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  For Jonah and Ellie – the littlest but brightest lights in the whole world


  


  And to the Cheese Sandwiches of The Wheeler School Class of 2019, my very first 7th grade class; I promised I would dedicate a book to you. May you live up to your class name and write fiction that

  soars!




  





  Dear Girl in Red,




  I dreamed of you again today. You stood in a field of lavender that stretched all the way to the horizon. The sky was orange and burning. Where are these worlds that I cannot

  touch? Why are you always there? You stood in the centre of this field wearing a red gown. When I reached you, you vanished, leaving nothing behind but a crimson feather. Is this a symbol? What are

  you trying to tell me?




  Today is a three-year anniversary. Three years since Justin Enos went missing from this school. They say he vanished, taken from his room in the middle of the night. No sign of

  foul play. No fingerprints left behind. Just a room with no one in it. They found lacrosse sticks leaning against walls, tipped-over coffee mugs and unfinished English papers.




  You have something to do with this, don’t you? Girl in red, come to me. Come to me and tell me your name. Are you real?




  I must be near you. I know this. You know it too. The truth is in your eyes.




  Rhode




  





  CHAPTER 1




  1418, Hampstead, England – the Heath




  ‘Genevieve Beaudonte! We must practise your letters . . . tonight.’ I called to an adjacent row in the orchard. Where had she run off to?




  I picked up the last basket of apples just as a crack of thunder prickled the hairs on the back of my neck. Grey clouds travelled across the sky in a continuous dance, unfurling and folding in

  on themselves. I inhaled the scent of the soil and of the apples that hung from the trees above me. My three-year-old sister, wearing a filthy frock, jumped out before me. Her short curly hair

  stuck out from her head at crazy angles.




  ‘Thunder! Did you hear it, Lenah? My favourite!’ Genevieve cried.




  I held on to her hand as we made our way out of my father’s orchard and towards the house.




  ‘Perfect weather to study your letters,’ I said.




  ‘But why? It is hard,’ Genevieve complained with a drop of her head.




  ‘You will need it someday,’ I said, and lightly pushed her so she would move faster.




  An image overwhelmed me: I playfully push my best friend Tony and he trips over his feet. He turns to me, open mouthed and laughing. The images came like bullets: concrete

  sidewalks; steam rising from coffee mugs; a school with a stone tower. Friends.




  Even the smallest movement could bring back the memories of my favourite place in the modern world: Wickham Boarding School.




  ‘Why?’ Genevieve asked. Her voice rooted me to the present conversation. ‘Why will I need to learn to read?’




  ‘I told you – when you are older I will explain. But for now . . .’ I pulled her gently by the back of her dress to stop her from walking. I bent down to look in her eyes; they

  were exactly the same colour as mine, a stormy blue. She had the longest eyelashes of anyone in my family.




  ‘For now we must keep it a secret. Not even Mama and Papa can know,’ I said.




  ‘Tell me the story again tonight. The one about the maiden and her true love,’ she whispered. She meant my story of the Vampire Queen. The one I told her in darkness. The one of

  Rhode . . . and me.




  ‘Our secret?’ I said.




  She nuzzled my nose and I took that as a yes.




  I stood up and we headed towards the house in the distance. The smoke from the chimney swirled into the sky. Genevieve tossed an apple into the air, and just as it bounced off of her open palm

  the thud of knowing punched me in the stomach.




  I straightened up and took a step backwards, letting Genevieve chase the rolling apple.




  Something was coming.




  We should run.




  But would we make it? The hair on my arms stood on end. When an otherworldly creature enters into a human world, the energy shifts and the air crackles.




  My hands trembled, so I balled them into fists and we continued on towards the house. Row by row, I expected something or someone to materialize between the gaps in the trees. A hand

  could curl around the bark followed by a body, and that person, whoever he was, might want to hurt us. Even kill us.




  Genevieve continued to skip along the path.




  ‘Darling,’ I said. ‘Get to the house. Tell Mama I will be there anon.’ There was a quiver in my voice that I hoped she did not notice.




  ‘No. I want you to walk with me,’ she said, and continued to toss the apple up and down, up and down. She dropped it, chased after it, picked it up and threw it into the air

  again.




  My fingertips tingled. I placed the basket of apples softly to the ground. If this supernatural being wanted to hurt Genevieve or me, I would need both hands free.




  ‘Go along,’ I said to Genevieve. ‘I forgot someone – I mean, something,’ I corrected.




  ‘All right,’ she groaned. The back of her dress bounced as she skipped to the house. By a sliver of luck, she did not turn around. The latch closed and I stared at the wooden door of

  the house, waiting to see if she would step back outside.




  I closed my eyes again and inhaled the smell of rich soil, the oppressive humidity and the impending rain. I attempted to calm myself by drawing a deep breath. Goose bumps erupted over my arms

  and the hum grew louder making little pops of sound in the air.




  It was behind me.




  ‘Three years,’ I said to the unknown entity. ‘Three years and I finally stopped –’ I paused, turning behind me – ‘looking over my shoulder.’ But

  the word shoulder was cut off. I gasped. There was a blast of red light, a sharp crack, and the sky opened up. I clutched at my chest as a body fell from the tops of the trees.




  Suleen hit the ground with a hard smack. I ran to him and fell to my knees at his side. His white robes were tattered, hanging in shreds. Bite wounds spread over his neck and arms. They came

  from an attack. It was unmistakable; dozens of circular puncture wounds spread over his body.




  Vampire wounds.




  What kind of vampire drains another? And why? For blood? I had never heard of that before. Vampire blood is of no use to another vampire. The blood must be drawn from the living. It is the death

  of the human that is the magical sacrifice; the blood keeps the mind alive in a dead body.




  I helped Suleen on to his back. The oldest and most powerful vampire in the world rested his head in my lap.




  ‘Justin is . . .’ Suleen’s voice failed.




  Justin?




  I placed my hands on Suleen’s shoulders and they were immediately covered with his blood. ‘Justin is what? Is he –’ I had to draw a deep breath to get it out. ‘Is

  he dead?’




  Suleen squinted. ‘The sunlight. It’s too much.’




  I raised myself on to my knees to shield him from the sky above. I hoped to make a large enough shadow.




  ‘There is a revolution. Walk into the sunrise and go back. Stop him.’




  ‘A revolution? Suleen, stop who? Who do I stop?’




  Suleen’s eyes widened with panic; he seemed desperate for me to understand. A line of red dripped from the corner of his mouth.




  ‘He is still a vampire,’ he growled.




  ‘Justin?’ My voice shook as I spoke. ‘Suleen, that’s impossible. Fire said it herself – if I came back here to the medieval world, that history would be

  changed. My past would be erased.’




  ‘He has made them from your blood,’ he said.




  ‘Made who? Suleen, look at me.’ This made no sense. I needed more time.




  He was bleeding out too fast. I stuck out my arm, offering my wrist. If Suleen fed from me, his wounds would heal instantly. He was far too damaged at this point for accelerated vampire healing

  to save his life.




  Suleen needed my help and he needed my blood.




  ‘Feed from me. Do it,’ I commanded. His feeble fingers pushed my hand away.




  ‘You must go back.’ He grasped my dress in a clench of his fist. ‘Justin made . . .’ He had to stop to gather the strength to speak. ‘He made them from . . . your .

  . .’




  He gurgled something I couldn’t make out. His eyes widened even more as the blood oozed out of the bite marks all over his body.




  ‘Kill Justin,’ he begged.




  ‘Suleen, please.’ I stuck my wrist directly under his nose.




  He did not feed.




  A roll of light ran over the tops of the apple trees, down to the orchard floor and on to us. Suleen lifted his chin to the sun breaking through the clouds. I could not block his whole body; the

  beams of sunlight were too wide. He smiled, just faintly. The sides of his mouth curled upward just enough that I was positive he was basking in the light.




  And then . . .




  The oldest vampire to ever exist turned to ash.




  Suleen was still whole but seemed to be a statue made of ivory-coloured cinders.




  ‘No,’ I whispered. He’s going to blink those powdery lids and look out at me with his brown eyes. He’s fine. Just be patient.




  The statue of cinders didn’t move.




  My fingers trembled as they reached out. At my touch, his form dissolved into a pile of powder. I gasped and sat back on my heels.




  How could someone so indestructible turn to ash in my hands?




  I stood up and looked around. How had Suleen travelled to 1418? Last time I had seen him, I was living in modern times. Suleen, despite his enormous power as a vampire, couldn’t manipulate

  time.




  I searched through the grey shadows falling over the orchard.




  Fire could. Fire could travel through time.




  She was a member of the Aeris, one of the four elements of the world: earth, wind, and water being the others. She had enabled me to change my vampire past and return to my family and the

  medieval era. What had happened in my absence?




  Justin’s broad shoulders and brilliant smile sifted through my mind. He wasn’t supposed to remain a vampire. I didn’t want to think of his blond hair and casual cadence.

  Because if he was a vampire, he would now be hardened and robotic.




  ‘How?’ I asked aloud in the empty orchard. When I had last seen Justin, Odette had made him a vampire, but that was supposed to change when I came back to the medieval world.

  Hadn’t I said that already to Suleen – that reality was meant to be erased when I came back?




  I rubbed my fingers and frowned at Suleen’s remains.




  As a human, Justin was a daredevil adrenaline junkie, but he had never been violent. There was no way. Not Justin. If he had attacked Suleen, someone had to be influencing him, no,

  encouraging him to be so dangerous. What had Suleen said?




  Your blood . . . He made them. Suleen’s voice resonated in my head.




  What did Justin make from my blood? No – more specifically, how could he get my blood if the Aeris changed history?




  A crack of thunder shot through me and I jumped just as the first globule of rain fell on the tip of my nose. Another crack!




  And the sky opened.




  ‘No!’ I cried, and clawed at the earth before it melted to mud. I couldn’t let Suleen’s ashes wash away; they had to be buried, with respect. The rain came hard, pelting

  the orchard.




  ‘Lenah!’ Genevieve called for me from the open window of the house.




  Oh no . . . not now!




  I scraped the ground, making a hole so the ashes could be buried deep below the surface. My knuckles knocked against roots and rocks.




  I dug into the soil with one hand, and moved the ash with the other. I continued scooping the earth and pushing in the silvery white remains. I withdrew my hands from the ground with an ache. My

  knuckles bled, making pink watery lines over my fingers. Orchard dirt had collected under my fingernails, but I didn’t care. Suleen’s ashes were safely buried underneath the wet earth

  and that’s all that mattered to me. My hair stuck in long strands to my skin, sending cool trickles of water down my back.




  He did not deserve to die. His ancient blood had dripped from his mouth and body on to my clothes. It stained and blotted my work dress. ‘Go for—’ I tried to say the familiar

  vampire phrase aloud. I wanted to wish his soul peace. Why should it be so hard to just say goodbye? After all, Suleen had taught the saying to me long ago.




  My back seemed heavy and I bent over, placing my palm on the wet ground. This can’t be real. He’s not gone; this is a trick.




  But the rain continued to fall.




  I grabbed the hem of my dress and ripped away a thin stretch of wet fabric. The strip of cloth dangled in my hand and I tied it around my wrist like a bracelet. Suleen’s blood was on my

  skin, and even though it would dry, I would wear this fabric around my wrist until it broke apart. Until that happened, I would mourn Suleen and the life he had sacrificed.




  ‘Go forth’ I said the phrase, finally. ‘In darkness and in light.’




  I pulled a small knife out of my dress pocket and walked to the end of the orchard row. I grabbed an apple out of the nearby basket and came back to where I had buried Suleen’s ashes.




  The apple sat in my hand and lines of rain ran down its skin. I sliced it across its midsection to reveal a pentacle. The severed core and the seeds created a perfect five-pointed star, a symbol

  of life, the symbol of the four elements – the Aeris. We stood together, that star and me, in the rain, above the ashes of my dead mentor.




  Fire must have sent Suleen to me; it would be the only way he could time travel. I would leave her this symbol so she would know that I received her message. This pentacle faced towards the

  heavens, where I hoped Suleen’s spirit would go – if there was such a place. He deserved silence, peace and a place without bloodlust.




  I wiped the rain out of my eyes with the back of my hand, turned to the small mound of wet earth and shook my head. It can’t be, I thought again, but it was true. I knew

  this kind of violent death all too well.




  Vampire Queen, a voice in my mind whispered and I swore it sounded malicious, like a taunt. I am not a vampire. Not any more.




  When I opened the door of the house Genevieve grasped both arms around me. ‘There you are!’ she cried. I drew her to me and relished the grip of her gentle fingers.




  As I closed the door behind me, I threw one more glance at the orchard, at the burial spot – the apple was already gone.




  Genevieve’s frame was curled into a ball beneath the blanket. All of it, every strand of the wool, was hers tonight. Instead of fighting me for a scrap of fabric, all

  that poked out beneath the wool were two dirty bare feet. The medieval world did not allow the comfort of many bedrooms, at least not for my family, a farming family living on the orchard of a

  monastery.




  I kissed Genevieve’s head and she shuffled under the covers.




  ‘Je t’aime,’ I said in French, and turned to the door.




  The apple was my beacon; Fire would come soon. She would arrive at sunrise just as Suleen had told me she would.




  I tiptoed down the stairs and stopped at the little window that overlooked the orchard. I was not afraid to decipher this mystery. I had been the Vampire Queen, and with Suleen’s death,

  whatever had happened, it was clearly now up to me to fix it.




  My fingers ran against the cool windowsill and I stepped down on to the ground floor. I lingered at my father’s favourite chair and my sister’s riding stick. She loved to pretend to

  ride a horse up and down the orchard rows, her curls bouncing and her laughter echoing through the many lanes. I closed my cloak even tighter to keep in the warmth and glanced back at the stairs. I

  could go up and sleep, pretend this wasn’t happening. Just get up in the morning and go about my business. I shook my head because I would never do that. I couldn’t and

  wouldn’t leave Rhode, Tracy and the rest of my friends at Wickham Boarding School to torment. The house creaked in the silent summer morning. Soon the floorboards would squeak with

  my father’s familiar footsteps.




  The stone mantel of the fireplace was cold, the night’s fire long burnt out. My mother’s hearth smelled just like her – lavender and rosemary. I detached a sprig of the dried

  purple flowers from a bushel hanging above the fireplace and placed it in my cloak pocket. I closed my eyes, inhaling my home: fresh air, wood and various herbs. Nowhere, in all of my many travels,

  smelled as good as this special place.




  ‘I’ll come back,’ I whispered to the house. ‘I promise.’




  I headed out the door and set off towards the edge of our property, towards the spot where once, so long ago, Rhode had made me a vampire. Far in the distance, at the horizon, the sunrise hit

  the land.




  I headed for the light.




  My feet crushed the soft morning grass. The dew slicked the tree trunks and branches. I passed Suleen’s buried ashes and turned my face away from the place. He was never coming back.




  I kept on, and when I turned the corner, there, at the end of the lane, stood Fire. She wore a cloak of red as vibrant as her hair. She held a hand out to me and I hurried forward. Once I

  reached her, she gestured to the dirt lane that ran along one end of the orchard rows.




  ‘I follow that path to Wickham?’ I asked. She nodded and led the way. We did not need pleasantries. We did not need to say our hellos. Fire’s cloak trailed over the ground as

  she walked. It swayed back and forth and seemed to bleed its colour, transforming my path to a bright, tangerine light. The trees were covered in a blaze of yellows and red. Everything, even the

  trunks and leaves, was saturated. As I walked, the colours mellowed into browns and the natural colours of the Earth. The orchard was behind me and ahead were tall sycamore trees.




  A modern brick building with glass windows took shape on the horizon. A familiar brick building.




  ‘Keep going,’ Fire said.




  The ground below me wasn’t soft and crunchy any more but hard and black. I kept following Fire as she floated ahead of me. I inhaled freshly cut grass and the unmistakable smell of

  gasoline. I tripped over a root or something hard. My body lurched forward and I threw my hands out to break my fall. And I did fall, landing on to the campus of Wickham Boarding School.




  





  CHAPTER 2




  Present day




  I shook my wrists; they stung from the impact of hitting the ground. I was on all fours and dug my fingertips into the soil. I had landed just within the boundaries of the

  Wickham woods. Ahead of me was campus, behind me Main Street.




  Lovers Bay, Massachusetts was a town on Cape Cod. The salty smell of the ocean was a pungent odour compared to the earthy scents of home. The sounds of the campus echoed about me. Shrieks of

  laughter mixed with the beeping of a utility vehicle somewhere nearby.




  Utility vehicle. Something that didn’t exist in the fifteenth century.




  Despite Suleen’s death and despite the hollowness in my gut, a smile tugged at the side of my mouth. I was really here, at Wickham – wasn’t I? A car roared past behind me and I

  threw my hands over my ears. I pressed harder as a police car screamed by too. I jumped up, turning to the stone wall that encircled campus. My ears burned as the siren pulled away. The modern age

  was relentlessly loud.




  For the three years that I had been back home in the medieval world, the soundtrack of my life was the chanting of monks and whispers with my sister under the covers.




  Her laughter.




  I swallowed hard. This world seemed hollow and metallic. I would hear her laughter only in my memory, perhaps for the rest of my days.




  I smoothed out my work dress just to do something with my hands, but found myself no longer in my medieval garb. I was wearing what I would have picked out for myself in the modern world: black

  pants, T-shirt, combat boots.




  The clothes of a soldier.




  I lifted my wrist. The cloth blotted with Suleen’s blood remained fastened safely to me.




  Fire hovered by my side.




  ‘We are invisible to those around us,’ she said, and handed me the sprig of lavender I had taken from my parents’ house; I took it without meeting her cranberry-coloured

  eyes.




  ‘Well . . .’ I said after slipping it into my pocket. ‘Let’s get on with it.’ I crossed my arms over my chest and lifted my chin.




  ‘You have every right to be angry,’ she said.




  ‘Suleen is dead.’ I pointed to her when I said, ‘You punished Rhode and me. You said we couldn’t be together, so I went back, Fire. You said it would be safe for those I

  left behind,’ I snapped.




  She said nothing at first. Fine. Rhode and I wouldn’t be together. I would do what Suleen and Fire wanted of me and then try to get back to the medieval world. I was here again regardless

  of what I had tried to do before.




  ‘Things are different than the Aeris expected,’ Fire said.




  Dare I sense hesitation in her voice?




  ‘After what has transpired here in the modern world, you and Rhode are free to do what you choose,’ Fire said. ‘But it’s not simple. As you asked of me, the Aeris gave

  him his life back; he does not carry the scars of his former vampire life. He has no memory of his past.’




  ‘He was nineteen when he was made a vampire. Won’t he look older to the students? I asked.




  ‘He will not age as a human until he turns nineteen. He has a whole host of memories from Lovers Bay, human memories.’




  ‘He needs to know what happened to Suleen, Fire. Give him back his memory.’




  ‘I can’t. What I have done with you and Rhode is—’ She stopped herself and her scarlet eyes locked on me with such intensity a flicker of fear rushed through me. I wanted

  to take a step backwards, but fought the desire. ‘Don’t you see what we’ve done?’ she continued, ‘Justin poses an insurmountable problem.’




  ‘We? What I’d really like is for someone to tell me what the hell has happened since I’ve been gone.’




  Fire dropped her head. She was not human, but this was such a human admission of failure I couldn’t help but be taken aback. Fire could not meddle in the affairs of vampires. The Aeris

  were only responsible for the four elements and keeping the balance of all living things. She would never be human no matter how she behaved.




  ‘If you do not kill Justin,’ she said quietly, ‘someone will take my place who does not care for you as I do. Someone who will reverse this decree and keep you and Rhode apart

  again,’ she explained.




  I drew a sharp breath at the frightening hierarchy of the universe. Fire was in trouble because what we had set out to do had failed.




  ‘You can be replaced?’ I asked quietly.




  She did not answer but instead placed a warm, feather-light hand on my shoulder.




  ‘Wait. Wait,’ I said while working it out in my head. She had said someone would take her place who would keep Rhode and me apart. That would mean Rhode and I would have to

  be together first.




  ‘Rhode and I . . . we don’t have to stay away from one another any more?!’




  She nodded once.




  I wanted to jump up and down. I wanted to run through campus at that very instant and find him immediately. I also wanted to hold on to the nearest tree because my breath was short. I exhaled

  heavily to steady myself.




  Fire hesitated before she spoke, and I caught a glimpse of pity in her eyes as she said the next words.




  ‘I would not be so excited. I do not think he will ever remember his past,’ Fire said. Her words were sobering. Think like a soldier, Lenah. I touched the bloody fabric on

  my wrist.




  ‘Rhode’s going to need protection,’ I said. ‘From Justin.’




  It sounded weird even saying it aloud.




  ‘What do we know?’ I added, getting to business.




  ‘Justin is the king of the vampire world. He has made an allegiance with the Hollow Ones.’




  I straightened my back. If I felt tight and strong, I could understand this. I could work out a plan. I couldn’t imagine any scenario in which Justin was more powerful than Suleen. Or one

  in which he was in cahoots with the Hollow Ones – vampires who had given up their ability to love in return for power and knowledge, becoming mutants of the supernatural world. Demons.




  ‘Why is he still a vampire? I know you can’t meddle in the affairs of vampires, Fire, but you promised me the world would change.’




  ‘Some circumstances are beyond even the Aeris’s control.’




  Anger shot through me yet again.




  ‘You’re an all-powerful being. You can manipulate time.’ I stopped myself and shook my head. ‘Forget it. Forget it. Yelling about it won’t change anything.

  Just tell me what I need to do.’




  Fire reached up to her neck and removed a necklace. It was simple, a gold chain with a red teardrop-shaped pendant. It floated through the air towards me and dropped into my palm. I curled my

  fingers around the smooth jewel. It had an unnatural heat as though a tiny fire burned within the gem.




  ‘What is this?’ I asked.




  ‘The only power I have left to give you: the power of flame. You may use this only once. Cast this necklace at your opponent and it will become a conflagration so monstrous that it will

  tear down those who wish to harm you. It is fire. Nothing more, nothing less.’ She punctuated every word and warned, ‘Use it only when you need it most.’




  The little orb glinted. It seemed to be echoing Fire’s declaration.




  ‘You’ll find your life at Wickham ready for you. To those here, you are a new student entering the school in your senior year.’




  I closed my hand around the warm jewel.




  ‘What would have happened if I had refused this task?’




  Fire paused and finally said, ‘I would fear for the natural order of the world.’




  I shivered. Whatever had happened to leave Justin a vampire had unsettled the natural balance of the world. It must have been catastrophic indeed for Fire and Suleen to bring me back.




  ‘Tell me first,’ I said. ‘My friends – they won’t remember me?’




  ‘It won’t take them long this time. The soul can always recall who it has loved.’ Her light faded from bright red to orange.




  The necklace in my palm swirled and sparked. I wanted to ask her why we had failed the first time, but all I could think to say was, ‘What if I need you?’




  But Fire’s orange light had dimmed to yellow before I finished speaking and in a blink, she was gone.




  I fastened the necklace, but when I reached up to make sure it lay correctly – the clasp had disappeared.




  I turned around to face campus. Just a few steps and I would be on a Wickham pathway. I didn’t know what lay ahead, but I knew I had to leave these woods to begin this journey.




  With his death Suleen had said it all in the orchard. He had summoned me back to Wickham to complete a task that he could not.




  To kill Justin.




  I dared to step to the edge of the woods. People talked on their cell phones and moved boxes into their dorms. Parents idled by large luxury cars, hauled comforters and mini

  fridges. Fire had sent me back to Wickham Boarding School on student move-in day so I could begin school with the rest of the student body. Security walked up the paths and a large food truck

  pulled to a stop before the union.




  Food! Oh my goodness. Food. Glorious, succulent, thousands of different kinds of food that I could buy in tons. No more making it myself, no more dreaming of coffee. Here they

  had coffee that brewed in seconds. Oh, modern world, I missed you so.




  Nothing seemed any different to three years ago. At least, not on the outside anyway. The sight and sound of the latest cell phones briefly amused me.




  A girl passed through the gates with tight jeans and boots that went over her knees. If only my mother could see her, I thought. She would think the girl a devil, unsure how she got cowhide a

  different colour. And what of the unnatural tan of her skin?




  I stepped away from the woods and on to grass that stretched from the library to the main quad.




  Wickham Boarding School.




  How those three words had slung through my mind the last three years. Like a sonnet. Or a name of someone I loved dearly.




  I reached up to my neck to the hanging gem.




  Only when you need it most.




  I had to find Rhode.




  The need to see him pulsed through my body coupled with a tinge of fear. This was a world with no decree from the Aeris, but this was also a world in which Rhode had no memory of me.




  Focus, Lenah. OK. What to do first? Beyond, near the union, a welcome table was set up with purple and gold balloons – the Wickham school colours. Perfect. I could find my dorm

  room assignment and class schedule.




  Class schedule. Preposterous. I would have to go though, wouldn’t I? Especially if I was posing as a Wickham student. I scoffed and took a step towards the path as a boy nearly barrelled

  into me. He wore a backwards baseball cap and looked up at me from a collection of drawings in his hands.




  ‘Whoa, sorry,’ he said. ‘Didn’t see you there.’




  I froze.




  Almond eyes, high cheekbones.




  Beautiful face.




  I backed away, bringing my hand to my chest.




  Tony Sasaki’s eyes widened.




  ‘Are you OK?’ he asked.




  Joyshockhappinessjoyhappiness – shock.




  Tony was alive! He was actually living and breathing! I took a step towards him and pressed a hand on to his chest. His body stiffened at my touch.




  He was warm.




  ‘What are you . . . ?’ he said.




  A laugh escaped and I took a step back, dropping my hand. I slid my palm over my mouth and gulped back the sting of tears.




  ‘You look like you’re gonna puke,’ Tony said.




  ‘You,’ I whispered.




  ‘Me . . . ?’ he said.




  I threw myself at Tony, hugging him. I couldn’t seem to grasp his stocky frame hard enough. He patted me on my back a couple of times.




  ‘Hello, Crazy . . .’ he said.




  I squeezed him one more time. He was here. He was alive.




  I pulled away from him. ‘I’m sorry,’ I said.




  ‘Easily the weirdest hello I’ve ever had,’ he said.




  He paused, his face falling serious for one moment. ‘So I have amnesia and forgot we know one another, right?’ Tony said. ‘Have we met?’




  ‘No. No we don’t know one another. I mean, not yet. I’m Lenah,’ I replied awkwardly.




  ‘Oh!’ Tony said. Recognition passed over his face, which startled me. He pointed at me with the hand holding the papers. ‘You’re the new girl.’




  ‘New girl?’




  ‘My friend said the new exchange student was gonna be living with her. I’ll help you with your stuff,’ he said, and he seemed to be relieved to be busy. ‘Wow, this is

  heavy.’




  I spun. What was heavy?




  A red trunk sat near my feet. It hadn’t been there before. I wondered how many more ‘red’ things might show up.




  ‘So you’re Tony,’ I said.




  ‘Why am I not surprised you know my name, mystery girl?’ he asked.




  Tony handed his drawings to me and lifted my trunk.




  ‘These are really good,’ I said. I had expected to see portraits, which is what he used to paint. These though were depictions of the night sky in all kinds of mediums: acrylic,

  pastel, watercolours. They showed incredible constellations: Ursa Major, Cassiopeia and Pegasus. That was my favourite. He had depicted the sky in dark blue, and thick white brush marks were picked

  out the constellation of the horse. ‘I love these,’ I said, adding, ‘You’re talented.’




  ‘Oh, go on,’ he said, feigning modesty.




  Tony pointed out all of the places I had to go to get my Wickham paperwork completed. Of course this meant we eventually had to stop at Hopper building to get my room key. As we approached the

  familiar building, I purposefully did not look to the great stone tower where, in a different life, Tony had met his death. I kept my eyes on him instead and at the sun shining down on his

  face.




  ‘So . . . do you always hug and jump on people when you meet them for the first time?’ he asked.




  I laughed. ‘Just you, I think,’ I said as I opened the door.




  Amazed at the sight of our reflection, I kept my eyes on the glass door. Tony and I walked inside.




  





  CHAPTER 3




  Tony had left my trunk near the union entrance so I could get an incredibly delicious mocha latte. Once I got my keys and welcome packet, we headed outside. While I sipped on

  my drink, I pretended to read an official Wickham Residence Hall orientation sheet. Really, I was making up questions I already knew the answer to so I could keep looking at Tony.




  We approached a bulletin board erected next to the path near the union; on it were two posters. Each had a photo of a missing student. One was Justin’s. It was his student photo so he wore

  a nicer dress shirt, a blue button-down, but in the poster it was muted grey. Justin’s handsome face was the same – the slim nose and pouting mouth – but in that picture I saw his

  love of life, his positive outlook, and his need to live at the fastest speed possible.




  ‘That’s Jackie Simms,’ Tony said, nodding to the second missing-student photo. He placed my trunk on the ground and wiped some sweat from his forehead. ‘She went missing

  in March.’ No doubt her disappearance was connected to Justin. Tony’s eyes lingered a moment too long on Justin’s poster.




  ‘And?’ I gestured to Justin’s picture just to see what would happen.




  ‘He was my friend,’ he said with a short clip to his words. ‘Been gone two years. This will be the third.’




  Tony’s voice filled with silence and I regretted asking him about Justin.




  ‘I’m sorry,’ I said, and we kept walking.




  Tony led me to my dorm across the quad, past students and teachers organizing for the first day of school that would begin tomorrow. I wanted to ask him to go to the union again, to walk the

  beach, to get my books, as we once had, but I had to keep my excitement under control. He wouldn’t remember that life; to Tony, it never happened.




  ‘And I’m living in . . .’ I checked the orientation sheet again. ‘I’m living in Turner?’ I said. Oh right, he wouldn’t remember that I had never lived

  in Turner as most of the senior girls did. ‘I’m not in Seeker dorm?’




  ‘You want to live in Seeker? Teachers live there. And the debate team. You don’t want to live with the debate team.’




  ‘I don’t?’




  ‘Turner connects to Quartz, the guys’ dorm, through a hallway. So we can come back and forth.’




  ‘But you just met me,’ I said, cocking my head. I had to squint because of the sun. ‘You want to visit my room already?’




  ‘Well, you basically cried when you met me. That means I’m awesome, so obviously we’re gonna go up and down the hallway.’




  Awesome. Gonna go. Clipped syllables. Yes, I was back in the modern world.




  ‘True . . .’ I said. ‘That sounds great.’




  Tony led me into Turner and down the hallway. My nose was overwhelmed: perfumes, detergent and cleaning products. The list went on and on. The many smells and the sounds of music made my head

  buzz. I was not fascinated by it as I had been years before when I first came to Wickham. It was like coming home, just a bit louder than I was used to.




  Turner dorm was almost all windows on the right side. I had a perfect view of the woods and Wickham beach beyond. The sun’s beams fell at long golden angles through the trees. The slant of

  the light meant it was ten in the morning. My mother and father were already halfway through their workday. I wondered if Fire had constructed it so they would not miss me or worry over my

  disappearance. I touched my pocket where my mother’s lavender remained tucked away.




  ‘So this is room 102. Classes start tomorrow. But your roommate will be able to explain everything. You know, it’s lucky I was walking back from town. Maybe we wouldn’t have

  seen one another.’




  ‘I have to do this one more time,’ I said and hugged Tony again. This time he didn’t just pat me; he squeezed me back.




  He dragged my trunk into my room, next to the empty remaining bed.




  ‘OK, now I am going back to my room,’ he said.




  I handed him his artwork, but I couldn’t resist watching him as he walked away. I had a dozen reasons to call him back. We could get coffee, gossip about the school or he could show me his

  art space in the tower.




  No. I had to enter this world again on my own and earn his friendship.




  I also had to find Rhode as soon as I could.




  My dorm room was fairly large with a twin bed on each side. There was also a massive bookcase, a bay window with a seat and, through another door, a bathroom. A blonde girl walked out of it

  holding a toothbrush.




  Well, I’ll be damned.




  Tracy Sutton.




  ‘Hi,’ she said, smiling at me. She wiped a wet hand on her pink pyjama bottoms. ‘You’re Lenah? Am I saying it right? I’m Tracy.’




  We shook hands and this time I fought the impulse to throw myself around her. Tracy had once tried to fight Odette, a vicious vampire; she was willing to go to bat against a whole room

  of vampires for Rhode, Vicken and me.




  ‘I took the left side; I hope that’s OK?’ Tracy asked.




  I nodded. Tracy could have anything.




  ‘Yes, that’s great,’ I said aloud. I couldn’t be the weird and mute roommate.




  A dark blue comforter with seashells decorated her bed. She had tacked up black-and-white posters of kissing couples and many pictures of her friends – my breath caught in my chest. Justin

  was in some of those pictures.




  I approached the mirror above her bureau. Tracy and Justin posed for a picture at a winter dance. Fake silver snowflakes dangled over a cheap blue fabric background. Tracy’s cheeks were

  fuller in these photos. I guessed she was a freshman when they were taken.




  ‘Is this . . .’ I asked, pointing at the picture. Hide it, Lenah. Be smarter than this. ‘. . . your boyfriend?’




  Her smile fell immediately. Not smooth, Lenah. Not smooth.




  ‘Well, yes. I mean, we broke up before he – not any more.’




  ‘Before . . . ?’




  ‘He’s missing. ’Has been for almost three years. You’ll see his picture around campus.’




  She momentarily turned her back to me and placed her toothbrush down on her bureau.




  ‘So you’re British?’ She spun back to me with a huge plastered-on false smile.




  ‘Oh, um, yes,’ I said. Get it together. I had business to attend to. Fire left me the trunk for a reason. I opened it.




  ‘Like Rhode Lewin,’ she said. ‘He’s the other Brit on campus.’




  The mention of his name tugged on my gut.




  ‘Exchange student?’ I asked, playing dumb. I moved a couple of sweaters out of the way and the sunlight caught the handle of a very ornate dagger. There were at least four more

  daggers in there, so I slammed the trunk closed and sat down on top of it.




  ‘Yeah. Every single girl on campus is in love with him. But maybe you’ll get lucky since you have something in common. You know, being from England.’ Tracy had changed clothes

  and picked up a pink cardigan. ‘I wish I could stay, but I have –’ She stopped and dipped her head a little. Her cheeks reddened. ‘I have chorus try outs.’




  ‘Chorus?’ I couldn’t help the crack of excitement in my voice.




  ‘Yeah, I sing . . .’ She actually sang the word sing, and it was rather good.




  ‘You do?’




  She shook her head and her honey-coloured hair fell in a sheet around her angular face. When she smiled I was impressed by the whiteness of her teeth. Gleaming teeth the colour of porcelain were

  a mark of the modern world. It was something my own mother noticed about me when I first returned, and it took weeks for me to make a proper toothbrush. The medieval world did not have

  toothbrushes. And it most certainly did not have fluoride.




  Tracy shook her hair out of her eyes.




  ‘I figure if I don’t audition now, it’s never happening.’ She shrugged.




  She was trying to pretend it didn’t matter but it clearly did.




  ‘Well, I have absolutely no musical talent whatsoever, so I’m impressed,’ I replied.




  ‘Good, well, I know I’ll have a friendly face in the audience.’




  She lifted her backpack over her shoulder.




  ‘Should I come?’ I asked.




  ‘No, no. Believe me – two hours of awkward solos? If you’re looking for something to do, there’s the union – they have TVs in there – or the beach, but the

  sailing team will be doing some demos. Oh, they just built a huge farm this summer, if you’re into that. You know, sustainable living or whatever.’




  What living?




  ‘It’s near the barn in the back of the lacrosse field. Just at the edge of the campus. And when I come back, we can have lunch? I should be here around twelve.’




  ‘The farm,’ I replied. ‘Perfect.’




  Truthfully, I only grasped half of what she was talking about.




  Though a farm was precisely what I needed. It would be comforting to be near the smells of home.




  Once Tracy left, I immediately dropped to my knees and searched Fire’s trunk.




  Clothes.




  A tin with plenty of money.




  I moved the sweaters over to the side. Beneath them was a dagger. I held it gently in the palm of my hand. My fingers wrapped tightly around the blood-red hilt and it warmed to my

  touch. I turned the blade over and the oxblood, reds, pinks and garnets reflected on to the floor, making blood-red dances of light. The hilt was made of rubies.




  There was also a longsword. This was not Rhode’s weapon from his days with the Order of the Garter. That was a life that no longer existed. When I took the sword from its sheath, the

  silver flickered crimson as though a flash of Fire’s hair sped by the blade. I searched for her in the blade.




  ‘Fire?’




  I waited, hopeful that her face might appear and begin speaking to me, but the metal remained silver.




  I replaced the weapons, clicked the lock and dropped the trunk key in my boot. I checked the clock.




  Rhode.




  His name came through my mind like a prayer. Fire’s words came too.




  I don’t think he will ever remember his past.




  Time to find him.




  





  CHAPTER 4




  Tracy was right. A barn now stood at the back of the main lacrosse field. Running parallel to it were plots of land sectioned off by a wooden fence. The sheer familiarity of

  growing greens, and the unmistakable fluffy mint plant made me smile, just for a brief moment. It could have been home – well, if it wasn’t for the little motorized tractor waiting at

  the end of the farm. Oh, and electricity. I stopped next to the barn, crossed my arms and relished the green vines of the tomato plants and small pumpkins growing in bunches. My parents would have

  run from plant to plant overjoyed by the selection. I touched the pendant around my neck; it had warmed in the morning sunlight.




  Someone is coming closer to me. No, they are jumping at me. I’m being attacked! Bring your hands up! Protect your face! My body tried to catch up with my thoughts.




  Male. Black T-shirt, black hair.




  There was a shove to my chest, and I flew backward. My head smacked the ground and pops of light burst before my eyes. I barely had time to raise my hands against my attacker.




  I inhaled a scent like amber resin and nights by dripping candle wax.




  Rhode.




  Anywhere you will go, I will go.




  Those words Rhode had once spoken to me echoed in my mind. He stood above me and radiated the same protective aura I had loved for so long. He spoke to me but was investigating the wall of the

  barn,




  ‘You could have been hurt. They’re getting more and more reckless.’ He paused. ‘Archers,’ he added with a growl.




  My ears perked up. I had dreamt of Rhode’s voice, of the way it would sound if I ever heard it again. It was so familiar and deep, and yet the dips and emphasis on certain syllables were

  different to the way they had been before. I had to remind myself this was the Rhode of the modern world, with no memory of his life as a vampire.




  From my spot on the ground, I followed the length of his outstretched arm.




  An arrow with a red fletching, or tail as it were, stuck out of the wood of the barn. But I couldn’t concentrate on the arrow. Rhode’s beauty left me speechless. His hair was

  cropped, in a modern style. He moved so easily. I must have just sat there staring, but I didn’t care.




  Rhode leaned closer, investigating the wooden shaft of the arrow. Blood pulsed through his veins and hair grew on his arms. For hundreds of years Rhode was forced to stay out of the sunlight.

  And now . . . he was tanned. I followed the bronze skin of his arm to the tips of his fingers now pulling at the end of the arrow.




  With my heart nearly exploding, I remained on the ground, waiting for him to look at me. I nearly passed out from the anticipation. His blue eyes focused intently on the arrow and I gulped. It

  stuck out of the wall right where my head had been.




  ‘Wait . . .’ he said, and snatched the arrow out. ‘This isn’t a Wickham arrow,’ he mumbled. ‘Who would use a razor-head tip? Lunatics.’




  He looked down at me. His jaw dropped and he backed away.




  ‘You,’ he said. He dropped his voice. ‘The girl in red.’




  Excitement shot through me.




  ‘Me?’




  His lips parted as he studied me. He shook his head and resumed speaking as if he hadn’t just stopped mid-sentence to call me ‘the girl in red’ – whatever that meant.




  ‘I mean, are you . . . are you all right?’ he stuttered. He reached down and his hand gripped mine. After he had helped me up, our hands lingered in one another’s.




  ‘I think so,’ I said. His grasp was strong, comforting.




  Rhode focused on the ground. ‘I’m glad.’




  ‘How did you see it fly through the air so fast?’ We were still holding hands. ‘You pushed me out of the way, didn’t you?’




  ‘I’m an archer,’ he said and dropped my hand.




  I wanted to study the arrow to see if I could identify its origin. My old life had prepared me. I could shoot a perfect bullseye from two hundred feet away when I had my vampire sight.




  Rhode held the arrow at a strange angle, almost as if he was trying to hide it behind his back. He kept it there when meeting my eyes again. The familiar blue pinned me in the middle of my

  chest. I had searched for that blue in every medieval sky, in the flowers that grew on the Heath, but never, not once, did I find it. Not until now.




  Three years. Three long years since I had felt their gaze.




  ‘Your accent. You’re not from the south of England,’ he said.




  ‘I lived in Derbyshire for most of my . . .’




  Oh boy. What should I call those 592 years? Life? For lack of a better expression, I went with it.




  ‘I lived in Derbyshire for most of my life. A small village called Hathersage.’ I waited to see if the name would prompt a reaction.




  Rhode opened his mouth to say something, but nothing came out. I couldn’t read him. Without another word he set off in the direction of the main campus.




  ‘Wait,’ I called. Rhode twisted to look back at me, but he shook his head in disbelief. Something about me was unsettling him. ‘Thank you,’ I said. ‘I would have

  been killed. Big lawsuit for the school archery team.’ I chuckled. When he didn’t laugh I cleared my throat. ‘I’m Lenah.’
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