, and I stretched my fingers out so that I could make the barest of contact.

"You might be right," Eric acknowledged. "Truthfully, I saw you up here when they raised the sails. Figured you'd still be here since you like to sit on the highest point you can find while you're thinking." 

My weight shifted as I leaned to look at him. "You know, I never really thought about it like that, but you're right."

Conversation stopped for a few minutes as we watched the sun rise into the sky. Rays burst through the clouds and danced in the wind. The feel of air lifted my spirits, the cold further calming the worry I carried. Jax's presence also had a soothing effect on me. Knowing my family was safe on this ship might have helped, too. Even though we were headed into something unknown, today would be an excellent start to the next leg of our journey. 

"We should get down there," Jax said. "Are you ready? Do you know what you're going to say?"

"Mostly. I do have a plan."

"That's ominous," Eric said.

"It's not too far out of my normal realm of crazy," I said with a wink.

"Oh, good!" he said, sarcasm dripping from each word. Then his demeanor changed, becoming serious. "We're behind you."

"Always," Jax said, kissing my knuckles. I grinned, feeling my fingers tingle where he touched.

"Then," I exhaled, releasing the tension, "let's do this."

We climbed down to the main deck, walking around the ship's bridge to the front stairs that led into the wide open living room that covered more than half of this level. The glass doors were closed to keep the heat in and the chill of the morning out. People were scattered around the room, talking quietly. 

With so many, the room felt claustrophobic. The two long couches in the main room of The Valiant were filled with people, as was the dining area directly across from it. Remy, Ivy, and his men lounged on one couch, several of Riggs's men hovering nearby—a guard until we verified his loyalty. A varied rainbow of looks were flashed my way as I entered. Creech, who nodded minutely, was the only one to acknowledge me out of this group. I returned the nod as if we hadn't been enemies only hours ago. 

Turning away, I was immediately distracted by Lily and Eva, who met us halfway to the kitchen. 

"Hello!" I said as Eva wrapped me in her arms. "What is this all about?"

"I just wanted to say hi. Are you feeling better today?"

I smiled down at her. "I'm fine, and you?"

"I feel great. My shoulder hurts a little, but Ari said that'll go away soon. I wanted to say hi before you had to speak at the meeting. I know there's a lot going on, and you'll be busy, so I figured I'd get to you first. Don't worry. You'll do great." 

She gave me another big hug, then turned and ran off toward Arianna, who sat at the table. I looked at Eric, raising my eyebrow in question. He just winked and followed after her. Lily came to my side and linked her arm with mine. We went to the kitchen, where we found a few people lingering. 

"Good morning," I said to Kim and Shelby, who were busy pouring hot water into a huge line of cups of all sizes. Behind them, my mother was mixing something in a bowl with a determination that made me a little nervous.

"Hello, Reena. We were starting to think you abandoned ship," Shelby said with a huge grin.

"Me? Never. Do you need some help?"

"In a moment, we will. You can help pass these out to everyone. That's, of course, if you can." She gestured to the cups.

"Hey, look what I have," I said. They glanced toward me. I raised my hands, wiggling my fingers. "These little puppies are great at carrying things. Oh! And it looks like Lily has some too." In response, Lily raised her hands in imitation. They shook their heads at my joking.

"Well, then, we wouldn't want them to go to waste. Here you go." Shelby and Kim began to hand us cups as soon as my mom had scooped some weird-looking substance into them. As I waited for the first ones to be ready, I removed my jacket. The number of people occupying this room was making the whole place heat up and, even in the few minutes I'd been in here, it was too hot for the jacket I wore.

"Is the heater on?" I asked as I balanced three cups in each hand.

"No, it's just the group. We might need to open a few windows," she said.

As I served breakfast, I examined the faces around me. There were so many different ages and reasons for being here. Some were battered and bruised, but all gracious as they accepted the food we handed them. In their eyes, I could see the same determination I felt inside. We were here for a specific reason, and together we wouldn't fail.

I rounded the couch where Cassie, Remy, and the others sat, a new set of cups in hand. Before grabbing this batch, I'd pushed the long sleeves of my t-shirt up, not wanting the fabric on my hot skin.

"Good news, Cassie, it's your favorite!" I said sarcastically, holding out my hand for her to take one of the three I held. "And don't worry, we have more where that came from." 

She leaned forward and looked into the cup. "How is oatmeal so easy to come by? Isn't there another grain out there? Seriously, couldn't they have come up with some other…" 

Cassie trailed off mid-sentence. At her abrupt stop, I stood from my crouch with only one cup left in my hand and looked at her. She'd gone pale—her mouth dropped open in horror. I glanced around, wondering what had caught her attention, but then realized it was me she was staring at.

"What? Why are you looking at me like that?" 

Then I got it—where her attention had gone. My arm. The arm that was wrapped with striped scars of damaged skin from wrist to elbow. Crap. When I'd pushed my sleeves up, I'd exposed the remnants of the burns I'd received while trying to rescue Jax. Specifically, from the people I stood before now. I sighed.

They'd seen it happen—seen how injured I'd been. These were the people who had caused the burns and smelled my burning flesh. One by one, they leaned in, taking a closer look at what was left of that terrible day.

I reached up and pulled the shirt down to cover the scars.

"Reena," Cassie said. She grabbed my wrist, making me twist and almost spill. "Let me see."

She pushed up the shirt far past my elbow. With the whole forearm exposed, every patch of blackened skin and every raised, puckered scar was visible where they marred my flesh. It was healed, but it wasn't pretty. I would forever carry scars from that day. 

Cassie's face hardened. Trying to hide her pain, she looked away, but I saw it. I knew she hated herself for believing Remy's lies and not helping Jax escape. So, I wasn't surprised when, even though Cassie knew the answer, she asked, "I did this?" 

"Yes." I nodded slowly. 

"I—" Her voice cracked on that one word. 

Before she could continue, I cut her off. "Don't. It's fine. It's healed."

"But how? That wasn't even two weeks ago," Ivy said, leaning over Remy to get a better look. "The scars look like they've been there for years."

"Just over two weeks, and yes, it's healed." I removed my arm from Cassie's grasp, moved around the coffee table, and handed Creech the final cup. "Mom put some blueberry something-or-other in there. Hopefully, you like it."

Creech thanked me, then glanced down at the scars, and then back up to me. "It healed well. I'm glad." 

"With the way you say that, you make me think you know what burns feel like."

He grabbed his spoon, stirred, and before taking a bite, said, "I do."

I blinked, nodded, and walked away. I didn't push for more information. It wasn't my place. If he wanted to tell me, he would, but that one interaction had told me a lot. Somewhere inside, Creech was human. Interesting.

My cup was the last one remaining. Picking it up, I stirred in the mixture and took a bite. It was surprisingly tasty. Even Cassie couldn't argue that. I went over to where Jax lounged against a far wall. I hopped onto the small counter that extended from the wall he leaned on. Almost instantly, Shelby called out.

"Reena, is that a couch or chair?" she asked. Frozen, I shook my head, mouth full of oatmeal. "Okay, then can you please get off my counter? I paid a lot of money for this ship, and we need it to keep functioning." 

Appropriately reprimanded, I jumped down. "Sorry, Shelby."

"It's okay, honey. Just don't do it again." She winked.

Jax leaned in to whisper in my ear. "Classy, Reena. Break the boat on day one."

I rolled my eyes, then playfully bumped my shoulder into his. In response, he placed his arm behind my back and pulled me closer. Jax kissed my temple as I took a bite. We stood there silently, watching the group as they settled into their breakfast. His arm stayed where it was, so I shifted slightly, leaning back into him. He welcomed my weight, wrapping his other arm around my waist and looping his thumb through my front belt loop.

"Ready to get this started?" Jax asked once I was about done.

"Might as well," I said, taking one last bite. I set my cup down and stepped out of Jax's embrace. 








Chapter Two
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"All right, everyone!" Shelby called, pulling all attention to her. "Most of you were here for the welcome meeting just before breakfast. If you were not, come see Viti, Reena's mother, or me to get the rundown on the chore and cooking schedule. As a reminder, if you have any issues with the ship specifically, you should come to me or my husband, Brody, immediately." 

A woman in her mid-forties, Shelby had light brown hair and eyes. However, she held herself with so much power and grace that she seemed younger than she was. I think what I loved most was that even though she'd clearly had money before, you could tell she'd worked her butt off for it because that woman was not afraid of getting her hands dirty. Earlier, I'd seen her raise the sails, then rush around performing all kinds of tasks to get the ship prepared for today. She was remarkable.

"As we all know, our departure from Las Vegas was a little exciting, but many probably don't know why. Some might not know the entire purpose of our mission, so we wanted to clear that up first thing. That said, Reena, the floor is yours." 

Shelby held her hand out, and I took the place in the room that was becoming more and more familiar. Instead of hiding behind the crowd, afraid to show myself, I was in front, leading the way. To be honest, I was beginning to like it. Taking a deep breath, I scanned the crowd, catching the eyes of many as I moved. 

Rubbing my hands together, I started, "As there are a few new faces, I guess the best place to start is probably to explain the basics, then what and why yesterday happened. From there, I can explain where we're going and what we're supposed to do when we get there."

"What do you mean, 'what we're supposed to do'?" Ivy asked with a sneer. 

"Let her talk, and you'll find out. Otherwise, I'll throw you overboard," Jeff said, glaring. 

I examined Jeff. He looked exhausted, far worse than he had over the past few days. I wondered what I missed. Had he been hurt yesterday, and I hadn't known it?

"I heard you were threatening to throw people overboard this morning. Is this your new thing?" I asked. He glared at the smirk I knew was on my face. Pulling something out of my pocket, I walked up to him.

"I didn't get much sleep, and I'm not in the mood to deal with them harassing you," he said. 

I patted his forearm. From the corner of my eye, I saw Mom lean into Kim and speak softly to her. 

"Looks like it, but don't worry, I can handle her. Are you okay? After yesterday?" He nodded. Taking his word for it, I changed the subject. "Can you hold these for me?" 

His eyebrows knitted together in confusion, but he held his palm out. I placed the two objects in his hand and returned to the front.

"A few weeks ago, a group of us decided to leave our home in Oregon to travel toward an unknown substance called The Source. I believe everyone here has since experienced something having to do with The Source, so I won't go into all of the backstory. Most of you have heard parts, but for those that don't, what you need to know is that we began the trip because we felt like something was wrong because of it. As the journey continued, our group was… separated. Yesterday, our adventures were to retrieve our missing members and save them and the base from the Deranged that stalked them. Together, we managed to get almost everyone safely aboard this ship. A few chose to stay behind willingly but"—my voice cracked—"a few were lost to us."

It took a lot of energy to control the emotion that threatened to push up through my chest and out my eyes, but I did it. After one long, slow breath, I continued, my voice once again controlled. "We did this because our mission is critical. I will explain why shortly." 

I knew I was being vague on, well, everything, but if I told the whole story, I would be standing here forever. And it would probably end up with someone getting angry and then punching someone else. 

"First, I want to address what happened yesterday because it is essential to understanding what is coming up ahead and the plan moving forward." My eyes flicked to Jax. His nod of support had me speaking again. "After leaving the base, we drew the Deranged away while also trying to get closer to Remy and his crew. We needed to verify that everyone inside was safe and that we could retrieve our…friends…safely. I won't go into the step-by-step details, but what I will tell you is that, overall, the mission was a success. We retrieved those here and managed to eliminate at least thirty Deranged that would have eventually found us and the base again."

"How were they eliminated?" James, Jax's dad, asked. 

I hadn't been able to talk to him much since coming back, but I made a note to spend some time with him soon. Since Jeff was so often with me on my crazier adventures—due to his military experience—I felt like I'd spent a lot less time with James recently. I needed that to change because although I didn't mind his question, I didn't want to relive it in front of everyone. These stories were ones he needed to hear from us.

Which was why I stared blankly ahead, unwilling to recap that part in yesterday's debacle.

As if knowing this, Jeff spoke. "Reena initiated a plan, setting a trap to draw out the Deranged while also rescuing Remy. Once we were clear, she set off an explosion at a gas station. That explosion took out—from what we could tell—at least twenty of those after us." Jeff shifted, slipping his hands into his pockets. "Afterward, she was attacked by three more and was injured. We got her clear and joined up with the others. We headed for the docks, and, once there, a fight broke out. Eight more were taken down by Reena, which allowed us to, finally, get aboard safely."

"Yes. That's where we get confused. We watched it but don't understand it," James added. He had been in the boat floating just outside the range of the dock, waiting for an opportunity to rescue the kids. 

"Well, it wasn't just me," I said. The skeptical looks I received told me they didn't believe that. "The credit should go to Eva, Nick, and Remy. They did way more. And what really matters is that Sue, the leader of the Deranged, was killed. She was the one we needed to worry about."

"You talk about her like she was some evil villain. There wasn't anything special about those Deranged," Remy said. His hands were behind his head, where he lounged between Ivy and Creech.

"Oh, yes, there was. Those Deranged tracked us from Ontario. After I left you that day covered in blood and burns, she caught my scent. She trailed me and attacked a few hours later. We barely got away," I said fiercely, yet with a calm that made my voice just a little scary. Remy's eyebrows shot upward. "If I hadn't killed Sue and her group, they would've stopped at nothing to get to us. Don't you remember what she said back there? She told us that you and I were connected—two parts of the whole. She believed that she would be invincible with our blood in her system. She would have the power of The Source itself." 

The room went quiet as what I said faded into silence. The only sound, the noises of uncomfortable shifting and the creek of the boat on the waves. Even from feet away, I could feel the electricity between Remy and me building. I ran my hand through my hair and continued.

"Sue was able to track you because she sensed powers like mine, and she wanted them. That's why two of our people died yesterday. As for what actually happened on the dock, James? I've told you before that Remy and I are two opposites of the same magnet, right? Well, we're drawn together and pushed apart all at the same time. I think yesterday was the first time we were in harmony. That was the first true use of our abilities and the best sign that we might be able to pull this whole thing off."

"What do you mean?" Eric asked.

"Remy, can you come up here, please?" I asked. 

Placing his hands on his thighs, Remy pushed to a standing position. He joined me, a cocky smirk on his face. It was an expression I'd seen a lot recently, and it was one I didn't care for. I missed the relaxed guy I'd met weeks ago, who laughed openly and was interested in learning new skills. The person who'd been my friend.

"This is what I think happened. When we worked together yesterday, we acted as a sort of conduit for the energy that Nick forced into us. It was as if we created the"—pausing to think of the right word, I bit my lip—"system, or circuit, that allowed the energy to flow from person to person."

"But you're not sure," Remy said, glancing at Ivy and rolling his eyes.

"Are you?" I asked. The smirk fell from Remy's face. "Which is why I want to replicate it. Do the same thing, but without the excess electricity provided by Nick."

Now, I had his attention. The shield he held to hide his real feelings was falling, just as it always did when we were in close proximity and exploring our abilities.

"How?" he asked.

Taking a step back, I inclined my head to Jeff and motioned to the space between Remy and I. Jeff, unsure of what was happening, tossed the two objects I'd handed him into the space I indicated. They flew through the air in a graceful arc, tumbling as they did. Remy jumped. 

A foot from us, the objects suddenly stopped rolling. As if they'd been yanked from the air by an invisible hand, the two pieces of blackened metal flew straight, taken over by some unseen force. It grabbed hold of them, immediately pulling them into alignment directly between my polar opposite and me. They bounced mid-air, finding a perfect equilibrium and continuing to hover there.

Remy's face was filled with amusement, for on the sides of the magnets were pieces of tape indicating north and south, the arching letters in his handwriting. We'd found these days before he'd taken Jax, and I'd carried them with me every day. It was a reminder of who and what I was trying to find. 

"You kept them," he said. I shrugged. "And what is this supposed to prove?"

"Nothing, really. It's what we're going to try next that might tell us something. That's, of course, if you can put away the attitude for longer than a second." 

His lip curled before he spoke. "Okay, and what exactly do you want to do?"

"Like I said, replicate what happened on the dock yesterday. I know you felt it, too, Remy. You sensed that what happened is how our powers are supposed to work."

He stepped closer to me, and I scanned his face. So perfect. His dark hair was longer than before, but it only added to his high cheekbones and expressive eyes. He was still gorgeous. But I no longer found him intriguing. Instead, I found him dangerous. It scared me a little. My trust for this person was gone, yet I was putting my entire plan in his hands. I depended on him. How was I supposed to do this? We stared at each other for long moments, and I knew he was debating his options. He still wanted The Source for himself, but he knew he would have to work with me to get to it. 

His eyes darkened, and a shiver ran up my spine. I had the urge to step back. Then, as quickly as they'd changed, they were back to what I was used to. Had I imagined it? But then he spoke, and his tone held an undertone I'd heard before. He was trying to hide it, but it was one I would never forget. He sounded like Lenard.

"All right, fine, but only if you agree to do something for me first."

From the corner of my eye, I saw his hand reach out as if he were about to touch me. Somehow, I didn't pull back, but my lip did curl in disgust. Seeing my reaction, it fell back to his side.

"And what is that?" I asked through clenched teeth. 

"I want you…" He paused so long I thought that was the end of his request. I glared at him. He cleared his throat, then started again. "I want you and me to be like we used to be. Friends, but this time, I don't want any secrets. If we're going to make it to The Source, we need to put everything into it. Which means I need to know what's going on."

That is not what I thought he was going to say. I read him for lies but couldn't see any.

A cough from the right brought my attention away from Remy and to the room around us. Holy crap, we were still in the main room, and everyone was staring at us. 

Ivy had been the one to clear her throat, and the glare she shot me as she said, "Um, hey guys, can we get this show on the road?" was one of epic proportions.

My eyes found Jax, and I felt heat rise to my cheeks as I recognized the fury in his expression. He had not liked Remy saying he "wanted me."

"Fine. Friends, but the attitude goes away. Toward everyone. I don't trust you. You haven't been the same since the day Lenard died. I am so sorry about what happened"—his jaw twitched in response to my comment—"but I can't do anything about it. You have to realize that if you pull another stunt like what you did with Jax, I will kill you. And that might just end the world." 

Remy's head quirked to the side, his expression becoming sweetly curious, considering the threat I just shot his way.

"Did you tell Cassie to be my psychologist before you escaped?" 

I laughed out loud, completely taken aback by the question. What in the world? Talk about random! Did he even hear my threat? 

"What?" I asked.

He leaned in a little closer and whispered, "She says that we need to talk. Maybe she's right."

I met his gaze, and it was confused again. His eyes were clearer than I'd seen them since he'd tried to hold my hand the day after we'd gone hunting. There was something innocent and honest in them now. How could he switch attitudes so quickly? 

"Okay, but later. Let's get through this first."

He nodded and moved away again. We stood about four feet apart, facing each other. The magnets hovered between us, where, with every move or step, they realigned to our bodies. Raising one hand so that it was above the magnets, I pointed my palm toward Remy. Then, I lowered the other to waist height in a similar position. Remy mirrored me. I noticed his eyes glaze over—the sign he was using his power— and I followed suit.

The world brightened, and Remy's handsome face glowed a pale purple that reminded me of the color I saw each day in the mirror. Some days they were a deep blue, and others, they held a more violet hue. But when I used my power, there was no hiding it. The others told me they were a darker tint, but the same as Remy's now.

Between us, the magnets shone with their own light, tiny shimmering fields that reached for us both.

"Science is fun," Remy said, waving a hand between himself and the magnet.

"Yes, it is," I agreed.

"Ready?" he asked, and I nodded.

Remy began to call out to me with his power. It was amazing how natural it felt to respond. The hand that felt his "call" answered, releasing my power into the air. I focused on it, and light burst from my fingers. I smiled as the lines of my power joined with his. He jumped.

"Tingles," he said with a laugh.

"Let's close the circuit," I said.

The magnet began to sway back and forth, and, a second later, light burst from Remy's fingers, flying toward me. The moment we connected, I felt what Remy described.

"You're right," I laughed. "It does tingle." 

His face shifted to wonder, and for the first time in forever, I felt hope that maybe this wasn't a fool's mission. Could the boy I'd met so long ago still be there? A wide smile spread across his face as the magnet between us began to spin. Gasps filled the air, and several people moved around from their spots to get a closer look. 

"Can you add more power?" Jax asked from right beside me. 

"We can try," Remy said. "On the count of three?"

We counted and together added just a bit more power. The light around us, and within the field we created, brightened.

"We can see it," Lily said. "The light. Reena, it's just like what you described." 

We continued to push the field around the magnet, but with each passing moment, heaviness seeped into my body. Energy drained from my very tissue, and my limbs became heavy. Without pulling energy from elsewhere, I had to use only my own power. I hadn't realized how natural my use of outside sources had become.

"Okay, can we drop it now?" Remy asked, his voice strained, his breaths coming faster. He must've felt the same way I did.

"Yes."

But before we were able to sever the connection, something strange happened. Remy cursed, the violet in his eyes flickered, and the room around me disappeared. 

A stark gray landscape took its place, dank and filled with a glimmering rock that whispered of decay. It was like nothing I'd ever seen before. Silt covered the ground. It lifted into the air to dance in the faint light. Then the winds increased, and the scene distorted. I went to turn, to look around this strange place, but a growl filled the air, and I froze. It was deep, menacing, and one of nightmares. Not a second later, I was hit from behind. My face was pressed to the ground, something soft caressing my cheek. I cried out as knives dug into my back. Opening my eyes in hopes of seeing what was attacking me, I realized that was impossible. The wind was too strong now. Nothing past a few inches from me was visible anymore. Everything was dark gray sand and glittering silver specks. A flash of gold caught my attention. When my fingers curled with the next onslaught of pain through my back, the blades of gold pressing up from between my fingertips flickered. Grass? Golden grass? 

The claws retracted, I groaned, and the vision ended. 








Chapter Three
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Someone's scream pulled me back. It was loud in my ears. I blinked, needing to find the source. Who was hurt and how? Did the Deranged find us?  

No. We were on The Valiant. We were safe.

I sucked in a breath and the scream cut off. 

I was the one screaming.

I placed my palms on the floor beneath me and pushed to my knees, sitting back on my feet. The ache in my back brought everything back. I felt hands press to my back as two figures knelt by my sides. They were talking, but I couldn't hear them properly. They were so far away. Or maybe, I wasn't fully back yet.

What the hell? I shook my head to clear it. Okay, so I'd been on the floor, face down, screaming. But I'm okay. We were practicing, and we had a vision. Remy…

When I glanced up, I found him. He was in a similar position as I'd been—flat on his stomach, his face pressed to the carpet. Ivy was by his side, mouth moving as she spoke. His eyes were open, though. They watched me.

"Is he okay? Did we repel each other?" I asked, my words sounding tinny. Far away. I put a finger in my ear and shook it as if it would clear the block. 

Still nothing.

I popped my ears and looked at him, then asked him to repeat himself.

"He's fine, and no, we don't think so. You both just collapsed," Jax said. His hand ran circles on my back as he spoke. "Was it a vision?"

"It was weird." To Remy, I asked, "Did you see anything?"

Ivy half-lifted him into a chair. "Not really. I saw dirt. Black rock."

Nodding, Jax helped me into the chair Mom brought over. I thanked her as Jax asked, "Anything else?" 

It was always a little strange to wake up from something like this and realize there was an entire group of people staring at you. It was like high school, but not. Yet, for some reason, when it happened like this, I didn't have the urge to run or fight like I used to. I had the urge to explain, to teach them why, and to convince them that everything would be okay. 

I shook my head. Then lied. "It was the same for me, but we're okay. Nothing bad happened."

The identical stares of disbelief I received from both Ivy and Mom would have made me laugh in any other situation. 

"Then why were you screaming?" Mom asked.

Okay, something bad had happened—other than passing out because of the vision—but I couldn't explain it. I didn't even know what attacked me. The sensation of the claws in my skin was still so clear, but what did it have to do with The Source and our trip? Absolutely nothing.

Tell Jax about that later. Deal with it later. You still have more to do here.

"I don't know, but we're fine." She glared at me; so, holding a hand up, I continued, "Don't give me that look. We're both conscious, and no one is bleeding. That's good for us."

I heard a snort from my left. Kim, who sat next to James, shrugged. "She makes a solid point."

Jax crossed his arms, his eyes narrowed on me. "So, what do you want to do?"

"Well, you still need to tell us what this was all about and why we're on this damn ship," Remy said. He was bent over, resting his elbows on his knees, but his shoulders were sagging as if even this took too much energy. 

He felt the way I did, though I think I was hiding it better. From most people, at least. 

A figure was moving around the group along the back wall. I'd noticed him or her, but not realized who it was or what he or she was doing until Nick snuck up next to Remy and poked him in the side. Remy jumped, cursing loudly, and nearly fell from his chair. He barely managed to catch himself. A second later, Remy was out of his chair and lunging for the teen.

Jax appeared between them, his arms crossed, an amused smile on his face. "Easy, Remy. Nick was just replacing your energy levels."

"What the hell was that?" Stretching to relieve tension in his side, he rubbed the abused area. "Kid, that hurt! Warn a guy."

Like the good friend—and adult—I was, I held back my laughter. Nick and several of the others did not, however, which Remy did not appreciate. Before he could do anything to Nick, the teen skittered toward me. And, even though I saw him coming, the shock I received as he ran by still hurt like hell. The good news was, my reaction being so similar to Remy's seemed to calm him.

After standing, then shaking out my limbs, I decided it was time to wrangle in this circus. I told everyone to take their seats once more. We were not done with this meeting, and even though something strange had happened once already, we still had items to discuss. 

To Remy, I said, "Thank you for going along with that. I think we learned a lot." 

"What exactly did we learn?" Ivy asked. She was still by Remy's side, her beautiful brown face angry. Her black hair was pulled up in a tight bun, accentuating the sharp lines of her face and making her elegant neck seem longer. If only the sneer wasn't marring her expression.

"A great deal, actually," Sean said, clear as day, from his seat at the front. "I think you have confirmed your hypothesis, Reena."

Immediately, I knew that Lily was using her power to focus him. Remy's jaw dropped. He hadn't ever heard Sean speak normally, let alone so intelligently. Sean's lips twitched, as if holding back a grin. 

"Sorry, Remy, I'm sure you've realized by now that I keep secrets." I gestured to my friend. "This is Sean. He's not the moron you thought. In fact, he was one of the most revered scientists before Goliath. The ash sorta supercharged his brain, and now he's my personal advisor."

A surprised huff left his lips as he said, "That's why he couldn't talk?"

"Yeah. He thinks so fast his mouth can't keep up. That was until we realized we had someone with the power to focus his—our—abilities."

"Who?" 

Lily raised her hand and waved, a big grin on her face. 

"Hello, Asswipe," she said. "I'd really hoped to never see you again." A few muffled chuckles filled the air. My mother glared, a reprimand for her use of language no doubt on her lips, but Kim stopped her.

"Viti, she's right. Though my phrasing would have been much worse," Kim snarled. She glared at Remy, fire in her eyes, and I knew that regardless of her support of me and my explanation of his importance, she would've much rather had Jeff throw him overboard.

"What, Kim? Still upset I took your precious baby boy?" Remy asked in the most condescending tone I had ever heard. 

Well, shit. That would do it. 

Heat flared in my chest so hot my back stiffened, and I felt myself rushing forward. My knuckles tingled, my fingers curling in pleasant pain as they readied to fight. But I was too slow.

Remy was grabbed by the neck and slammed against the wall. Jax held him several inches off the ground, his other forearm pinning his chest. Remy let out a grunt, but that was it as both men stared at each other.

Angry screams erupted. James, Kim, Eric, Jeff, and several others started to lunge toward each other as Creech and Ivy went for Jax. Before anyone could make it far, I jumped in between.

"Get back!" I demanded. I let out a whistle that made everyone freeze. I spoke forcefully, the voice of a leader coming through naturally. "All of you, sit down and shut up! That's an order!"

They blinked, then, one by one, they unfroze. The yelling died down, and they backed away from each other. Most remained ready to fight, but now they were focused on me. 

Creech had stayed where he was. I understood why. Remy was his charge. Which was why, at only a few inches shorter than I was and outweighing me by more than fifty pounds, he was the one I wasn't sure I could keep away if things went bad. That was unless I used my abilities. Let's hope I didn't have to find out.

That didn't mean I wouldn't play up my skill, though.

"Creech, you will go back to your spot on that couch. You already saw what I can do when I'm angry. Do you really want to test me today over something so stupid?" 

Creech tilted his head in thought, analyzing the meaning of my words and tone. Deciding I wouldn't let any harm come to Remy, he shrugged and moved to sit back down. Remy called out for Creech, but he ignored him, settling back into his seat.

I turned back to the guys. Remy's feet were still off the ground, his hands clamped on Jax's forearms. Jax wasn't really hurting Remy; he was just restraining him. 

Jax's voice was perfectly calm when he spoke. As if they were sitting on the beach and discussing the weather. It was almost more disturbing than if he'd screamed. "Don't you ever use that tone with my mother again. She deserves better than that. You will also show the appropriate respect to Reena and the other women on this ship as they deserve nothing less. Do you understand?" 

Eyes wide, Remy nodded. With that, Jax lowered him to the ground, then released him. Without another word, Jax turned away. 

"Isn't there supposed to be a threat in there somewhere?" Remy asked, rubbing his neck.

"No need." Looping an arm around my waist, Jax pulled me to him. He kissed me lightly, then returned to his spot on the wall. The relaxed posture as he leaned against the counter had a chirping giggle escaping my lips. 

What just happened? I scanned the others. They'd taken their seats and, from looking at their faces, were just as amazed as I was. 

When I met his gaze, Jax winked. A flush spread through my entire body. He was so quiet and calm most of the time that it was easy to forget how strong in both mind and body he was. Jax chuckled, as if knowing what I was thinking. Damn. Pulling my eyes away from him, I brought myself back to our task.

"Anyway," I said, dragging out the syllables. I took a seat in the chair Mom had brought and rubbed my temples. I had a pounding headache—the residual from the use of my powers and Nick's "help." I needed a few minutes away. It felt like when I first started learning to use my abilities. It could also be the fight with Remy, the vision, or the radiating pain coming from several pinpoints in my back. I sighed, then continued, "So, Sean, you said that you think my hypothesis is right? Why?"

Remy found his seat too, the smug expression gone, now replaced with confusion as he glanced from Jax to the room at large.

"I think you were creating your own electromagnetic field around the magnets. That's why they couldn't stabilize." Sean's eyes shone with excitement. "This is proof, Reena. This shows us that what you thought was happening was right, why you two are connected, and your powers are needed to do something with the tripole."

"Tripole?" Remy asked. He looked at me.

"Have you seen the night sky recently? With your powers?" I asked.

He shook his head no, an arrogant, uncaring expression on his face. "Why would I?"

I shook my head, exhaling slowly…

"We need to get you practicing with your powers. Every bit helps…" I bit my lip, then said, "A few days ago, I woke up in the middle of the night with my powers blazing. I could see everything. Better than I do during the day. I ran outside, and I saw lights in the sky. They rose from the horizon, stretching into the air. Then they arched like a magnet does." 

His eyebrow crooked, and his eyes shone in unbridled interest. 

"It took me a bit, but I realized it reminded me of what I saw from you when we use our power. Eventually, I figured it out." I stood up, approaching Remy so that I looked down into his eyes. "You once believed like we do, that there's something we needed to do at The Source. It was never about power or revenge; it was about that feeling in your chest that something was wrong. I know what that is now."

Remy watched me intently. His head tilted. "And that is?"

I felt the electricity building in the air between us. "The Source has its own magnetic force. That's why everyone is pulled to it, and why you and I feel it the strongest. It's interfering with the Earth's electromagnetic field. I know you're smart enough to realize what would happen if it does this for long. Think back, and I bet you'll see signs. We have to fix it quickly because if the Earth's field is permanently damaged, then everything is over. The planet itself will die."

It is not often that you can hear the sound of the blood rushing in your veins better than you can the noises of those nearby. Especially with so many in the room. But I'd learned that no matter how many times people heard it—how many times I said it—this particular news was a shock that stunned you silent. Remy was no different. 

His face had gone pale, but I was sad to see that glint of defiance hadn't left him yet. Which was proven by his next comment. "You don't know that. You're just guessing. You just want us to believe so that you can get The Source for yourself." 

I rolled my eyes. And I thought we'd been getting somewhere. 

He continued, "And even if what you say were true, what makes you think the planet won't balance out on its own?"

Sean took this one. "The probability that the tripole it's created will balance out is minuscule. Even if it does, there's no way to calculate how long that would take. It could take years or even centuries. By then, all life on this planet will have long died off from storms, lack of food, and everything else that will change."

"Which is why we have to try," I said. My irritation with him had me pacing in front of the group. "So, we're headed for The Source, and it's up to all of us to fix the damage it's caused. It will take more than me—more than the two of us. Cassie will be instrumental in getting us through the ice that acts as a barrier to Goliath. Once on Goliath, we'll need to find The Source. Then you and I will work to fix the Earth's magnetic field. To do this, we will need to create our own field to boost the Earth's and set it back to normal." I spun to him, my gaze boring into his. "Just like the vision we saw. And like that vision, Jax will be there shielding The Source and therefore blocking its effects. I know there are others, but I can't see them yet. Remy, I know we have our differences, but the world needs you."

We stayed like that, me standing, him sitting, eyes locked, until he said, "And what makes you think we're strong enough to do all that?"

"We have to try," I said quietly. "Just look at the sky, please."

Heartbeat after heartbeat, I waited until he nodded, stood, and went to the back door. I followed, and Jeff stepped away. Remy stopped and, after about a second, he said, "I don't see anything."

I rolled my eyes. Why can't he just try?

"You have to try, Remy," I said, exasperated. Then an arm reached around me. 

The small hand attached to it lightly brushed Remy's, and his entire body spasmed. He kept his feet, but his gasp had me smacking Eva's hand away.

"Eva, what are you—" I started, but then Remy interrupted.

"Oh, wow… Is that…" Remy took a step forward and bounced off the glass. I grabbed the back of his shirt to steady him. He didn't even notice. His eyes were unfocused, glowing a pale purple. "This is what you saw?"

Pushing the door open, I led him out onto the main deck, keeping a hand on the back of his shirt. He stumbled forward as if drunk. The sound of footsteps followed us. His eyes ping-ponged over the horizon, taking everything in. When he spun to look north, I knew what he was doing, so I waited.

When he turned to me, he said, "We're so screwed," his expression shifted over the next few seconds, a myriad of emotions playing out across his face as the truth of our past and what we were going up against hit him across the head like a two-by-four. This was it. He'd finally seen the truth in the sky, and now he had to decide what path he'd take. But what would his final decision be?

"I'm in," he said eventually. The determination in his voice was a shock. Relief swept through me, and I exhaled slowly.

"Then we have some work to do. You need to learn to control your powers." I raised my voice so everyone could hear me. "As do some of the others. So, on top of the chores that Shelby outlined earlier, we are instituting daily workouts. An exercise requirement will be set up for anyone who plans to go onto Goliath. Running, hand-to-hand practice, and ability building will be included. From my conversations with Brody and Shelby, they estimate we have between a two and three-week trip, which should give us enough time to develop some of our younger Source abilities. Remy, Cassie, Jax, Eva, Lily, Sean, Nick, and I must be at all sessions. If you have ever shown signs of power, or you were bitten by the Deranged—which includes Creech, Eric, or Cleat—you should be there as well. Everyone else can watch, but don't get too close. We don't need anyone getting injured."

"What do you have in mind?" Eric asked from somewhere in the crowd.

"I have some ideas, but we will discuss them as a group. Can you all clear the deck? I have to speak with Brody, then we'll meet up and get started." 

Murmurs of agreement were followed by people dispersing. Their eyes darted to Remy. Those who'd doubted our mission didn't anymore. His reaction was too honest.

I touched Remy's arm. "Are you okay?"

He rubbed the back of his neck. "Not really. I've been fighting you for so long. Seeing it for myself, well, it's kind of a kick to the gut." I laughed. "But I'm with you."

Holding my hand up to block the sun, I looked into his face. "You're going to train. No, you're going to train hard. Remy, it should not have required Eva's boost to get you to see the fields."

He scowled. "Is that what happened?" 

My blank stare was all the answer he needed. 

"Damn. Okay."

"Hey, um, did you hear anything in the vision? Growling or anything?" I asked hesitantly.

"No, it was silent. Why, did you?" Concern flashed across his face.

I waved it away. "The wind just sounded strange, is all. Hey, can you let the others know I'll be back in a few?"

"Okay." The look he shot me told me he didn't believe me, but he didn't push further. Instead, he went to join his group, who watched him intently.

Weaving through the crowd, I headed back into the main cabin and made a beeline for the stairs along the far wall. Here, you could follow them up to the bridge—where Brody was— or down to the rooms below. 

I didn't need to see Brody. That had been a lie. I was only using it as an excuse to get a few moments alone because it felt like the longer I ignored them, the worse whatever was on my back burned. 

Still, to distract myself, and as I descended the stairs, I thought about my morning interaction with our captain when sleep had been something of a dream. I'd headed up to officially meet him and discuss the path forward. What I found was a kind, funny man in his early fifties. Patient with me as I'd run my hand over the maps, the small creases rough against the pads of my fingers. Then traced around the big cities, unsure if the waters held any obstacles or currents that might affect us. He explained the potential issues and hang-ups specific to this ship, then showed me his planned route through the Sierra Nevada Mountains and the transverse ranges. From there, the route was on me and far less accurate. I'd explained how my vision was much better at night—and therefore, my navigational ability—far clearer due to the E.M. fields being so much easier to see. That's when it was my turn to explain what that meant. Once he understood, he didn't seem too concerned.

I was grateful for Brody, who had everything in hand. But me? I didn't feel like that at all. The panic building since I'd heard those growls in the wind was escaping the trap I'd locked it in while everyone was around. Those growls were just one more factor, one more unknown. Was it in my head, or a new obstacle we'd have to face?

Two at a time, I took the stairs. I slipped into our suite. By the time the door snicked behind me, my breathing had picked up, and my heart was trying to beat from my chest. My back ached, six distinct points that demanded my attention. It had to be my imagination.

A large mirror hung over the couch on the right. I stepped in front of it, placing one knee on the beige and red floral fabric. The cushion sunk in as my weight depressed it. Carefully, I pushed the coat off one arm, letting it drape down my back. The long-sleeved shirt underneath was loose-fitting, so I grabbed the hem and lifted it up.

My almond skin pebbled as the cool breeze brushed against it. Then air rushed from my lungs in a harsh exhale.








Chapter Four
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The deck was cleared of everything by the time I made my way back outside. My breathing was once again controlled, my heart rate no longer at dangerous levels. I'd even washed my face to make sure that any traces of my…moment had been washed away. 
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