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CHAPTER ONE

 

 

 

Xavier and I weren't having a good day. First, we’d gotten stuck below some ancient ruins where the most powerful supernatural beings in the world held a hundred-year party. Second, I’d just learned of my descent from an equally old dragon emperor, which explained why my enemies burned from the inside out when I stabbed them. And third, we would both die unless we resurrected two of our biggest enemies before we left, who may or may not want to kill us.

And sadly, that was just Tuesday.

Well, I guess we hadn’t ended up in a trap in the physical sense. The exit was down the dark tunnel and up a ladder, but Allunna promised we’d both die a horrible death unless we resurrected her before leaving. It wasn't like we’d agreed to this with smiles on her faces. She was the only one who could tell us where the Dark Council met, and we’d come to Turkey to find where Cazio had taken Leon's body. If we hadn't made this horrible deal, Cazio would have extracted the magic from the old War Mage's body and used it to kill the Supernaturals back in Cumberland. 

Xavier paced around the huge stone chamber. We had just finished looking around the underground complex, which was a large cave dome in the middle and a bunch of dark, ancient tunnels branching off from it. He walked over the etched circle with the star in the middle of the floor. "There's not as much here as I thought there was. I guess the Dark Council doesn't maintain it too well since they meet here only once every hundred years."

"Well, they won’t have any home theaters or restaurants down here," I said. The dread feeling that this place gave off was as bad as ever. I eyed the empty cell where Cazio and Gaozu had kept the captured tourists. "At least we know this place has multiple exits." Most of the tunnels led to ancient stone ladders, so at least I knew how Gaozu the dragon shifter had escaped before the blast of War Magic blazed through this place. He had showed no signs of coming back. I would smell him if he returned, though. The burning oil stench was unmistakable.

Xavier would never drop that. Look. Even dragons run from my awesomeness.

Xavier stopped. He was standing over the star in the middle of the circle, where the point met the inner border. "I hope those captured tourists got out okay. We can't check on them until we do what we have to do."

I eyed the magic circle. The surrounding torches were going dim, making the light flicker, and the black etches look like moving snakes again. It was creepy. "This is a pentagram," I said.

Shudder.

"I know what it is. I'm a Mage. We War Mages don't deal with ritual magic often, but we learn what the basic symbols are, and we learn a little about other kinds of magic. These symbols can be good or bad, depending on how they're used. Oh. I see what you're saying."

"I'm supposed to be the 'Dark Pentagram'.” I made quotes with my fingers. “That's what Cazio said. Do you think this symbol has something to do with it?"

"Cazio's crispy," Xavier said. "Even I can smell him from here. He's got to be lying in the tunnel we came in through. He couldn't get out of here before all that magic exploded. You don’t have to worry about that anymore. Go ahead. Thank me.”

Ugh. Why did the pressure of Xavier’s lips still linger on mine? 

I had kissed him.

“I’m the one who baited a literal fire-breathing dragon into cremating his body.” I lifted my sword and pointed it at Xavier.

“Well, I put up the magical barrier that stopped us both from dying a horrible death. If it weren’t for that, you wouldn’t be here to enjoy that fact.” Xavier smirked.

“Fine. Fair enough.” We were procrastinating. The flame symbol on my arm burned, reminding me of our promise to Allunna. If we left before fulfilling it, it would destroy us both. 

My nose had gone somewhat numb to the burned sewage smell, but now that I was paying attention, it returned. Instead, I focused on the large circle on the floor. There were five symbols, one in each section of the star. I caught a jagged lightning bolt. There were two more symbols I couldn't make out since they looked like jumbles, but another looked like a scythe and the next one reminded me of a single flame, not unlike the mark Allunna had put on my arm to make sure we went through our part of the bargain. 

I was supposed to have pieces of three of the Dark Council members, or the three who had been absent, anyway. Did that mean I was distantly descended from them, like I was supposed to be from Gaozu? Cazio told me I had more rare genes just waiting to wake up and smell the roses. And once that happened, I would be the key to ending the world. 

I really, really didn't want to be here anymore.

“I’ve got to figure out how to resurrect people.” Xavier paced around the circle now.

"Well, we need all five members of the Dark Council to do this rite. I supposedly carry genes from four of them.”

“I know that. It’s on that scroll we found.”

“I have a gross proposal,” I said.

Xavier eyed me and frowned. “I’m scared.”

“We have to drag Cazio's body into the circle or onto his symbol here and bring Leon back, and then Allunna." I sighed. "I wished bringing one back didn't automatically bring the other back to life."

"Well, Leon and Allunna are battle partners," Xavier said. "If one dies, so does the other. And if one lives, so must the other. I'm assuming it works that way. Maybe Allunna will come back to life somewhere else, and we'll only have to deal with my grandfather."

"I hope," I said. I really didn't want to fight the two of them at the same time. Now that Cazio was dead, the people left Allunna would want revenge on would be the two of us, Xavier especially. "Let's get this done. What do we have to do again? Like I said, I really hate this place. I can't feel the dread like I could before, but I think I've just gone numb to it." The chamber outside of our ring of torches got darker and darker.

"So have I," Xavier said. He reached into his pocket and drew out the clump of white hair he had pulled from his grandfather's head while I was distracting Gaozu the dragon. He tossed it down in the circle. "I think I remember the words I need to chant. We need my blood. Is there a dagger around here?"

Blood.

Panic surged into my chest. I’d sated myself from the bus driver—his blood was still providing me plenty of energy—but my stomach rumbled a bit again as soon as Xavier mentioned his own blood. Why wouldn't this stop? I had barely stopped myself from biting him when his shoulder was bleeding all over the place, and now I’d get hit with more temptation. Biting Xavier would make both of us more powerful, but that would take me one step closer to becoming the being that would help merge Earth with the Infernal Dimension. 

But Cazio had just died.

Maybe my mind couldn’t comprehend it yet.

What if someone else in the Dark Council wanted to use me?

Cazio had almost used me to accomplish a different rite that had nothing to do with merging the worlds. We weren't out of danger yet. I wasn't going to become a hazard to the people around me. I had already done that enough. I glanced over to where the body was on the floor before the War Magic explosion destroyed it along with all the blood I had spilled. Sure, the man had deserved it for luring tourists down here to their demise, but I had still killed. He was the first Normal life I had taken.

I was officially a killer, just like the vampire who had bitten me fourteen years ago.

"Alyssa," Xavier said, jarring me out of my trance.

"Yeah?" I asked. I tingled whenever I looked at him, and his kiss came back to mind. If I focused, I could still feel the tingle of his lips on mine. 

"What happened before we went into battle, well...”

A new panic exploded inside of me. "Don't tell me it was fake because you’re awesome or that it was something that sounded good because we were both about to die. If you say that, Xavier, I'm going to kill you myself. Well, not really, but you know what I mean."

He stood there and stared at me, paling in the torchlight. "No, no. The kiss was good. I was going to say that I'm not sure about it. I mean, we're battle partners, but if we get really involved with each other, it's going to complicate things."

"I thought battle partners usually did that?" I asked, tightening my grasp on my sword. Xavier was back to sending me all these conflicting signals again, and it made me want to storm out of the chamber and leave him down here to finish the rite himself.

I liked him. Ugh. 

Good job, Alyssa.

"They do, but there's so much more to this," Xavier said. "We shouldn't talk about this now. We must get this rite going. Alyssa, can you find that scroll in the library? You can see way better than I can, and after what I did, I don’t think I can summon a fireball. I need all my energy for what we’re about to do."

I turned my back on Xavier. Of course, I shouldn't have expected some fairy tale relationship between us after just one kiss, and one right before battle. Xavier hadn't expected to survive to deal with the aftermath of it, after all. Now he was dealing. I wished he hadn't even done it.

The library was a mess from the blast, even though none of the books had burned. I grabbed book after book, careful this time not to let any more ancient covers crumble in my hands. Out in the main chamber, Xavier hissed with pain as a knife slid across his skin. I stopped, but then I realized what he was doing. He was slicing his palm and spilling some of his blood while I was in here. That was so I wouldn't be tempted by it like I had been in the past. Xavier, who had once begged me to bite him, was reconsidering after he had seen what I'd done to the bus driver on the surface, the driver who still might be lying out there, crying out in pain. 

I watched for a second as he held his palm out over the circle, allowing one of the ingredients of the rite to spill. I turned away as his wood smoke smell intensified, making my stomach rumble. I knew what I wanted, and it was still forbidden. There were too many things that were still dangerous.

And besides, we were in for another potential battle. Draining Xavier of any energy was a bad, bad thing right now.

"Have you found the scroll?" Xavier asked.

"I'm getting there," I said, focusing on the paper smell instead. At last, I found the rumpled scroll resting underneath a couple of very large books that had flown to the floor. I lifted it up as a corner crumbled and turned to dust. "I have to be careful, though. Bear with me." 

Panic. My life was in this paper and so was Xavier's. My fire mark on my wrist burned, warning me to go through with the rite. I muttered that I was getting to it, that I wouldn't have to die right now. Xavier and I were keeping our promise. I walked back out into the main chamber and handed him the scroll. 

Xavier had wrapped his palm up tight in a piece of his T-shirt, which was ripped at the sleeve. I would have to give him his leather coat back once we were done with this. And his hat, too. He had let me borrow them to keep the sun off me yesterday and now a big part of me no longer wanted to wear his clothes. 

"That's it," he said, avoiding my gaze and turning away. "These are the words. I'm glad that part didn't get ripped. I'm amazed the rite is so easy. I was expecting that we'd have to do something horrible like human sacrifice."

"Well, I'm rare," I said, tense. I'd focus on the coming battle, not Xavier. I wished he hadn't kissed me. "I guess it's a pretty difficult rite. That's why Allunna wanted us to go through with it. She knew we were the ones who could do it."

"We're still missing Cazio's part in this," Xavier said.

Xavier and I shot each other disgusted glances. He placed the paper down inside the circle, letting it rest next to a shining, tiny puddle of his blood and the tuft of Leon's white hair. 

We entered the tunnel and the burned sewage smell got so bad I gagged. Xavier shot me a sympathetic glance and a questioning one. My gray vision snapped into being and I looked down the tunnel, dreading what I would see.

It was as bad as I thought. Halfway to the first curve, Cazio's dark form lay there, barely recognizable. His suit was still intact along with his sunglasses, but all the organic parts of him... yikes. He looked more like a burned blob in the vague form of a horned demon than anything else. Crusty things that might be burned wings clung to his suit, wrapping him in a cocoon of fried demon. 

He had died in his true form. Xavier was right that War Magic was one of the very few things that could slay demons.

And Leon's body had contained a lot.

"I don't want to do this," I said. 

Xavier coughed. "Neither do I. I can even smell this. I'm glad I don't have the vision that you do. I wouldn't even want to touch Cazio if he was alive.”

I got a great idea right then. "We don't have to touch him. We can use something to drag him to the circle like a makeshift gurney."

"But what are we going to use for that?"

"Easy," I said, taking off Xavier's jacket.

He must have heard the leather squeaking. His mouth opened in horror. "Alyssa!" 

"Well, we need something," I said. "If we don't use your jacket, we carry Cazio with our bare hands." A horrible, vindictive part of me wanted to do this, but even without that, it was the only good choice. I ran, reached the disgusting remains, and laid his jacket down. I kicked the suited blob, rolling it onto the jacket while Xavier listened in horror back towards the main chamber.

"That's my trademark!" Xavier shouted.

I wanted to say something about him messing with my feelings so badly, but I put that aside. Now wasn't the time for this. "I'll help you pick out a fresh coat. Come down, grab one end and let's get this rite done. We only have to bring Allunna and Leon back to life. We don't have to stick with them. There was nothing else on the deal. Heck, we can leave as soon as Leon's coming back to life, so he wakes up alone in this horrible place with this lying next to him."

Xavier grinned. "I like that idea."

We used the coat to drag the burned blob all the way back to the main chamber. It was a longer walk than I'd liked, and the stench made me want to puke. It was like a burning chemical factory. At last, we dumped the grossness into the magic circle and even as we did, the power in the room seemed to intensify. The air got thicker, heavier, and more tingly as its magic prepared to work. 

I set Xavier's coat down on the floor. 

Xavier stood there, staring at his leather coat with a look of real mourning on his face. 

“First you and Janine make me cut my hair,” he said, “and now this.”

"I advise you to never wear that again," I said. With my superior vision, I could see that things had rubbed off on the coat that a human probably couldn't. Even Cazio's still-intact suit hadn't kept it off. 

He gripped his coat and tossed it to the side. "We'll have a moment of silence for it later," he said, picking up the scroll. "Alyssa, you stand inside the circle with everything. It won't work without you."

I had no choice but to enter. I felt stupid, just standing there while Xavier raised the scroll to read it in the dim torchlight.

Xavier trembled as he muttered some words, the same few words over and over for so long that I was sure I had memorized them. The air in the room got thicker and thicker as the dark lines that made up the magic circle on the floor glowed. My skin tingled. The glow from the circle wasn't really a glow. It was more as if the blackness that made up the patterns and etches was more present, like little openings into a void. I felt like we were standing on a thin stone crust and there was nothing below us. I fought the urge to jump out of the circle. This was sinister magic, indeed.

"Something's happening," I said, eyeing the floor. 

Xavier said nothing. The glow shifted to something fiery, like the dragon piece inside of me. Another tingle raced through my body. Then it shifted to green, then magenta, then dark blue and at last, a bloody red. The colors pulsed faster and faster along the lines of the circle while Xavier read. I felt like waves of magic were pulsing through me, sucking my strength away. I was lending my life force to this rite. I wanted to scream as the feeling intensified and my knees wobbled. I closed my eyes and indistinct, leering faces danced in my vision, but none of them remained long enough for me to make them out. My stomach heaved and I was about to throw up when it all stopped, and an utter silence fell over the chamber.

"Alyssa.” Xavier took on an undertone of terror.

I opened my eyes. The air of the room was clear now, clean even of the dread that had filled the place since Xavier and I arrived. It felt like every ounce of magic had drained from this place and would stay gone for a while. I remained standing inside the circle, which had returned to its normal black etched in stone.

Cazio's burned form was smoking. 

That was new. 

Leon's hair and Xavier's blood were doing the same next to him. Xavier and I watched, standing on opposite sides of the circle, while I trembled with weakness. I felt hollow, like a shell that was standing there. If I took a step, I might fall.

Leon's hair turned black, like ash, and then melted. 

"What?" I asked.

"I don't know how this works, but something's happening."

The tiny black puddle shifted and merged with Xavier's now-drying blood on the floor. Both turned inky and spread out, filling the etches of the magic circle and racing through the grooves like a dark flood filling every canal of a city. I watched in horror as the liquid spread and spread, far beyond what it should have. It was expanding to fill every crevice of the magic circle. It almost looked like inky demon blood, like the portals that turned dark when they were ready for use. Some of it touched Cazio's form, which smoked even more.

"Get out," I said, finding the strength to back away. I managed it, stepping out of the circle.

I realized that I might have screwed things up too late, but apparently the rite was already done because the liquid kept spreading until it had, at last, filled every groove and symbol of the circle with its shining darkness. 

"So, Leon is liquid darkness," Xavier said, backing out as well. 

I didn't get the chance to respond. The ink inside the circle's border rose with a disgusting sucking sound, forming a circular wall that narrowly missed Xavier as it climbed, curved, and formed into a dark, shining dome that was terrifying to look at. It made a horrible squick sound as it met at the top, closing the circle inside. More of those awful sounds followed from inside the circle like something was forming inside, something from that gross fluid. 

"I think it's happening," I said. "Xavier, we might want to leave."

He smiled and grinned at me. "It's a good time.”

The noises intensified. I couldn't see inside the circle, but I could still smell. The burned sewage smell of Cazio's form remained, but then a newer scent, a wood smoke one that marked a War Mage, joined in, and merged with the other. 

I staggered back. My strength was returning, but would I be fast enough? Leon would roast us as soon as look at us. Allunna would help if she materialized here as well. 

But I grabbed Xavier's hand, and we ran.

I staggered once at the entrance to the tunnel, but we continued, me guiding Xavier through the dark as his evil grandfather continued to take form behind us.


CHAPTER TWO

 

 

 

"What have we done?" Xavier asked as he closed the hidden door to the underground.

We’d both collapsed on the dust now, exhausted underneath the late-night stars, as the last of the horrible stench vanished from my nose. Xavier's hat fell off the top of my head as I focused on a star right above. I didn't know the names of the stars, but the night sky was my friend. It meant the sun wasn't out to make me sick. It meant I didn't have to hide. And it meant that I could pretend I was Normal for a while.

I stretched my legs, which still felt somewhat like rubber. "I don't know. That rite drained me, and all I did was stand there. I think I'm feeling better, but we need to walk and get as far from here as we can." I sat up as much as my body wanted the rest. "I felt hollow for a moment.” I didn’t want to be here anymore. 

I hated that the rite confirmed I had more pieces inside me waiting to wake. 

"Some of that was my fault.” Xavier frowned at me, deadly serious.

"All of it was your fault." We were changing the subject to our messed-up relationship again. I knew Leon was right below us, but I couldn't get off this. This place brought out the worst in me. 

"Look, the kiss was a great thing to do," he said. “We were about to die.”

"Exactly. It was nothing more than that, so why did you spend the last few days suggesting it might be something more?"

"It's complicated," Xavier said, standing. He stood right over the door now, which was disguised to look like dusty ground. Only one little notch in stone told a different story. Beyond him, the circular ruins of Gobekli Tepe spread out with the rings of T-pillars half excavated from the ground. I didn't see any tourists, but I heard distant speech. The tour group had escaped and all of them stuck together. I wondered if they'd found the road that led back to the city, and hopefully a vehicle, too. I just hoped no one else who was with the Dark Council found them or more scary rites would go on as planned, with or without me. 

"Okay. I get it. It's always complicated," I said. "It always will be. We'll settle it there. Now we need to leave before Leon emerges from the ground and kills us. Who knows if Allunna's with him?"

I rolled up my sleeve to eye the fire mark on my wrist she had given me, the mark that promised a burning death if we didn't fulfill our promise to bring her back. Only pale skin met my gaze. The toll had lifted. We had fulfilled our promise.

Xavier watched me with interest. "What do you see?"

"My fire mark is gone. Allunna is back to life. If she's not down here, she's somewhere out there."

"Great. And I mean that in a good and bad way. There's a chance she came back with Leon down there and she might be below our feet, filling him in on all the details as we speak. I know little about resurrection spells. Never thought I’d pull one off. If she’s back, she’s either down there with Leon or at the place she died. Nothing else makes sense."

"That's in the ATC building," I said.

"Well, she has to be back. If Leon lives, she lives." Xavier pretended to slash himself across the throat.

"You explained the battle partner rules to me," I said, forcing myself up taller. I couldn't believe how tired and useless I felt. "We need to go." I didn't want to talk to Xavier anymore, but it was inevitable. We had to spend time together.

Kissing me was just a great thing to do at the time. I couldn't stop dwelling on that as we walked as fast as we could towards all the tourist traps. I stumbled a few more times. The distance seemed like so much. I tried to focus on any sounds around us. The bus driver I had bitten was still out there among the ruins, groaning and weak with pain. He deserved no sympathy. He had roped tourists into their deaths. He could lie out there for a while, waiting for someone to find him. A big part of me wanted to stab him with my sword, but I held back. Getting out of here came first. 

The tourists' faint voices, in a myriad of languages, floated from the direction of the road. Xavier and I stopped once we stood between all the darkened tourist shops. Only a couple of orange lights burned by some back doors, providing just enough glow for me to see in color again. I sniffed the air, which was faint with the near-victims' dinners. They had been here minutes ago while Xavier and I were trying to resurrect pure evil. From here, I could see the parking lot. 

"Gaozu's limo left," I said. "The dragon emperor actually left. The bus is still there and the driver's still out in the ruins, groaning."

A dark look came over Xavier's face, and he faced me. He had witnessed what I'd done, and now he was reliving it.

Another invisible gut punch hit me.

Maybe that was why kissing me was a good thing to do, because we were going to die. It was too late to take that back.

What did it matter now? I had ruined things by biting that guy in front of him, the same way I had ripped my family apart by biting Hannah in the second grade. It was just the way it was going to be for me. Even other Supernaturals wouldn't fully accept me. Maybe it would make Trish happy that I was moving on from blood bags, but I was screaming inside. 

"Then the bus driver might have keys," Xavier said. "It's miles and miles back to the city. We can't let those people walk through the dark the entire way there. Gaozu could snatch them at any second. He couldn't have gone far, either."

"I'll get them. I think I can run now. Can you wait here?"

I didn't pause for his answer. It was good to be away from Xavier, running across the hilly ruins and kicking up dust. I found the bus driver still lying there, deep in the ruins and clutching his neck. Now-dried blood caked around his wound. I sniffed. His scent was weaker now but still spicy and my stomach rumbled a bit again, but I would not drain him to death. Sweat had formed around his forehead and he breathed in a slow pattern, like he was trying to calm himself down, to slow his pulse even though he was no longer bleeding.

"Help," he muttered when his gaze landed on me.

"Nope," I said. I should stab him so he couldn't hurt any more people. I had already killed one Normal who was helping the Dark Council. I could do it again, but right now, I just couldn't. This was my shame right here.

So instead, I shuffled through the man's pockets until I found the keys I needed. I held them up as the guy swore at me in Turkish. I smiled and waved, and then ran back until I met Xavier again at the tourist traps. By now, the tourists' voices had faded. They had made it quite far from the ruins. Those people were moving as fast as they could. Not that I could blame them.

"Great," Xavier said, smiling when I jiggled the keys. 

"The bus driver is still alive. We'll let the employees in the morning find him. I don't think he's going to die, and they need to know that people have been sneaking around here."

"Well, you're not a linebacker," Xavier said. "You didn't need to take much from him."

"Can we talk about something else? I know you're all freaked out at me, but we have another job to do. The tourists tried the bus already, but they abandoned it, and they’re walking up the road."

"Sorry, Alyssa. I didn’t get freaked out. Well, I sort of was, but that was the shock of seeing you. Well, never mind. It changed nothing between us." He waved me towards the bus. "Come on."

I wanted to say yeah, right? But we had Leon behind us somewhere. I hoped it would take the old man a while to emerge from the ruins and figure out what had happened. Allunna might even be close, too, but I didn't smell any demon yet. 

Xavier and I boarded the bus. It still held traces of people's scents. Apparently, the tourists had tried to start the bus because the driver's seat still held a trace of sandwiches. I got into the driver's seat and started the bus, which rumbled to life, even though I could hear some clicks and clunks under the hood that Xavier probably couldn't. "I think the ropers got this from a junkyard.”

"I think you're right," Xavier said, standing there and running his hand along a ripped seat. "People like them don't deserve to live."

I hadn't heard him so hateful in a long time. Or ever. Xavier was sinking into one of his moods again. It might have just been me, but it seemed like it was getting more frequent. Something was wrong and he wouldn't tell me what.

Maybe my biting the bus driver really hadn't had to do with things going bust.

I struggled to figure out how to get the bus in gear. Once I did, turning and pulling out of the parking lot was the hardest part. At least the headlights were already on. 

The road was mostly smooth, and I opened my window as I drove closer to the group of tourists, who were walking maybe a mile ahead of me. Already, they had put distance between them and the ruins. A woman looked back, tugged on a man's shirt, and ran.

And the rest of the people scattered. 

"They think we're those guys. Xavier, yell that we're here to help them or something. I hope they understand us." I fumbled around and found the lever to open the bus door. It squeaked open and Xavier grabbed onto a railing, balancing on the steps.

"Hey!" he shouted into the night. "We're not those goons. We'll take you back to the city."

He kept shouting over and over as I drew closer to the tourists. Some were walking still as if too exhausted to go on and about half of them ran across the brown fields and into the night. There was nowhere to hide out here. I stopped the bus next to the old man who shuffled along, who looked up at me and Xavier with fear at first, and then incredible relief. 

At least he remembered who had freed him from the cell. I’d slashed a man’s throat in front of this guy, and he didn’t seem to mind. 

"Get on," I said as Xavier stepped out of the way. “We’re going back to the city.”

The old man did, but not before he turned and shouted at the people in the dark in what sounded like French. We were the people who had freed them from that cage underground, after all. The old man coaxed back the woman and the ten-year-old girl who had been the last out of the underground cell. The girl managed a smile at me, even though I still had my dirty sword sitting there, propped against my seat on the other side of me. 

Xavier hadn’t put the Illusion back on it. 

We were that weak. 

I had killed a man in front of these people, and they weren't recoiling in horror. They must have known we were Supernaturals. I stood at five foot zero, and that man I'd killed had been twice my size. 

"Not everyone is going to come over here until they see us," Xavier said, maintaining his balance in the open door of the bus. "We need to get out and look for people. We can't just leave them out here in the middle of the night in case Gaozu comes back."

"At least we don't have Cazio to worry about," I said, getting off the bus. I made a hand gesture that said to the three people already on that we'd be right back. The girl nodded as she sat towards the back. Maybe she was a Hannah and thought Supernaturals were cool, even after nearly being killed by a couple of them.

We had to rely on my vision to find the rest of the tourists who were out running along the hills. People had split up, which meant I had to run to catch up with everyone. Xavier and I came across a British couple first, who we could talk to and who helped us round up the rest of the tourists. It took forever, even with my enhanced movement speed, but at last, Xavier and I guided the last little group, a Brazilian family with two adult children, towards the bus where everyone was waiting. I could tell that they were leery of us. The mother kept looking at me the whole way back. I watched as they boarded and went as close to the back as they could before sitting. We might have saved them, but we were still Supernaturals and they knew. Xavier and I waited outside the bus while they boarded. So far, so good.
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