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  Chapter One

Tyson


A week ago, if someone told Tyson he’d be hitchhiking with a wanted murderer and potential demi-god, he would have laughed in their face. And yet there he stood, thumb up as he squinted in the sun on the side of the road in Nowhere, Oregon. 
He sweated up a storm, the moisture mixing with the grime of several days of hitchhiking.
“That one will stop,” Harper muttered, angling her head and pasting on a wide smile. “Keep your thumb out.”
He obliged, straightening his wilting arm. “Why the crazed look?”
Her smile faltered a bit before firming back up. “Looking human and friendly gets better results. Don’t want to look too grim or they’ll drive by. Our appearance is bad enough without making them think we’re homeless. Smile.”
Tyson took a breath in and stretched his mouth in a passable smile. Hunger and heat wore on him, having hiked through the woods for a few hours before reaching the road without any water.
The RV coming up the winding road gave a honk and passed. Tyson dropped his arm and groaned, dejected. Harper swatted his arm. “Stand up!”
Behind them, the bus-like RV had slowed and pulled off the road, parking in the grassy gravel strip next to the pavement. It was cream with strips of faded pink and green color wrapping around the outside, and it looked pretty beat up. Harper headed toward it, gesturing for Tyson to follow.
A woman stepped out from the side of the RV, letting the little white door slam behind her.
“Oh, you poor dears!” She spread her thick arms wide as if she would run and embrace them. Tyson really hoped she wouldn’t. Obvious sweat marks stained her blue flannel shirt around her armpits.
Who wore flannel in the summer?
Tyson glanced at Harper, who had a sheepish smile so out of place on her usually scowling face that he actually did a double-take. She had to be acting, right?
“Thank goodness you stopped,” Harper said. “We’ve been hiking all day trying to catch a ride.” She elbowed Tyson.
“Yes, thank you.” What else was he supposed to say?
The woman beamed. “Well, my mother taught me to never pass by someone in need.” She walked up to them and put a hand on each of their shoulders, looking back and forth between them and tsking in a motherly way. “My, my. You look like you’ve been through the wringer. Let’s get you inside before we get some liquid sunshine.” Her chin jerked to the right and Tyson followed the gesture, noticing a bank of darker clouds. The morning’s overcast skies had cleared up for a few hours, but apparently, mother nature was back for more.
“I’m Wendy, and my husband’s Fred.” Wendy gestured toward the RV door. “He’s driving, you’ll meet him in a moment. Who did you say you were?”
“T—”
“Trevor and Jessie,” Harper cut in, flashing Tyson a glare.
Right. Fugitives. Tyson clamped his mouth shut and let her take over. Harper had more experience with this sort of thing, no need to get it more mixed up than it had to be. He tried to focus on the story she fed the woman so he could recall the details later.
“You know, we were just on a hike as part of our honeymoon, and we got robbed, if you can believe that! Right on the trail. Thank goodness we were together, and that they weren’t violent. They took our keys and our car with most of our belongings.”
Wendy’s hand dropped from the RV’s door handle. “On your honeymoon? Bless you!” She pressed her hand to her chest and teared up. “I’m so glad we stopped. Fred!” she hollered suddenly. Tyson jumped. He gripped the straps of his backpack as the woman flung the RV door open and stormed up the steps. She gestured for them to follow her inside.
“Can you believe these poor dears!” she said as Tyson and Harper climbed the stairs, the RV swaying a bit with the movement. Wendy shook her head. “And you didn’t want to stop. They’re on their honeymoon!”
“Don’t see why we have to ruin it.” Fred grumbled the words, but his eyes twinkled. Tyson liked Fred instantly. Fred had a similar squat, wrinkled face as his wife and a mop of grey hair.
Wendy brushed her wispy brown hair out of her eyes, chest still heaving from her charge into the RV. “Where can we take you two? You’ll want to report this. Police station?”
“No!” Tyson and Harper blurted together.
“We mean, no thank you,” Harper said, glaring in Tyson’s direction.
Tyson gave her a desperate “Now what?” look. Harper bit her lip, which somehow changed from suspicious into cute.
Wendy and Fred stared at them.
Tyson waited for Harper to say something, but instead she turned and burrowed her forehead into his shoulder, acting too upset to talk. Tyson patted her shoulder awkwardly. He cleared his throat. “We don’t want our entire trip to be ruined by this. If you could get us to the next town, we’ll find a hotel and make a call from there. Unless you have a cellphone?”
He winced as he said the words. If they did have one, he’d have to pretend to make a call. Harper’s hand gripped his forearm, fingernails digging in.
Wendy frowned. “Oh no, dear. Sorry, but we don’t believe in that kind of gadgetry. We’ll be happy to take you to the next town, though. It’s a few hours.” She waved toward the table in the cramped kitchen area. “You just get yourselves settled on those benches and Fred and I will consult the map.”
Harper sniffed and turned her head to smile at Wendy. Rubbing her face on Tyson’s shoulder had given her a reddened face, almost like she had, in fact, started crying. Tyson didn’t know whether to admire or be concerned at her skill.
Harper tugged on his arm, pulling him toward the back of the RV. “Come on, sweetheart.” She growled the last word with a fierceness that Tyson thought would surely blow their cover, but Wendy only laughed and exclaimed about young love. Fred grumbled under his breath.
Harper sat on the vinyl seat, pulling down a table folded against the wall. Tyson moved to sit next to her, but she slapped a hand on the vacant spot and gave him a strained smile.
“Tired, pumpkin?” Tyson said sarcastically. He took the opposite bench, clasping his fingers on the table and leaned in. “You make us look like we had an arranged marriage. Would it kill you to act like you like me?”
“It might,” Harper replied. “Look, I got us a ride, okay? If I’d left it up to you we would still be wandering in the woods.”
Tyson watched her face. There were streaks of dirt on her cheeks and dark circles under her eyes. Her short black hair was tousled. Her hands trembled. Tyson reached out and placed his hand on top of hers to offer a bit of empathy. Harper stared at their hands, rigid. After a moment, she slid her hand out from under his and put it in her lap. She focused on the road moving past the window outside.
“When we get to the next town I can check for any paranormal contacts there.” Harper leaned on the table and it tilted alarmingly. She quickly sat back.
“You know that many?” Tyson’s behind slid a little as the RV served lanes. He eyed the seatbelt buckle dangling next to him. Something about the way it hung told him it was broken.
“No, but I know how to look for them. We need a ride that can get us over the state line.”
“And all the way to Alaska,” Tyson finished.
Harper glanced at him. “How sure are you that we need to go there?”
Tyson poked at the chipping surface of the table. “Not at all, to be honest. These… visions. They’re confusing, more than anything. I don’t know why I’m having them, except they started when I got that knife from my Nana.”
Harper closed her eyes. “Remind me again what you saw, exactly?”
Tyson thought the images would have faded, but as he spoke they showed up clearly in his mind's eye. “A raven on a rock, cawing. A serpent coiled beneath it. A mountain standing like an open gate to a wilderness. And just the feeling that it’s north.”
Harper tapped her finger on the table. “Raven, serpent, and a mountain passage?” She frowned. “Do you think the raven could represent my people? And the snake…danger? Or a threat?”
“Are you dears hungry?” Wendy called from the front. She lumbered toward the small kitchen and wrestled with the door of a small fridge. It looked to have plastic clips holding it shut, but they refused to budge. She finally gave up, red-faced and sweatier than before, and pulled open a cupboard with a jerk. After a moment of rummaging, she pulled out a jar of peanut butter and a slightly squashed loaf of bread.
“No jam, I’m afraid. And the honey’s out.” She plunked the two items on the table and opened them, placing the bread on napkins she fished out of the cupboard above Tyson’s head. She then started going at them with a table knife she had pulled out of a drawer without even having to turn around. “At least you won’t starve on my watch.” She chuckled.
In such close proximity, the faint stench Tyson had noticed upon entering the RV intensified. A cloyingly-sweet smell, like rotting fruit, clung to the inside of his nostrils, thick and pungent. He choked down a new wave each time Wendy’s flabby arms moved. He put a hand beneath his nose and tried not to gag.
Harper’s entire face went white when the woman shifted close to her. She wiped at her nose, then dropped her hand and smiled at Wendy with clenched teeth, who smiled back and plunked a chunky-peanut butter sandwich down. A few quick strokes and she had another one. She slid them in front of her guests.
“Now, I know we have some bottled sweet tea somewhere. I’ll rustle it up and be right back.” Wendy’s smile stretched across her face, and she stood there with her hands folded in front of her, as if waiting for something.
Tyson managed to gasp out a strained, “Thank you.”
Harper nodded, her lips drawn in a thin smile. Wendy picked up her own sandwich and took a bite, then lumbered to the cupboards above the sofa near the front of the RV in search of sweet tea.
Harper released her breath. “In the name of all… how can a woman smell so bad?” She stage-whispered at Tyson.
Tyson shushed her. It didn’t seem like either of their hosts had heard her over the rumble of the engine, but he didn’t want to take any chances. “That’s rude. You know, they might not have a shower. And if they’re only around each other all the time, well, they’re probably used to it.” He prodded the sandwich in front of him. “Do you think this is safe to eat?”
“She ate some. So probably. Honestly, I’m too hungry to care.” Harper took a huge bite of her sandwich, locking her mouth up with the gummy peanut butter. It didn’t stop her from talking, but Tyson couldn’t understand a word.
“What?” he asked, taking a more reasonable bite out of his sandwich.
Harper scraped the roof of her mouth with her finger, making little choking noises.
Very attractive. Tyson wanted to roll his eyes, but he withheld the urge.
“Nothing human has that smell, Tyson.” Harper set her sandwich down. She steepled her fingers and pointed them at him. “Can you think of any magical creatures that might? We need to figure out what we just walked into.”
“For the record, hitchhiking was your idea,” he pointed out after he finished chewing.
“And your idea was…?” Harper cocked her head.
Tyson took another bite of sandwich in response.
“Ah, lovers’ quarrels,” Wendy said. Both Tyson and Harper jumped as the woman appeared at their tableside again. She held two glass bottles of iced tea in her hands. “They’re warm, but better than nothing. Enjoy!” She folded her hands again.
“Thank you.” Tyson reached for a bottle.
Wendy stared, unblinking, at Harper, who froze mid-bite and glanced at the woman out of the corner of her eye. “Oh, of course. Thank you.” Wendy turned without comment and walked toward the front of the RV, sitting next to Fred. Harper eyed her sandwich again. “Well, that was weird.”
“Weird for her to insist on manners? First you think body odor is cause for alarm, now this? You’re paranoid.” Tyson managed to untwist the bottle and took a chug of the tepid, sicky sweet drink. It was barely tolerable, but better than choking down a dry peanut butter sandwich.
“Something isn’t right about her,” Harper whispered loudly. “They’re too dumpy to be vampires, werewolves would be weird, but I guess believable. I don’t believe for a second she’s a witch, there’s nothing to indicate that.”
“Maybe it’s just her. The man might not be anything peculiar.”
“Do you enjoy disagreeing with me?” Harper glared at Tyson. “I’m starting to think that’s all our conversations ever are.”
Tyson took another sip of his drink. “No, I think you jump to conclusions too fast, that you act rashly. Take some time to think about the things we know for sure. Decide whether you will act and how. Slow down, before someone ends up dead.”
Harper blinked at him.
“Just a suggestion,” he added lamely.
Harper placed her hands on the table, palms down. Tyson’s skin prickled at the dead-calm in her eyes. “You’re saying I acted ‘rashly’ when I used the orb?”
No point hiding it. “Yes. You did. You could have waited an hour. Becca and Quinn would have arrived and taken you from the camp, and you would have been none the wiser.”
“And I would have left everyone else to continue on as they had. Trapped and brainwashed into believing in your damned system like Fletcher. Look where that got him.” The RV filled with silence. Her voice had escalated at the end, and there was no doubt Wendy and Fred had heard, but to their credit the older couple kept their eyes forward and didn’t say anything.
Tyson closed his eyes. Fletcher had been his first solo client at Camp Silver Lake. Did Harper think she was the only one grieving his death? He dropped his voice, hoping Harper and her temper would get the hint. “I knew Fletcher for two years. You knew him for a week. Don’t pretend you’re hurting more than I am.”
Harper’s entire body tensed like a spring ready to release. She took a fierce bite of her sandwich and chewed viciously, folding her arms and staring out the window. She didn’t look back at Tyson, not even a glance. Bite, chew, stare.
Tyson focused on his own food, but his appetite was gone. He finished, more out of desire to not appear rude to Wendy’s hospitality, and he drank the too-sweet tea. By the time he finished, Harper’s rock hard exterior had mellowed slightly, her shoulders relaxed, her face screwing up with each sip of her tea. He didn’t try to break their silence.
After a few miles of passing scenery, Harper reached a hand across to him and leaned in. “Don’t think I’ve forgiven you,” she said, “but we’re being watched, and we need to look like we’re making up.” She pasted on a smile so endearing Tyson nearly choked. He let her take his hand and she rubbed small circles with her thumb. He leaned in, and Harper kissed him, then sat back on the bench.
It was just a simple peck on his cheek, but Tyson felt Wendy’s eyes boring into the back of his head. She coughed a little.
“No need to be awkward around us, dears. We expect to see a bit of kissing. It’s the best way to make up.” Her tone increased in pitch, clearly angling for Tyson to respond somehow. If he was reading her correctly, a peck on the cheek wouldn’t do it.
Tyson leaned across the table and ran his fingers through Harper’s hair, feeling the new growth like fuzz at the base of her neck. His thumb stroked her cheek. It felt awkward right after an argument, the air still heated between them.
Harper cocked an eyebrow, either in a warning or confusion, he wasn’t quite sure.
Tyson swallowed. He leaned all the way across the table, bringing her head toward his, and pressed his lips against hers.
The soft kiss lingered. Harper’s palm rested on his left cheek, the side facing the window, and she flicked him.
The sharp sting of her fingernail broke the spell and Tyson sat back down. Harper smiled that fake, sweet smile.
The reality hit Tyson like a ton of bricks. His cheeks flushed. What had he been thinking? He cleared his throat. Harper gave him a look halfway between murderous and admiring.
“Didn’t know you had that in you,” she muttered as she picked up her tea and took a swallow. Her fingers tapped on the table, and her head darted from side to side, jittery and nervous.
“A lot of things about me would surprise you.” Tyson put his hand over her fingers to hide them from the couple at the front. “It wouldn’t do for us to get kicked out now. We need this ride.”
“Not sure it’s worth the trouble,” Harper said shortly. She pulled her hand from under his and stood, making her way to the front of the moving RV to start a conversation with Wendy, who seemed all-too happy to oblige.
Maybe it was for the best. He needed a moment to think. Everything was happening too fast for him to make clear decisions. He should never have left Camp Silver Lake. He could have told authorities he wasn’t involved in the deaths of Violet and James. But after Violet attacked him and sold Harper out, could he have stayed even if they had lived?
One thing for certain, things would not improve with Lilith in control. That witch had put Harper up to using the orb. She had known it would incapacitate the leaders of the camp, and she had been the one who used magic to bring them down from the window of the lodge. What would Lilith do with the remaining camp residents? Would she give them more freedom, as she had implied to Harper? Or were her plans more nefarious?
And would Tyson ever return to find out?
A deep grinding sound interrupted Tyson’s thought process. The RV veered to the shoulder and jerked to a halt. Fred shouted curses as he wrenched at the gear shift, turned off the key, and tried turning the engine back over. It shuddered twice, then died with a depressed hissing sound.
Fred slapped the wheel. “Come on, you overgrown four wheeler. Not now!”
Wendy patted his shoulder. “There now, Fred. Bessie isn’t what she used to be. We knew this was coming.” She turned to Harper. “I’m just sorry we’ve gotten you two all mixed up in it.” Her look of sympathy melted into a strange smile. “Luckily, we have more than enough room for you to spend the night. We’re still an hour or so out of town, but we can enjoy supper and games while Fred gives Bessie a look around inside.” Wendy tilted her head at Harper, who gave her a nervous smile.
Harper jabbed her thumb over her shoulder. “It’s still light out. We don’t want to get in your way. I’m sure we can find someone else to take us to town. You’ve been more than kind.”
Wendy’s smile widened further. She glanced over her shoulder at Tyson. “Your man will agree with me. You were lucky we picked you up and not someone with worse intentions. I insist that you stay and enjoy our hospitality. My mama wouldn’t stand to hear otherwise, and I won’t either.”
Tyson swallowed. Wendy’s persistence made him uncomfortable, but some women couldn’t seem to help being nosy. Was there such a thing as being too nice? Tyson nodded to Harper, who gave him a wide-eyed, panicked expression, but he just folded his arms and smiled reassuringly. Unless Harper could give him a good reason not to trust the over-endearing Wendy and her husband Fred, it looked like they could be staying the night in Bessie the RV.
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  Chapter Two

Harper


Harper gritted her teeth in a bare resemblance of a smile. Her jaw ached and her shoulders were sore from flying with Tyson that morning. 
Just that morning. It seemed like an eternity had passed since the orb.
“More jojos, dear?” Wendy held a plate of wilted, thick potato fries toward her. Harper’s stomach clenched at the thought of forcing down more of the wilted, greasy wedges and shook her head. She dropped the over-cooked fried chicken onto her plate, all of it done in the microwave in the RV because Wendy said she had run out of propane for the tiny oven. A barely-chilled coleslaw sat on the table untouched by Harper, as she worried about food poisoning.
Tyson had loaded his plate. How could he eat at a time like this? Stranded on the side of the road with these strange people, forced to pretend to be married, of all things. She had herself to blame for that part of their story, but it had been the most plausible and sympathy-inducing scenario she could create on the spot. Maybe Tyson loved jojos. Harper had never liked them. He seemed like a people person, too, more so than Harper, so maybe he truly enjoyed getting to know Wendy and Fred.
Or maybe Tyson wasn’t haunted with guilt over what happened to Fletcher. Or Violet and James.
Harper sat back against the vinyl seat and scrubbed at her eyes. Her chest tightened, and her breath shuddered through her body as she fought off the swell of sadness. The anger lingered too, a slight, fading sting now that she had accomplished what she set out to do—remove Violet and James as leaders of the camp. She hadn’t intended for them to be killed, but Lilith had.
“Tired, dear?” Wendy’s weedling voice broke through Harper’s thoughts.
The door at the front of the RV opened, and Fred stomped up the steps. Wendy held a plate out to him.
“We saved you some dinner, Fred. How is Bessie?”
Fred shook his head, mopping his face with a filthy rag. Wendy squeezed out and offered him her side of the bench at the table and he plopped into the seat, laughing and rubbing his beard.
“Well, Bessie is in need of a rest, it would seem. Not much more I can do for her except wait and see how she is in the morning and call a mechanic if she doesn’t start.”
Harper’s heart stopped. They were stuck here overnight. She trained her breathing, keeping it slow and methodical to avoid a reaction. What would an innocent, concerned young woman do? She brought her hand to her chest.
“Oh my. I’m sorry to hear that,” she said in a slightly breathy voice, hoping she didn’t sound vapid. Tyson gave her the odd look he’d been using ever since she had flagged down the RV. He saw a new side of her, this level of acting and deception—a tool Harper had used to survive since childhood.
“Oh, Fred. I can’t believe it.” Wendy sighed, then perked up. “On the bright side, we have you dears here to keep us company at least. You know, I think we ought to offer them our bed, Fred. What do you think?”
The man blinked at her, mouth full of jojos. “Why?” he asked, potato bits falling onto his plate.
Wendy wrung her hands, looking distressed. “Why, because they’re newlyweds, Fred. And guests. It’s the decent thing to do. We can pitch the tent outside.”
“No,” Fred said flatly. “It’s going to rain. We can set up the hide-a-bed in here.”
Wendy chuckled. “Of course we can.” She didn’t look too pleased about it, for some reason.
Harper supposed the woman wanted to give the newlyweds some privacy, but Harper couldn’t tell her there was no need. Even if she were spending the night in this suffocating RV with her new husband, Harper wouldn’t want to do anything on a stranger's bed.
“That’s not necessary,” Tyson jumped in, wiping his face with a napkin. Well-mannered even on the run. Tyson didn’t have to pretend as hard as she did to be kind and respectful. “Jessie and I can sleep anywhere, as long as we’re together.” He offered Harper a fake-besotted smile and she returned it with a sarcastic cock of her head.
Wendy exchanged a knowing look with Fred and sighed dreamily. “You two are the picture of new love. I can’t believe we’re so lucky to pick you up.”
Harper itched to slap that wide smile off the lady’s face. She didn’t buy the act. There was something fishy about the RV breaking down when it did. Something too convenient in their reactions, their willingness to house strangers for the night.
Harper couldn’t get rid of the itching in her shoulder blades. Her instinct told her to refuse the offer of a dry place to sleep and run. Could Wendy have heard the news of Harper and Tyson’s escape from Camp Silver Lake and decided to hold them until the Stiffs got here?
Harper hadn’t heard anything on the radio, and Wendy claimed not to have a cell phone, but that didn’t mean the matronly woman wasn’t more cunning than she looked. Harper would have to keep her senses honed and be ready to get the hell out of there if things turned south. 
“I’ll help clean up dinner,” Harper said, jumping to her feet.
“Thank you, but I can do it, dear.” Wendy reached across to take Harper’s and Tyson’s plates, and Harper got a full whiff of the woman’s horrid scent. An acidic, bitter death smell that made her eyes water at this proximity.
She put her fist against her mouth and closed her eyes, praying her stomach held.
“Fred will get your bed set up,” Wendy said.
Fred grunted in agreement and shoved the last two potato wedges in his mouth, brushed his hands together and stood.
Harper and Tyson stood in back near the closet-sized bathroom, watching as the older couple expertly folded back the table, slid the benches sideways, and popped a mattress out of the narrow couch. The sheet on it smelled musty, but thankfully nothing like Wendy. Two pillows were pulled out of a cupboard, and a thin tan blanket and puffy homemade quilt.
“You sure you wouldn’t like to stay up for games?” Wendy asked hopefully.
Harper would rather have clawed out her eyeballs than engage with this woman any more. That wide smile, simpering kindness, and the unscratchable itch inside Harper’s shoulder blades made every second miserable. She hoped she was wrong. But if not, might as well get the show started. If Wendy, and possibly Fred, were paranormal beings with ill intentions, they would choose a moment when Harper and Tyson were most vulnerable to make their move.
“Games sound wonderful,” Tyson said. Harper elbowed his ribs discreetly. Tyson grunted and rubbed his side. “But we’re spent after everything that happened today.” He put his arm around Harper, who allowed it for appearances’ sake. If he tried to kiss her again, though, she would slap him so hard he would lose sense of direction.
“Feel free to make use of the facilities we have. Push the lever by the base of the toilet with your foot to flush. There are fresh washcloths on the sink if you need a cleaning. Fred and I will go sit outside and enjoy the evening air for a bit.”
The muggy, damp evening air, with a thunderstorm threatening. Harper’s eyes narrowed at the broad backs of the retreating couple. The RV door slammed shut, and she was alone with Tyson for the first time in hours. Harper released a long breath.
“I call the bathroom first.”
Tyson sat on the bed, bouncing and wincing. “Be my guest.”
Harper took her time freshening up, but kept one ear open for any sounds from outside. The rare car driving by, the wind rushing past the sides of the RV. A quiet roll of thunder in the distance. She turned the water off and set the used washcloth down, then turned the handle of the door. It creaked open.
“Thank goodness,” Tyson said, standing outside the door.
“Ah!” Harper yelled. Her heart beat surged in her chest. “Why are you creeping around the bathroom door?”
“I’m not creeping! I was trying to see Wendy and Fred outside. Did you notice if they took a flashlight or anything with them? It’s dark and lightening started a bit ago.”
“Don’t tell me you’re worried about them.” Harper squeezed past Tyson’s bulk filling the narrow corridor.
“They could just be people.”
Harper scoffed. “I don’t believe that for an instant.”
“Is it really so hard to believe that truly nice people exist?”
“Nice people with chunky peanut butter and gag-worthy body odor who feel comfortable picking up strangers on the side of the road?”
Tyson’s expression didn’t change. “Yes.”
“I’ll believe it when I see it. If we wake up in the morning without incident, you can say ‘I told you so.’” Harper left the dim light above the stove on as she walked to the end of the RV where the hide-a-bed was set up. The bathroom door closed behind her.
She lay on the mattress. Every position she tried emphasized the bones in her body. Shoulders and hips both pressed painfully into the barely-cushioned surface. It tempted Harper Harper to bring out her wings and cushion herself from the miserable excuse for a bed, but she risked getting caught. If Tyson was right, and Wendy and Fred were normal people, coming back into the RV to a raven-woman sleeping in their spare bed might give them heart attacks, or worse, they would dial 6-1-1 and have the Stiffs swarming the area within a few minutes.
Harper listened to the sound of running water and the rumble of thunder. The RV creaked and rocked as a large semi-truck drove by.
Voices murmured behind her head.
Harper sat up and twisted toward the window behind her. She held one of the thin blinds down and peered into the pitch darkness. A ghostly wisp of green flashed across her view and disappeared. Harper scooted closer to the window, but she didn’t see the green wisp again.
The bathroom door opened, and Tyson stepped out, a shadowy, but familiar figure as he approached the bed. Harper’s heart rate increased again, and she frowned. This was Tyson, not some ghoul in the night. He hadn’t scared her this time. Then why did her breath shorten when she looked at him, hair tousled and standing on end from where he had run wet fingers through it?
Tyson eyed her but didn’t say anything as he removed his shoes, then climbed over to the other side of the bed and lay on top of the covers. He stared at the ceiling.
He cleared his throat. “I can sleep on the floor if you want.”
“There isn’t room. Besides, Wendy will think we’re still fighting.”
“It happens, you know. Couples fight.”
“On their honeymoon?”
Tyson laughed. “All right, you have me there.” He looked at her as she peeked out the window again. “You see something?”
“I’m not sure,” Harper admitted. She backed away from the still-dark window and burrowed under the scratchy blanket. Her heart slowed.
Tyson shifted and pulled the quilt over himself, staying above the scratchy blanket.
Personal preference or chivalry? Either way, Harper’s heart responded with an uptick in beats. She took deep breaths, willing it to calm down. There was no reason to be nervous around Tyson. He knew what she was capable of, and he respected her.
Rain pattered on the roof above. Harper expected Wendy and Fred to return any moment, but the RV door remained shut. She couldn’t hear voices anymore, either.
“Tyson?” she whispered.
Tyson faced her, expression obscured by the pitch darkness. “What?”
“What are you thinking about?” Harper swallowed, moistening her dry mouth.
Tyson sighed. “I was thinking how things were at the camp. Losing Fletcher and the camp leaders in such a short time…” He paused, then coughed. “It’s a lot to deal with.”
“You’re worried about the residents?”
“I am.”
Harper thought about that. “But Violet wasn’t a good leader. She wasn’t protecting residents. She actively sent them to be tortured, encouraging them to give up everything for some stupid laws.”
“You only knew her a short time, Harper. Don’t judge her so harshly.” His voice sounded rough.
Harper flexed her hands under the blanket and faced him. “What about your friend Reya?”
“What about her?” He moved, seeming uncomfortable. Did it matter what had happened to his childhood playmate? Harper hadn’t known the fox-shifter, but she knew the girl was important to Tyson. Reya was, in fact, one of the reasons he had become a paranormal counselor.
“You never told me what you found out.”
“There wasn’t time.” He paused. “The records in the apothecary indicated that she died.” His clipped voice hid his true emotions.
“Died? Of natural causes?” Harper couldn’t believe that, not for a minute.
“No,” Tyson admitted. “Lethal injection.”
Harper sat up in the bed. “And you still defend her? Violet? How can you?”
“Because grief makes people do weird things.” Tyson faced Harper, who shook her head furiously.
“You aren’t going to explain away that witch’s behavior with grief. Who was she grieving when she killed Reya? Are you going to excuse that away with your psychology degree? You don’t have any proof she or James wasn’t involved, and everything points to them being there. Violet wasn’t innocent. You don’t have to mourn her.” Harper clenched the blankets.
When Tyson finally spoke, his voice held a dismissive tone. “None of us are innocent.” 
Harper heard the words, felt them pointed at her. She wanted to say something to rid herself of the feeling of his disappointment in her. She hadn’t pulled the trigger, but she had aimed the gun, so to speak. Violet and James were dead because of her.
Harper lay with her back to Tyson, fighting back the swell of emotion blocking her throat. Tyson adjusted the covers, staying on top of the bottom blanket. Warmth radiated from his back, a small comfort against the pain and guilt of what had happened the past few days. Fletcher had ended his life after his wings were surgically removed.
The orb had taken something from her, and Harper didn’t know what. She didn’t want to think about the empty patches in her mind that felt sterile and empty. She wanted to shut her eyes and dream of finding her parents, of reuniting with them in a safe and secret place where they could live out their lives in their raven forms without fear of persecution or restriction.
Despite her resolve to stay awake until Wendy and Fred came in and went to bed, Harper’s eyelids grew heavier and heavier until they finally sealed. She slept in fits and bursts. Gravelly voices muttered. A door clicked open, then shut even more quietly. 
A snuffling sound wormed its way into Harper’s awareness. An acrid stench wafted through the room. She moaned and turned onto her back, pulling the covers higher, only they wouldn’t move. Something held them trapped. She tugged harder. A cackling filled the RV. Harper paused and breathed in. The smell overwhelmed her, making her eyes water, her senses tingle.
A heavy object landed on her chest, crushing the wind out of her. Harper opened her eyes but could see nothing. There was something pressing against her eyes, a blindfold of sorts. She thrashed and screamed against a fabric gag in her mouth. A set of hands with an impossibly tight grip pinned her hands to her sides.
A shout next to her—Tyson. He struggled the same she did, a gag muffling his shouts for help.
The weight on top of her shifted, and Harper bucked. The object— or being—flew off with a thud. Harper rolled off the bed and landed on her shoulder, striking a ledge on the uneven RV floor. Her hands scrabbled at the blindfold and tugged it partway up.
In the nearly pitch dark of the RV, a lumpish, squat figure crouched a few feet away from her. A slight gleam off its teeth and eyes telling Harper betrayed its position. It snarled and leapt for her. Harper ducked and rolled under the hide-a-bed, scraping the top of one shoulder. A sharp pain radiated from her skull and she realized the creature had grabbed her hair. She screamed through the gag as the creature pulled at her from under the bed.
Tyson’s cries were growing quieter as Harper reached back and pulled against the creature’s grip. Another creature sat on top of Tyson’s chest, bouncing and chuckling with dark glee, leaning close to Tyson’s face and sniffing loudly.
Tyson would suffocate if Harper didn’t act. She let her wings out, feeling them thrust through her back near her shoulder blades. One hit the wall with a sharp pain, the other folded against the cupboards on the opposite side. 
The tug on her hair released. Harper stood, folding in her wings. She grasped the gag to remove it and sing a Song that would send these creatures to an early grave, but the creature sprang up from the floor and rammed into her head, sharp claws scrabbling for purchase on her face.
Harper grabbed its hands and
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