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      “What are we going to do?”

      “The only thing we can do, Cora. Prepare for what’s coming.”

      Chancellor Harris’s words echoed in my mind even after she left the hospital room. I lifted my head from my hands, and my gaze turned to Kellan’s. He sat in the hospital bed looking as worried about Chancellor Harris’s words as I was. 

      I’d screwed up. I screwed up big time. Our semester final had gone down in flames—literally. The only way to save Kellan from the burning building was to fly through the collapsed roof. The decision led to me exposing myself as supernatural, and the whole thing had gone viral. A stupid, stupid mistake—one I wouldn’t take back for anything, because my partner was lying here beside me alive because of it.

      “At least we get to go back to the academy,” Kellan said.

      I nodded, but my hands tightened around the armrests of the leather chair I sat in. Attending Harris Academy was all I ever wanted. I should have been relieved. And I was—on some level. But I couldn’t get the rest of what Chancellor Harris had said out of my head. She seemed to think a war was coming, and she wanted Kellan and me safely within the walls of Harris Academy when that happened.

      This world needs us, she’d said.

      Hell yeah, they did. The Aedes and Davina had revolutionized the medical field. We helped people more than they could possibly imagine. Hell, it was because of us people healed so quickly and there were virtually no risks to surgery. And yet… people feared us. 

      People like Colt Walter, who’d threatened me the moment I exposed myself. For whatever reason, he hated us. I wouldn’t let the rest of my people go down with me. I had to do whatever I could to fix this.

      The sound of the door swinging open came from behind me. I turned to see a man in a black suit step into the room. He was tall, with short gray hair and age lines around his eyes. He looked like he could be a stock broker. I couldn’t place my finger on it, but something about him chilled me to the bone.

      Kellan sat up straight in the bed, fully alert. “Can we help you?”

      The man cleared his throat and kept his eyes on Kellan. “I’m John Maddox, a Davina and Chief of the Public Relations department of the Alliance.” Even his voice sounded terrifying. “I’m here to speak with Cora Marek.”

      My blood ran cold. Oh, shit. Was he here to arrest me or something?

      I stood on shaky knees. “I’m Cora Marek.”

      Mister Maddox looked at me, but there wasn’t an ounce of respect in his eyes. He folded his hands in front of him. “Miss Marek, I’m afraid you’re going to have to come with me.”

      I froze. Kellan must’ve noticed my unease, because he reached out and took my hand. We both jumped at the contact. Kellan didn’t like me like that. He was with Celina now. Still, his touch brought the nerves in my stomach to life. He squeezed my hand tightly, then pulled back, as if afraid to show any more affection toward me. We were, after all, only partners. 

      When my eyes met his, he gave me a firm look, as if to tell me I wasn’t going anywhere with this guy.

      I crossed my arms and turned back to Mister Maddox. “We can talk here. Whatever you have to say can be said in front of Kellan. He’s my partner.”

      Maddox’s lips tightened, like he was shocked a young girl like me had the balls to stand up to him. The truth was, I was quaking in my shoes, but I wasn’t going to let it show.

      “Very well,” Maddox said stoically. He gestured for me to return to my seat, then moved across the room to stand at the foot of Kellan’s bed.

      I was relieved to sit back down again. I feared he was about to deliver some very bad news. 

      “As I’m sure you’re well aware, Miss Marek, the events of last night are not to be taken lightly.” Maddox spoke in a slightly threatening tone. “What happened was… unfortunate.”

      The way he spoke didn’t reflect his words. It was like he was choosing his words carefully as to not insult me to my face—like there were deliberate insults running behind his seemingly innocent words.

      He continued. “The supernaturals have hidden their existence for ages. We must be diligent to keep it that way.”

      “Why?” I asked. The question slipped out before I could stop myself.

      Maddox frowned, and his tone hardened. “To keep ourselves safe, of course.”

      I suddenly felt like I’d asked the stupidest question on the planet. I swallowed, but held my head high. “So, what’s going to happen now?”

      “Damage control,” he answered bluntly.

      “Wait, so she’s not being prosecuted?” Kellan asked, looking relieved.

      “The Alliance, of course, considered the possibility.” The way Maddox spoke made it sound like he was on the side who wanted me prosecuted. I had the strangest urge to throw a ball of essence at his head. “But the board understands that this was an act of desperation. We don’t believe Miss Marek poses a threat to exposing us in the future.” He sounded doubtful, like if it were up to him, I’d be rotting in a supernatural prison by now. “Even if she did, prosecuting Miss Marek would look bad…”

      Maddox trailed off. He’d said too much. It was obvious what he was about to say. My parents were so high-profile that this sort of thing would make national news within the supernatural community. Too many Aedes and Davina would take my side, and it would damage the Alliance’s image. Thank God for famous parents, right?

      Maddox cleared his throat. “The Alliance is willing to offer you a deal, Miss Marek.”

      My mouth went dry. “What kind of deal?”

      Maddox paused a moment, as if deliberately dragging out the suspense. “We want you to go public and tell the world the entire thing was a hoax.”

      “What?” I balked. “How am I supposed to convince them of that?”

      Maddox eyed me up and down with a look of disgust. “That’s for you to figure out.”

      What the hell was this guy’s problem? I’d never met him before, and already he hated me.

      I lifted my chin. “And what happens if I don’t take the deal?”

      Maddox smirked, like he’d like to see me try. “Exposing the Aedes and Davina in a criminal offense, Miss Marek. You’re lucky the Alliance is forgiving this incident as an accident and giving you a chance to fix it.”

      Kellan’s eyes darkened, and his tone became harsh as he repeated my question. “What happens if she doesn’t take the deal?”

      “What happens to all criminals, Mister Greene?” Maddox practically sang, as if calling me a criminal pleased him. “She’ll be imprisoned for her crimes.”

      My stomach plummeted to my toes. No way in hell. I wasn’t some sort of traitor. I did what I had to do to save Kellan’s life. 

      And now I had to do everything to save mine.

      I crossed my arms and got to my feet. “Fine. I’ll do it. I’ll convince them.”

      “No, Miss Marek.” Maddox chuckled, and it sent a shiver down my spine. “Convince me.”
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      My heart pummeled against my rib cage as Maddox left the room. The white walls spun around me as I lowered myself back into the chair. Convince John Maddox? How was I supposed to do that?

      “Cora. Cora.” Kellan’s voice sounded like it was coming through a thick vat of jelly. I barely heard him. 

      Once the initial shock waned, I lifted my head to meet Kellan’s gaze. “What am I supposed to do? If I can’t convince him, I could end up—”

      “Relax, Cora,” Kellan said in a soothing tone. It was weird to hear him reassure me like that. Normally, we were yelling insults at each other. “We’ll figure something out.”

      I furrowed my brow. “Like what?”

      Kellan smirked. “I have an idea.”
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      “Are you sure this is going to work?” I asked.

      Our friends had already come and gone, and Kellan and I were alone. We’d been rehearsing for an hour already. He had a great idea. The only problem was I didn’t know how well I could pull it off.

      “For sure,” he said confidently. 

      Kellan pushed the bed sheets off his legs and stood on shaky knees. The wound on his leg had been healed, but he’d lost a lot of blood and hadn’t eaten much since last night. Until this morning, he’d been hooked up to tubes to help with the dehydration. 

      My gaze roamed up and down his body. I didn’t mean to check him out; I was just concerned about him. But looking at him made my cheeks flame nonetheless. “Are you sure you’re up for this right now?”

      Kellan placed a hand on my shoulder. “Absolutely. We’ve got this, partner.”

      Butterflies danced in my stomach when he called me his partner. It was stupid, because we’d been paired up all semester, but something about hearing that word come from his mouth made it seem… sexy.

      I raised an eyebrow as I looked over his hospital gown. “Are you wearing that?”

      Kellan chuckled. “No. Celina brought me clothes this morning. I’m going to change.”

      The mention of Celina made my guts sink. What did he see in her anyway?

      Kellan reached for the curtain beside his bed but paused before tugging on it. He winked at me. “No peeking.”

      “Please,” I scoffed. “Like I want to see that.”

      I did. I so did. But no way in hell was I going to tell him that.

      Kellan rolled his eyes, then pulled the curtain between us and began getting dressed. “All you have to do is be confident,” Kellan said from behind the curtain. “Believe it yourself.”

      “How can I believe in something I know is a lie?” I asked.

      “You just… pretend, I guess,” he said.

      “Pretending is the exact opposite of believing,” I pointed out.

      Kellan whipped the curtain back, and I jumped a little. I went still the moment my eyes fell upon his torso. He wore jeans that hung off his hips in a way that made me want to drool, and his black shirt lay tight across his muscled chest. The color reminded me of his wings, which made me hot just thinking about. He was hella sexy when he went shirtless and took his feathery black wings out. 

      Crap. How was I going to focus at all this semester now that I knew I had feelings for my partner?

      I shook the thought off. I didn’t need to be thinking about any of that right now.

      “Let’s practice,” Kellan said. He sat on the bed again and looked me in the eyes.

      Damn it. Taking him off my mind was not going to work when he looked at me with that smoldering gaze.

      “I’m going to ask you a series of questions,” he said. “And I want you to make me believe the lie.”

      I shifted in my chair. “Okay…”

      “What’s your name?”

      I hesitated. Nothing but my real name came to mind.

      “Err.” Kellan mimicked the sound of a buzzer. “You hesitated too long. Now I’m not going to believe anything you say. Let’s go again. What’s your name?”

      “Shay—Laura,” I answered, stumbling over my words. My two friends’ names got mixed up in my mind.

      Kellan raised an eyebrow. “Shaylaura?”

      I bit my lower lip. “No?”

      I mentally kicked myself. Why was I being all shy and weird around him? I wasn’t normally like this. Damn hormones.

      Kellan sighed. “Rule number one about lying, go with your first instinct. Rule number two, never change your mind. Rule number three, always answer with yes.”

      “Oh, so you’re an expert at lying now?” I teased.

      He chuckled lightly. “You’d be surprised.”

      “Hang on.” I crossed my arms. “What exactly have you been lying about?”

      “Nothing,” he assured me.

      “See, now how do I know that’s not a lie?” I pointed out.

      His tone softened. “Because I don’t lie to you, Cora.”

      My heart lifted in my chest. I didn’t care how good of a liar Kellan was. When he said those words, I believed him wholeheartedly.

      Kellan clapped his hands. “Again. What’s your name?”

      The first name that popped into my head was my mother’s, so I went with it. “Kathryn Marek.”

      “Where did you grow up?” he asked.

      Eagle Valley came to mind, but I was supposed to lie, so I went with the next thing I could come up with. “Right here in Celia, Minnesota.”

      He started throwing questions at me faster and faster. “What’s your favorite pizza topping?”

      “Mushrooms,” I lied. Pepperoni all the way.

      “Favorite hobby?”

      “Ice skating.” If I sounded convincing, it was a miracle. I’d actually never been ice skating before. My favorite hobby was collecting antiques.

      “What’s your element?”

      “Fi—water.”

      Kellan frowned, but he continued anyway. “What’s your major?”

      “Surgical studies,” I spat out before I could question it.

      “Which are you: A morning person or a night owl?”

      “Night owl.”

      “Do you love me?”

      “Yes.” The word slipped out before I could stop myself. My entire body went rigid, and I held my breath as I awaited his reaction. I hadn’t even known until that moment that I felt that deeply about him. Of course I knew I was crushing on him, but love? Deep down in my soul, I felt the truth to my answer. I loved Kellan Greene.

      A smile spread across Kellan’s face. Time seemed to stand still, and my mind raced with theories to what it meant. Was he going to say it back?

      “See?” Kellan said. “You’re already a pro at this.”

      I released the breath I was holding, but with it came the sinking of my stomach. Of course Kellan thought I was lying. It was part of the game.

      “Are you ready?” he asked.

      “As I’ll ever be,” I answered, trying to keep my tone steady. “Let’s get this over with.”

      “Let’s do it over here.” Kellan pointed to an empty corner of the room. “It’s not quite as convincing when people can tell we’re in a hospital room, is it?”

      “No, it’s not.”

      Kellan and I pulled two chairs together, and I took out my phone. My hands shook a little. If I didn’t get this right, that jerk from the Alliance was going to make sure I was put on trial for exposing us. It was a lot of pressure to put on a girl.

      Kellan nudged me in the side, making me nervous for entirely different reasons. “Nervous?”

      “Of course not,” I lied. “I don’t get nervous.”

      “Good job,” he praised. “Even I believed that one.”

      I rolled my eyes at him. 

      “Okay, let’s go,” he said.

      I pulled up my camera app and paused. I shoved my phone in his direction. “You do it.”

      He pushed the phone back. “That Public Relations guy wanted you to do it.”

      “Ugh,” I groaned. “At least help me out, okay?”

      Kellan nodded. “Of course, partner.”

      I mentally swatted away the butterflies in my stomach and swallowed my nerves, then pressed record.

      “Hello, Internet!” I practically sang. Oh, God. I didn’t sound anything like myself. It was sickening. “I’m Cora Marek.”

      “And I’m Kellan Greene,” he cut in like we’d practiced.

      “And we have a confession to make,” I said.

      I didn’t like using my real name, but Kellan thought it was best to put some truth into the lie. It would make the rest of it more believable when people started digging for confirmation.

      “You don’t know who we are, but by now you’ve seen us,” I continued. “Last night, we performed an experiment for our social media class. There are no words for how incredible this experience has been.”

      “We’re definitely getting an A,” Kellan joked.

      “For sure,” I played along. “By now, you’ve all seen the video of what looks like an angel flying out of a burning building to save an injured man. Well, we hate to burst your bubble, but it was all fake.” I put on my best expression of disappointment.

      Kellan subbed in for me. “See, while our classmates were testing for their final in firefighting, Cora and I were preparing our final for our social media class. The assignment was to create something that would get the highest number of likes, shares, clicks, you name it. Of course, we thought the best way to do that was to put on a show.”

      Kellan was such a natural at this. If I didn’t know what had really happened, I’d have believed every word he said.

      “With the help of our professors, we got in costume, hooked up to some wires, and made it look like an angel was flying out of the flames,” Kellan said.

      “Well, I mean, it was a little more complicated than that,” I joked. “But we won’t go into all the specifics. We just wanted to let everyone know that the videos aren’t real. We really would’ve loved to see how much farther this could go, but we already have plenty of data for our class, so we thought it was best to tell everyone the truth.”

      Crap. I was rambling now. Time to wrap it up.

      “If you guys see a real angel, let us know,” Kellan laughed. “But for now, it’s just the brainchild of two college kids who wanted to see how far they could go on social media. Again, thank you guys for all the likes and shares. If you want to stay updated, we’ve got links in the description, and don’t forget to hit that follow button before you leave. Chao!”

      I held my smile until I hit the button to stop recording. I turned to Kellan with both my eyebrows raised.

      “What?” he asked innocently.

      “You’re a natural,” I complimented. 

      He scoffed and rolled his eyes.

      “No, I really mean it,” I said.

      Kellan shrugged. “It’s nothing. I used to run my own channel.”

      My jaw dropped. “I didn’t know that. What was your username?”

      I turned to my phone and scrolled through the apps. 

      Kellan groaned. “Oh, come on. Don’t go looking for it. It’s so cringe-worthy. There’s a reason I stopped.”

      “I want to check it out,” I insisted.

      Kellan leaned over to grab my phone out of my hand, but I held it out of reach. Good God. He was almost on top of me now. “Cora,” he complained.

      I laughed. “It can’t be that bad.”

      “Oh yeah?” he challenged. “Maybe we should go look at your photos and videos from five years ago?”

      My laughter instantly died, and the blood drained from my face. “How about no?”

      “See?” he said.

      I let it drop, while secretly making a mental note to search his channel later. “How was our first take?” I asked. “Do you think it was good enough?”

      “I think it was perfect,” he told me. “The first one is always the most natural.”

      I snorted. “Says you.”

      “I did say so,” he teased. “Are you ready to tell the world the truth?”

      I rolled my eyes. “You mean the lie?”

      He narrowed his eyes. “But is it?”

      “Yes,” I deadpanned.

      Kellan frowned. “Cora, if you’re going to stick to this lie, you’ve got to believe in it yourself. So let me ask you again. Are you ready to tell the world the truth?”

      I straightened my spine and saluted him. “Yes, sir.”

      Kellan chuckled and shook his head. “You’re such a nerd.”

      “Hey! I wear the title of nerd proudly, thank you very much.”

      Kellan got serious. “Cora, you’re stalling.”

      My shoulders fell. “Okay, maybe I am.”

      “Send me the video, and we’ll do this together,” Kellan offered.

      “Okay,” I agreed. “Together.”
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      I held my breath as Kellan and I blasted the video across social media. I couldn’t take my eyes off my phone, waiting for the numbers to start climbing. My stomach sank as it became more and more apparent that this video wasn’t going to go viral as quickly as the last.

      And then something miraculous happened. All at once, it seemed like comments started flooding in to Kellan’s account. He already had a huge following, so when his followers started sharing it, it was like we couldn’t turn off the flood of comments.

      Of course Kellan would do something like this. It’s so like him.

      Congrats on pulling it off, buddy!

      I knew it! I kept telling people the video was faked.

      I looked back at the original, and you can totally see the wires holding them up.

      I breathed a sigh of relief.

      “See?” Kellan asked brightly. “I told you everything would all work out.”

      I frowned as my eyes scanned a new comment. “Apparently, not everyone believes us.”

      Angels are real! This video is the real hoax!

      And then came a long rant from another commenter who called us sick for using someone’s religion in our social experiment. I hope you eat a ghost pepper and choke on it!

      “Forget about them,” Kellan said. “They’re just trolls.”

      “What about the people who don’t believe us?” I asked.

      “We don’t need everyone to believe us,” Kellan reminded me. “Just enough to mark those videos as unreliable.”

      “True,” I sighed, standing from my chair. “I think I need a break from all these comments. I’m going to head to the cafeteria and bring you back something to eat.”

      “You don’t have to do that, Cora,” he assured me. He didn’t sound like he was just being kind, either. He sounded like he meant it.

      “You don’t really have a choice,” I told him. “You’re still recovering from the blood loss, and you need something to keep your strength up. Until they discharge you, I’m here to take care of you.”

      Kellan leaned back in his bed and made a show of snuggling in. “In that case, bring me back chocolate.”

      “Okay, your Highness.”

      Kellan grinned as I headed out the door.

      The hospital was quiet as I started down the hall. I finally had a chance to breathe, and everything that had happened over the last twenty-four hours began racing through my mind—the test, how Celina had sabotaged it, and Kellan showed up to help, how the roof had caved in and I had to fly Kellan out… Colt’s threat to me, Chancellor Harris’s visit, everything John Maddox had said. It was all so much to absorb. I didn’t even know where to start with it all.

      My mind wandered so far that I didn’t realize where I was going. I missed the turn to the cafeteria and started weaving through the maze of hallways. I didn’t realize where I’d ended up until I heard the sound of a voice coming from one of the open doorways.

      “Hey! It’s her! Hey, lady!”

      I backpedaled a few steps and looked into the room to see two girls lying on identical beds. The older of the two must’ve been at least ten years old, but she was barely alert. She was attached to a bunch of tubes, and her lips were pale. Whatever happened to her must’ve been really serious if the Davina hadn’t healed her yet. 

      The other girl looked around six, and she was very cheerful as she poked at a tablet in her lap. My gaze darted up and down the hall, and I wondered if they were alone. I didn’t see anyone nearby who could be their parents.

      “It’s you!” The younger child smiled brightly at me and held up her tablet. The video from last night played on the screen. “You’re the angel. Are you here for Rebecca?”

      My face paled, and I stepped closer to the room. Kellan’s words echoed in my mind. I had to stick to this lie and believe it myself.

      I shook my head. “I’m sorry, but I’m not an angel.”

      “You look like one,” she told me.

      My heart melted on the spot. The way she looked up at me with those big brown eyes made me want to cry.

      “Thank you,” I said. “You and your sister look like angels, too. You are sisters, right?”

      They shared the same curls and chocolate eyes.

      The young girl nodded. “I’m Saddie, and that’s my sister Rebecca.”

      “It’s Becca, Little Mouse,” her sister corrected her. She spoke in a strained voice, which only tugged on my heartstrings further. I still couldn’t figure out why she’d been hooked up to all those tubes, not when there were Davina healers on staff.

      “What are you two doing here?” I asked curiously. “Where are your parents?”

      Saddie frowned and spoke in a serious tone. “Grandpa doesn’t like it when we talk about them.”

      My stomach sank. “I’m sorry. Is your grandpa around?”

      “No,” Saddie said. “He had to leave to get cigarettes.”

      “Saddie,” Becca hissed, but she didn’t stop talking.

      “We were in a car accident,” Saddie announced. “But I’m all healed up. See?”

      Saddie held out her arm and pointed to nothing. She must’ve had a nasty gash or broken bone the way she looked at it so proudly, but the Davina had already healed her.

      “Not me, though.” Becca’s gaze fell.

      “What’s wrong?” My voice filled with concern.

      “It’s normal for her,” Saddie told me matter-of-factly. “She’s always in the hospital.”

      “Not always,” Becca shot back, before looking to me. “My immune system doesn’t work right. I don’t heal as fast as Saddie.”

      My heart fell. On the outside, Becca looked okay. There were no lacerations or bruises that I could see. But I’d learned in my classes that chronic, wide-spread conditions were difficult to heal with essence. We had to be able to pinpoint the site of the injury and direct our magic into it with care, or we risked hurting our patients even more. It was why we could heal cancerous tumors easily but not wide-spread cancers like those in the blood. It was the same with chronic conditions like immune deficiencies. We could help speed the healing process along, but if the body wasn’t working right to begin with, our essence could only help so much. The body had to do the rest of the work itself.

      Saddie studied her tablet closer. "Do you have a sister?"

      "No, I—"

      I cut off as she turned the tablet screen back toward me. It was the same video from last night, when I flew out of the burning building, but this time it was zoomed in on my face so I was easily recognizable.

      "She looks just like you," Saddie accused.

      Rebecca's gaze darted to the screen, then she narrowed her eyes at me. "Why are you lying to us?"

      "Lying?" I balked. 

      "You said you're not an angel, but that's you." Rebecca pointed to the tablet.

      "It is," I admitted, "but—"

      Tears welled in Rebecca's eyes. She bit her lower lip, and it nearly tore my heart to shreds. I couldn't stand to see children like this. I was a Davina. I should be able to heal them.

      "Have you come to take me to heaven?" Rebecca asked as a single tear fell down her cheek.

      "No, of course not." Instinct took over, and I rushed to her bedside. I knelt beside her and ran my thumb along her cheek to wipe away the tear. 

      I opened my mouth and waited for the lie to come, to tell the girls the video was nothing more than a trick. But a hollowness opened in my stomach, swallowing the words. 

      Rebecca spoke before I could. "Tell me the truth. What's going to happen when I die?"

      Rebecca's eyes gleamed as she looked up to me, and my guts sank. In that moment, something inside of me changed. 

      I was suddenly taken back to the time when my best friend Kaylee fell out of our treehouse and broke her arm when we were nine. Kaylee was tough and refused to let anyone see her cry—until we were alone in the hospital. She turned to me and said, "Promise me I'm not going to die, Cora."

      Rebecca gave me that same pleading expression. I knew in that moment I couldn't lie to her. Rebecca was just ten years old, and already she'd been worn down by her pain. The least I could do was offer her comfort—to serve and heal. That was what it meant to be a Davina.

      I took a deep breath and reached out for her hand. "When you die, your essence will be restored to the earth."

      Rebecca blinked away the tears. "Essence?"

      "Your soul energy," I clarified. "You'll be reunited with all the people who died before you. And you'll become a part of everyone who comes after you. You'll feel nothing but peace. It's a wonderful, beautiful process."

      Crap. Now my eyes were watering.

      Rebecca's eyes cleared, and a smile tugged at the corners of her lips. "So I'm going to be okay?"

      I nodded. "Of course you are. But it's not your time yet, Becca."

      I couldn't know that for sure, but it felt like the right thing to say.

      "What do I do?" she asked. "What do I do before my time is up?"

      I squeezed her hand. I didn't know what to say, but the words started tumbling out of me before I knew what I was saying. "You find your purpose, Becca."

      "What's my purpose?" she questioned.

      "It's whatever you want it to be," I told her. "You get to decide what you want your legacy to be, Becca. The world is a scary place, but each and every one of us get to add our own beauty to it."

      Becca closed her eyes, and her lips stretched into a wide smile as she relaxed into the pillow. "I like pretty things."

      "Like unicorns," Saddie cut in.

      Becca chuckled. "Yeah, Little Mouse. And wings." Becca opened her eyes again and looked at me. "Can you show me yours?"

      Every muscle in my body tensed. I glanced toward the door, but Saddie had already jumped out of bed and was closing the curtain on the other side of the bed.

      "Yes, show us!" Saddie sang as she jumped back onto her bed.

      I hesitated. "I- I can't. Not here."

      Becca's bottom lip poked into a pout, and Saddie frowned.

      "Please?" Saddie begged.

      "We won't tell anyone," Becca promised. "We swear it."

      I couldn't. Exposing myself was a huge offense. I already had one strike against me. The Alliance would never forgive me if they found out about this.

      If…

      I stopped and seriously contemplated what to do. These girls looked at me like they needed hope in their lives. If I wanted to leave anything behind when I died, it was inspiring others to do good. For as long as I could remember, all I wanted was to make the world a better place—to make a difference. In that moment, a sense of peace washed over me when I realized I had the opportunity to do just that in these two little girls' lives.

      "Okay," I agreed.

      The girls' eyes lit up in unison.

      My heart pounded. I couldn't believe what I'd just said. I'd just agreed to break the law, to go against the Alliance again. And the weird thing was, I didn't care.

      I took a deep breath and stood, then flexed my shoulders. Glorious white feathered wings grew from my back as I shifted into my Davina form. They fit perfectly past the straps of my tank top. The two girls drew a breath in unison, and their eyes widened.

      “So beautiful…” Saddie whispered.

      Her sister had gone speechless. She threw her hand over her mouth, and the tears returned to her eyes. But they were no longer tears of sadness. They were tears of joy, and that filled my heart to the very brim, until it felt as if my emotions were overflowing. 

      “You’ve made me so happy,” Becca whispered.

      In that moment, I knew I made the right choice by showing them my wings.
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