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All my love,

Charlotte


Introduction




In Greek Mythology it is
believed that humans originally had four arms and legs and two
faces on one head. The God Zeus feared the power these humans had
and split them in half, resulting in two humans. He condemned
humans to walk the earth searching for their other half to complete
them. This is referred to as soul mates. Through
reincarnation, some soul mates may spend many lifetimes either searching for
one another or together.


Chapter 1

 Changes

 


Her
scream rips through the entire house, as the
family runs to the horrific source. The wailing cuts right through
to my very core. The memories flood me of the day I bellowed the
same cry so many years earlier. But I can’t think about my own
terror anymore, I have a new life now. I can’t allow her to go
through what I did. What’s he done? I know her terror, her fear,
the panic that is starting to set in for a girl who has become like
a sister to me.

“She’s in Caspian’s room!” I
shout.

Within moments of the
painful cry, my entire family reaches the door. Elijah grabs for
the brass doorknob, only to find it locked. He pounds at the solid
oak door, his demands for it to open becoming more and more
desperate as her cries fall silent. I take notice as Elijah and
Florence share a glance and then, with his unnatural strength, he
throws his shoulder into the door with all his might. The door
splinters into pieces as what is left of it crashes to the
ground.

His room is large, two windows one
facing east, one west, both with simple window seats. On one wall
sits his bed and the other a closet and a private washroom. Caspian
keeps it minimalistic, not much for décor. Inside the room kneeling
at the king size bed, Caspian is frantically fighting to save the
woman he loves. “I...I didn’t... I didn’t mean to! I
didn’t...Please help her! Please!” The tears stream down his face;
blood no longer pours from the wound he inflicted on
Ashley.

I look at the two of them
and wonder how did this ever happen? Why
would he let it go so far? She lays limp
in his arms, as he is desperately trying to give her life again.
The bed beneath them is stained crimson with her blood. I notice
the small puncture mark on his wrist. It is seeping slowly, almost
completely closed over. Surely that is
from his attempt to save her. Surely...he wasn’t planning on
Embracing her.

“Ashley, NO! Please wake up. I can’t
lose you, my love. I’m so sorry,” Caspian cries in utter
anguish.

Isaac and Constance push through the
rest of us, to their aid. If anyone can save her, it will be one of
them.

“She’s too far gone,” Isaac observes.
“There’s nothing any of us can do to save her now.”

“Can I help? There’s got to be
something one of us can do.”

“No, Sophia. I’m sorry, but she’s lost
too much blood, and her heart has stopped. He drank too much too
quickly. I’d try to give her blood if I thought it would help, but
it won’t do any good. I am sorry,” Isaac says, “but Ashley is dead.
His grim confirmation ends all hope.

Every instinct within me tells me to
run and cradle her, to use every power within me to breathe life
back into her limp body. “I can feel it now. She is gone forever.”
I didn’t need him to tell me; I had felt it the second he released
her hand.

“I have much more
experience than you, Sophia. In time you too will have the ability to
detect separate entities and feel when the life force leaves,” he
adds before he rises from his knees and pulls Caspian from her
body. “We have all made mistakes, and I’m so sorry. We all loved
her.”

Elijah wraps Caspian in a bathrobe and
leads him out of the room away from the rest of us. Standing there
for a moment we are shocked into silence by the tragedy... Caspian
has lost the woman he loved, but we all lost a woman we considered
part of our family. It’s not very often we let someone in, but
Ashley is just...well, she is special or at least was.

“What are we going to do
now?” I ask. Glancing around the usually immaculate room, I see it
is in total disarray. The white, satin sheets appear black from the
drying blood they are now soaked in. Blood splatter covers every
wall, as well as the two lovers’ clothing that are haphazardly strewn about
the floor.

Isaac calmly observes our surroundings
and tries to piece together the details. “Elijah will handle this.
He’s a very wise man, and he’ll assist Caspian in dealing with his
loss and the details of the accident.”

Constance agrees. “We’ll know more
after Caspian clarifies what happened.”

Constance’s and Florence’s footsteps
pound in my head as they walk down the nearby staircase toward the
kitchen. The sound of splashing water echoes through the corridor
as they prepare a bucket, so we can clean. We must remove all
evidence of this tragedy.

I realize my senses are increasing
from the blood exposure, and quickly turn my focus back to Caspian.
“Why wasn’t anyone aware of what Caspian and Ashley were doing?
Couldn’t anyone sense what was happening?” My face burns with
anger, and my throat is as dry as charred forest. As I become more
aware of my surroundings, the drying blood brings the repulsive
metallic scent of death. “Let’s open the windows,” I say, needing
relief. “It’s starting to smell in here.” It’s time to air it out a
little; even if nothing will remove the smell of Ashley’s spilled
blood. I head to the large window at the front of the room. I pull
the shades and open the window before taking a seat on the window
bench.

Alexander opens
the second window on the other side of the room. “Agreed. I hate the
smell once the blood stops moving and what is left begins to
settle.”

I can’t help but wonder how blood can
be so appealing until it starts to congeal in the body and reek.
The wind rushes in through the opening, and the scent of her young
blood swirls around the room. I can feel the urge hastening through
my body. I’m ready to come apart.

“Sophia, relax. You can handle this.
Nothing’s going to happen. We’ll all be fine.”

Alexander understands me
only the way a twin can. He’s so protective of me, and the
connection between us is strong, almost unbreakable.
Why weren’t you watching over Caspian?
I thought but dare not say.

Alexander puts his large hands on my
tiny shoulders, looks me directly in the eyes and interrupts my
thoughts again. “He asked me to butt out tonight, Sophia. They had
a special evening planned and didn’t want my intrusion.”

“I’m not blaming you. I’m only
wondering if there was anything we could have done.” I run both
hands through my hair, loosening the layers to fall around my face
piece by piece. While letting out a huge sigh, not wanting to lay
blame on anyone. This is just one of the risks we take with our
lifestyle, nothing more than a terrible unfortunate
mishap.

“What about now? Do you have any clue
what happened, what is happening?” I ask, still looking up at my
brother, who towers nearly a foot over my diminutive five-four
frame.

He lowers his head, letting the sandy
blond hair cover his face.

I try to gauge his emotions. I can
tell he knows something but getting him to share it with me is an
unattainable feat, at least for tonight.

“Okay, everyone
grab a cloth and
start cleaning. Caspian does not need to walk back in on this
mess,” Florence urges in her motherly tone as she enters the room
with a cache of washcloths and cleaning supplies.

Everyone works together to try to
remove the hideous evidence from Caspian’s room. This is going to
destroy him. He loved her more than anything else, and he’ll need
our help to cope with the loss.

∞∞∞

“He’s gone! I had no chance of
stopping him. He’s devastated over what he did and returned his day
ring to me. He said he is no longer fit to be a member of our
family. And then, just like that, he took off. I don’t think he is
coming back—not ever.” Elijah gently places his arm around
Florence’s shoulders. “Not only has our family lost Ashley tonight,
but we’re losing Caspian too. We can mourn our losses tomorrow, but
tonight we must take care of business.”

We all agree and get to work. We never
question Elijah; he is the head of this family and demands respect.
What reason would we have to doubt him? He never steers us wrong
and always guides us in the right direction.

Elijah and Isaac wrap Ashley’s body,
already growing cold, in a sheet.

“We’ll dispose of the body,” Elijah
says, lowering his head at the thought. “The rest of you should
continue cleaning the room.”

Once again, we find ourselves drowning
in silence as the older men in the family remove the body of our
friend.

Constance sets the scene in Caspian’s
room to create the appearance of him running away with Ashley. She
even initiates a goodbye letter on his computer.

I can hear Florence on the phone with
Ashley’s family: “Have you seen or heard from Caspian? We found his
room in disarray tonight and a letter on his computer. He said he
couldn’t handle the pressure of college and was
leaving.”

The plan is being set into motion,
much like a story being written. We’ll file a missing person report
after the required forty-eight hours. As for tonight, we will
pretend to go search for the two lovers that we know are forever
lost to us and to each other.

∞∞∞

With every passing day, I
wonder about Caspian’s safety and his emotional state. We haven’t
heard a word from him since Ashley died, and my only hope is that
he will return to us soon. If or when he decides to, he will know
how to locate us. I still can’t believe everyone in town believes
our tale that Caspian and Ashley ran away together, but our secrets
have been well kept. I only wish the two lovers were still with us.
It’s been nearly a year since tragedy hit our family, the police
closed the missing person’s
file. They claimed that because Caspian and
Ashley are adults and left a note, that it is obvious they wanted
to be alone and have a new start.

I don’t want to leave, but it’s time
to move on, as we are needed elsewhere. I grab my suitcase, pack my
belongings, and prepare for our relocation. All the while, I can’t
help being slightly frustrated that Alexander still won’t share
what he knows. Maybe one day I’ll get it out of him, but for now,
only unanswered questions linger in my mind.

∞∞∞

It’s been almost thirty
years and eight moves since I last spoke to my oldest brother on
the night when his girlfriend was prematurely taken from us. Still,
I’m convinced I’ve seen him lurking in the shadows from time to
time, possibly to check up on us. I hope he decides to confront us
someday soon. I think about him and the accident every day. That
night changed me forever. The ache in my heart returns often, and I
miss my brother. He was always willing to tell me what others
refused to. Things were much more exciting with him around;
humdrumness has taken over since he left...at least until
recently when she came into our lives.

Our family is not the same without
him; we have since taken in a new girl. She is young, with a birth
age of only fifteen. I remember when Constance found her outside
the hospital one evening last summer. We knew by the nature of her
injuries that she would soon be one of us. We took her in and
helped her through the Embrace, training her and inviting her into
our family.

“It’s time to move on again and
introduce Danika back into society. Where better to start than the
same place we all began our lives again so many years ago?” Elijah
declares, and he begins arranging for our relocation.

“This scares me,” I confess. “She’s
still so young. How do you know she won’t rebel?”

“Sophia, my dear, you made it through,
and she will too. You need to have some confidence in her ability
to socialize—not to mention that Alex, Mati, and you will be with
her all the way,” Florence assures me with far more confidence in
the decision to proceed than I have.

I watch with dismay as Elijah takes
Caspian’s family ring, hanging on a thin gold chain, and places it
around Danika’s scrawny little neck.

My emotions get the better
of me, and I shout, “How can you just give her Caspian’s
ring?” Danika is only a teenager,
after all, how can we trust her? She is too new to this life and giving
her a day crystal at such a young age, where she can still rebel
seems foolish to me.

With a firm hand and stern voice,
Elijah replies, “He has not shown himself in three decades, Sophia.
She may use it until we can have one made for her. It will not take
long once we return to Wenham.”

That was the end of the discussion,
for we never question Elijah.


Chapter 2

 The
Move

 


I’ve
never imagined happily ever after. Happiness
isn’t in the stars for me. How can it
be? I ask myself. I saw how it destroyed
Caspian. I won’t let the same thing happen to me. That is why I try
to distance myself from others. I’ve become somewhat of a pessimist
since Caspian left, he took a piece of me with him. Now, after
years of entertaining and educating myself, working meaningless
jobs, I have to return to high school as a spy and babysitter. I
guess this will be a true test for Danika, but I am not interested
in watching her every move and all the questions that come with
being the new kid in town. Flopping back on my bed, I try to
imagine what it would be like if I was normal, if I was
mortal.

The past week has been spent
unpacking. Moving is a big job, and we are taking the time to set
up our house and make it our home. Walking around the house, I feel
a sense of belonging, but it is overwhelming to return to the town
where everything changed, where we learned a new way to survive.
The memories overwhelm me with a variety of emotions, and the lump
in my throat makes it even harder to fight back the tears. Things
improved for us because of a few magical women we had the privilege
of befriending, but I fear now that Danika will jeopardize it
all...but I guess I should have a little more confidence in her and
in our training.

When I’m finished preparing my room, I
decide to help Alexander and Matilda with theirs.

“Why don’t you two ladies enjoy a walk
around the grounds while I set up the electronics?” my brother
Alexander asks. “Sophia, can I assume you still need yours
installed?” Alexander gives me a playful nudge.

“You assume correctly,” I reply with a
smirk across my face.

∞∞∞

Matilda and I take solace
in our little walk around the grounds, familiarizing ourselves with
the area. It’s a beautiful place. A few acres of land surround the
house. I found out at one point this was a hotel. There are a few
gardens with flowers and bird feeders as well as fountains. I love
the pathways that lead throughout the grounds. Various benches surrounded
by lush green grass make the perfect place to relax.

Taking a seat on the bench
in the back garden, I confess, “I think I may like being back here
in Massachusetts. We already have a history in Wenham, and I think it’s
going to prove to be an interesting place for us to live
again.”

“You’re right, Sophia. I remember the
last time we were here. This is the place that made everything
possible, the place where I was saved and became part of this
family.” A slight twinge of pain flickers in Matilda’s eyes as she
recalls a time so long ago. “That seems like forever
now.”

Trying to forget about the
bad stuff, we look around and lounge in the overcast weather. We
are fortunate to have found this amazing house. It has to be the
most beautiful house I’ve ever seen. It reminds me of an old-style
colonial mansion. It’s just on the outskirts of town and is more
than large enough for our entire family, all eight of us. Our
family enjoys nice things, but even better than that, we love a
good deal. I have to say this is the nicest house we’ve ever
had—and at a price,
we couldn’t beat. We all love it, so even when we
move again (as we surely will have to someday), maybe we’ll keep
the house for future use.

I’m excited to be here
again, we’ve been gone for years. I feel comfortable
here as if I
belong. When I start to feel this way, the logical part of me takes
over my mind and I start to wonder how long it will last. We never
stay in one place for more than a decade, and then it is on to the
next town.

“How do you feel about going back to
school?” I ask while twirling my long brown hair around my fingers.
“I was nervous, but I am getting a little excited,” I
confirm.

“I think it’ll be fun. I’ve been
getting a little bored and look forward to challenging myself. I
think the curriculum has changed since last time,” admits the
Barbie doll blonde. In true Matilda fashion, she retouches her lip
gloss while admiring herself in a compact mirror, before we wander
back to the house.

∞∞∞

I spend the rest of the
night organizing my school supplies. I pick out a plain outfit in
an attempt to fit in
as if they won’t realize we’re the new kids.
Small towns like this have lifers. Most of the kids we’ll go to
school with will have known one another since birth. My biggest
concern is Danika. We’ve been easing her out around town all week,
and she’s done well. I just have a bad feeling about her—a
worrisome feeling the others don’t seem to sense. Maybe it’s the
pessimistic side of me emerging yet again. Either way, I hope we do
not draw too much attention. I guess I should just relax and see what
tomorrow brings.

My room is huge, I am in
love with it. There is a small step up on one side that leads to a
sitting area and walk-in
closet. I have a chair and some books already set
up. It’s a great little retreat within my own room. In the sitting
area of my room, that’s exactly what I do. I picked up a book on
Wenham history while we were exploring the town. Page after page, I
learn more about the town history than I knew from our last stint
here. This was the first town to break off from Salem in 1643. The
first settlers of the area were Agawam Indians, and they later sold
the land, though a few Agawam decedents still hold a presence in a
nearby tribe. It is rumored that they are indebted to the land and
still protect the area and the inhabitants. The next section
discusses Wenham citizen Sara Good. During the Salem witch trials
of 1692, Sara was hanged for being a witch. I think Matilda will be
intrigued by this story because of her brush with similar witch
trials back in the day. I dog-ear the page; I’ll share it with her
later. There was also a deadly outbreak of smallpox in 1776, causing all the
town children to be homeschooled. I always love learning about the
towns we move to. I’m glad to have this book, I rest it on my table
to read more later. My brain is in historical overload, but I hope
to have time to learn more before we are forced to move
again...Oh, how I hope we get to stay longer this time.


Chapter 3

 Caspian

 


Writing
in my journal, I start reflecting on the past
thirty years without my family. Flipping through the leather-bound
pages, I see notes–remembrances, and reminders of every encounter I’ve
had trying to protect them. I believe they are unaware of my
presence or the presence of danger that surrounds
them hunts them.
I miss having meaningful relationships, but I must atone for my
mistakes, and this is the best way I know how. My heart still
breaks for what I did to Ashley and for what her loss must have
done to my family. Regret fills me for leaving them to deal with
the aftermath of my actions.

I begin scribing my newest journal
entry.

August
26th

They’re moving again, back
to where it all began or at least where it changed forever. They
are not aware of the dangers that lie ahead. I will be busy, and
only being able to go out at night makes my job more difficult. In
times like this, I wish I hadn’t returned my ring. After coming to
terms with Ashley’s death, I found them, and now I continue to
follow the family I once called my own.

Sophia is extremely
observant, and I have had many narrow escapes when it comes to her
seeing me. The pain she suffered on my account hurts me to no end.
I hope she will one day learn to let go and find love. Her distrust
of the new girl (I believe they call her Danika) is well founded
though. This one will cause trouble for the family, just as Sophia
suspects. Her new scent is drawing the evil closer, and now that
they have returned to Wenham, it is closer than ever
before.

Today I watched them
move into the place up the hill. This house is a good choice; they have
chosen well. It is a secluded place, slightly out of sight and
surrounded by a thick forest. But as much as this is good for them,
it can also be a detriment. If others cannot see them, they cannot
see others, including this evil thing I am hunting. Sitting in the
tall trees today, I was lucky enough to catch a glimpse of Sophia
and Matilda in the garden, thanks to the extreme coverage in the
forest, and the overcast I was able to come out earlier than usual.
I also saw Danika watching them from her room. Her need for
acceptance and belonging is what worries me. It makes her an easy
target. I will need to keep a close eye on her for a while...and
whatever else that may come for her.

Tonight, I will scout the
area and re-familiarize myself with the town. And I simply must
find something to eat.

I close my journal and tuck it away in
a safe place, and I prepare for the night ahead.


Chapter 4

 New
Beginnings

 


Today’s
our first day of school at Wenham High, complete
with new books and school supplies and the same old façade. I step
out the front door of our home, conflicting emotions run through
me. Excitement and yet still reluctant to embark on this new
adventure. I take in the beauty of the land we have purchased, the
deep green hues of the grass and many trees; it is so beautiful I
can taste it, like a fresh, ripe melon. The sun is beginning to
rise, turning the sky beautiful shades of pink and lavender. I
watch as Alexander pulls out of the garage in his pearl-white
Cadillac Escalade, I grab my bag that’s resting on the porch swing.
Matilda and Danika are already in the vehicle, and he stops at the
front steps to let me in. As we drive away I look back at our new
home, large, white and stunning. It’s old and elegant, the
Roman pillars of
the front porch make it seem complete.

As we drive through town,
I see a sign: Welcome to Wenham,
Massachusetts Population 4875. I guess
it’s 4883 now. The streets are busy with parents bringing their
children to the first day of school and older students stopping to
pick up friends on their way. I enjoy the chance to make these
observations, for, over
the years, people’s mannerisms have changed
drastically. What better way
is there to blend in than copying the
traits of those I watch?

I turn my attention to my
new ‘little sister’ to get a feel for her state of mind. She
appears excited; with an ear to ear grin, she twirls the straps of her
knapsack around her fingers. She looks about ready to pop right out
of her seat. “Are you sure you are ready for this?” I
ask.

“Seriously, Sophia, it’s been a year
already. Are ever going to trust me?” Her snarky tone drives me
batty. “I’m ready to start the day, to be a high school student.
Please do not ruin this experience for me. I know you’ve done it
before, but this is a first for me.”

“Fair enough. You should enjoy high
school, and I’ll give you the benefit of the doubt. Just don’t
screw this up for all of us.” At least I’ll have Alexander and
Matilda to help keep her in line.

Stepping out of the car I instantly
feel hundreds of eyes on us, and I try to ignore the whispers in
case of any judgmental remarks about the new family in town. On the
contrary, my siblings appear to be enjoying the attention. I am
happy being slightly more obscure. I follow my siblings through the
school grounds. I’ll not let all the prying eyes bother me, for I’m
only here to support Danika and ensure the safety of those around
her. People are too trusting these days and should be more aware
for their own protection.

We take our time walking
to the main office. The school building is picturesque. It looks to
be about a century old, made of rustic brick, with a large
staircase leads to the front doors. There is well-developed
greenery, ivy, climbing the walls and framing the windows.
So much detail, I think
to myself. They don’t make buildings like
this anymore.

A charming smile beams across my
brother’s face, and his brown eyes sparkle in the morning light.
“Well, kids. Are we ready for this?”

Matilda gives a slight wink of her
ocean blue eyes. “Back to the land of the living.”

“Let’s just get this over with. I hate
not knowing what will happen. I hope people will just stay away
from me. Why do we even bother?” I grumble as my insecurities take
ahold of me.

“You know why, Sophia. It’s because of
me, though frankly, I don’t give a—”

“Danika! I will not tolerate you
speaking like that. You will act like civilized a human being. As
for you, Sophia, if you aren’t careful with your negative talk, you
will be the one that causes Danika to fail. We need to keep her
calm.” Matilda’s eyes grow darker with her anger.

She’s right; it is time for me to
lighten up a little bit.

“Come on, Sophia. Try to enjoy
yourself, maybe even make a friend or two.” Matilda encourages in a
calmer voice than a moment ago.

“Who in their right mind would...?” I
stop myself without finishing my sentence.

Alexander is mad this time. “Try to be
a little more positive and supportive of Danika.”

“I’m sorry. I’ll try not to be so
skeptical and miserable.”

∞∞∞

Walking into the building I notice the
walls are a pale yellow and lined with blue lockers. To my left is
the library, framed with glass walls, as if to invite people in.
Inside it are many cubicles and rows of student iMac computers. I’m
sure I’ve read most of the books on those shelves, but I look
forward to finding the ones I have yet to read.

To my right is the main
office. It’s very bright, with white walls and large windows so
they can observe the happenings outside. Everyone’s going about
their business. A middle-aged man is heading over to the wall
covered by small mail slots, one for each staff member or school
group; he retrieves his memos for the day. A chest-high counter
separates the room on one side from chairs on the other to create a
waiting room, of sorts. In the work area, there are several
cubicles and four larger offices, I assume for the higher officials
of the school. The engraved nameplate on the front counter
says, Ms. Jennifer Hunt.

A nice-looking woman with a warm,
welcoming smile greets us. Her straight blonde hair and blue eyes
put Matilda to shame. “You must be the Pierce family. Welcome to
Wenham High!”

At that exact moment, everyone in the
office stops what they are doing to catch a glimpse.

“It’s not very often that a new family
moves to town. Most families have been here for generations,” she
adds.

Alexander smiles back. “Thank you. My
name is Alex, and these are my sisters, Mati, Sophia, and
Danika.”

As she hands us our class schedules,
locker assignments, and school maps, Ms. Hunt smiles again and
says, “I trust you will enjoy our little town, would you like
someone to show you around?”

“Thank you, I think we can
handle it,” Alexander says as we exit the office.

We stand in the hallway outside the
office as the students begin to file in for their first
class.

Alexander passes our schedules and
information out while announcing everyone’s first class. “Mati, you
have chemistry. I only ask that you do not blow up the school on
our first day. Sophia, you get to enjoy history. That should be
easy enough for you.”

“Ha
ha. Very funny,” I say with a hint of
sarcasm, still slightly confused by my emotions of being
here.

“Well, Danika and I have English in
our respective grades. We can meet at lunch in the cafeteria. Enjoy
your day, girls,” he snickers.

We part ways and begin to look for our
locker assignments and classrooms. Alexander helps Danika find her
way. This allows him a chance to check up on her without the
tension between the two of us.

I have my head buried in
the school map, trying to keep a low profile and avoid the curious
whispers around me as I search for my classroom.
I just wish they wouldn’t pay attention to me. I
must keep my cool and avoid bringing attention to myself.
It’s always nerve wreaking being the new kid.
Turning around I bump into him, my books fly out of my hands.
Although I could catch them, I allow them to hit the ground. I need
to remember that not everyone has super reflexes, and I want to
appear normal. That is when I hear it for the first time: the
friendliest voice I have ever heard. I don’t understand how or why,
but his voice changes my mood from the very first syllable he
speaks.

“I’m so sorry! You okay?” the
enchanting voice asks, already beginning to retrieve my books off
the floor like a true gentleman.

Never have I been so
distracted before. As he kneels beside me, I catch a whiff of him.
He has the most incredible scent, so strong I can taste it. He’s
like a perfectly aged wine, sweet and robust. Like
nothing, I’ve
ever smelled before – simply intoxicating. Maybe Danika is not my biggest concern. I want him more than
anything I have ever desired before. I should worry about myself
for a while. Will I be able to resist this incredible man? It is
almost as though he is made for me. It has been years since I have
been so tempted, and now with hundreds of eyes burning into me,
I am tempted once again. I want to run, to scream, but I can’t. What can I
possibly do? A long time ago, I made a vow–a pledge to never again
follow through with such a temptation. I must remain true and
strong, but...but I am so unsure of my ability to do so. He is like
a bright candy apple at the state fair, so tempting. I know I
shouldn’t, but it is so hard to resist. How long can I resist a
temptation such as this? I take a slow,
deep breath–as my heart beats a little faster, but I want to, just
so I can intake his amazing scent and enjoy the mouth-watering
moment a little longer.

Then I look up. “Ahhh…ummm...I mean I
am. Thank you, Sorry I wasn’t paying attention, I’m sorry. Are you
okay?”

“Don’t worry about me. Name’s
Nathanial McCord, but everyone calls me Nate.”

As I look up at him holding my books
that he’s gathered, I realize he is magnificent. This young man is
the most amazing creature I have ever come across. He offers his
hand to help me off my knees and brushes his finger through his
creamy chocolate-brown hair. Each strand falls back in place and
reminds me of an expensive French truffle. His eyes are the most
beautiful sapphire eyes I have ever seen. I am completely enamored
by him, rendered speechless. This tall, athletic, perfectly muscled
wonder with beautiful broad shoulders stands in front of me with a
puzzled look upon his face.

“Are you sure you are alright? You
look a little out of it. Did you hit your head?”

This is not
good. I attempt to talk myself down, but
there is so much adrenaline running through me. Okay, Sophia, just get this over with and move on to
class. Forget about him, this could be real trouble. You have
worked too hard to throw it all away now.
“Yeah, sorry. Just a lot on my mind; I guess I better get to
class.” Mind your manners and don’t be
rude, I scold myself. “You said your name
is Nate? I’m Sophia Pierce. Nice to meet you.”

“You too, Sophia. Here’s
your schedule back. I see we have first-period history together. Let me
show you the way? You know...for the protection of the other
students?” he jokes while already leading the way with my books
still in hand.

His joke relaxes me just enough to
smile and follow him to class. “Thanks...and very funny, by the
way.” I try to tone down the formality of our conversation.
Sometimes that can be a dead giveaway to our real age.
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