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      I thought I could learn to live with killing the demons. Marek kept telling me that’s what it meant to be a Davina. More than anything, I wanted to be a Davina. But I didn’t want to be a killer.

      And that’s exactly what I was. A killer.

      A murderer.

      I sat alone on the cold concrete steps in front of Eagle Valley High School and stared across the full parking lot. Dense fog and silence filled the air, as if the town itself was mourning with the rest of us. I’d just abandoned my friends inside the gymnasium, which was the only place in town big enough to hold the memorial service for the Davina we’d lost three nights ago.

      I crossed my arms to ward off the chill in the air. A heavy weight settled on my chest, but my stomach felt empty. I couldn’t remember the last time I ate. I didn’t feel hungry. I didn’t feel much of anything. Only cold, empty, and broken. I wasn’t sure how I was going to piece myself together after what I’d done.

      A flash of purple entered my memory. I saw Trenton’s face—the moment of shock that hit right before his heart gave out. Right before I stopped it. On purpose.

      Trenton. My friend. A person I truly cared about.

      A person.

      Demons. Angels. Aedes. Davina. The labels meant nothing. We were all people.

      Footsteps approached. I knew without looking that it was Marek. He didn’t say anything as he lowered himself to the step beside me. Although he was only inches away, it felt as if a ghost of Trenton’s essence lay between us, turning those few inches into an expansive ocean.

      “Are you okay?” Marek asked softly, yet his voice still sounded too loud.

      My gaze dropped to my feet. This was the part where I was supposed to tell him I was fine. But I couldn’t lie, especially to Marek.

      “Ryn,” Marek pressed, like he thought I hadn’t heard him.

      He reached out and took my hand. I didn’t pull away, but I didn’t entwine my fingers in his, either.

      I closed my eyes and took a deep breath. “I’m… alive.” At least there was that. “What about you, Marek? Are you okay?”

      He stared out into the fog, contemplating the question.

      “It’s a hard question, isn’t it?” I asked flatly.

      He nodded. “I’ve heard so much about this demon war. I’ve spent the last three years preparing to fight in it. But now that it’s actually happening to me—to us—it doesn’t feel real.”

      “I know what you mean,” I whispered.

      A beat passed before Marek spoke again.

      “Why’d you walk out of the memorial service?” he asked curiously.

      I shook my head. I didn’t want to talk about it, but the words escaped my lips anyway. “I couldn’t listen to them lie. The people we lost deserve better than that.”

      The whole town believed the deaths occurred in an accident at the community center. They thought Galen High students, parents, and staff were there for a fundraiser meeting. The Davina told them the building had a leaky section of roof that was never inspected properly, that it’d taken on too much water damage over the years and collapsed, killing dozens. The Davina even staged the whole thing while the town slept. They’d closed the streets surrounding the community center to keep people away from the demolished building.

      The Davina Council had come into town under the guise of law enforcement personnel to conduct an “official investigation.” In other words, they came to cover up the massacre.

      “Why can’t we just be honest?” My voice came out smaller than I intended.

      Marek’s lips turned down. “There are a lot of reasons the Davina keep secrets.”

      I’d heard every excuse in the book. Exposing ourselves would lead to mass panic. We’d be captured and studied by scientists. Keeping our secret was the safest way to protect the Originals, to protect Grace.

      And still, I felt like the people of Eagle Valley deserved the truth. They knew the Davina we’d lost. They’d been business owners, cops, waiters, hairdressers, librarians, politicians… The list went on. Humans and Davina didn’t live separate lives here in Eagle Valley. They were friends. Even those who didn’t know the secrets of the Davina felt the loss and the sorrow.

      “Do you want to talk about it?” Marek asked. “I mean, about him.”

      Him. That one simple word was enough to make my guts feel as if they were trying to force their way up my throat. I swallowed hard to keep the lump at bay.

      “I’m sorry I couldn’t fight harder,” Marek whispered. “I’m sorry I couldn’t prevent what happened.”

      I didn’t regret saving Marek’s life. I only regretted that I had to kill Trenton to do it.

      The damn Power of Grace. That’s all it was good for. Killing. So far, I hadn’t seen it accomplish anything else.

      “I thought I was meant for something greater than this, Marek,” I said. “I mean, Grace must’ve chose me for a reason.”

      Marek shifted to drape his arm around me. It was hard to feel comforted in the wake of everything that happened.

      “I’m sure she did choose you for a reason,” he assured me.

      His words hung in the air. I didn’t care to discuss it any further, and Marek didn’t push it. We sat in silence until the front doors banged open and people began flooding out of the school. Marek and I stood. I watched as faces passed—familiar and unfamiliar. Most people kept quiet, with their gazes locked on their feet as they headed to their vehicles. I finally caught sight of Allie and Kyle as they exited the building at the back of the crowd.

      “Hey,” Allie said somberly when they reached us.

      “How are you doing?” Kyle asked me.

      People needed to stop asking questions I didn’t want to answer.

      I sighed. “I don’t know what to do anymore.”

      Allie stepped forward to wrap me in a hug. “You can’t give up. Not when we’re this close.”

      I shook my head. “I’m not giving up. I’m…” What was I doing? I certainly didn’t feel hopeful. Was that the same thing as giving up?

      Allie drew away from me. “I know how hard this is, but there’s still work that needs to be done. We need to awaken Grace now more than ever.”

      My stomach sank. I didn’t think I was ready for this. I wasn’t sure I’d ever be ready for this. I’d managed to put it off while everyone grieved, but I’d promised to wake her as soon as the memorial service ended.

      Allie noticed my fallen face. “What is it?”

      I bit the inside of my lower lip. I wanted honesty, which meant I had to open up to my friends. “I don’t want to use the Power of Grace again.”

      “It’s just one last time.” For once, Kyle was trying to be reassuring.

      “Yeah,” Allie agreed. “Once you wake Grace, you don’t have to worry about her power anymore. Grace will be able to end all of this. Things will go back to normal.”

      It was a relief to think about, but Allie was wrong. Things would never go back to normal. Maybe it’d be her normal, but my normal set sail a long time ago.

      “Look.” Allie gestured to the people quietly climbing into their cars. “These people need hope. Grace can bring them that.”

      I continued to chew on my lip without replying.

      “We can wait until you’re ready,” Marek offered, but I knew he didn’t mean it. None of us could afford to wait any longer.

      “No,” I said. “I think you’re right. It’s time to wake Grace.”
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      My legs felt like noodles as they carried me back to my house. The silence between my friends was agonizing. I half expected someone to speak up and explain to me how this had all been an elaborate prank, but no one did.

      I took a deep breath and descended the flight of stairs to my basement. The sound of my friends’ footsteps behind me should’ve been comforting, but it only made me more nervous. It felt like I should be doing this alone.

      I stopped in front of the Davina carving I’d found weeks ago. I could hardly believe the moment had finally come. All that stood between me and my destiny was a wall. My heart pounded so loudly in my ears that if any of my friends said anything, I wouldn’t have heard them. My mouth grew dry, and my fingers quivered.

      “What’s wrong?” Allie asked softly.

      “Ryn.” Marek reached out and placed a hand on my shoulder.

      I cleared my throat. “I just—what if…”

      How did I tell them I was freaking terrified that something might go wrong? What if Grace wasn’t here like we thought? What if I couldn’t wake her like I was supposed to?

      You won’t know unless you try, I told myself.

      I shook my head. “Never mind.”

      Somehow, I managed to steady my shaking fingers long enough to pull Meg’s key out of my pocket and slip it into the lock beneath the Davina carving. I closed my eyes and twisted.

      A horrible noise like crunching gravel filled the basement, and a large puff of dust exploded around me. I took a step back, coughing. Everyone else lifted their hands to shield their faces from the dust cloud. When I opened my eyes, I noticed a seam that followed the outline of stones. A section of wall had popped inward to reveal a door.

      When no one made a move, I realized they were waiting for me. I stepped forward and pressed my palms to the cold, hard stone. The door swung open under my weight. The overhead light behind me illuminated a small section of dusty floor. Beyond that, I found nothing but darkness.

      I reached for my phone in my back pocket, but before I could use it to brighten my way, a light shone from behind me. Marek had pulled a flashlight from the shelf nearby and handed it to me.

      “Thanks,” I said before turning back to the room.

      The room was barely bigger than my bathroom. The light from my flashlight reached the back wall. A large rectangular stone took up most of the space.

      I inched my way inside and circled around the stone, keeping the flashlight fixed on it. A large carving of the same Davina woman that we’d found outside the door had been etched into the top. Instead of her hands at her sides, however, the woman held her hands together at her heart. A crack ran between them, like that part of the stone had deteriorated over the last century and a half.

      She’s here! She’s really here! Excitement fluttered in my chest, and my worry melted away.

      I barely noticed everyone else filter into the room. Allie and Kyle stood on my left while Marek stopped on my right.

      Allie ran her fingers over the top of the stone. “It’s a tomb.”

      Marek pressed his hands up against the decorative lip that ran along the perimeter of the concrete grave. “Let’s open it.”

      I quickly slipped the flashlight under my arm and mimicked his stance. Allie and Kyle joined in.

      “On three,” I instructed. “One… two… three.”

      I pressed my feet to the floor and put all my strength into lifting the stone, but the top of the grave didn’t budge. Everyone seemed to realize at the same time that our efforts were useless. We all stepped back.

      There goes my excitement. We’re going to need a freaking jackhammer to get through to her.

      “Maybe it opens somewhere else,” Allie suggested. “Like on the sides.”

      I shined the flashlight on the side of the smooth stone and found nothing. Everyone pulled out their phones and used them as lights to inspect the area they were closest to. I quickly rounded to my right and squeezed past Marek to see if there was anything. There wasn’t.

      I passed by Kyle, who was crouched near the door in search of clues. Past him, I found only smooth stone on Allie’s side. I returned to my spot at the head of the grave and ran my fingers over the wings carved into the top.

      My jaw tightened. How were we going to get to her? “Maybe we need to use the key again.”

      “Where would it go?” Marek asked.

      “I don’t know,” I answered. “Kyle, can you grab the key out of the door?”

      He hadn’t stood from where he crouched. “Um… you should come see this.”

      I pressed my body to the cold wall to pass by Marek again. “What is it?”

      Kyle moved out of the way so I could make out what he was looking at. I was vaguely aware of Allie and Marek squeezing in behind me to get a good look.

      I shined the flashlight on the words carved at the foot of Grace’s tomb.

      
        
        Here lies Grace, a Davina of old.

        The time will come when legends unfold,

        When Grace will walk the earth once more,

        Protecting from a demon’s war.

        To awaken her, you’ll need a key,

        An ancient object old as she.

        Be wary; take not this task so light.

        When Grace awakes, prepare to fight.

      

      

      Kyle broke the silence. “A key as old as Grace? It can’t mean Meg’s key. Grace is thousands of years older than this tomb.”

      I didn’t take my eyes off the words as I read them through a second time.

      “Is it talking about the Power of Grace?” Allie theorized.

      I shook my head. “I don’t think so. It says object.”

      Kyle sighed. “We have to find another key?”

      I shook my head, but Marek spoke before I could.

      “An ancient object as old as she,” Marek emphasized.

      I pulled myself up from the floor. “Good thing we already have one of those.”

      Realization crossed Allie’s face as I held my hand out to Kyle.

      “Ooh.” Kyle pulled the Davina Blade from the sheath hidden beneath his jeans. I traded him my flashlight for the blade.

      I rounded back toward the head of the tomb. “There must be a lock built to the blade’s unique shape.”

      Allie glanced around in search of a keyhole, and Kyle followed the blade with his light. My gaze flickered between the Davina carving and the blade. It was clear to me what I had to do. I placed the tip of the blade in the crevice between the palms of the Davina carving, hovering it just above where her heart would be. Then I plunged the blade into the stone.

      A satisfying click filled the otherwise quiet room.

      Allie gasped. “A perfect fit.”

      I removed the blade and handed it to Marek. Everyone returned to where they’d stood before and placed their hands on the tomb. With a large heave, we managed to slide the heavy stone aside.

      “Quick, the flashlight.” I eagerly held my hand out to Kyle.

      I inhaled an audible breath when I saw what was hidden inside. A beautiful woman with skin dark as night lay motionless beneath me. Tight black curls framed her flawless face, and she wore a long white dress. Her hands lay folded over her heart. She looked as if she might simply be sleeping, but she didn’t breathe. My heart hammered so hard I thought perhaps the sound of it might wake her.

      “She’s so pretty,” Allie whispered.

      Marek and Kyle drew their heads closer to get a better look. It was a long time before anyone spoke.

      “How does this work?” Kyle asked.

      I blinked several times, still mesmerized by the sight of the Davina in front of me. I’d heard so much about her, and here she finally was—in the flesh. I wasn’t sure I ever truly believed we’d make it this far.

      “Ryn?” Marek spoke my name with a hint of curiosity.

      “Sorry, I just…” I didn’t look up. Instead, I shoved the flashlight back in his direction.

      “You have the Power of Grace. Shouldn’t you—?” Marek started.

      “I know what to do,” I stated confidently.

      I didn’t know how I knew, but in the same way Grace’s power led me to Eagle Valley, it told me how to awaken her. I lowered my hand into the stone casket and placed it upon hers—directly over her heart. Inhaling a deep breath, I relaxed to let Grace’s magic flow through me.

      A deep purple glow traveled down my arm, continuing from my hand to hers. Color returned to her body, leaving her dark ringlets shinier and her skin more vibrant. It was like watching something from a movie. An intense electric current filled me as I pulled more and more of Grace’s power from the earth and returned it to her body, restoring their connection.

      The intensity quickly dissipated as the last remaining threads of Grace’s essence left my body into hers. It felt strange. I’d become so used to feeling that electric energy inside of me that it felt like something was physically missing. It was also a relief, like I’d gotten rid of a tumor, a burden I never wanted in the first place.

      Grace’s eyes sprang open, and she drew her first breath. I jumped away, stunned by her sudden awakening. Grace looked shocked at first, but after blinking her purple eyes several times, she seemed to finally focus on the faces above her.

      My friends stared at her in awe. I didn’t know if I should be impressed or freaked out.

      Grace pushed herself to a sitting position.

      Freaked out, I decided. It was like watching a zombie rise from the grave, only without the dead flesh hanging off her bones.

      Grace turned until her gaze landed upon me. “Kathryn?”

      I stepped forward. “I’m Ryn—Kathryn.” I didn’t sound particularly confident.

      Grace reached out toward me. I wasn’t sure what she wanted, but I gave her my hand. She took it and squeezed it lightly. Everything about the gesture felt cold.

      “I knew you had what it took,” she said.

      I returned an uncertain smile. “Thanks.”

      Grace looked around the small, dark room again. “It’s quite cramped in here, isn’t it? Should we go somewhere more comfortable?”

      I couldn’t believe how casual she was being. This lady had been asleep for millennia and was talking to us like we were old friends. Except, I didn’t feel like I knew her at all. I expected a smiling, happy goddess, but Grace seemed… different. Maybe that was what happened when you spent thousands of years in a deep slumber.

      Marek rushed to Grace’s side and helped her out of her tomb. We filed out the room, still in a complete state of shock.

      In the main area of the basement, Grace stopped and closed her eyes. “Just a minute.”

      I recognized the concentration in her expression and the way she flexed her shoulders. Two large white wings rose up from behind her. She took advantage of the space and spread her wings as far as they could go. Though hers were much bigger than mine, the white feathers shined a similar purple.

      Allie inhaled an audible breath. I half expected her to drop to her knees and bow down before Grace.

      Grace opened her eyes. “That’s much better.”

      Allie managed to pick her jaw up from the floor, but her eyes remained fixed on Grace. “Can I just say what an honor it is to meet you?”

      Grace smiled like she agreed her very presence was an honor.

      “Um...” Kyle said, like he wasn’t sure he was allowed to speak. “I’m just curious… Maybe this is a stupid question, but how do you know English?”

      “There are no stupid questions,” Grace said. “Though my body has been resting for a long time, my essence and consciousness have been part of the earth for just as long. I have been watching, observing the world I was meant to protect.”

      “So you’re aware of what’s been happening?” I asked. “You know what happened here in Eagle Valley?” I wondered if she knew how many people her powers had killed or if that responsibility fell on me. I wasn’t sure I wanted the answer, so I didn’t bring it up.

      “Yes,” Grace said. “I’d like to start making preparations to retaliate right away. But first, I’d like to visit the injured.”

      Grace’s suggestion sounded noble, but there was something about her that rubbed me the wrong way. I couldn’t explain why, but I just had a bad feeling about her. Perhaps it was her eagerness to fight, or maybe it was the smug smile on her face.

      All I knew was, I wasn’t sure I’d awakened the goddess everyone was expecting.
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      The dense layer of fog from earlier hadn’t lifted when we stepped outside several minutes later. Grace insisted she needed to spread her wings, so we took flight and led her to Galen High. It wasn’t far, but I still worried we’d be seen.

      Though Grace had been observing all this time, it was like she couldn’t believe it was all real. She seemed intrigued by one of the neighbor’s dogs, and she couldn’t take her eyes off a car driving along the street below us.

      “We’re here!” Allie exclaimed when we landed in front of Galen High. Her gaze flickered toward the mansion, like she expected people to start rushing out to give Grace the red carpet treatment.

      I stared at the back of Grace’s head as we walked toward the doors. I wasn’t sure what I was supposed to do at this point. Should I be kissing the ground she walked on? Racing out of Eagle Valley now that my part was done?

      Marek paused at the front door. “Grace, welcome to Galen High School.”

      He twisted the doorknob and pushed the door open before stepping aside for Grace.

      All conversation died. A small group of a dozen people were gathered around the fireplace in the common room. I recognized Fletcher and Casey’s dad—Mr. Harris—among the group. The others were complete strangers, who I figured were part of the Davina Council. Most of them wore suits, like we’d just stepped into a business meeting for a big corporation. The usual scent of lemon cleaner was masked by the distinct smell of shoe polish and arrogance.

      All eyes turned toward Grace. She didn’t need an introduction; they’d been expecting her. Her white dress, flawless skin, and purple eyes gave her away.

      The front door clicked shut behind us, startling me.

      A guy with white hair and a bald patch was the first to compose himself. He fell to one knee and bowed his head. “Grace,” he said in a breathy voice.

      Several others moved to bow as well, but Grace raised a hand to stop them.

      “That’s really not necessary,” she objected, but a smile spread across her face, like she gladly welcomed the gesture.

      A tall guy with short black hair rose from a bow and stepped forward. He held his head high. If I had to guess, I’d say this guy was in charge.

      “Grace.” He reached out to shake her hand. “I apologize that we couldn’t arrange a better introduction. We didn’t expect you awake just yet. I’m Anthony Lucas, head of the Davina Council. Welcome.”

      I didn’t like the way he said welcome as if he owned the mansion. This guy had probably never even been here before.

      Anthony glanced between Allie and me. “One of you is Kathryn, I presume?”

      I took a step forward. “You can call me Ryn.”

      He looked down at me past his nose. I read judgement in his eyes, like he couldn’t believe I was the one who woke Grace. Or maybe he was just pissed he’d missed it.

      Anthony stuck his hand out in my direction. “I’ve heard a lot about you. We planned to meet you as soon as possible, but I only just arrived.”

      Just in time to miss the memorial service, I thought.

      Anthony’s handshake lasted only a moment before he dropped my hand and turned back to Grace. “Can we get you anything?”

      “I’d like to see the injured.” She spoke with confidence, like she knew no one would refuse anything she asked.

      “Of course, of course,” Anthony agreed. “This way.”

      He led Grace to the staircase on our left. Conversation broke out again, and the other councilmembers quickly followed. My friends and I were pushed to the back of the group, like we were a mere afterthought.

      Ever since I learned what I was, it was all about finding and awakening Grace. Now that she was here, I didn’t have a clue what to expect. I didn’t know where I fit in to all this anymore.

      “Everything went well, then?” Fletcher asked as we ascended the stairs.

      “Yeah,” I answered. “Just great.”

      Except, it didn’t feel great. I should’ve been jumping in excitement and shouting for joy, just like the rest of them. Instead, I felt like I was only going through the motions, but no one told me what the next move was.

      We climbed the stairs to the third level. A set of double doors opened to a vast room with a slanted ceiling and hardwood floors. The sounds of chatter and the occasional groan of pain spilled out into the hallway.

      We entered a makeshift hospital, a refuge for the Davina who’d been severely injured in the recent battle. At least two dozen Davina lay on cots that lined the long room. Volunteers and family members sat at bedsides changing bandages or keeping the injured company. Not a single person smiled. Even the volunteers looked as if they were in pain just being in this room where sorrow leaked from the walls.

      “Donations are still rolling in,” Anthony explained to Grace. “We had to keep everyone here, or it would arise suspicion. We couldn’t bring this many Davina to the hospital at once. We heal too fast. And, as you can see, some of the injuries are Davina-specific.”

      He gestured to a girl my age, who sat propped upright on a cot. Her wings were spread out behind her. One hung in a sling attached to one of the wooden frames we used to prop up foam targets. I remembered her from the battle. The broken bones in her wing had been set since then, but I still wasn’t sure she’d fly again.

      Beside her, a man struggled to push himself up so he could take a sip of water. Judging by the way he held onto his side, I guessed he had broken ribs. Beyond him lay a guy with a broken leg and a girl with a broken arm, both wrapped in casts. Across the room, a woman applied ointment to a large gash on a man’s abdomen. It looked as if a demon had used one of our blades to slice his skin open. It’d been sown back together with at least two dozen stitches.

      Grace stepped farther into the room and spun in a circle, taking it all in. Sorrow crossed her face, like she couldn’t believe what she was seeing. Her enthusiasm from earlier had vanished, and her eyes glistened at the threat of tears.

      Conversations slowly died out as more and more people noticed the noise in the room decreasing.

      Grace’s voice cut through the silence. She sounded more confident than she looked. “Please don’t worry. I’m Grace, and I’m here to help.”

      Whispers broke out around the room.

      Grace?

      An Original?

      I can’t believe it.

      For the first time, I saw someone smile. Allie had been right. These people needed hope, and Grace was their answer.

      “Grace?” The girl with the hurt wing rose her voice.

      Grace slowly approached her and knelt beside her cot.

      “Is it really you?” the girl asked. She stared up into Grace’s purple eyes.

      “It is,” Grace replied with a nod. She sounded kind, but her lips curled down at the corners. “How can I help you, child?”

      The girl reached out toward Grace. When Grace didn’t take her hand, she let it fall limply off the side of the cot. I glanced to Marek to see if he’d noticed Grace’s cold greeting, but he only stared at her in wonder, just like everyone else.

      Grace continued her way around the room, stopping at each bedside but not touching a single patient. It was like she was afraid their ailments were contagious.

      My friends and I stood forgotten in the corner as Grace paraded around the room and soaked in the glory of her return. I thought about pointing out my observations, but Allie and Kyle spoke so highly of her that I knew I’d only offend them.

      “Are you okay?” Marek asked me.

      I forced my lips into a smile. “Grace is back. Why wouldn’t I be okay?”

      Marek slipped his fingers into mine. “You’re being so quiet. I thought you’d be…”

      “Be what?” I shrugged. “I don’t know what to say, Marek. I’m not the hero anymore. Grace is.”

      “Does that bother you?” he asked.

      “What?” I recoiled. The accusation felt like a slap to the face. “I’m not jealous of Grace, if that’s what you mean.”

      I’m just not sure I like her.

      I caught Fletcher’s gaze from beside Marek. He quickly looked away, but I could tell he’d been listening.

      I lowered my voice so only Marek could hear. “Don’t you notice how she’s being a bit… cold?”

      “Cold?” Marek’s eyes followed Grace.

      “She won’t touch anyone,” I pointed out.

      Marek shifted uncomfortably. “She’s been asleep for a long time. She probably just needs some time to warm up to being around people again.”

      I frowned. Could that be why she rubbed me the wrong way? Or, maybe Marek was right, and I was jealous of her.

      Another hour passed before Grace finished making her rounds. My friends hadn’t made any suggestions to leave, so I stayed with them in our corner of the room. Eventually, the chatter returned to normal levels. It sounded happier and more upbeat than before.

      Grace moved to the center of the room. Silence settled once again as all eyes turned to her.

      “Thank you for allowing me to visit you today,” she said. “It has been a great honor. I want you to know I will do everything in my power to ensure nothing like this ever happens again. You have my word.”

      Her words sounded calculated and stale to my ears.

      She continued. “To the injured, you have nothing to worry about. All I want you to do is focus on getting well. To everyone else, please go home and get some rest. Spread the word that we’ll meet back here at sunrise.” Grace took a breath, then rose her voice. “Tomorrow, we will begin preparing for war!”

      My stomach sank the same moment cheers broke out around me. Even my friends joined in on the clapping. Marek was the only one to notice I remained quiet, but he didn’t say anything.

      I stayed silent even as my friends and I walked back home.

      “I’m not going to get any sleep,” Allie said.

      “Me, either,” Kyle agreed. “How does Grace expect us to rest after we just met her? I’m ready to start preparing for war tonight!”

      My gut twisted. How could war excite him?

      Relief washed over me when we reached my house and Allie and Kyle continued across the lawn toward hers. I didn’t know how much longer I could listen to them talk about how great it would be to fight the demons again.

      Marek walked me up my front steps. “I’m sorry this is so difficult for you. I know it’s hard feeling hopeful after what happened the other night, but with Grace here, things are already turning around.”

      I wrung my hands together. “Are you sure?”

      Marek placed a finger under my chin and forced my gaze up to his. “I’m certain. You don’t have to worry anymore.”

      Marek’s warm arms wrapped around me. I tried to relax into him, but the doubt in his voice made me uneasy. Or was I imagining his doubt, too?

      It’s my paranoia, I told myself.

      It was the same paranoia that told me no matter how hard she tried to disguise it, Grace was hiding something from us. It was only just a matter of time before I figured out whether or not my fears were justified.

    

  

This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.
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