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  FOR JESSICA BRODY,


  WHO’S SO FREAKING GIFTED, IN SO MANY WAYS, IT’S NOT EVEN FAIR!










  



  

     

  




  AURA COLOR CHART




  Red: Energy, strength, anger, sexuality, passion, fear, ego




  Orange: Self-control, ambition, courage, thoughtfulness, lack of will, apathetic




  Yellow: Optimistic, happy, intellectual, friendly, indecisive, easily led




  Green: Peaceful, healing, compassion, deceitful, jealous




  Blue: Spiritual, loyal, creative, sensitive, kind, moody




  Violet: Highly spiritual, wisdom, intuition




  Indigo: Benevolence, highly intuitive, seeker




  Pink: Love, sincerity, friendship




  Gray: Depression, sadness, exhaustion, low energy, skepticism




  Brown: Greed, self-involvement, opinionated




  Black: Lacking energy, illness, imminent death




  White: Perfect balance










  



  

     

  




  

    EVERY MAN HAS HIS OWN DESTINY; THE ONLY IMPERATIVE IS TO FOLLOW IT, TO ACCEPT IT, NO MATTER WHERE IT LEADS HIM




    HENRY MILLER
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  ONE




  “Close your eyes and picture it. Can you see it?”




  I nod, eyes closed.




  “Imagine it right there before you. See its texture, shape, and color—got it?”




  I smile, holding the image in my head.




  “Good. Now reach out and touch it. Feel its contours with the tips of your fingers, cradle its weight in the palms of your hands, then combine all of your senses—sight,

  touch, smell, taste—can you taste it?”




  I bite my lip and suppress a giggle.




  “Perfect. Now combine that with feeling. Believe it exists right before you. Feel it, see it, touch it, taste it, accept it, manifest it!” he says.




  So I do. I do all of those things. And when he groans, I open my eyes to see for myself.




  “Ever.” He shakes his head. “You were supposed to think of an orange. This isn’t even close.”




  “Nope, nothing fruity about him.” I laugh, smiling at each of my Damens—the replica I manifested before me, and the flesh and blood version beside me. Both of them equally

  tall, dark, and so devastatingly handsome they hardly seem real.




  “What am I going to do with you?” the real Damen asks, attempting a disapproving gaze but failing miserably. His eyes always betray him, showing nothing but love.




  “Hmmm . . .” I glance between my two boyfriends—one real, one conjured. “I guess you could just go ahead and kiss me. Or, if you’re too busy, I’ll ask him to

  stand in, I don’t think he’d mind.” I motion toward manifest Damen, laughing when he smiles and winks at me even though his edges are fading and soon he’ll be gone.




  But the real Damen doesn’t laugh. He just shakes his head and says, “Ever, please. You need to be serious. There’s so much to teach you.”




  “What’s the rush?” I fluff my pillow and pat the space right beside me, hoping he’ll move away from my desk and come join me. “I thought we had nothing but

  time?” I smile. And when he looks at me, my whole body grows warm and my breath halts in my throat, and I can’t help but wonder if I’ll ever get used to his amazing

  beauty—his smooth olive skin, brown shiny hair, perfect face, and lean sculpted body—the perfect dark yin to my pale blond yang. “I think you’ll find me a very eager

  student,” I say, my eyes meeting his—two dark wells of unfathomable depths.




  “You’re insatiable,” he whispers, shaking his head and moving beside me, as drawn to me as I am to him.




  “Just trying to make up for lost time,” I murmur, always so eager for these moments, the times when it’s just us, and I don’t have to share him with anyone else. Even

  knowing we have all of eternity laid out before us doesn’t make me any less greedy.




  He leans in to kiss me, forgoing our lesson. All thoughts of manifesting, remote viewing, telepathy—all of that psychic business replaced by something far more immediate, as he pushes me

  back against a pile of pillows and covers my body with his, the two of us merging like crumbled vines seeking the sun.




  His fingers snake under my top, sliding along my stomach to the edge of my bra as I close my eyes and whisper, “I love you.” Words I once kept to myself. But after saying it the

  first time, I’ve barely said anything else.




  Hearing his soft muffled groan as he releases the clasp on my bra, so effortlessly, so perfectly, nothing awkward or fumbling about it.




  Every move he makes is so graceful, so perfect, so—




  Maybe too perfect.




  “What’s wrong?” he asks, as I push him away. His breath coming in short shallow gasps as his eyes seek mine, their surrounding skin tense and constricted in the way I’ve

  grown used to.




  “Nothing’s wrong.” I turn my back and adjust my top, glad I completed the lesson on shielding my thoughts since it’s the only thing that allows me to lie.




  He sighs and moves away, denying me the tingle of his touch and the heat of his gaze as he paces before me. And when he finally stops and faces me, I press my lips together, knowing what’s

  next. We’ve been here before.




  “Ever, I’m not trying to rush you or anything. Really, I’m not,” he says, his face creased with concern. “But at some point you’re going to have to get over

  this and accept who I am. I can manifest anything you desire, send telepathic thoughts and images whenever we’re apart, whisk you away to Summerland at a moment’s notice. But the one

  thing I can’t ever do is change the past. It just is.”




  I stare at the floor, feeling small, needy, and completely ashamed. Hating that I’m so incapable of hiding my jealousies and insecurities, hating that they’re so transparent and

  clearly displayed. Because no matter what sort of psychic shield I create, it’s no use. He’s had six hundred years to study human behavior (to study my behavior), versus my

  sixteen.




  “Just—just give me a little more time to get used to all this,” I say, picking at a frayed seam on my pillowcase. “It’s only been a few weeks.” I shrug,

  remembering how I killed his ex-wife, told him I loved him, and sealed my immortal fate, less than three weeks ago.




  He looks at me, his lips pressed together, his eyes tinged with doubt. And even though we’re merely a few feet apart, the space that divides us is so heavy and fraught—it feels like

  an ocean.




  “I’m referring to this lifetime,” I say, my voice quickening, rising, hoping to fill up the void and lighten the mood. “And since I can’t recall any of the

  others, it’s all I have. I just need a little more time, okay?” I smile nervously, my lips feeling clumsy and loose as I hold them in place, exhaling in relief when he sits down

  beside me, lifts his fingers to my forehead, and seeks the space where my scar used to be.




  “Well, that’s one thing we’ll never run out of.” He sighs, trailing his fingers along the curve of my jaw as he leans in to kiss me, his lips making a series of stops

  from my forehead, to my nose, to my mouth.




  And just when I think he’s about to kiss me again, he squeezes my hand and moves away. Heading straight for the door and leaving a beautiful red tulip behind in his place.




  

     

  




  TWO




  Even though Damen can sense the exact moment my aunt Sabine turns onto our street and approaches the drive, that’s not why he left.




  He left because of me.




  Because of the simple fact that he’s been after me for hundreds of years, seeking me out in all of my incarnations, just so we could be together.




  Only we never got together.




  Which means it never happened.




  Apparently every time we were about to take the next step and consummate our love, his ex-wife Drina managed to show up and kill me.




  But now that I’ve killed her, eliminated her with one well-placed though admittedly feeble swipe to her rather compromised heart chakra, there’s absolutely nothing or no one blocking

  our way.




  Except me.




  Because even though I love Damen with all of my being, and definitely want to take the next step—I can’t stop thinking about those last six hundred years.




  And how he chose to live them. (Outlandishly, according to him.)




  And whom he chose to live them with. (Besides his ex-wife Drina, many others have been alluded to.)




  And, well, as much as I hate to admit it, knowing all of that makes me feel a little insecure.




  Okay, maybe a lot insecure. I mean, it’s not like my pathetically meager list of guys I’ve kissed could ever compare to his six centuries’ worth of conquests.




  And even though I know it’s ridiculous, even though I know Damen has loved me for centuries, the fact is, the heart and mind aren’t always friendly.




  And in my case, they’re barely speaking.




  Yet still, every time Damen comes over for my lesson, I always manage to turn it into a prolonged make-out session, each time starting out thinking: This is it! It’s really going to

  happen this time!




  Only to push him away like the worst kind of tease.




  And the truth is, it’s exactly like he said. He can’t change his past, it just is. Once something is done it can’t be undone. There’s no rewind. No going back.




  The only thing a person can ever really do is keep moving forward.




  And that’s exactly what I need to do.




  Take that big leap forward without hesitation, without once looking back.




  Simply forget the past and forge toward the future.




  I just wish it were really that easy.




  “Ever?” Sabine makes her way up the stairs as I run frantically around my room, trying to straighten it up before plopping in front of my desk and scrambling to

  look like I’m busy. “You still up?” she asks, poking her head inside. And even though her suit is wrinkled, her hair limp, and her eyes a little red and tired, her aura’s

  hanging in there, beaming a nice shade of green.




  “I was just finishing up some homework,” I say, pushing my laptop away as though I’d been using it.




  “Did you eat?” She leans against the doorjamb, her eyes narrowed and suspicious, as her aura reaches right toward me—the portable lie detector she unknowingly carries wherever

  she goes.




  “Of course,” I tell her. Nodding and smiling and doing my best to appear sincere, but the truth is, it feels false on my face.




  I hate having to lie. Especially to her. After all that she’s done for me, taking me in after the accident when my whole family died. I mean, it’s not like she had to do that. Just

  because she’s my only living relative didn’t mean she couldn’t say no. And believe me, half the time she probably wishes she had. Her life was way less complicated before I

  arrived.




  “I meant something besides that red drink.” She nods, motioning toward the bottle on my desk, the opalescent red liquid with the strange bitter taste I don’t hate nearly as

  much as I used to. Which is good since, according to Damen, I’ll be sipping it for the rest of eternity. Though it’s not like I can’t eat real food, it’s just that I

  no longer want to. My immortal juice provides all of the nutrients I could ever need. And no matter how much or how little I drink, I always feel sated.




  But still, I know what she’s thinking. And not only because I can read all of her thoughts, but because I used to think the same things about Damen. I used to get really annoyed watching

  him push his food around and only pretend to eat. Until I found out his secret, that is.




  “I, um, I grabbed something earlier,” I finally say, trying not to press my lips together, avert my gaze, or cringe—all of my usual dead giveaways. “With Miles and

  Haven,” I add, hoping it will explain the lack of dirty dishes, even though I know that providing too many details is bad, like a flashing red light signaling LIAR STRAIGHT

  AHEAD! Not to mention that Sabine being a lawyer, one of her firm’s top litigators, makes her incredibly good at spotting a phony. Though she pretty much saves that particular gift for

  her professional life. In her private life, she chooses to believe.




  Except for today. Today she’s not buying a word of it. Instead, she just looks at me and says, “I’m worried about you.”




  I swivel around so I’m facing her, hoping to appear as though I’m open, ready to address her concerns, even though I’m pretty much freaked. “I’m fine,” I tell

  her, nodding and smiling so that she’ll believe it. “Really. My grades are good, I’m getting along with my friends, Damen and I are—” I pause, realizing I’ve

  never really talked to her about my relationship before, haven’t really defined it, and have pretty much kept it to myself. And the truth is, now that I’ve started, I’m not sure

  how to finish.




  I mean, referring to ourselves as boyfriend and girlfriend sounds so mundane and inadequate once our pasts, presents, and futures are taken into account, because clearly all of our shared

  history makes us so much more than that. But still, it’s not like I’m going to publicly proclaim us as eternal partners or soul mates either—the ick factor on that is just

  way too high. And the truth is, I’d really rather not define it at all. At the moment, I’m confused enough as it is. Besides, what would I even tell her? That we’ve loved each

  other for centuries but still haven’t made it past second base?




  “Well, Damen and I are—doing really good,” I finally say, gulping when I realize I said good instead of great, which may be the first real truth I’ve spoken

  all day.




  “So he was here.” She sets her brown leather briefcase onto the floor and looks at me, both of us fully aware of how easily I fell into her professional litigator’s

  trap.




  I nod, mentally kicking myself for insisting we hang out here, as opposed to his place like he originally wanted.




  “I thought I saw his car whiz past.” She shifts her gaze to my rumpled bed with the haphazard pillows and disheveled duvet, and when she turns back to face me, I can’t help but

  cringe, especially when I sense what’s about to be said.




  “Ever.” She sighs. “I’m sorry I’m not around all that much and that we’re unable to spend more time together. And even though it feels like we’re still

  sort of finding our way with each other, I want you to know that I’m here for you. If you ever need to talk to someone—I’ll listen.”




  I press my lips together and nod, knowing she’s not finished, but hoping that by staying quiet and compliant, it’ll be over with soon.




  “Because even though you probably think I’m too old to understand what you’re going through, I do remember what it was like at your age. How overwhelming it can be with the

  constant pressure to measure up to models and actresses and other impossible images you see on TV.”




  I swallow hard and avoid her gaze, cautioning myself to not overreact, to not go all overboard with defending myself since it’s much better for her to believe this than to suspect the real

  truth.




  Ever since I got expelled, Sabine’s been watching me closer than ever, and when she recently loaded up on a stack of self-help books, everything from: How to Raise a Sane Teen in Insane

  Times Like These, to: Your Teen and the Media (And What You Can Do About it!), it’s gotten a gazillion times worse. With her underlining and highlighting all of the most disturbing

  adolescent behaviors, and then scrutinizing me, checking for symptoms.




  “But I want you to know that you’re a beautiful girl, far more beautiful than I ever was at your age, and that starving yourself to compete with all of those skinny celebrities who

  spend half their lives checking in and out of rehab is not only a completely unreasonable and unattainable goal, but will only end up making you sick.” She gives me a pointed look,

  desperately wanting to get through to me, hoping her words will penetrate. “I want you to know that you’re perfect just as you are, and it pains me to see you going through this. And if

  this is about Damen, well then, all I have to say about that is—”




  “I’m not anorexic.”




  She looks at me.




  “I’m not bulimic, I’m not on some crazy fad diet, I’m not starving myself, I’m not striving to be a size zero, and I’m not trying to look like an Olsen twin.

  Seriously, Sabine, do I look like I’m wasting away?” I stand, allowing for an unobstructed view of me in all of my tight-jeaned glory, because if anything, I feel like the

  opposite of wasting away. I seem to be bulking up at a pretty good pace.




  She looks me over. And I mean really looks me over. Starting from the top of my head and going all the way down to my toes, her eyes coming to rest on my pale exposed ankles I had no

  choice but to display when I discovered that my favorite jeans are too short and rolled them up to compensate.




  “I just thought . . .” She shrugs, unsure of what to say now that the evidence presented before her so clearly points to a not guilty verdict. “Because I never see you

  eating anymore—and you’re always sipping that red—”




  “So you just assumed I’d gone from adolescent binge drinker to anorexic food avoider?” I laugh so she’ll know I’m not mad—a little annoyed maybe, though more

  with myself than with her. I should’ve faked it better. I should’ve at least pretended to eat. “You have nothing to worry about.” I smile. “Really. And just so

  we’re clear, I have no intention of taking and/or dealing drugs, experimenting with body modification, cutting, branding, scarification, extreme piercing, or whatever else makes this

  week’s Top Ten Maladjusted Behaviors to Look for in Your Teen list. And for the record, my sipping that red drink has nothing to do with trying to be celebrity skinny or trying to

  please Damen. I just happen to like it, that’s all. Besides, I happen to know for a fact that Damen loves me and accepts me exactly as I—” I stop, knowing I’ve just started

  a whole other topic I’m unwilling to explore. And before she can even get to the words now formulating in her head, I just hold up my hand and say, “And no, that’s

  not what I meant. Damen and I are—” Hooking up, dating, boyfriend and girlfriend, friends with benefits, eternally bound. “Well, we’re together. You know,

  committed, like a couple. But we aren’t sleeping together.”




  Yet.




  She looks at me, her face as pinched and uncomfortable as I feel inside. Neither of us wanting to explore this topic, but, unlike me, she feels it’s her duty.




  “Ever, I wasn’t insinuating—” she starts. But then she looks at me, and I look at her, and she shrugs, deciding to just let it go since we both know she most certainly

  was.




  And I’m so relieved that it’s over and that I got off relatively easy, that I’m completely taken by surprise when she says, “Well, since you really seem to care about

  this young man, I think I should get to know him. So let’s schedule a time when we can all go to dinner. How does this weekend sound?”




  This weekend?




  I swallow hard and look at her, knowing exactly what she’s after, hoping to kill two birds with one meal. Having found the perfect opportunity to watch me scarf down a full plate of food,

  while putting Damen on the stand so she can totally grill him.




  “Well, that sounds great and all except that Miles’s play is on Friday.” I fight to keep my voice steady and sure. “And then there’s supposed to be an after

  party—and that’ll probably run pretty late—so . . .”




  She nods, her eyes right on mine, her gaze so uncanny and knowing it’s making me sweat.




  “So it’s probably not going to work,” I finish, knowing I’ll have to go through with it eventually, but hoping for later rather than sooner. I mean, I love Sabine, and I

  love Damen, I’m just not sure I’m going to love them together, especially once the interrogation begins.




  She looks at me for a moment, then nods and turns away. And just when I’m able to exhale, she glances over her shoulder to say, “Well, Friday’s clearly out, but that still

  leaves Saturday. Why don’t you tell Damen to be here at eight?”




  

     

  




  THREE




  Even though I oversleep, I still manage to get out the door and over to Miles’s on time. I guess because it doesn’t take me nearly as long to get ready now

  that Riley’s no longer around to distract me. And even though it used to bug me the way she’d perch on my dresser wearing one of her crazy Halloween costumes while grilling me about

  boyfriends and making fun of my clothes, ever since I convinced her to move on, to cross the bridge to where our parents and our dog Buttercup were waiting, I haven’t been able to see

  her.




  Which pretty much means she was right. I can only see the souls who’ve stayed behind, not the ones who’ve crossed over.




  And like always when I think about Riley, my throat constricts and my eyes start to sting, and I wonder if I’ll ever get used to the fact that she’s gone. I mean, permanently and

  irreversibly gone. But I guess by now I should know enough about loss to realize that you never really stop missing someone—you just learn to live around the huge gaping hole of their

  absence.




  I wipe my eyes and pull into Miles’s drive, remembering Riley’s promise, that she’d send me a sign, something to show she’s okay. But even though I’ve been holding

  tight to her pledge, staying alert, and searching vigilantly for some indication of her presence—so far I’ve got nothing.




  Miles opens the door and just as I start to say hi, he holds up his hand and says, “Don’t speak. Just look at my face and tell me what you see. What’s the very first

  thing you notice? And don’t lie.”




  “Your beautiful brown eyes,” I say, hearing the thoughts in his head and wishing, not for the first time, that I could show my friends how to shield their thoughts and keep all their

  private stuff private. But that would mean divulging my mind-reading, aura-seeing, psychic-sensing secrets, and that I can’t do.




  Miles shakes his head and climbs inside, yanking down on the mirrored visor and inspecting his chin. “You’re such a liar. Look, it’s right there! Like a shining red beacon you

  can’t possibly miss, so don’t even try to pretend you don’t see it.”




  I glance at him as I back out of the drive, seeing the zit that dared sprout on his face, though it’s his bright pink nail polish that steals my attention. “Nice nails.” I

  laugh.




  “It’s for the play” He smirks, still zit gazing. “I can’t even believe this! It’s like I’m totally falling apart just when everything was going so

  perfect. Rehearsals have been great, I know all of my lines as well as everyone else’s . . . I thought I was totally and completely ready, and now this!” He jabs at his face.




  “It’s just nerves,” I say, glancing at him as the light turns green.




  “Exactly!” He nods. “Which just proves what an amateur I am. Because professionals, real professionals, they don’t get nervous. They just go into their creative

  zone and . . . create. Maybe I’m not cut out for this?” He looks at me, his face tense with worry. “Maybe it’s just a fluke that I got the lead.”




  I glance at him, remembering how Drina claimed to climb inside the director’s head and sway him toward Miles. But even if that’s true, that doesn’t mean he can’t handle

  it, doesn’t mean he wasn’t the best.




  “That’s ridiculous.” I shake my head. “Tons of actors get nervous, suffer from stage fright or whatever. Seriously. You wouldn’t believe some of the stories Riley

  used to—” I stop, eyes wide, mouth open, knowing I can never finish that sentence. Can never divulge the stories gleaned from my dead little sister who used to enjoy spying on the

  Hollywood elite. “Anyway, don’t you wear, like, a ton of heavy pancake makeup?”




  He glances at me. “Yeah. So. What’s your point? The play’s Friday, which, for your information, happens to be tomorrow. This will never be gone by

  then.”




  “Maybe.” I shrug. “But what I meant was, can’t you use the makeup to cover it?”




  Miles rolls his eyes and scowls. “Oh, so I can sport a huge flesh-colored beacon instead? Would you look at this thing? There’s no disguising it. It’s got its own DNA!

  It’s casting shadows!”




  I pull into the school parking lot, claiming my usual space, the one right next to Damen’s shiny black BMW. And when I look at Miles again, for some reason I feel compelled to touch his

  face. As though my index finger is inexplicably drawn to the zit on his chin.




  “What’re you doing?” he asks, cringing and pulling away.




  “Just—just be still,” I whisper, having no idea what I’m doing, or why I’m even doing it. All I know is my finger has a definite destination in mind.




  “Well don’t—touch it!” he shouts, the exact moment I make contact. “Great, that’s just great. Now it’ll probably double in size.” He shakes

  his head and climbs out of the car, and I can’t help but feel disappointed to see the pimple still there.




  I guess I was hoping I’d developed some kind of enhanced healing ability. Ever since Damen told me, right after I’d decided to accept my fate and start drinking the immortal juice,

  that I could expect to go through some changes, anything from super-enhanced psychic abilities (which I was not looking forward to), to super-enhanced physical abilities (which could certainly have

  its benefits in PE.), or something else altogether (like the ability to heal others, which has my vote since it would be totally cool), I’ve been on the lookout for something extraordinary.

  But so far, all I got is an extra inch of leg, which really doesn’t do much for me besides requiring a new pair of jeans. And that probably would’ve happened eventually anyway.




  I grab my bag and climb out of my car, my lips meeting Damen’s the instant he comes around to my side.




  “Okay, seriously. How much longer can this possibly last?”




  We both pull away and look at Miles.




  “Yeah, I’m talking to you.” He wags his finger. “All of the kissing, and hugging, and let us not forget the constant whispering of sweet little nothings.” He shakes

  his head and narrows his eyes. “Seriously. I was hoping you guys would be over it by now. I mean, don’t get me wrong, we’re all very happy that Damen’s back in school, that

  you’ve found each other again, and will most likely live happily ever after. But really, don’t you think it’s time to maybe try and tone it down a little? Because some of

  us aren’t quite as happy as you. Some of us are a little bit love deprived.”




  “You’re love deprived?” I laugh, not at all offended by anything he just said, knowing it has far more to do with his anxiety about the play than anything to do with

  Damen and me. “What happened to Holt?”




  “Holt?” He balks. “Don’t even talk about Holt! Do not even go there, Ever!” He shakes his head and turns on his heel, heading toward Haven who’s waiting by

  the gate.




  “What’s his problem?” Damen asks, reaching for my hand and entwining my fingers with his, gazing at me with eyes that still love me, despite yesterday.




  “Tomorrow’s opening night.” I shrug. “So he’s freaking out, has a zit on his chin, and naturally he’s decided to hold us responsible.” I watch as Miles

  links arms with Haven as he leads her toward class.




  “We’re not talking to them,” he says, glancing over his shoulder and frowning at us. “We’re on strike until they stop acting so lovestruck or this zit goes away,

  whichever comes first.” He’s only half joking.




  Haven laughs and skips alongside him, as Damen and I head into English. Going right past Stacia Miller who smiles sweetly at him and then tries to trip me.




  But just as she drops her small bag in my path, hoping to incite a nice, humiliating face plant, I see the bag lifting, and I feel it smacking—right into her knee. And even

  though I feel the pain too, I’m still glad I did it.




  “Owww!” she wails, rubbing her knee and glaring at me, even though she has no tangible proof that I’m in any way responsible.




  But I just ignore her and take my seat. I’ve gotten better at ignoring her. Ever since she got me suspended for drinking on campus, I’ve done my best to stay out of her way. But

  sometimes—sometimes I just can’t help myself.




  “You shouldn’t have done that,” Damen whispers, attempting a stern look as he leans toward me.




  “Please. You’re the one who wants me to practice manifesting.” I shrug. “Looks like those lessons are finally starting to pay off.”




  He looks at me, shaking his head as he says, “You see, it’s even worse than I thought, because for your information that was psychokinesis you just did, not manifesting. See

  how much there is to learn?”




  “Psycho-what?” I squint, unfamiliar with the term, though the act itself was sure fun.




  He takes my hand, a smile playing at the corner of his lips as he says, “I’ve been thinking . . .”




  I glance at the clock, seeing it’s already five minutes past nine and knowing Mr. Robins is just now leaving the teachers’ lounge.




  “Friday night. What do you say we go somewhere . . . special?” He smiles.




  “Like Summerland?” I look at Damen, my eyes growing wide as my pulse quickens. I’ve been dying to get back to that magical, mystical place. The dimension between the

  dimensions, where I can manifest oceans and elephants, and move things far greater than projectile Prada bags—only I need Damen to get there.




  But he just laughs and shakes his head. “No, not Summer-land. Though we will return there, I promise. But I was thinking more like, I don’t know, maybe the Montage, or the Ritz,

  perhaps?” He raises his brows.




  “But Miles’s play is Friday and I promised we’d be there!” I say, realizing just after I’ve said it that I’d conveniently forgotten all about Miles’s

  Hairspray debut when I thought I was going to Summerland. But now that Damen wants to check into one of the area’s most swanky hotels—my memory is somehow restored.




  “Okay, then, how about after the play?” he offers. But when he looks at me, when he sees how I hesitate, how I press my lips together and search for a polite way to decline, he adds,

  “Or not. It was just a thought.”




  I gaze at him, knowing I need to accept, that I want to accept. Hearing the voice in my head shouting: Say yes! Say yes! You promised yourself you’d leap forward, without once

  looking back, and now’s your chance—so just go ahead and do it! JUST! SAY! YES!




  But even though I’m convinced that it’s time to move on, even though I love Damen with all of my heart and am determined to get over his past and take the next step, what comes out

  of my mouth is entirely different.




  “We’ll see,” I say, averting my gaze and focusing on the door, just as Mr. Robins walks in.




  

     

  




  FOUR




  When the fourth-period bell finally rings, I get up from my desk and approach Mr. Munoz.




  “Are you sure you’re finished?” he asks, looking up from a pile of papers. “If you need another minute, that’s perfectly okay.”




  I glance over my test sheet, then shake my head. Wondering what he’d do if he ever found out that I’d finished approximately forty-five seconds after he first handed it to me, then

  spent the next fifty minutes only pretending to struggle.




  “I’m good,” I tell him, knowing it’s true. One of the perks of being psychic is that I no longer have to study, instead I just sort of know all the answers. And

  even though it’s sometimes tempting to show off and ace all of my tests in a long steady stream of perfect scores, I usually try to hold back and get a few wrong since it’s important to

  not overdo it.




  Or at least that’s what Damen says. Always reminding me how imperative it is to keep a low profile, to at least give the appearance of being normal—even though we’re

  anything but. Though the first time he said it, I couldn’t help but remind him of how there seemed to be an awful lot of tulip manifesting going on back when we first met. But he just said

  that certain allowances had to be made in his efforts to woo me, and that it took longer than necessary since I didn’t bother to look up their true meaning of undying love, until it

  was almost too late.




  I hand the paper to Mr. Munoz, cringing when the tips of our fingers make contact. And even though our skin just barely brushed, it was still enough to show me far more than I ever needed

  to know, allowing for a pretty clear visual of his entire morning so far. Everything from his incredibly messy apartment with the kitchen table that’s littered with takeout containers and

  multiple versions of the manuscript he’s been working on for the past seven years, to him singing “Born to Run” at the top of his lungs as he tried to find a clean shirt before

  heading over to Starbucks where he bumped into a petite blonde who spilled her iced venti chai latte all down the front of it—resulting in a cold, wet, annoying stain that one flash of her

  beautiful smile seemed to erase. A glorious smile he can’t seem to forget—a glorious smile that—belongs to my aunt!




  “Want to wait while I grade it?”




  I nod, practically hyperventilating as I focus on his red pen. Replaying the scene I just saw in my head, each time coming to the same horrific conclusion—my history teacher is hot

  for Sabine!




  I can’t let this happen. Can’t allow her to ever go back there. I mean, just because they’re smart, cute, and single, doesn’t mean they need to date.




  I stand there, frozen, unable to breathe, struggling to block out the thoughts in his head by focusing on the tip of his pen. Watching as he leaves a trail of tiny red dots that turn into

  checkmarks at numbers seventeen and twenty-five—just as I’d planned.




  “Only two wrong. Very good!” He smiles, brushing his fingers against the stain on his shirt, wondering if he’ll ever see her again. “Would you like to see the

  correct answers?”




  Uh, not really, I think, eager to be out of there as soon as I can, and not just so I can get to the lunch table and see Damen, but in case his fantasy decides to pick up where I forced

  it to leave off.




  But knowing that the normal thing would be to appear at least somewhat interested, I take a deep breath and smile and nod as though I’d like nothing more. And when he hands me the answer

  key, I just go through the motions, saying, “Oh, look at that, I got the wrong date.” And, “Of course! How could I not know that? Duh!”




  But he just nods, mostly because his thoughts are already back on the blonde—aka: The only woman in the entire universe who he is absolutely forbidden to date! Wondering if

  she’ll be there tomorrow—same time and place.




  And even though the idea of teachers in lust pretty much grosses me out in a general sense, this particular teacher’s being in lust over someone who’s practically like a parent to

  me—just will not do.




  But then I remember how just a few months ago I had a vision of Sabine dating some cute guy in her building. And since Munoz works here, and Sabine works there, I figure

  there’s really no threat of my two worlds colliding. But just in case I’m wrong, I still manage to say, “Um, it was a fluke.”




  He looks at me, brows merged, trying to make sense of my words.




  And even though I know I’ve gone too far, even though I know I’m about to say something as far from normal as you can get, I really don’t feel I have much of a choice. I cannot

  have my history teacher dating my aunt. I can’t tolerate it. I just can’t.




  So I motion toward the stain on his shirt when I add, “You know, her, Miss Iced Venti Chai Latte?” I nod, seeing the alarmed look on his face. “I doubt she’ll be

  back. She doesn’t really go all that often.”




  Then before I can say anything else that will not only dash his dreams but confirm the full extent of my freakdom, I sling my bag over my shoulder and run for the door, shrugging off the last of

  Mr. Munoz’s lingering energy as I make my way toward the lunch table where Damen is waiting—eager to be with him again after three very long hours apart.




  But when I get there, it’s not quite the homecoming I expected. There’s a new guy sitting beside him, right in my usual place, and he’s soaking up so much attention, Damen

  barely notices me.




  I lean against the edge of the table, watching as they all break into laughter at something the new guy said. And not wanting to interrupt or come off as rude, I take the seat across from Damen

  rather than right beside him in my usual place.




  “Omigod, you are so funny!” Haven says, leaning forward and briefly touching the new guy’s hand. Smiling in a way that makes it clear her new boyfriend, Josh, her

  self-proclaimed soul mate, has been temporarily forgotten. “Too bad you missed it, Ever, he’s so hysterical Miles even forgot to obsess on his zit!”




  “Thanks for the reminder.” Miles scowls, his finger seeking the spot on his chin—only it’s no longer there.




  His eyes go wide, looking to each of us for confirmation that his mammoth-sized zit, the bane of this morning’s existence, really is gone. And I can’t help but wonder if its sudden

  disappearance is because of me, because of when I touched it this morning, back in the parking lot. Which would mean I really do have magical healing abilities.




  But just after I think it, the new guy says, “Told you it’d work. That stuff’s brilliant. Keep the rest in case it returns.”




  And I narrow my gaze, wondering how he could’ve had enough time to intervene on Miles’s complexion issues when it’s the first I’ve yet to see of him.




  “I gave him some salve,” he says, turning toward me. “Miles and I are in homeroom together. I’m Roman, by the way.”




  I look at him, taking in the bright yellow aura that swirls all around him, its edges extended, beckoning, like a friendly group hug. But when I take in his deep navy blue eyes, tanned skin,

  blond tousled hair, and casual clothes with just the right amount of hipster chic—despite his good looks, my first reaction is to run away. Even when he flashes me one of those languid, easy,

  make-your-heart-swoon kind of smiles, I’m so on edge, I can’t seem to return it.




  “And you must be Ever,” he says, retracting his hand, the one I hadn’t even noticed was extended and waiting to be shaken until he pulled it away.




  I glance at Haven who’s clearly horrified by my rudeness, then over at Miles who is too busy mirror gazing to notice my faux pas. But when Damen reaches under the table and squeezes my

  knee, I clear my throat, look at Roman, and say, “Um, yeah, I’m Ever.” And even though he shoots me that smile again, it still doesn’t work. It just makes my stomach go all

  jumpy and queasy.




  “Seems we have a lot in common,” he says, though I can’t imagine what that could possibly be. “I sat two rows behind you in history. And from the way you were struggling,

  I couldn’t help but think, well there’s a girl who hates history almost as much as I do.”




  “I don’t hate history,” I say, only it comes out too quickly, too defensively, my voice containing a sharp abrasive edge that makes everyone stare. So I glance at Damen,

  looking for confirmation, sure I can’t be the only one who feels the unsettled stream of energy that starts with Roman and flows right to me.




  But he just shrugs and sips his red drink as though everything’s perfectly normal and he hasn’t noticed a thing. So I turn back to Roman and delve into his mind, eavesdropping on a

  steady stream of harmless thoughts that while slightly juvenile for sure, are basically benign. Which pretty much means the problem is mine.




  “Really?” Roman raises his brows and leans toward me. “All that delving into the past, exploring all those long-ago places and dates, examining the lives of people who lived

  centuries before and bear absolutely no relevance now—that doesn’t bother you? Or bore you to death?”




  Only when those people, places, and dates involve my boyfriend and his six hundred years of carousing!




  But I only think it. I don’t say it. Instead, I just shrug and say, “I did fine. In fact, it was easy. I aced it.”




  He nods, his eyes grazing over me, not missing an inch. “Good to know.” He smiles. “Munoz is giving me the weekend to catch up, perhaps you can tutor me?”




  I glance at Haven, watching as her eyes grow dark and her aura turns a jealous puke green, then at Miles who’s moved on from his zit and is now texting Holt, and then I look at Damen

  who’s oblivious to us both, his gaze far away, focused on something I can’t see. And even though I know I’m being ridiculous, that everyone else seems to like him and I should do

  what I can to help, I just shrug when I say, “Oh, I’m sure that’s not necessary. You don’t need me.”




  Unable to ignore the prick of my skin and the ping in my stomach when his eyes meet mine—revealing a set of flawless white teeth when he says, “Nice of you to give me the benefit of

  the doubt, Ever. Though I’m not sure you should.”




  

     

  




  FIVE




  “What’s up with you and the new kid?” Haven asks, lagging behind as everyone else heads for class.




  “Nothing.” I shake off her hand and forge straight ahead, her energy streaming right through me as I watch Roman, Miles, and Damen laugh and carry on as though they’re old

  friends.




  “Please.” She rolls her eyes. “It’s so obvious you don’t like him.”




  “That’s ridiculous,” I say, my eyes focused on Damen, my gorgeous and glorious boyfriend/soul mate/eternal partner/cohort (I really need to find the right word) who’s

  barely spoken to me since this morning in English. And I’m hoping it’s not because of the reason I think—because of my behavior yesterday and my refusal to commit to this

  weekend.




  “I’m totally serious.” She looks at me. “It’s like—it’s like you hate new people or something.” Which happened to come out much kinder than the

  actual words in her head.




  I press my lips together and stare straight ahead, resisting the urge to roll my eyes.




  But she just peers at me, hand on one hip, heavily made-up eyes squinting from under the flaming red stripe in her bangs. “Because if I remember right, and we both know I do, you hated

  Damen when he first came to this school.”




  “I didn’t hate Damen,” I say, rolling my eyes despite my recent vow not to. Thinking: Correction, I only gave the appearance of hating Damen. When the truth

  is, I loved him that whole entire time. Well, except for that short period of time when I truly did hate him. But still, even then, I loved him. I just didn’t want to admit it. . . .




  “Um, excuse me, but I beg to differ,” she says, artfully messy black hair falling into her face. “Remember how you didn’t even invite him to your Halloween

  party?”




  I sigh, completely annoyed by all this. All I want to do is get to class so I can pretend to pay attention while I telepathically IM Damen.




  “Yes, and if you’ll remember that’s also the night we hooked up,” I finally say, though the second it’s out, I regret it. Haven’s the one who found us making

  out by the pool, and it pretty much broke her heart.




  But she just ignores it, more determined to make her case than revisit that particular past. “Or maybe you’re jealous because Damen has a new friend. You know, someone other than

  you.”




  “That’s ridiculous,” I say, though it comes out too quickly to ever be believed. “Damen has plenty of friends,” I add, even though we both know it’s not

  true.




  She looks at me, lips pursed, completely unmoved.




  But now that I’m this far in, I’ve no choice but to continue, so I say, “He has you, and Miles, and—” And me, I think, but I don’t want to say it

  because it’s a sad little list, which is exactly her point. And the truth is, Damen never hangs with Haven and Miles unless I’m there too. He spends every free moment with me. And the

  times we’re not together he sends a steady stream of thoughts and images to make up for the distance. It’s like we’re always connected. And I have to admit that I like it that

  way. Because only with Damen can I be my true self—my thought-hearing, energy-sensing, spirit-seeing self. Only with Damen can I let my guard down and be the real me.




  But when I look at Haven, I can’t help but wonder if maybe she’s right. Maybe I am jealous. Maybe Roman really is just some nice normal guy who moved to a new school and wants to

  make some new friends—as opposed to the creepy threat I assume him to be. Maybe I really have become so paranoid, jealous, and possessive I automatically assume that just because Damen

  wasn’t as focused on me as he usually is, I’m about to be replaced. And if that’s the case, well, it’s way too pathetic to admit. So I just shake my head and fake a laugh

  when I say, “Again, ridiculous. All of this is seriously ridiculous.” Then I try to look as though I really do mean it.




  “Yeah? Well, what about Drina, then? How do you explain that?” She smirks and says, “You hated her from the moment you saw her, and don’t even try to deny it. And

  then, once you found out she knew Damen, you hated her even more.”




  I cringe when she says it. And not only because it’s true, but because hearing the name of Damen’s ex-wife always makes me cringe. I can’t help it, it just does. But I have no

  idea how to explain it to Haven. All she knows is that Drina pretended to be her friend, ditched her at a party, and then disappeared forever. She has no memory of Drina trying to kill her with the

  poisonous salve she used for that creepy tattoo she recently had removed from her wrist, no memory of—
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