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Dear reader,

Thank you for choosing this emotional horror romance. I hope it stays with you for a very long time. Before you start reading, you might want to know this book also contains some content about:


	Violence and murder

	(Sexual) assault

	Mourning



I wish you a marvelous experience entering Raven and Jasons story. 

Yours sincerely,

Inge 
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Prologue
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My name is Raven. Tomorrow, I will celebrate my nineteenth birthday.

Not a birthday like any other, that much is clear.

With hazy eyes, I take in my new surroundings. The wilted flowers on the night table are a perfect reflection of my physical state. Conflicting emotions race through my body like a churning river between rocks. One thing is certain, tomorrow will be marked as the happiest but also the saddest day of my life.

I stare into Jason’s eyes.

He smiles back sadly.
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Always keep your promises
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On the first bright summer day, the sun burns my face with its biting rays. I hate the sun. Soon I will be as red as a lobster and a slight headache will set in.

If only it were winter, then I could be my pale self without any concern. As a convinced goth, I prefer gloomy music, black clothes and dark make-up. Last week, I got myself blue-black hair and an asymmetrical cut. My mom almost went trough the roof.

“You always scare people away. You’ll never get a boyfriend that way,” my mom scolded, as if I suddenly going to ace the dating market if I put on something else. I gave up hope of meeting a living creature who makes my heart beat faster long ago. Besides, I’m definitely not going to find my ‘prince charming’ among those morons in my class. It’s already amazing that my classmates know the difference between a girl and a goat.

I gave it a shot once, with my best friend Noah. That was probably the most stupid idea I ever had. Noah is not what I’m looking for. He is a great friend, he has a good heart and we always have fun. I only started dating him because I wanted a boyfriend and he was the obvious choice. I just wanted to belong.

Fortunately, Noah quickly understood that it was going nowhere, although I had the impression that our break-up hurt him more than he let on. All I was concerned with was that I could lose my best friend because of it. I’m so grateful that didn’t happen.

In the distance, I spot our meeting point. Purposeful as ever, I walk to the benches in the center of the square. I plop down on one, the elderly lady next to me looks up anxiously. Typical reaction of prejudiced senior citizens. I decide to ignore her, plug in my earphones and sigh of relief as the tones of my favorite band caress my ears. I close my eyes.

A hand on my shoulder suddenly interrupts my moment of piece and quiet. I look up, a tall figure in front of me blocks out the sun. With his six feet nine, he towers over almost everyone. On top of that, he has shoulders any jock would envy. His black hair has been cut unevenly, the blue tips flap in all directions. His black, long leather jacket, almost touches the ground, even though it’s a warm summer day.

“Hi Noah,” I say, wringing the earbuds out of my ears.

“Hi,” he greets with a playful smile. “Heard anything from Olivia?”

I check my watch. She’s late, as always. “Nope.”

Noah installs himself on the banister of the bench.

“Noah, can’t you sit down like a normal person?” I ask, rolling my eyes. “Who knows how many turds you stepped in on your way here? Now you’re sitting with those shoes where other people have to put their behinds.”

Noah grins. When he smiles, he is quite nice to look at.

“I like it better this way,” says Noah.

A typical Noah reaction. “No, you just think it’s cooler this way.”

“Okay, you win,” Noah sighs, dropping down where his sandy combats just were.

I smile smugly. “You and your stupid image.”

Noah pulls a grimace. “You and your stupid manners.”

He says it with the same mouthy face as my mother when she disagrees with something. I laugh out loud, much to the annoyance of bystanders.

In the distance, a girl hurries to the square. Olivia, trying to limit her tardiness somewhat. Her ash-blonde, bouncy curls, which she prefers to leave to the whims of nature, bounce up and down. As always, she is wearing ripped jeans which partially reveal her pale knees. Bright red pumps and a matching red top complete the look. The only thing we have in common at the moment is our pale skin. Her bright red lipstick no longer seems to be part of her face as she smiles happily at us.

“Hi guys,” greets her soprano voice. “Are you up for it?”

As always, she sounds as bright as she looks.

“Hell, no,” Noah growls.

I can’t blame him. I’d rather go to a funeral than to this retarded party. I confirm his words with a grimace.

“Come on, guys, a bit more enthusiasm.” Olivia pulls a pout, making us smile.

“Take comfort in the idea that it’s the last time you’ll see that sad bunch of people. We’re finally out of high school. Woo-hoo!” Her battle cry is followed by an uncontrolled victory dance that looks more like a ferocious warrior’s dance. Until she realizes the stupidity of her words.

I cautiously glance sideways at Noah.

He stares blankly ahead with a dark frown in his bushy eyebrows.

Olivia bites her lip. “Sorry, Noah. Didn’t think that trough.”

“Doesn’t matter,” Noah says dryly as he shrugs his shoulders.

I know better. It’s our graduation party, not Noah’s. He has to redo senior year. He acts like he doesn’t care, but we both know that he feels awful about being stuck at that moronic school for another year without us. I don’t even want to imagine surviving another year without him and Olivia.

“I really didn’t mean to ...” Olivia continues awkwardly.

“Never mind, Ol,” Noah says with a forced politeness.

I decide to break the uncomfortable atmosphere and jump up. The others look at me uncomprehendingly.

“What are we waiting for? Unfortunately, the party won’t pass by itself,” I state fatalistic. Every fiber in my body protests, but I promised Olivia we’re going. It’s important for her to close this chapter in a decent way. Fortunately, I’m not the only idiot who was persuaded; Noah has also fallen for it.

Noah and Olivia laugh at my sarcastic remark. We are the weirdos, the freaks, the misfits. Noah and I were always outcasts. We were never part of the group. Not that we wanted to be.

Olivia is a different case. She was part of the cheerleader team. By the end of last school year, she had made out with several boys in our class. Some of them found it hard to stomach being dumped. The popular girls were jealous that Olivia was so wanted. Consequently, half the class was at war with her and she was permanently banished to the corner of the damned.

Olivia soon became the best friend I ever had. She advised me not to make the same mistakes she had. I had to break up with Noah if I wasn’t in love with him. In theory, we were the perfect match, but Olivia was right. I felt nothing when Noah kissed me. I thought it was just me, that I was as cold inside as I pretended to be.

Olivia doesn’t believe that. She believes there is someone for everyone. I simply hadn’t found my soulmate yet. I don’t believe in that kind of nonsense, but that to myself to avoid hurting her feelings.
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Bert and Laurie’s gingerbread house already looms in the distance. Laurie does remind me of the hag from Hansel & Gretel. That thought makes me smile.

Noah looks at me dubiously.

I shrug. “An inside joke,” I declare.

Noah stares at the white, upper-class house and nods mischievously.

“For a true Barbie mansion, it’s missing pink shutters,” he states.

Pink flapping shutters appear in my mind, reflecting the sun in a way that it blinds people passing by. “And a fat house cat with a red bow,” I add to complete the picture.

Noah is on a roll and seems ready to add more tacky stuff.

“Guys, stop being so negative,” Olivia sighs. “This way it definitely won’t be fun.”

“Sorry,” Noah says dryly. “We’re just joking.” He smiles boyishly at Olivia.

“You guys behave yourselves,” Olivia grumbles. “So they don’t immediately kick us out.”

“That’s bound to happen anyway,” Noah replies cynically.

I poke him in his side.

Noah looks at me questioningly. So typical of him not to see obvious things. I share his opinion about the party, but I know it’s important for Olivia to make a good impression. Although she firmly denies it, she hopes to be popular once again. I see no need to kill her dream.

“We’ll behave, Ol. You know us, don’t you?”

Olivia pulls a grimace. Her eyes twinkle mischievously which makes me know she appreciates my joke.

“That’s kind of the problem,” she confirms, just as we reach the house and she rings the doorbell.

A blonde woman, straight out of a fashion magazine, opens the door. Most probably Laurie’s mother. Disconcerted, she studies the sad bunch on her doorstep. Her eyes linger on Noah’s hair, then Olivia’s red lipstick catches her attention. Aggrieved, the woman averts her gaze to the ground.

“Oh,” she brings out startled, “come in.” She wrings her hands nervously.

Noah usually has that effect on parents. My mother cannot stand to be in the same room with him for more than five minutes.

“You can hang your ... uhm ... coat on the coat rack,” the woman says, as she takes Noah in.

Noah shrugs uninterestedly and wriggles out of his coat, hanging the thing laboriously on the far too full coat rack as he stares at her shamelessly with his bright green eyes.

Startled, she averts her gaze and fixes it on me. The disapproval in her eyes is hard to ignore. Unlike Noah, I’m hardly frightening, with my petite stature and the glasses on my nose.

The woman leads us, seemingly against her will, into the living room. The gazes of our classmates immediately turn to us and they stop talking. It seems we were the subject of the conversation, as always.

I feel embarrassed by their disapproving looks. I know Olivia feels the same way. Noah doesn’t seem to care and walks resolutely to one of the big white armchairs. He moves with heavy steps, like a giant with seven-mile boots. Without any warning, he plops down next to Lily.

A startled cry escapes from the frail-looking girl. Her Strawberry Barbie blonde hair gives her something bitchy, although she is rather shy and quiet. Cautiously, she slides to the end of the seat. Noah stretches and unabashedly installs his feet on the glass coffee table. In the process, he almost knocks over the double dozen glasses that are in a carefully chosen arrangement on the table.

“What are you cuties up to?” he asks, with a broad grin across his face.

Olivia rolls her eyes. I shrug and wriggle myself into the seat next to Noah and Lily. Olivia follows my lead, already sighing.

“Well?” Noah repeats as nobody answered his question. “What are the plans?”

“There are no plans,” Laurie replies, with an undertone in her voice that cuts through ice. “Just hanging out. Some drinking and talking, like normal people do.”

The unspoken words make her accusation even clearer. Suppressed giggles echo in the group.

“Charming,” snorts Noah, “a whisky on the rocks then, please.”

Laurie’s eyes shoot fire. I bet she fantasizes about scratching that grin off Noah’s face with her fake nails. “This isn’t a bar. We don’t have any whisky,” she bites.

“Then what does the hostess offer?”

“There is beer, cola, fruit juice, cocktails.”

She rattles off the list like a counter clerk who has been tired of her job for years.

“In that case, a beer. The other drinks are for pussies.”

I roll my eyes because of that stupid remark. A few boys fraternally raise their bottles of beer into the air.

“Good choice!” they let slip.

Noah appears to have won the male half of the class over. Apparently, miracles still exist.

Laurie grunts. She sprints like a fury to the tray of beer on the floor and hurls a bottle at Noah’s head. He catches it with inhuman agility. His grin widens and Laurie’s face grows even more red.

“We might watch a movie later,” Lily says in a squeaky voice. She almost dares not look at Noah.

Noah turns towards her. The corners of his mouth curl up mockingly. I suspect he must restrain himself from shouting “boo”.

“Maybe watch a movie later? Sounds like a one hell of a plan,” he notes.

I almost feel sorry for the poor girl. Almost.

Lily shrugs her shoulders, without looking at Noah. Now and then, she peeks slyly through her hair, trying to convince herself he’s still there. Noah loses focus on her and the rest of the group. With a dull click, he knocks the crown cap off his beer bottle. To do so, he gratefully uses the coffee table.

Laurie’s mouth drops open. I look at Olivia, who stares tensely at the floor.

I’m a bit annoyed with Noah. He promised her he would behave. At least this time it’s not my fault everything turns to shit. I extend my hand and gently squeeze hers.

She jerks up from her thoughts, gives me an absent smile and then turns her gaze back to her shoes. The worn tips of her red pumps have faded to pale orange-pink. Her shoes match the bitten-off nail polish on my fingers.

“What are ‘the ladies’ going to drink?” asks Bert mockingly.

Laurie’s brother takes me in disapprovingly. However, that is nothing compared to how he looks at Olivia. His disgusted face speaks volumes.

Olivia seems oblivious. I don’t know if she is ignoring him, or if she is struggling with guilt. Last year, they were a couple for a fortnight. However, Olivia wasn’t really in love with him. He wanted to take it a step further, Olivia thanked him for the honor. It was a tipping point for Olivia. Her failed relationship with Bert had really stirred things up. In the weeks after their break-up, Bert and his friends threw pennies at her during every break. The word ‘SLUT’ was written across her locker, much to the delight of other girls, who finally saw their chances on the dating market increased.

Bert looks at us as if he’s going to serve us poison.

I have no intention of letting him get under me skin. “I do fancy on of those cocktails,” I say quickly. I take some pleasure in the thought of him having to serve us drinks. Hopefully his limited intelligence can handle such a difficult task.

“Same,” Olivia replies faintly.

“Aha, red drinks,” Bert scoffs. “What a surprise. Perhaps you would prefer a ‘Bloody Mary’. Or some cow’s blood?”

I pretend not to hear him; his remark is hurtful, but unoriginal. I’ve heard them all before: Satan, vampire, witch.

Murmurs and suppressed chuckles echo through the room. Bert scoffs.

“Or do the ladies prefer a juicy neck to munch on? In that case, I’m not applying. Any candidates in the room?”

A thunderous applause breaks out.

Olivia cringes. Anger bubbles up inside me. I feel humiliated and about to break my promise. “I’d rather drink from the sewer than touch your neck,” flows out of my mouth.

The laughter suddenly stops. Bert is speechless and stares at us with his mouth slightly open.

“I’ll suck your little neck. If that’s really what you want,” a heavy voice says next to me. The tone is cold, I hear the underlying mockery. Lily shudders. In the rest of the room, you can hear a pin drop. I look up and see Noah’s smug look.

Bert stares at him incredulously. His shocked expression suggests that he’s about to shit his trousers.

A giggle escapes me and breaks the silence. I’m embarrassed but cannot stop. My laughter gets louder. To my surprise, the sound of Olivia’s tinkling laugh joins mine. Strangely, I hear more laughter. Several boys’ voices follow our lead.

I laugh so hard it hurts. From the corner of my watery eyes, I recognize the jokers of the class.

“Good one!” shouts Jamie, the leader of the group.

Bert and Laurie fail to see the humor in it. Bert sprints red-faced back to the group, clearly angry with himself for not being able to respond to Noah.

Laurie’s gaze drills into Noah’s. She looks on the verge of bursting into flames. Bert plops down next to her on the floor. She does not even grant him a glance. She clearly doesn’t want to be associated with the weakling. Good, brother and sister duking it out together. Indeed Noah, very well done. Checkmate.

I finally manage to get my giggle loop under control. Olivia and Noah also find their composure again. Noah drums Lily into a corner even more, hanging in the sofa with his arms crossed.

“Noah,” I sigh. “Could we also get some space? Contrary to what some people seem to think, we do need oxygen. I think Lily could also use some more space.”

At the mention of her name, Lily startles. Apparently, she didn’t expect me to stand up for her. I don’t particularly cherish her, but I don’t wish her a crushing death either.

“Oops, sorry,” Noah smiles, as he leaves the spot next to Lily and wriggles himself between me and Olivia, which probably gives me some bruises.

“Doesn’t matter,” Lily says, as her cheeks turn the color of overripe cherries.

She fidgets uncomfortably at her sleeve, while Noah stares at her unabashedly. He is probably enjoying the attention, even if it is negative.

Again, silence fills the room. I prefer this uncomfortable silence over listening to Bert’s endless rambling for another five minutes.

He runs behind the tray with our drinks like a dog being dragged on a leash.

With a dull thud, the tray plops onto the table, the contents of our glasses sloshing over the edge. Great, I’ll soon be covered in sticky gunk.

“Enjoy, ladies,” Bert chuckles sarcastically.

“Sure, thanks,” I say dryly. I can’t avoid the fact that my gaze speaks volumes. Reluctantly, I sip my drink. Notwithstanding my distaste for everything Bert touches, it tastes quite good.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Game on
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“Pff. What a bore. Can’t we do anything?” whines Jamie.

“Totally agree!” and “Good plan,” his friends exclaim in agreement.

Laurie sends them a venomous look. She doesn’t appreciate the criticism of her party.

“Maybe we can play a game?” suggests Christie, Laurie’s best friend.

“Yeah, truth or dare,” Bert yells, with a dirty grin on his face.

I can already imagine the humiliating tasks he has in store for us. No, thank you. I’ll pass. My thoughts are interrupted by the ringing voice next to me. I didn’t expect to hear that voice again tonight.

Olivia’s face brightens like that of a child given candy. “I have an idea.”

A mysterious smile appears on her face, as if she is about to reveal a big secret. The others look at her in full expectation. Apparently, they too hadn’t expected to hear Olivia.

“What did you have in mind?” Jamie scoffs.

Undaunted, Olivia unzips her backpack and pulls out a rectangular box. Curly letters in her floaty handwriting embellish the cardboard lid. The ‘do-it-yourself content’ of the box reveals that this is another one of Olivia’s projects.

“What’s that?” Jamie asks.

Noah plunges carelessly into the bowl of nuts. Lily stares at him as if he’s a mythical creature. Olivia’s eyes glisten.

“A Ouija board,” she whispers mysteriously.

My heart stops. Is she determined to make a fool of herself? Olivia, cobbling together a Ouija board like some superstitious teen brat. Noah’s expression betrays that he feels the same way. With his mouth full of crushed nuts, he stares at her, as if he has seen a ghost.

“Wow,” judge Jamie and Christie. “That’s cool.”

Olivia’s eyes could not have sparkled harder if she had won a beauty pageant.

“Can I have a look?” even Laurie asks, though it’s still with a sceptic undertone.

Olivia opens the box and unfolds the game board. The rectangular board unfolds and shows a semi-circle with the alphabet above it in ornate letters. Below the letters is a row of numbers from one to nine, with a zero at the end. Furthermore, the words ‘yes’ and ‘no’ adorn the board, with a curl below the ‘Y’, as Olivia always writes. At the very bottom, the board finishes with the word ‘goodbye’.

The rest of the class look at the board with wide eyes.

I’m severely disappointed that Olivia engages in this kind of nonsense. Perhaps most of all because she hasn’t told me anything about it. Noah looks like he has something nasty in his mouth.

“How does it work?” Christie asks excitedly.

“I’ll explain,” Olivia answers with a smile. “It’s not difficult.”

Enthusiastically, she fishes a small plate out of the box. The thing is not cut straight, giving it the allure of a drop. In the middle is a piece of glass that has a slightly magnifying effect. She has gone to great lengths to create it. No messing around with crappy papers, that crumple when you move them. A real wooden board like you can buy on the internet.

“The rules are simple. A maximum of six people can join. Otherwise, it becomes dangerous.”

“Dangerous?” The question sounds mocking, although Bert’s voice breaks.

“Indeed. We have to follow the rules carefully.”

There’s a dark underlying tone in her voice, like she’s telling a horror story by the campfire. “The more participants, the more likely the wave of concentration will be broken. Then we might summon an evil spirit.”

She looks at Bert with a bold twinkle in the corners of her eyes.

“Nonsense,” he mutters.

“You don’t really believe that, do you?” Christie asks, with an anxious frown.

“Even so,” says Olivia. “Only people who take this game seriously can bring it to a successful end.”

I roll my eyes. What superstitious bullshit. Or is she just staging this to pull a lame prank?

“All participants put their index finger on the drop in the middle. Everyone may ask one question. If a spirit is present, it answers by moving the drop.”

Except for Noah, everyone absorbs her every word. They stare at her like cultists look at their prophet. I have to admit that I admire her for getting them so involved in a matter of minutes.

“So, who’s in for it?” she asks.

Everyone stares uncomfortably at the floor. Cowards. Big mouths, but when it comes down to it, they are all afraid of the big bad wolf.

“Are you guys serious? Are you guys really such pussies?”

A heavy laugh roars across the room. No one responds to Noah’s outburst.

“Fine, I’ll prove this is all nonsense. Ghosts don’t exist. That’s why I’m volunteering for this ridiculous game.”

“Thanks, Noah ... I think,” Olivia sighs exasperated. “I’ll join in myself. Raven too, of course.”

She calls my name without even giving me a glance. I can’t believe my ears. I send her a killer look. She turns to me with big pleading eyes. Without making a sound, her lips form the words: ‘Please, Raven.’ I’m no match for Olivia’s manipulative maneuvers, even though I’m furious with her. She always gets what she wants.

“All right then. Reluctantly.”

“Super,” she laughs. “I need three more people. If possible, with a bit more enthusiasm.”

Noah and I exchange an irritated glance.

“Okay.” A frail girl’s voice faintly breaks the silence.

With eyes full of disbelief, I turn towards the source. Noah too stares in the same direction in amazement. Lily. Of all the people in the room, this frightened mouse is the toughest. Maybe there’s more to her than I thought. Noah grins admiringly.

“Thanks Lily. I’m glad someone has the balls here,” Olivia smiles.

“Wait a minute,” Bert interrupts her. “You don’t think we’re scared, do you?”

The hitch in his voice indicates otherwise. Big mouth Bert, no doubt the greatest scaredy-cat of them all .

“Prove it,” Olivia said defiantly.

She points her chin forward and looks him boldly in the eye. The mocking grin on her face speaks volumes as she waves the fifth player’s ticket in front of Bert’s nose.

The latter stands there like a petrified pillar of salt. His gaze is set on war. His hands make no move towards Olivia’s invitation.

“Oh my God, I’ll do it!” Laurie’s red-painted nails snatch the card from Olivia’s hand.

“Me too.” Jamie eagerly extends his hand. This is a typical case of overcompensation.

“How can I volunteer when you guys constantly pass me by?” Bert whines.

Jamie shrugs his shoulders. “Sorry, dude, didn’t mean to. You want my seat?”

He stretches out his hand in a clumsy manner. Presumably he hopes Bert will accept so that he’s off the hook. The latter waves his hand dismissively.

“Never mind. Now I don’t feel like it anymore.”

“Like you were up to the challenge anyway,” Olivia mutters reproachfully, just loud enough for everyone to hear.

“Shut up, Bert,” sighs Laurie’s annoying voice. “Are we starting this stupid game or what?”

Bert sends a furious glance in his sisters’ direction. It’s no match for the venomous glance he gets in return. I go trough great lengths to suppress a laugh.

“Good point, Laurie,” Olivia nods affirmatively. “Now that we have six players, we can start. Now that everyone is still a bit focused.”

To reinforce her last words, she looks sternly at Noah, who is just taking his head out of the bowl of nuts again.

“Sorry,” he grins with his mouth full of mulched nuts. “I was bored.”

“All participants should sit together,” Olivia further instructs. “At the dining table? It’s a round table, so ideal.”

Reluctantly, I lift my bottom out of the seat. Olivia grabs me by the arm and drags me to the dining table like a true seance leader. Noah follows us with the attitude of a farmer strolling across his land. With a dry slap, much to Laurie’s annoyance, he drops onto one of the solid oak chairs.

“Be careful. Those chairs are expensive.”

She reminds me of a vulgar version of Wonder Woman, as she stands there haughtily in her hotpants with her breasts forward. That bitch has the nerve to call Olivia a slut. Maybe she should look in the mirror once in a while.

Deliberately, I kick a chair from under the table. Laurie gasps. With even less respect than Noah, I throw myself on the piece of furniture.

Olivia sits down silently next to me. Her face is pale, with red blushes under her eye rims. She bites her lip and bats her eyes. Noah smiles approvingly at me.

Nonchalantly, I turn away from our bitchy host and brush my hair behind my ears.

Lily and Jamie finally join in. The last empty chair stares at me reproachfully. As does Olivia, who sits stiffly next to me. I know she’s annoyed. I probably ruined her game by chasing Laurie away. The tension is palpable. The only one who doesn’t seem to notice is Noah.

“Pfft, is anyone else bored to death? Who are we waiting for?”

The tapping of heels on the parquet floor answers Noah’s question. Laurie, like a true movie star, flatters herself down on the empty seat with a venomous facial expression. She puts her cocktail on the oak tabletop with a bang.

“Um ... I don’t think alcohol during the game is a good idea, Laurie,” Olivia warns.

“Ah, shut up. Like this game is even real,” she snaps at Olivia, pouring back her drink.

“Quite right, Laurie.” Jamie confirms, who has regained his courage. He pulls a bottle of beer from under the table and expertly removes the cork by slamming it against the table edge.

“Hey!” roars Laurie indignantly. “What did I say about the furniture?”

“Sorry, love,” Jamie winks. “It won’t happen again.”

“W ... well, if you guys are ready,” Olivia stammers.

“For about four hundred years, Ol,” Noah sighs.

Laurie’s raging gaze smothers Lily’s assenting giggle.

“Good. Everyone holds on to the drop on the board firmly.”

Laurie refills her glass with a bored sigh, flips her reddish-brown hair back and grabs the drop between two long, red nails. The corners of her mouth curl in a wicked way as she looks at Olivia frankly.

Olivia ignores her with a poker face a professional would envy.

I put my hand on the plate second. My black-painted claw stands in stark contrast to Laurie’s ‘refined’ manicure.

Noah’s colossal hand joins ours enthusiastically, almost letting the drop slip from our fingers. Lily’s delicate baby hand, is fully consumed by Noah’s. Olivia and Jamie complete the circle.

“Okay, guys, concentration now,” Olivia says mysteriously. She closes her eyes and pushes her head back, reminding me of a fortune teller at a fair.

I try to compose myself by looking at Laurie’s sour face. It’s better not to look at Noah. He’s probably having an even harder time controlling himself.
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