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CHAPTER 1

MATRIMONY
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The faster I ran, the less I could breathe. My lungs were pleading beneath my chest for the chance to relax the uneven pumps from my heart but despite the rising burn that bargained for more oxygen, I couldn’t stop.

Keep going, I thought.

I knew it was naïve and yet I felt as if that space behind the trees was my base. My sanctuary. As long as I could reach it I would be fine. At least that’s what I tried to tell myself until my rational side began to catch up to me, unlike my breath. The one that reminded me that I was being hunted. A mere mouse in a maze that had no exit. And this predator would no doubt find this hunt as challenging as a human stepping on the sidewalk to kill an ant. He probably even felt a sadistic thrill from watching me run. Even though my sprint was nothing more than a dawdled walk on the beach compared to his immortal speed.

Regardless, I couldn’t give in. Not when I was close to my goal. So close to the possibility of safety on the other side. Because what screamed louder than the doubt was the unrealistic belief that maybe, just maybe, I had outmaneuvered him just enough to give myself an advantage. Enough of a head start to reach the opening beyond the trees. The hope was enough to keep my feet moving.

Despite the burning ache in my calves, and the cramp in my side, I smiled as I closed the distance. I was 100 feet away. 75. 50. 30. Keep going! 20. 15. Almost there! 10. I could see the water straight ahead now beyond the enclosed trees that surrounded me. I twisted my neck around to the right and left, searching for any sign of the immortal, but I only found an empty space behind me. I had turned back forward, feeling only a second’s relief before I collided into a solid wall with enough momentum that I was knocked back toward the ground.

I winced in pain, reaching my hand to my nose, where I could already feel the bruises that were likely to result in two black eyes. My nose leaked small red blood droplets onto my palm as the soreness of my right arm traveled all the way up to my collarbone.

I looked up reluctantly, feeling the drop of defeat in my stomach. Henry stood tall, smirking down at me with amusement of my evaporated hope. It had all been a game to him. A game I now realized—harshly— that I had never had a chance of winning. The sun beamed down on his short raven-colored locks as the glow of his baby blue eyes brightened. I gulped, but was thankful for the moment that finally gave me enough time to slow my breathing. Swiftly, Henry squatted to my eye level, extending his overturned hand to reach his index and middle fingers past my own until they rested inches underneath my nose, like a bucket ready to catch the water from a leaking faucet. I remained still while my eyes looked as far down as they could, watching as he let a few drops of blood linger on his fingertips before pulling them back to his eager lips. His tongue wickedly circled his mouth with delight at the taste.

Finally, my eyes lifted to meet his waiting gaze. I had time only to see his perfect white teeth revealed before his hand extended forward to grasp my neck

“No!”

My eyes flashed open but remained unfocused in their daze until I heard the soft call of my name. I blinked a few times to adjust my sight, feeling my hands protectively around my neck.

“Emma?”

My eyes shifted to the lips belonging to the cautious voice that called me once again before lifting up to meet the familiar golden honey gaze of my brother. As Sean noticed my mind coming back to reality, he slowly reached up to pull back the firm grip I still had around my neck.

“It was a dream, Em. You’re safe. Breathe.”

With his words, I released the breath I was unconsciously holding before inhaling again through my nose. I nodded, letting him lead my hands back down to my lap as my mind snapped back to reality. Henry was dead. I was alive. I was safe. For now. I grimaced at the inner thought. A thought I was all too aware Sean could hear. I shook my head as if I could shake it away like a drawing on an etch-a-sketch before I took in Sean and the beautiful black tux that was tailored perfectly to his body.

“Please don’t tell me I slept through it all,” I said.

Sean’s lips turned upward as he resisted a smile. “No. I had just come upstairs to find you when—”

“Oh, good,” I interrupted.

Both of us were quite aware that Sean had seen the nightmare just as vividly as I had. In fact, he could see every single nightmare I had had since January. He could hear the fear within my thoughts that kept me awake until the morning light. It wasn’t every night, but enough to disrupt my normal sleep pattern, forcing my body to involuntarily shut itself down. I sighed, looking down toward the book that must have slid out of my hand once I had drifted off to sleep.

Sean hated that he couldn’t protect me from them, and I hated burdening him with something that was within my mind. I wanted nothing more than the nightmares to be over for both of our sakes. So far, I had no luck.

Sean stood, stepping back to reach out his hands and help me from the Liam’s recliner. I had decided to pass the time by reading while I waited for Liam to come get me for the ceremony. But with my restless night of avoiding another nightmare, my exhaustion crept up on me during my wait. Needless to say, I hadn’t made it far into my reading before I must have fallen asleep.

I reached my hands up to run my fingers through the parts of my hair that were down, then around the sides of my neck before feeling around the back where it was pulled half way up in a small twist.

“My hair isn’t messed up, is it?”

Sean tried to resist a chuckle. “Not a piece out of place.”

“I think you would say that even if I looked terrible.”

“I guess you’ll never know,” Sean said.

I playfully hit his arm. “Jerk.”

I was all too ready to request a mirror to check for any sleep lines when all humor drained from his face to make way for a small nod as his eyes looked me over with approval. “Not even the slightest sign you fell asleep. Really. You look beautiful Em.”

“I guess I got lucky.” I shrugged before my neck turned and my eyes squinted. “Wait...where’s Liam?”

“I actually wanted to ask you something so I told him I’d bring you down.”

“Oh,” I said.

Sean held out his elbow, and I looped my arm inside.

“Will you walk with me down the aisle?”

My head snapped back in surprise at both his words and delivery. It was as if he had asked me to go get him a glass of water, not be part of a tradition that stretched back centuries.

“Really?”

“Yes,” Sean said.

“Of course!” I said, elated at this unexpected surprise. “Of course I will!”

I watched the grin rise in his cheeks as he led me out the door toward the staircase, being sure to hold my arm firmly in case I had a clumsy moment in my heels. As we reached the bottom step I turned my gaze back to him.

“I wish I could get a peek into your brain sometimes,” I said.

He rolled his eyes with a small lift of his brow.

“Thank goodness you can’t,” Sean said.

As we got closer to the end of the hallway, I felt the nerves jump in my stomach.

“Are you sure about this? I mean...is this a normal part of the ceremony?”

“Yes I am, and no it isn’t.” He kept his head still but shifted his gaze to me. “But I think you can see that you have become a bit of a unique circumstance. One I decided to take advantage of while I could.”

“Meaning what?” I said.

“Meaning as my sister I think it’s fitting that you be the one to give me away.”

“Oh.” I looked forward with the realization. I was the piece linking him to his past. “You mean you’re using me to represent your human life.”

Sean nodded while slightly narrowing his eyes to the phrasing. “You are the last link to my old life. It makes it all the more meaningful that it is you who will give me ceremoniously over to my new one.”

I shifted my eyes away for a moment as what I had agreed to sunk in. It was hard even to pin one single emotion to what I was feeling. Was I sad? Was I angry? All I knew is that everything had changed for the both of us, and it was beyond our control. Whether or not he used the name Morgan in his old life, he was an Alexander now. The life I had known with him growing up and the life I had imagined for our future was suddenly just over. I guess you could say I was still having trouble fully accepting it.

I looked back over when I felt Sean pat my arm in comfort. How strange for me to need such a thing on a day that was all about him. I wished desperately that he wasn’t reading every thought and image from my mind. God knows the jumbled mess he was finding. Once again I shook my head as we turned the corner toward the long hallway. I looked up to him with a smile in which he returned. Regardless of my tangled emotions, it was showtime.

Upon the sliding doors opening, I heard the soft beckoning from Andy William’s “Moon River”. I clung tight to Sean’s arm as he led us down the aisle strewn with red and white rose petals. I was too nervous to look anywhere but straight in front of me. But there wasn’t much point as I knew it was a sea of immortals I didn’t know. Well, except for two nearest the front on the left side.

I released a heavy sigh as my eyes caught the sight of the familiar jet black hair and bright baby blue eyes—not too different from the ones I so often saw in my nightmares. Jane’s lips pulled down with a disapproving grimace.

Nice to see she hasn’t changed.

I felt Sean’s light squeeze on my arm as my eyes moved over to her brother, Charlie. I reciprocated his grin, but I couldn’t stop the uneasiness building within my stomach that began to grow the closer my body got to them. I swallowed a small gulp as the memory of what Henry had done clouded my thoughts. I could feel Sean tighten his hold and slightly angle my body away as we reached the end of the aisle. It was just enough to refocus my gaze to the opposite side of the aisle. Toward a sight that immediately dropped the tension from my shoulders: Liam.

I smiled at the sight of my blonde haired immortal boyfriend. His crooked lips and subtle wink caused me to forget my previous fears. All I could do was try and convince my body to resist the urge to jump eagerly into his lap and pull him into a passionate kiss. Sean tapped my arm lightly, bringing my eyes up in front of me to meet Mary’s sincere but hesitant grin. I didn’t take the hesitance personally. I knew she had always liked me, but with me being human she didn’t trust herself to not make the same mistake she had with Liam. She had always preferred to keep me at an arm’s length. I couldn’t blame her for that.

I turned away from her so that I could squarely face Sean. Once again the emotions I suppressed on the other side of the door pushed themselves to the surface. I gave Sean a halfhearted smile. I didn’t dare look to the seated guests. I couldn’t imagine what their thoughts would be of this strange interaction. Hopefully, Sean was blocking it out too.

Instead, I leaned up to kiss his cheek. Any words said aloud would set me off into tears. I hope you are happy.

He took both of my hands in his as he stared back at me with brightened golden honey eyes.

“You will always be with me,” Sean said.

I nodded before reluctantly letting go of his arm. I took a few seconds to let him step up to the hand-crafted archway before reaching out to take Liam’s extended hand, allowing him to lead me to my seat up front. I laced my fingers with his, almost closing my eyes to the warmth of his skin that reminded me of the lust that was always present with the simplest of his touches. I bit my lip as my gaze slowly lifted to meet the same desire dancing within his bright emerald eyes. My head began to lean forward as if in a trance when the doors had swung open again. Liam lifted our entwined hands to quickly stroke my cheek as if to say to be continued before pulling us up to stand and see Grace’s elegant entrance.

Patrick walked into the room with a regal step and proud hold of Grace’s arm as if he were introducing the room to the beautiful princess for the first time. My eyes were lead to her beautiful white gown accented in crystals with its detachable modified Queen Anne neckline, lace cap sleeves and open back bodice. The antique lace fit to her petite frame perfectly as it led down the skirt toward the cascading ruffle, chapel length train.

I couldn’t help but grin myself as I took notice of the glow of excitement within her cheeks. Sure, that wasn’t different from most brides on their wedding day, but I knew for Grace the eager wait carried more significance. Two and a half centuries to be exact. And from the lingering stare that caught sight of Sean ahead of her it appeared the two-hundred-year wait had always been worth it.

Once Patrick and Grace had reached the arch he unwrapped her arm by leading her hand into Sean’s before moving away to stand beside Mary. Sean and Grace turned to face one another, dropping their hands as the curve of their lips lifted at the sight of on another. As the guests once again took a seat I began to contemplate the ceremony. To me it seemed everything but the un-allowed human guests —besides me— felt like any other human wedding. I was curious as to what was going to make this different. But my question was answered once Mary stepped forward.

“Grace and Sean are grateful for your presence today. They welcome you to this sacred ceremony,” I watched as she made the time to gaze around to each eye as if to welcome them personally. “A ceremony which consists of the binding of an immortal pair. All those who are in agreement, raise your voice.”

A perfect chorus of grunts made its way through the room. It seemed it was the way immortals approved of the pairing. My lips pouted slightly. I wasn’t planning to marry Liam, but it did sting a little knowing we would never get that same approval.

Mary smiled, having heard every individual guest’s voice. I, myself couldn’t tell if someone had or hadn’t remained silent. Then again, I wasn’t blessed with immortal hearing, either.

“Let us begin,” Mary said, reverently.

Patrick now stepped forward in sync with Mary’s step backward. He looked down, holding his palms up for both Sean and Grace. Each laid their own downward onto Patrick’s as the free one hung parallel to their side. Patrick lifted Grace’s hand a little higher as he spoke.

“My loving daughter, the blood of my blood flows through you eternally making you a part of me.” I could see Grace’s chin rise proudly before Patrick looked over to Sean, lifting his hand even with Grace’s. “And now you, Sean, have shared that blood to the last immortal of our coven. The last of our family and the last of our pairs.”

I squeezed Liam’s hand only to feel the heat of his thumb running over my knuckles. Perhaps we could both feel the bittersweet pain of that statement.

“Today we are here to finally seal the bond between this immortal pair. One that will bind their love together long after the order is through and our mission complete.”

I wasn’t sure where it had come from but now Patrick held a small bladed knife. He sliced open a wound on Grace’s palm before making an identical one on Sean’s. I knew I was the only one who felt a bit squeamish as I watched Patrick place the knife on the small table to the right of the pair. Grace and Sean flattened their palms and entwined their fingers tightly as if on silent command.

“Sean Jacob Morgan...” Grace said with a small pause and tilt of her head. “From this day, you and I are bound together as one by the blood of our coven. My love has, and always will be yours long after the end of days and the need of our kind is no more.”

Sean couldn’t take his eyes off of Grace even as he began to speak himself. “Abigail Grace Alexander...” The words were repeated back but the tone of Sean’s voice was blissful contentment. Finished, both of them slowly lowered their joined palms before releasing them to show their healed immortal skin. I shook my head with silent amusement as if I had just seen the reveal of a magic trick.

“Let the pair share this new union with a kiss,” Patrick said. The two obliged eagerly. When they released each other, all of

the immortal guests let off a new chorus of grunts and cheers in celebration of the pairing. I couldn’t deny the sight of happiness on my brother’s face when he heard the sound. It was hard to be sad about him moving on when the room was filled with so much love.

For the reception we moved out into the living room. If I said the area could have held formal old-century balls I wasn’t wrong. Now, though, it had been transformed into a mere reception tent, and I was questioning how it was ever a normal space.

My attention to detail was halted as Liam and I walked hand in hand through the room. Crap. I tilted my chin down so my eyes could take a moment to close before lifting my head back up to force myself to see Jane standing mere feet away. She was walking forward with Charlie by her side. I wanted to make any excuse to get out of the situation but now I was at the point of no return.

“Hello, Jane,” I said politely.

“Of course you would be here. Despite the fact that no other human would ever be.” She looked off to her right as if bored by the sight of me. “Why yes, it makes perfect sense to see you at something so private and intimate to our kind.”

“Do you always have to be so rude to Emma? It’s not her fault.”

I looked over to see Charlie’s charming grin. I returned the smile with gratitude, even if his words did point the blame toward Liam.

“It’s alright,” I said.

Though it would be nice if she could dial the bitch down a bit. Charlie held his hand out vertically to dismiss my politeness. “How are you, Emma?”

My brows rose with surprise to the concern. I could feel the guilt once again slide cunningly up my veins. “I’m doing all right.” If you don’t count the nightly dreams of your brother trying to kill me.

“How have you been?”

It did seem like it should be him I worried about, not me. He was the one that lost not just one but two, coven members. Two siblings. How was I to approach that so easily?

He nodded appreciatively. “We’ll see them again someday.”

His words held such a powerful conviction. As if they healed him of the sudden loss. But then again, maybe he masked his hurt while in front of people like me–human people. No matter how he handled his grief, it wasn’t for me to judge or get involved.

“If you’ll excuse me, I would prefer to be elsewhere.” Charlie, Liam, and I looked back at Jane, who rolled her eyes at the sight of our attention. She shifted her gaze toward the disappointed Charlie before attempting a smile. “I want to give Grace and Sean my well wishes, is all.”

She held her bright blue gaze on me for a moment—an uncomfortable one—before swiftly turning away. Charlie nodded again, this time apologetically. “I should do the same,” he said before making his way toward the couple..

When it was just Liam and I, I couldn’t help the drop in my shoulders from my sigh. I looked up to be met with not only his bright emerald gaze but an amused grin.

“Jane being the life of the party, is she?”

I turned my neck to the English accent that came from behind Liam and me. But I as I looked for the voice I noticed it wasn’t one person but a group of four approaching us in a layered wave. The one who was smiling was the one who had spoken. A woman at the peak of her twenties. Her slender body stood out as much as her short, loosely curled hair. “I’ve never much cared for her...personality.”

The woman tried to resist a smirk that made me aware that I wasn’t doing such a good job myself.

“Thankfully your paths don’t require you often meeting,” Liam said.

As she turned to Liam, I found myself taking in the way the sunbeam brought out the shine of auburn in her luxurious locks.

“It’s good to see you again, Liam.”

My eyes bounced back to Liam’s grin. “Likewise, Maggie.”

Maggie’s green eyes looked back at me as the three others flanked around her.

“This must be the infamous Emma,” Maggie said.

My eyebrows lifted. “Yes,” I said hesitantly.

I wasn’t sure how I felt about being so well known in the immortal world. It was one thing to be known by the Alexanders, but a little daunting to realize that even those across the pond knew about the human in love with an immortal. Not a celebrity position you want to be in. She waved her hand in an apologetic dismissal. “You’ll have to excuse our curiosity with you.”

I shook my head in my own dismissal. “No, I get it. I am the black sheep here.”

“Yes, but we do not need to be so blatantly rude about it.” 

“How long have you known the Alexanders?” I asked.

I looked back at the noticeable male in the group. Not the one who stood intimately close to Maggie. The large one that towered over the entire group of us.

“I met Patrick a few decades after his transformation.” She took notice of my stolen glances of the abnormally tall and large muscled Viking behind her. I was mostly staring at his beautifully long strawberry blond hair that sat upon his shoulders. I couldn’t help the comparisons to Thor in my mind. It didn’t help that I had just seen the movie when it came out nearly a month ago.

“Finn here started our roaming coven back over a Millennia ago.”

He winked at the attention to himself.

“Thankfully, you weren’t but a century or two behind,” Finn said.

He carried a charmingly soft Swedish accent. One that had begun to fade and yet still clung from his heritage. It was much like how Patrick’s English accent still lingered, despite the majority of his immortal life being in America.

My eyes slightly widened. “You’re a thousand years old?”

He grinned. “Close. I won’t see my thousandth year of life until this coming winter.”

My brow furrowed at his wording until I remembered something I had read in history. Vikings didn’t refer to months of the year because their calendar year only consisted of two seasons. Summer and Winter. That meant his birthday must be between October and March. Quite a gap of curiosity it left.

Maggie must have got my stare that had moved over to the one male who was standing protectively close to her right side. He held his arms behind his back as if he were some English aristocrat.

“This is Rowling,” Maggie said.

She held a prideful grin at her words. As if to say, yes he’s mine. I watched as he removed his right hand to extend graciously toward mine. I did the same.

“Enchanté,” Rowling said.

My mind seemed to freeze at his words. I had expected his accent to match some place of the United Kingdom, only to hear the unmistakable French.

“You...too,” I said.

I had awkwardly paused as I found him staring at me with the curiosity I had come used to knowing from immortals.

“I’m Katelan.”

Glad of the interruption, my neck turned to the voice of the woman standing near Finn. She held a beautiful, modelesque face that pulled your gaze right into the beckoning blue eyes that were surrounded by her straight brown hair. Confidence radiated through her stance all the way to her black blouse and leather pants. Not that she needed the height, because she would have already towered over me without shoes. It seemed she liked the way her five inch stilettos gave her height equality next to her six-foot-seven Viking mate.

And just how her outfit of choice differed from Maggie’s more traditional bright colored dress, something else caught my attention. It was her distinct Irish dialect. What particular part of Ireland I couldn’t tell. But then again could most Americans? Most were good if they could differentiate between English, Irish, and Scottish accents. I felt a twitch of odd comfort as I moved my hand to hers with a smile on my face.

“Very nice to meet you, Kate...lan.”

I’m sure I sounded a bit odd to overcompensate the pronunciation but her grin made me know she appreciated the effort.

“Care for a dance Ro?” Maggie said.

I turned back to see Maggie looking in the other direction. I followed her gaze to see Charlie and Jane making their way back to us. Fantastic, I thought.

“Yes, I too feel in the mood to dance Finn,” Katelan said.

Finn merely grinned as he took her hand and followed Maggie and Rowling onto the dance floor. I had to admit I should have been that clever to ask Liam to take me around the floor. But now it was at the point of no return...again. They were only feet away and had locked eyes on us.

Instead, I prepared myself by taking a deep breath, ready for Jane’s barbs and insults. On my exhale I felt a surge of pain through my right temple that had my hand reaching to cup my head.

“Emma?” Liam said with concern.

Luckily it was only a few seconds before I was once again able to hold my head up straight with my neck. But it was enough to see the concern in Liam’s eyes.

“I’m fine,” I said.

“Are you sure?”

I looked up to the voice that wasn’t Liam. It was Charlie that had asked. From his gaze of blue I found he was truly concerned aswell. I nodded my head.

“Yes, it was just a headache.”

Naturally with sight of Jane in my peripheral, my eyes shifted a glance in her direction. Her narrowed eyes were studying me. Unlike her brother, there wasn’t a single drop of care among them.

“Maybe you should lie down,” Jane said.

“I’ll just have a seat,” I said.

I looked to Liam until he nodded in agreement. He took my hand and led me to the nearest table.

“Let me get you some water and an aspirin.” Liam said.

I nodded with an appreciate smile, until I saw that Charlie and Jane had followed the two of us. Thankfully Charlie sat nearest me. Of course, it still left Jane slightly across from me.

I looked to my hands for a few awkward moments until I once again saw Liam sit by my side. I moved my hand to take the clear cup of water before my fingers pinched the aspirin from his palm.

Though I wished to ignore it, I could still see Jane from the corner of my eye as I tilted my head back. I was certain I could see a small lift from her lips as the water led the pill down my throat.
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CHAPTER 2

FUTURE
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I pulled the covers off to see the small note laying on my desk. I grinned as I jumped out of bed, rushing over to pick it up.

On my watch. I will meet you at school. 

-Liam

I never liked the feeling of waking up without Liam’s warmth, but I couldn’t be selfish. Being on watch was his duty. I had to accept that early in our relationship. Of course, I still couldn’t hide the disappointment I felt each time I saw he was gone.

As I dressed for the day, I thought to myself how surreal it was that Sean’s wedding had been four months ago. It had been sunny then, warm and humid. Now, the dew on the leaves and the chill in the air heralded fall. Luckily, my nightmares had begun to lessen by the start of senior year. Not completely, but it was nice to be able to count on a regular sleep pattern again.

Pulling into the school parking lot, I could see a group gathered around a few cars in the front. It was my friends—and Heather. Everyone was bouncing back laughter with a mutual eagerness for the weekend tomorrow. I walked up to gain a few smiling glances upon my approach. I found my place between Lauren and Michael. On Michael’s right was his best friend Travis Regal. Though it wasn’t intentional , I could see the four of us stood on the side of the singles. Even though I was far from single, I felt that without Liam by my side, I fit right in with the other three—four if I included Heather.

Pamela, who had gotten new highlights and a slightly shorter haircut, was holding hands with Kyle Bellmen. I was happy to see their end of the school romance had survived the summer. She was smiling as Kyle turned to whisper something into her ear.

To Pamela’s right, was Becca. She was looking back at Luke Simmons and giggling with contentment while leaning back into Luke, who had wrapped his arms around her waist. Their relationship had only started two weeks ago. I only knew about it because I had run into them as I was getting gas. Even Erika was blissful, lightly touching the arm of Matt Barnes. I smiled as I noticed the subtle flirting that was being well received from the looks of it. I knew even though they weren’t a couple I could see they were well on their way to being one soon.

Looking around I tried to resist a smile as I thought how much things had changed. Back in January when I first came back to Washington it was only us girls. But suddenly Lauren was in the minority by being the only single of the group.

“Where’s Liam?”

My eyebrows rose as I looked over to Lauren’s whisper.

“Running late,” I said.

I chuckled inwardly. It was true. He was running somewhere. “You know Emma, you haven’t told us what you were up to this summer,” Pamela said.

My lips parted as I thought about my summer. What had I done? Well, I watched my immortal brother get married. I was haunted by nightmares of a dead immortal. And I spent time with—

“Oh she’s been busy with Liam.”

Before I had the time to say anything aloud, Becca had beaten me to an answer. She winked at me. But my exhale was with closed lips of disappointment—in myself.

In the blissful summer with Liam by my side I hadn’t noticed my own absence from my friends. I hadn’t thought that I was one of those girls who forgot she had friends when she fell in love, but apparently I was. Now that it was so bluntly pointed out, I could feel the rising guilt. But I would change that in my senior year.

I made eye contact with everyone in the group. “We need to take some time to hang out this year.”

Erika, who was now looking back toward me, smiled as if she had been thinking the same thing.

“You’ll have to catch our last home game,” Erika said. 

“I will,” I said with a small nod. “When is it?”

“On Thursday at six,” Erika said.

“I’ll be there,” I said.

“Does that mean you’ll catch some of my games too?” Michael asked.

I playfully shrugged as I turned to look at him.

“Perhaps.”

I turned, scanning the campus to find...nothing. I wasn’t sure if Liam would show up before school, but I couldn’t help looking. Maybe it was just me hoping. But my distracted mind was pulled back to the question from Becca.

“Are Sean and Grace Alexander still together?”

I looked to Becca biting the inside of my cheek as I remembered my part if I should be asked. I pursed my lips in fake disappointment as I shook my head. “No. They broke up a week after graduation.”

Heather made a pretentious sound before looking at me with lifted eyebrows and a tilted nod of her head.

“I figured that would happen,” Heather said. Everyone, including myself, was shocked by her slightly arrogant tone. “High school relationships never work out in college.”

I looked down, as did much of the others who had felt the awkwardness of her comment. It wasn’t that she bothered me with her words. It was that she reminded me that I had no idea what was going to happen after high school with my life.

Liam and the Alexanders would forever guard the eastern half of North Carolina. But what did that mean for me? Did I even want college? If I did, then where would I go? It had to be somewhere within his territory or else I risked not seeing him until I came home to visit.

I closed my eyes for a moment in frustration. I wished Liam was here. He would have at least been able to ease my anxiety by the brush of his thumb over my knuckles. My twitching fingers were all too aware of his hand’s absence.

We both knew our time together was limited. It didn’t take a genius to figure that out from the beginning. A ticking clock followed us, but what did that mean my life would be like while I had him? I didn’t know. My entire future with Liam was a question mark. And that was the scariest part.

I hadn’t realized I was in a daze it until my attention was called to the front door. My mind had drifted from my book, staring off into space while my hand naturally cupped the golden locket around my neck. The sudden knock had made me jump. I sighed, closing my novel and sitting it on the coffee table.

I opened the door to see Liam. He had a small bouquet of flowers and an apologetic smile.

“Are you alright?” I asked.

“Yes,” he said

“Good.” I sighed with relief. “I got worried when I didn’t see you at school all day.”

“I’m sorry.” Liam said as he stepped forward. I moved too so that I could wrap my arms around his waist. He leaned to kiss the top of my head. “I didn’t mean to worry you. We extended the watches.”

After the incident in January, I couldn’t say I was surprised by this. I wanted to know more but wanting and needing were two different things. It was immortal business after all and not mine.

“Well, now that I am here, we can do whatever you would like to do,” Liam said.

I took a breath before a sudden thought made me smile. “I just want to lay on the rooftop with you.”

Liam laughed softly before reaching out his hand. I felt the rush of blood to my cheeks as I entwined my hand with his. He waited for me to pull the front door shut before leading me down the porch steps to his BMW. As we pulled away from the curb, a thought had me in a slight panic. Liam sensed it immediately, and stopped.

“What’s wrong?”

“I forgot to leave a note.”

He didn’t look worried. “I took care of that for you while we stood by the door.”

How strange to know that a pen had been writing a note just behind me as if conducted with invisible magic. “Man, that’s convenient.”

Liam laughed as he pulled away again, driving down the road.

Once I was lying beside him on the rooftop my mind began to drift back to this morning’s conversation. I sighed as moved my head against Liam’s chest.

“Are you okay?”

“Yes,” I lied.

“Emma...” He reached up, tucking a loose strand of hair behind my right ear. “I can tell something has been bothering you since we got in the car.” I looked up at him with slight amazement of how observant he had become of me. Just like Sean.

“It was just this morning when all my friends were talking about...” I took a breath. “College.”

“Oh, I see. It made you uncomfortable because they were talking about their futures,” Liam said.

“Yeah. They all seemed so certain when mine is so day to day.”

“I don’t want to hold you back from getting to experience the same kind of life as them.”

I lifted myself on to my elbows so that I could have a full view of his face. “You have never held me back. And it’s not about college.”

“I want you to be able to go to any college you want. I want you to live a life that isn’t limited to just loving me.”

I placed my hand to the side of his face, gently brushing my thumb across his skin. “I don’t care about those experiences. The ones I want are with you. I want to be with you as long as I can. I want to cherish the moments with you before people start to think I’m your mother or grandmother.”

It didn’t seem fair. We would never get a full lifetime together. At some point I was going to age and he would remain the same. I couldn’t help the small pull in my stomach at that thought. I was reminded of the ticking of the clock inside the crocodile in Peter Pan. Time marched forward, unrelenting.

“Have you given any thought to college?” Liam said.

“To be honest, no. I don’t even know what I want to do. But if it involves not seeing you everyday then I’m not interested. Our time together is already limited enough.”

Liam held a small grin as he brushed my cheek with the back of his hand. I could see the mix of emotion that ran through his gaze. I sighed with frustration.

“I just wish there was a way to help me forget about it,” I said. Liam shifted, bringing his body level with mine. I closed my eyes at the touch of his lips to my forehead. I could feel him lean his own to mine, letting the bridge of our noses touch. His right hand lifted to hold my face tenderly. I couldn’t help the desire to see his face any longer, letting my eyes open once more.

“Do you want to see what I do to help me escape those thoughts?”

“Yes,” I said.

I reached out my hand as he stood. He smiled before pulling me up and lifting me into his arms. I shut my eyes just as he leapt off the side of the roof with absentminded ease.

I opened them back up at the feel of his lips lightly on mine. I could see we stood at the right side of the mansion, the BMW nowhere in sight. I put my hands to each side of his face, making sure to soak up the opportunity to waste a few seconds on an intimate kiss. I leaned my forehead to his with a sigh before closing my eyes to show him I was ready once again. It wasn’t long before I felt a small breeze that let me know he had taken off into a run.

Finally I heard his whisper, “open.” My feet had barely touched the ground when I smiled at the sight of the small cottage.

“What is this?” I said.

Liam held out his hand. “The place where I work.” I took his hand into mind. 

“Work?”

He smiled before leading me toward the blue front door, from which he had already opened with his invisible touch. He led me down the small hallway, turning left into an open room that he had made into a studio. The walls were draped with canvases and multiple paintings. Near the front window sat a stool and readied easel.

Stepping further into the room, I looked around to see the breathtaking detail in each painting that either hung on the wall or leaned against the wall for support. The one that drew my eye hung directly in front of me. It was a boy, standing alone in a gorgeous meadow, looking up to the sun above him. He was surrounded by beauty around him, but nothing could hold his attention except for sun. The only thing that would break the enchantment was death.

I bit my lip as the painting reminded me of how Liam explained his feelings to me. I knew that he was meant to be the boy and I the Sun. Although I could easily flip that for how I felt about him. My eyes flicked to down the right corner to see the initials LA. As I was still smiling proudly the corner of my eye caught sight of another I looked to the portrait not hanging, but sitting against the wall. The dark colors already spoke volumes of this painting emotion before I even caught sight of the shattered moon that was being depicted.
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