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      Tears blurred my vision, but I didn’t want to see the scene playing out around me. Embry was a dozen feet away from me, face down on the wet, muddy ground. I couldn’t tell where he got hurt, but the overwhelming amount of his blood mixing into the puddle beneath him told me I lost him. Gabriel was fighting with everything he had, gaining the advantage as he returned the attacks blow for blow, even though there were four of them and only one of him. I knew he was exhausted, but he wouldn’t show it until I was somewhere safe. Or he died.

      A hatred like I had never known overcame me as I rushed to attack the man in front of me. He had introduced himself as Henry, but as far as I was concerned, he was the devil incarnate. I had the dagger in my hand, but my arm froze in midair, barely an inch from his chest.

      “I admire your tenacity, but there really is no need for all of this bloodshed.” His tone was conversational, which made my blood boil. He had stood back and watched his men fight, waiting for me to be exposed. Embry’s death was the opportunity he was waiting for, but I was not in the mood for conversation.

      “You could have fought us yourself instead of sending your slaves.” I struggled with all my strength, but my arm wouldn’t budge. My strength should have included magical powers, but the lack of them, and the gown I was wearing, reminded me I was Cassie.  She had been reluctant to fight at first, because she knew Henry’s Gift was controlling other Gifted, making them do despicable things against their will. It wasn’t until the choice was killing strangers or watching Embry die that she jumped in. Not that it made a difference.

      “There would be no need for any of it if you just came willingly.”

      “So you can kill me?”

      Henry was staying alive to complete a ritual that would allow him to take over the world. That would be enough to resist him, but as the Bearer of the Crescent Moon, my heart was the crucial ingredient in his ritual, and I much preferred my heart inside my chest. I shot up my knee, aimed at Henry’s crotch area, but like my arm, it froze before reaching its target. Instead of keeping it there, he slowly lowered it back to the ground, with my arm following suit, landing at my side. It felt like a bucket of ice water poured over me as everything tingled for a second, then went numb.

      “Death is only temporary, Cassandra. And as you are the blood of my blood, I would never allow any harm to befall you.”

      “Is that part of your ritual? Blood of my blood?” she spat at him, but I just felt sick inside.

      “Once upon a time, Annabelle was my wife. Margaret was my daughter. The last thing I want is for anything to happen to you. Or Corinne.” The way he said Cassie’s daughter’s name, I couldn’t tell if it was a threat or a promise. Either way, it sent a shiver down my spine.

      “You’re attacking us. Hunting us.” Cassie shook her head, struggling to figure out if she believed him. Having seen how this scene eventually plays out, I wanted more than anything to show her my thoughts and memories. To warn her.

      “Only because they won’t let me get close to you.” He blamed my guys. I turned to see where Embry was still lying on the ground, but I couldn’t see Gabriel. My heart stopped as I searched through the bodies in the mud, but Henry was halfway through saying Cassie’s name before he collapsed onto the ground at my feet.

      “Are you hurt?” Gabriel asked, as the feeling returned to my body. I nodded, looking down to Henry, who was unconscious. He wasn’t dead, but even his death wouldn’t have been permanent. As a Gifted, he would keep coming back until he got what he wanted. Me.

      

      I woke up in the passenger’s seat with a jolt. It was just a dream, I reminded myself, holding on to the door of the old station wagon while I waited for my heart to slowly regain its usual rhythm. I was used to these dreams from my ancestors, and much preferred the ones that happened when I was already sleeping, but these memories felt just as real as my own.

      “Tennessee,” Gabriel told me before I could ask. He ran his hand through his mess of black hair, though I think it was more about the uncertainty we were facing than the hours spent in cars. Over twenty-four hours since we left New Orleans, and we were only two states over, which would make sense if we were stopping to check out the sights and enjoying sit-down meals, but we barely stopped long enough to go pee and change drivers. With this kind of non-stop driving, we should be home already. Instead, we took forever so the army of Gifted loyal to Henry couldn’t find us; bouncing around Points C to Z. If someone was following us, they would attack us out of sheer annoyance from all the detours, without waiting for reinforcements. Unless their Gift was saint-like patience.

      Since Gabriel was at the wheel, it meant Embry was sprawled out across the back seat, napping until we stopped for gas or to change cars at some hole-in-the-wall. The guys took turns driving so we wouldn’t have to spend the night in any sketchy motels and risk what happened last time. I wasn’t up to losing any more people, so I didn’t argue.

      “Do you want me to drive for a bit?” I offered, but I knew the answer would be no. Gabriel enjoyed having a plan and being in control, so our current lack of a concrete plan was making him hold tight to anything he had control over. Not that I blamed him. We were going up against the man that they stay alive to protect me from, and our only plan was to get more magic. Hopefully from the books locked away in my bunker. It was less than encouraging.

      “I don’t mind driving,” he assured me. “Keeps me alert.” His hair was sticking up a bit in the back now, which made him look younger than he usually did. More vulnerable somehow.

      “How much longer until we get to the plantation?” I switched positions to get comfy, but there wasn’t much I could do after this long in cars. I knew how far we were distance-wise, but they could easily extend it into next week.

      “We could be there by tomorrow evening,” he said with a shrug.

      “You want it to take longer?” I asked.

      “No, I’m good with the pace and eager to get you somewhere easier to secure.” He checked his mirrors, all three of them, more to make sure no one was following us than for road safety. “But we have no control over Henry’s followers. If there’s a car that exits when we do, or takes the same turns, we have to lose them before moving on.”

      “We could also stop so you guys can rest. Maybe eat some food that doesn’t consist of microwaved grease?” I suggested.

      “That may be pushing it.” He smiled at me, more like an equal than when the summer began and I was an intolerable teenager he had to keep his distance from, “But if we find a safe enough location, maybe.”

      “I was kidding. Constant driving is great,” I tried to sound convincing, but he still turned to look at me, not buying it. So far, every ‘safe’ place we went to ended with someone getting hurt. Usually, it was a Gifted who would come back to life, as long as their life’s purpose wasn’t accomplished yet, but not always.

      “Should I be like Embry and remind you how hard this journey would have been in a carriage pulled by old horses, with the blistering sun beating down…” He did an excellent job of pointing out how much worse this could be. Embry and Gabriel would both fit in with me and my friends if I ever made it to college, even if they were closer in age to the founders of Harvard than its current students.

      “I’ll check the sarcasm.” I sighed. I was grateful he made a joke about it instead of the annoyed silence he would have given me at the beginning of the summer.

      “Don’t worry, I can handle it,” he assured me, smiling to himself as he checked his blind spot. I looked out the passenger-side window so he couldn’t see me blushing. We had a long road ahead of us, and my feelings for Gabriel were the least of my worries.
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      The sun was setting as we crossed through Virginia into Maryland, a mix of purple, red, orange, and pink. It was beautiful, but Embry had used the sunset as his i-spy the last three rounds. We were entertaining ourselves in the back seat while Gabriel was at the wheel, again.

      “I’m sure there are rules against using the same thing each time,” I complained after it took me over twenty-one guesses to ask if he was spying the sunset again.

      “I think it makes it easier for you,” he argued. “And that’s how you played.”

      “I used a different tree every time,” I argued, remembering how annoyed Sam would get with me. My surrogate big brother would play along and was nice about it, but even as a child I could see him rolling his eyes. Sam got his payback when it was my turn to entertain his daughter, Clara. Embry was the only one I believed was having as much fun as I was, even after playing for hours. I should have known then that he was just a master at hiding things.

      “That should have been against the rules.” Embry shook his head as we came up to a slowdown in traffic. It was long past rush hour, but there was smoke up ahead. I craned my neck to see what was going on and saw a car go up in flames. The sirens were blaring from somewhere behind me, and I knew they were coming closer, but the sound was getting lower and lower, until I couldn’t hear it at all…

      I was Beth, as she and Embry got ready to go to the theatre, reminding me so much of Sam and Deanna. They touched each other every time they passed by; hand grazes, running her fingers along his back, wrapping his arms around her and snuggling into her neck to get something in front of her instead of just reaching for it… They were young, happy, and in love. Which was saying something with Helen and Jack constantly demanding their attention. I couldn’t help but smile every time Jackson had a story to tell me in his toddler babble, and I could feel Beth’s heart melt when Helen asked if Daddy wouldn’t mind being the one to braid her hair.

      Once everyone was ready, the four of us took a car into town. It appalled me that their version of a car seat was letting the kids roam around the back seat, with Beth putting her arm out if ever there was a sudden stop. Thankfully, Embry drove the smoothest drive I have ever been on, considering the unpaved roads we took. He parked on the street, and we walked to the theatre. Jackson fell asleep in the car, so I carried him in my arms, something I haven’t done since Clara. Beth and Embry were in step, holding hands and looking up to smile at each other continuously, while Helen skipped along a few feet in front of us.

      “Helen wants to bring you to show and tell tomorrow,” I said when we rounded the corner, letting go of Embry’s hand long enough to get the theater tickets. It was September 5th, 1926.

      “For my magician act? Does she want me to sing?” Embry teased, but Beth was serious.

      “They’re supposed to talk about their hero,” she explained.

      Embry processed the information, then asked, “What about you, or… wasn’t she going to talk about David?”

      “David was a kind man, and he would have been an incredible father… but he died. You’re the one who is raising her, the one she looks up to. She wants to be like you.”

      “Nothing would make me happier,” he said before leaning over to give his wife a kiss.

      Once we entered the theatre, Beth insisted that we sit in the front, so they could be close to the action. Embry laughed at her, but agreed, and got two seats in the front row. Jackson chose his father’s lap, but Helen sat in her mother’s.

      It was halfway through the play that it started. It was hot in the theater, but not stifling, so I had no reason to think this was anything other than a happy memory, until I smelled smoke. Beth stood up and looked towards the doors, where there was smoke coming from the lighting room. As the flames became visible, everyone rushed for the exit.

      Embry was ahead of me with Jackson, while I held on to Helen, my hands on her shoulders as the crowd pushed into us. She was holding onto Embry’s coat as I tried to protect her from the people rushing for the door, but somewhere in the shuffle, someone let go.

      “Beth!” Embry called when he realized I wasn’t following. I could hear him yell, again and again, getting farther and farther away as the crowd pushed against us, so many people making a wall between Beth and everything she cared about.

      “Get the children out. Save them,” Beth called.

      “I’m not leaving you,” Embry argued, having to yell really loud for me to barely hear him.

      “Get them out. Then you can come back for me, but they’re what matters,” she yelled, as they pushed him towards the exit and I lost sight of him. We tried to get to the doors too, but someone pushed me, and I fell. Everyone behind me kept coming, none of them looking down. I tried so many times, but I couldn’t get up. Every time I did, all I saw were flames, before someone knocked me back down to the floor. It looked like hundreds of people blocking the exits, so even if Beth kept going, she wouldn’t make it out. I clutched the ring Embry gave Beth, then closed my eyes and let the flames come. Just like Annabelle had…

      

      “What did you see?” Embry asked with concern, bringing his hand to my arm when I screamed. I didn’t mean to push it off, but I still felt like I was burning, choking on the smoke.

      “I am so sorry.” I could feel the tears pouring down my face and my skin was in agony, but it was my heart that broke for his. “Why didn’t she use her magic?” I had tried, knowing I had no control over what happened in the past, but I couldn’t understand why Beth didn’t. She was a favorite of mine, especially after staying in her house and finding out her secrets. We both had magical powers in common, and she seemed like she had so little fear and was always up for a challenge. Centuries after Annabelle died, I still wear my hair the same way as all my ancestors, except Beth, who defied cultural norms and cut it like a boy. I saw her in my mind as a brave trailblazer, not someone who sits back and lets awful things happen to her.

      It took Embry a moment to understand what I was talking about, but I saw his face drop, the pain written in every line once he did.

      “I don’t know,” he said, pulling me as close as he could with my seatbelt. Gabriel was quiet in the front seat, but his eyes were locked on my reflection in the rearview mirror, full of concern.

      It was my second time dying as one of the Bearers of the Crescent Moon, but I’d also seen Rosie the night she passed. I always knew it wasn’t me, that I was just having memories from women who looked exactly like me, but they felt so real to all the senses. Cassie and Beth were obviously a few years older than me, but not that many. Probably around Sam’s age.

      I never thought much about it, because they always looked to be roughly the same age in all the memories, but this was the third death and none of them looked older than thirty. If I assumed Annabelle died not long after returning to Boston with Margaret, we were four for four on Bearers dying young.

      I remembered Annabelle’s tombstone from the cemetery at the plantation. I did the math of 1692 minus 1664, which told me she died around twenty-eight. I couldn’t remember the exact dates for the others, except for Beth dying in 1926, but I knew where to find them.

      “What’s wrong?” Embry asked when I reached for the backpack at my feet.

      “I need to check out something in the Chronicles,” I dismissed him. I could find out a lot quicker if I asked them, but looking it up in the written account of my ancestors’ lives would let me prepare for answers I was pretty sure I didn’t want to know. Embry went back to his seat behind Gabriel, but kept an eye on me.

      Annabelle’s entry in the Chronicles confirmed the dates I used. Rosalind’s death in 1778 also put her at twenty-eight. Which could be a rather weird coincidence… only Cassandra lived from 1822 to 1850. I wasn’t surprised, but my heart rate – that had finally gone back to normal – was becoming erratic again.

      I shut the book but kept it in my lap, holding on to it so my hands wouldn’t shake. It felt like I was suffocating again, only this time it wasn’t from smoke. I could see both the guys staring at me from the corner of my eyes, but I wasn’t ready to confront them yet. There had to be an explanation.

      I bit my bottom lip to push away the anger and tears so I could think. It was looking like each of the previous Crescent Moon Bearers died before reaching their twenty-ninth birthdays. In distinct ways. Some predictable, but others not. Henry had a hand in both Annabelle’s and Cassie’s deaths, but I don’t think he would intentionally give Rosie tuberculosis without taking her heart, especially when she was so weak. And setting an entire theater on fire was definitely overkill to get to one person, considering how many of them escaped. Still, they couldn’t all be coincidences.

      “When was Beth born?” I asked Embry, trying to sound like it was simple curiosity.

      “May sixteenth,” he answered without hesitation, but gave me an odd look. We both knew I wasn’t into horoscopes, and it wasn’t like I would need to wish her a happy birthday on the day.

      “The year?” I pressed, trying to look on the bright side. The odds were that I would survive another nine years, but all I could focus on was the fact that I would die. If I was right, even if we defeated Henry and somehow made it through, it would only be temporary. Sam’s sacrifice would be for nothing.

      “1898.” Embry furrowed his brow while attempting to figure out what I was getting at, but I felt like someone had grabbed my heart and was crushing it. Beth was twenty-eight.

      “Is there anything you would like to tell me about all the Crescent Moon Bearers?” I asked, focusing on Gabriel.

      “What?” he sounded confused.

      “Is there something about Annabelle, Rosalind, Cassandra, and Elizabeth that one of you should have told me by now?” I rephrased my question, turning to Embry. He used to be the one to tell me things, once upon a time. My eyes were glistening, but I refused to blink and let the tears fall.

      “We have centuries of knowledge on your family, Lucy, we obviously can’t have told you everything.” Embry was getting worried, but neither of them seemed to know what I was getting at.

      “How old was Annabelle when she died?” I asked Gabriel.

      “Twenty-eight,” he said like it still stung.

      “And how old was Beth?” A shiver went through me from the memory, still so fresh in my mind, and my skin. I skipped the others and stuck to the two that affected them the most.

      “Twenty-eight.” I could see Embry’s brain working, doing the same math for Cassie and Rosie. “But that’s…” he tried to reason it away.

      “It’s not a coincidence that Beth was trampled, suffocated, and burnt alive at the same age as Annabelle,” I argued. “Cassie and Rosie were also twenty-eight.” I handed him the Chronicles.

      “We knew they died young, but… No one gave Rosie tuberculosis. Annabelle chose to sacrifice herself for Margaret. And no one could have predicted the lighting room would catch fire. It’s just a coincidence,” Embry tried to convince himself.

      “I thought the Universe sent you guys to protect me, not that I would die either way.” I shook my head and stared out the window.

      “No, there is no curse on you, no other prophecy, nothing that implies the same will happen to you,” Gabriel argued like he wouldn’t accept the alternative.

      “Except for precedence and the lack of a single exception.” I wanted to throw up. “Stop the car,” I said evenly, clenching my jaw to stop the tears.

      “Luce,” Embry tried to talk me down.

      “I need some air,” I pleaded. “Whether or not you accept it, there’s a distinct possibility, that even if Henry never gets to me, some force out there will make sure I never make it to thirty, and right now I can’t breathe.” I aggressively rolled down the window. “You guys help me survive and make it through all the attempts to kill me, but maybe you’re just here so they can’t complete the ritual. Because that’s the endgame. You help me survive as long as I can, then make sure Henry doesn’t get my body when it happens?” I felt sick.

      “That’s not how it is,” Embry argued.

      “Neither of us is resigned to you dying. And if his plan wasn’t to kill you, I would rather you be with Henry than be dead,” Gabriel said, the vein in his forehead pulsing as he tried to control his emotions and the car.

      I would call him on his lie by telling him I knew they would kill me themselves rather than let Henry do what he had to with me, but when his eyes met mine… I believed him.

      “Whether you like it or not, I will die when I’m twenty-eight, won’t I?” I stopped being angry and turned vulnerable, which felt worse.

      “It’s a possibility,” Embry said after considering it.

      “That we will do absolutely everything in our power to make sure doesn’t happen,” Gabriel assured me.

      “Please stop the car.” The numbness in my voice scared me, which is probably why Gabriel pulled onto the shoulder. The child lock was still on the doors, so I looked over to him. His eyes were pleading with me not to go, but he pushed the button to let me out. I shut the door and walked towards the wooded area beside the highway.

      I looked back to see them looking after me before I kept going, past the tree line, into the dense parts where the remaining bits of sun struggled to get in. It was only once I could no longer hear the cars that I truly let the implications hit me. No matter what anyone did, within ten years, I would be dead. I brought my hand up to run my fingers through my hair, an attempt at self-soothing, but ended up pressing my hand to my forehead as a searing pain shot through my skull.
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      It was like Mr. Fraser, only a million times worse. Instead of the pressure of a hand trying to get into my brain, this was like a hot iron of electricity burning its way in. Even if I tried to stop it, there was nothing I could do.

      “You’ve discovered the curse.” Henry’s British accent filled the surrounding forest, as it felt like all the heat and light disappeared, leaving nothing but darkness.

      “Where are you?” I asked, turning around in circles. My head was in agony, but I couldn’t let him kill me without a fight.

      “You’re cute, pretending you don’t know what I’m talking about.” I could hear the smile in his voice, but couldn’t see him anywhere, “You only have to hold out ten more years to make sure I can’t complete the ritual.”

      “How do you know?”

      “Donovan may have been your target, but someone should have told you the dangers of soul magic,” he warned. “It was brave, but terribly foolish.”

      “There’s a fine line between foolishness and bravery,” I shot his own words back at him. At the time I found it endearing, how nervous he was to ask Annabelle out. It was before I knew he was a Gifted who’s purpose was to rip her heart out.

      “Touché.” There was sadness in his tone, but how would he know about the memory dreams? “You don’t have to die like the others.”

      “I won’t come willingly,” I argued.

      “I’m not offering to spare you, Lucy. I still need your heart, but I have a spell, taken from a grimoire, that can save you.” It sounded too good to be true, which meant it probably was.

      “You’re trying to kill me, remember?”

      “I am. But a long time ago, the one I was trying to kill was my wife.” He almost sounded sorry. “I had to resign myself to doing that, but I never stopped looking for an alternative. Eventually, I found a solution.”

      “Congratulations.” I turned around again to make sure that he and his minions wouldn’t jump out at me.

      “At the moment, it’s more of a success for you than it is for me. I have hidden somewhere very safe, a spell that restores you back to your life as you left it. A complement to the ritual that would have saved me centuries had I found them at the same time.”

      “What do you mean by restore me?” I was curious in spite of myself.

      “There is a spell that will bring back one of those marked by the crescent moon. Unlike your companions and myself, who come back exactly as we were the first time we died, without aging, this spell would fully restore you, as if you never died at all. You could live a full life, get married, have children, and forget all this nasty business ever happened.”

      “That’s impossible,” I argued, but all I could remember was Annabelle’s certainty that she would be back. What if this was it? What if she knew there was a spell, and she thought the guys would use it to bring her back?

      “I assure you it isn’t.” 

      “Show it to me,” I asked with a confidence I didn’t feel.

      “Join me and the spell is yours. No more limits on your life, no one chasing you… you would be free.”

      “I don’t trust you.” I wanted to run away to show him I didn’t want anything he had to offer, but since he was in my head, he would most likely follow.

      “You don’t have to trust me, because you already know I’m telling you the truth, and as honorable as it might sometimes seem, you do not want to die,” he said with an edge that filled me with anger. True as it may be, his price wasn’t something I could live with, even if it gave me a happily ever after. “You know where to find me if you change your mind,” he said before the pain in my head disappeared, and I knew he was gone.

      

      “Are you okay? What happened?” Embry was the first to reach me in the woods. He put his hands on my arms and checked me for wounds as Gabriel came over.

      “He’s gone,” he said, having probably run around looking for Henry.

      “We heard your scream, but by the time we got to you there was some kind of barrier, and we couldn’t get in,” Embry shared.

      “The essence tracking I did to find Donovan was soul magic. He wasn’t really here,” was my way of explaining that I gave him a way into my head. I could remember the chill I felt when it seemed like Henry saw me through the tracking. Turns out I wasn’t being paranoid.

      “What did he want?” Gabriel stayed close to me, but his head turned at every sound, analyzing it to see if the maker was a friend or a foe. It was nearly pitch black now, so far from streetlights, with the trees blocking the stars.

      “He tried to get me to go with him again.”

      “After they killed Sam?”

      “He knows that we all die at twenty-eight,” I admitted.

      “It could be a coincidence,” they both argued.

      “But it’s not,” I told them, apologetic even though it was my life we were talking about. They wanted so badly to believe that it wasn’t true. That the other Bearers’ deaths were nothing more than a series of unfortunate events at the same point in their lives.

      “How do you know? Did he explain it?” Gabriel asked.

      “Not really.” I waited until they both looked up at me expectantly. “He said he could save me.”

      “By bringing you back with magic after cutting out your heart.” I could see Gabriel’s anger and lack of trust for Henry.

      “No, he said it was a spell from a grimoire. One so I won’t die when I’m twenty-eight. If I give him my heart, he’ll give me the spell that brings me back like nothing ever happened. I can grow old and have kids... the whole nine yards.”

      “A spell?” Gabriel was skeptical.

      “I know we obviously can’t trust him, but I also don’t think he’s lying. There’s always a cost with this kind of magic, and it’ll probably be one we are not willing to pay, but it can’t hurt to look into it, right?”

      “Why would he even have something like that?” Embry asked.

      “He said that once upon a time, the heart he needed was his wife’s, so he tried to find a way to keep her alive,” I said like it was a ridiculous idea, but part of me believed him.

      “That alone would make me not trust him,” Gabriel pointed out. I nodded, not wanting to show how badly I wanted to. “But if there’s even a possibility of a cure, then we’ll find it,” he decided. “We save you and destroy Henry.” It was optimistic and overly ambitious, which was weird coming from Gabriel, but he was so sure of himself that he nearly convinced me.

      They started talking about logistics, and different people they could ask about the cure, but my mind was on the spell, and its potential price.

      “Ready to go, Tesoro?” Embry asked when he saw they’d lost me.

      “I’m sorry, I wasn’t paying attention,” I apologized. “I was just thinking that if the spell needs me to cut someone’s heart out, I would rather die. Unless it was Henry’s. Maybe.”

      “You don’t have to worry about that,” Gabriel said without meeting my eyes, as if my shoes were interesting enough to capture his attention.

      “Even if I’m not the one who has to cut it out,” I amended.

      “We don’t know what it entails. Life and death spells are a big deal, but since your death would result from a curse, maybe it won’t be that heavy. If it’s some horrific spell that requires baby sacrifices, then we’ll find another way. But if it’s a line the two of us are prepared to cross, then you don’t have to worry about it,” Embry assured me. 

      “And you two never heard anything about this?” I verified.

      “No, but we haven’t been asking around and searching for it either,” Gabriel reminded me.

      “What if Annabelle knew?” I ventured. “What if when she told you she would be back, she meant that spell? Henry said he took it from a grimoire. What if it was hers?”

      “I am sure she would have told us if she had a spell she expected us to recite to bring her back to life. Otherwise, we failed her miserably,” Embry pointed out.

      Gabriel looked to Embry and sighed, probably thinking, like me, that my ancestors kept a lot of things from them. “Have you figured out a way to zoom in on a single memory, to get them at will? Or are you still getting them whenever they want to come to you, like when you’re sitting in a tree or about to jump off a balcony?” he asked, his hands bound tightly into fists at the memory.

      “I don’t control it, but there are triggers. My first Henry memory happened after I saw his picture in a book, being in her bedroom let me see Beth, sometimes I get memories from other people when I’m touching them... It could be coincidence, but I think I can influence it,” I shared.

      “I don’t think we have anything of Annabelle’s.” Gabriel turned to Embry.

      “I might have had something at the villa, but most of her stuff is back at the plantation,” Embry agreed.

      “No jewelry, a family heirloom… nothing?” I pressed, but Embry shook his head for each one.

      “We don’t really have much of hers either way. Clothes don’t keep for centuries, she was wearing the jewelry that really mattered to her… apart from the Chronicles, it’s mostly just a few things back in Boston…” Embry was dissuading me, but Gabriel was hiding something.

      “What did you think of?” I asked him, not even waiting for Embry to finish.

      He looked to me like he wanted to deny it, but I initiated a stare down that he eventually had to turn away from. “The dagger you used on Donovan at the motel… it belonged to Annabelle’s father,” Gabriel admitted.

      “But…” There had to be a reason he was so reluctant to share.

      “It was her father’s, not hers, and they’ve been passing it down for generations. Not to mention you stabbed Donovan with it, so his blood was the last thing it came into contact with.”

      “That ship has sailed,” I assured him with an involuntary shudder. “Let’s do this,” I said with as much conviction as I could muster.

    

  

OEBPS/images/img_1214.jpg





OEBPS/images/break-section-side-screen.png





OEBPS/images/heading-swash-ornate-screen.png






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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


OEBPS/images/img_1325.jpg





OEBPS/images/legacy_1600-x-2560_v3.jpg
GIFTEDVERSE
AMANDA LYNN

PETRIN






