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Dreams are made
to follow,

With loved ones
as your wings,

Listen to them,
hold them dear,

Remember they
are the Light.
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Prologue

 


It didn’t take
Abbii long to drift off, but it also didn’t take long for the
dreams to enter her thoughts. She tried to avoid concentrating onto
them, pushing the fear as far down as she could, but the colours
flashing across the dream made it impossible.

There was
silver water, surrounded by trees that seemed to move with Abbii’s
gaze upon them. The sky was strange, grey with clouds but well lit
at the same time, casting a light over the ground below. She soared
over the ground like a bird of prey, feeling that her dream was
drawing her towards something specific up ahead.

Please stay
away.

The thought
repeated itself over and over, but the darkness looming towards her
from the trees couldn’t be hidden. She knew the shadows were there,
waiting for her to lose focus just enough for them to grab her. Her
dreams had been heavy for so long, trapping her for what seemed
like hours at a time, but this one was different. It was
suffocating her.

Her
consciousness lowered to the grassy verge below, and she could
almost feel the moisture against her bare feet. It felt so real.
She couldn’t explain it any other way than she felt as if she was
looking over herself, watching herself move, watching the shadows
come for her. She wanted to back away, scream and run as far from
them as she could, but a figure ahead of her caught her
attention.

Jake?

Dark shapes
had surrounded him, the Shadows pulling at his skin and clothes.
Her stomach dropped and she opened her mouth to shout his name, but
he turned to meet her gaze instead. He was oddly smiling, filling
her with the fear that she’d gone mad, or that he was letting the
Shadows take him, neither option making her feel at ease. A flash
of light consumed his body before she had the chance to question
him.

She had
started to run, but even when he had fallen to the ground, her legs
still carried her towards the same spot. Bile bubbled in her throat
as she watched blood fall from his lip, and as she reached him, she
realised his blood was soaking the grass, and now her knees. There
was a sharp edge protruding from his chest, but his eyes were
glowing. She scrambled to him.

“Jake!”

The shadows
lunged for her whilst she cradled him, watching as the glow from
his eyes disappeared. She shook her head, screaming his name, and
her consciousness came soaring back to reality. Gasping for a
breath, she sat up straight, hyperventilating. A single tear rolled
down her cheek, but the pain in her chest was as potent now as
ever.

The
shadows…they’ve found me again…


One

 


Abbii’s room
was cold and empty. It was small, with little furniture; shadows
cast across the wooden floor by the early morning twilight. She had
a desk, overflowing with books and magazines, and a chair
underneath which she used as a space to stack her papers for class
rather than an actual seat. Other than her small window and the
white blind that hung over it, her room was dark and
hollow.

Abbii hated
it.

She’d hated it
for four years, ever since she had been brought to The Everglades
College for the ‘Gifted’. Truthfully, it was a college for young
adults, left there by the people trusted to love and support
them—friends and family—who ultimately cut themselves off from
their children to better their own lives. Well that’s what Jake had
said. They had met on the first day of the year; both of them being
the only new students to start that term. Abbii and Jake had been
friends ever since.

Having had
another rough night, she reached for her phone and opened a new
text message to send to Jake.

R u
awake?

Closing her
eyes briefly, she leaned against the wall and breathed in. It was
so quiet that she found it eerie. Her phone lit up.

As always… Bad
dreams?

She
smiled—Jake knew her too well.

Yeah, same one
again.

Only a moment
passed by, but she knew that Jake would be hurriedly getting
dressed, as they had a habit of meeting when they both couldn’t
sleep.

Usual
spot? He replied.

10
minutes?

B right
there.

Closing her
phone, Abbii pushed it into her pocket and moved to the edge of her
bed. She forced her feet into a pair of grey boots and then reached
for her blue hoodie, pushing her head forcefully through the neck.
It felt smaller each time she pulled it on. Flattening her hair as
best as she could, she didn’t look back before moving towards the
door.

The hallway
was empty, but a darkness filled the space, making Abbii feel
uncomfortable. She glanced left briefly to check the coast was
clear, and then headed towards a set of double doors which blocked
her way. She peered through them to the end of her corridor, where
there stood a white glass door—the door to the outside. The only
problem was that she had to pass Daniel’s room to get
there.

Daniel was the
College Head teacher. He wasn’t overly strict, but he always
expected the night curfew to be followed. Abbii would be in serious
trouble if he caught her out four hours later than their ten
o’clock curfew. He said he had been lenient creating such a late
curfew for them, but he had always explained that it would only
remain until necessary. Abbii had never understood what he had
meant.

Shrugging the
thought aside, she pushed through the double doors, quietly closing
them behind her. She focused on the white glass door before making
a dash for it, inhaling a deep breath. Hearing movement from
Daniel’s room as she reached the door, Abbii pushed against it and
ran.

The grass was
wet beneath her feet, seeping in through her worn, grey boots.
Small droplets of dew splashed against her face as she passed under
some overhanging branches, but her skin welcomed the refreshing
moisture. As soon as she had passed the large tree trunk that
entwined with an old brick wall that separated the two college
gardens, Abbii stopped to catch her breath.

A twig broke
ahead of her, causing her to dart her gaze ahead She smiled, seeing
Jake approaching her. He always got to the tree first, no matter
how fast she tried to get there. It was almost as if he was already
outside to begin with, tracing his steps back to meet her, but that
was a stupid thought. Why would Jake need to be out here without
her?

“Took you long
enough!” he winked.

“Sorry,” she
panted, “thought Daniel was gonna catch me again.”

Jake laughed.
“Again? That’d be the third time this week, wouldn’t
it?”

Abbii walked
towards him, trying not to laugh. “If I get caught this time,
you’re going down with me!” Jake fell silent, but as a smile crept
across Abbii’s face, his eyes glistened.

“Race you!” He
turned and ran.

Taking a brief
moment to look into the trees behind them, Abbii had a strange
feeling that someone was watching her. She forced her eyes to try
and focus, but couldn’t make anything out. Did something just
move?

“Come on
Abbii!” Jake shouted.

Moving her
gaze, she saw Jake waving over his head for her to join him. She
smiled and forgot about the trees, running down to the water’s edge
where he had sat down. This was their favourite spot—a large lake,
surrounded by willows. The moon reflected beautifully on the
water’s surface; small ripples appearing frequently from the night
time insects that danced over it.

Abbii had used
to go to the lake when she couldn’t sleep, sitting and listening to
the hum of the road nearby. Owls had used to fly overhead,
searching for mice or rodents that they could have eaten, but it
was too cold for them now; November had grown unbelievably cold.
She had taken Jake to see her favourite spot a few months after
they had met, and they had returned every night since, watching the
seasons change around them.

Jake fidgeted.
“Do you think you’ll ever sit here with someone else, watching over
this lake?”

She looked at
him, confused. “Why would I do that?”

“Things
change, Abbii,” he stated matter-of-factly, turning his head so
that she couldn’t see his face.

“Jake, what’s
wrong?”

He breathed
in. “I’m just tired of living here. It’s like a prison, trying to
show us the light, trying to force it onto us.” Turning his head,
he looked her in the eye. “I was fine before I came
here.”

She understood
what Jake meant. All the remaining family members that he had had
before coming to The Everglades had died in the last four years,
and he had always blamed the authorities for taking them away from
him. He had grieved so long that it had changed him. He wasn’t the
same person that Abbii had met on their first day.

“Anyway, I
have something to give you.” He must have seen the worry in her
eyes. “Don’t worry about me.” He smiled.

“But…”

He raised his
hand to reveal a plain box that sat on his palm. “Happy birthday,”
he whispered.

She took the
box from him, not knowing what to say. She hated it when Jake kept
things from her, and it was obvious that he had something on his
mind. It was her birthday after all, and the least he could was
tell her what was going on. She sighed. There would be no way that
Jake would be told what to say. The only way Abbii was going to
find out what was wrong was to carry on as if nothing
was.

A smile crept
across her face. “I didn’t think you’d remember,” she replied,
blushing.

“Of course, I
would! It was your birthday the day we met.”

Stroking her
fingers over the black box, she wondered what was inside. Jake had
always gotten her a gift for her birthday, but this one seemed
different, even the ribbon tied around the velour box sparkled. She
lifted the lid slowly to see a silver angel pendant and chain. A
crystal of some kind was encrusted into a circular orb, which the
angel’s feet rested against.

“It’s
beautiful,” she whispered.

Abbii lifted
the angel delicately from the box, watching as the moonlight
highlighted the detail of its feathered wings. Holding it by its
chain, she looked past it to Jake’s face. He smiled.

“You like it,
then?”

“I love
it!”

“Do you want
me to put it on for you?”

Nodding, she
turned her back to him so that it was easier to fasten the clasp.
He adjusted his position and then took hold of the chain over
Abbii’s shoulder, laying the angel gently against the top of her
chest, sending a shiver along her body. Once Jake had fastened it,
she turned and smiled.

“Do I get a
hug?” he asked.

Moving onto
her knees, Abbii wrapped her arms around him. “Thank you,” she
whispered. It was strange though; it felt like they were saying
goodbye.

“I’m glad you
like it.” The grin across his face had widened when she leaned
back. “Look, I got this for me.” He raised his hand to reveal a
solid ring which sat on his middle finger. The same crystal that
shone from her angel glistened in the centre of his ring. “I’ll
always be with you, Abbii.”

The way his
words formed made a cold energy travel the length of Abbii’s skin.
Each hair on her neck stood to attention, the lump in her throat
growing. “You wouldn’t leave…without me, right Jake?” Abbii met his
gaze as a tear rolled down her cheek.

He wiped it
away with his finger gently. “Like I said, a part of me will always
be with you…no matter what happens.”

She accepted
his answer, but still felt as if something was wrong. Something was
going to happen. She couldn’t explain it, but the pit of her
stomach bubbled with anxiety. There were so many things she wanted
to ask him, but she didn’t want to waste their time together so she
pushed the thoughts aside. They talked for hours, watching as the
moon glided across the sky until it disappeared behind the horizon.
The stars faded one by one, and the sun began to rise.

Jake
stretched. “Bed time,” he joked.

Abbii laughed.
“Lucky you, I have English first class.”

“Well then, we
better get going. We don’t want you being late for Daniel’s class.”
Standing to his feet, he helped her stand and they made their way
back to the college.

As they passed
the large tree trunk, Abbii had the same feeling come back to her;
it felt like something was watching her. She glanced to her right,
scanning the trees and surrounding bushes, before shaking the
thought away as she reached for the glass door. It opened before
she could grab the handle, and Daniel stepped out. She opened her
mouth to speak but was quickly cut off with his heavy
sigh.

“You should be
on your way to class, Abbii. I believe you need to be in the
northern part of the college.” He held her gaze for a moment and
then looked at Jake. “And Mr Christian, I believe that you have a
free class? Perhaps you could catch up on some lost
sleep.”

Holding back a
smile, Jake stepped through the door. “Yes, sir.” He winked at
Abbii and then disappeared into the corridor, letting the door
close behind him.

Daniel raised
his eyebrow as Abbii lifted her gaze solemnly. “I see you have
forgotten your class books. I presume you can make your way to your
room to collect them by yourself?”

“Yeah, I can
do that.” Abbii reached for the door, desperately wanting to get
out of Daniel’s heavy gaze

“I’ll be
waiting here for you. You can tell me all about your good night’s
sleep on the way to class.” His eyes glistened slightly as he held
the door open for her.

“Thanks,” she
muttered, before heading down the corridor.

He watched her
all the way to her room, but there was only one thing on her
mind—what punishment was she going to get this time?


Two

 


Abbii had been
Daniel’s assistant all week. She’d had to help him do presentations
in his classes, carry his books to and from his car, and even clean
his classrooms when everyone had left. She fell behind in Art and
Psychology, and she felt like she hadn’t seen Jake in too
long.

It was Friday
evening, the fifth day in a row of cleaning Daniel’s classroom.
Abbii was on her hands and knees, scrubbing the marks off the
wooden floor that had been made from the students’ chairs; black
lines marked every tile of the floor. She had a bucket of soapy
water, a cloth and a duster, but she no longer had the energy that
the task required. Abbii discarded the cloth into the bucket and
leaned against the wall with her head.

“How is it
going, Abbii?”

Meeting
Daniel’s gaze, Abbii could see that a smile was spread across his
face. She tried not to roll her eyes at his sense of
humour.

“I see you’re
enjoying the productivity,” he laughed.

“I’ve learnt
my lesson, Daniel.”

He stroked his
chin with his hand. “You’re a brilliant cleaner; the college would
benefit from your skills.”

She stood up
quickly. “This is the fifth day in a row!”

Making his way
towards her, Daniel placed his hand against Abbii’s shoulder.
“Today is your last day.”

A sigh of
relief left her lips. “Thank you!”

“But…” His
face grew stern. “The curfew is there for your own protection,
Abbii. I suggest you stick by it from now on.”

Not really
understanding his seriousness, she nodded. She just wanted to get
to her room, fall into bed, and sleep. This week she’d barely slept
at all.

Lowering his
arm, Daniel smiled. “Be sure to take the bucket and cloth back to
the cleaner’s room, alright?” He made his way to the door, picking
up some papers from his desk before leaving, but as he reached the
corridor, he stopped and leaned back into the doorway. “By the way,
have you spoken to Jake this week?”

“I saw him in
Art on Monday afternoon,” she replied. “Why?”

“Hmm. None of
the teachers have seen him since Monday. Could you check on him for
me, once you’ve rested?”

Abbii nodded.
“Sure.”

With a final
smile, Daniel left the room. She listened to his shoes tap all the
way to the next corridor, as she picked up the bucket of dirty
water. Pushing the duster into her hoodie, Abbii then made her way
to F block. She started to think about Jake, hoping he was alright.
Four days had passed since Abbii had seen him last—it had been the
longest time that they had not seen each other since they had met.
She planned to text him when she got back to her room.

Making her way
towards F block, Abbii headed for the cleaner’s ‘office’, which was
actually a small cupboard where the mop and cleaning products were
kept. It was locked.

“Great.”

She looked up
and down the corridor, searching for the cleaner, Mr Hudson. Not
seeing him in either direction, she sighed. Thinking about where
he’d be, she saw a couple of girls heading towards her. They
snickered when they saw her with the bucket, but Abbii just ignored
them.

“Have you seen
Mr Hudson?” she asked them.

The girl on
the left, Colleen Middleton, turned and stared at her. “Why, do you
need another duster?” she joked, cackling like a witch. Her friend
joined in and the two of them walked off.

Rolling her
eyes, deciding to leave the bucket in the corridor, Abbii breathed
in. It would have been too much hassle to find Mr Hudson so late in
the day, and in all truth she really couldn’t care less about
taking a bucket back to the cupboard it came from. As she leaned
down to put it on the floor, a movement up ahead caught her
attention. She saw someone heading for the door at the far end,
rushing past the row of locked classroom doors. It looked like
Jake.

“Jake!” she
shouted. He pushed on the door and disappeared outside.
How could he not hear me?

She ran after
him, pushing on the door as she reached it. It was dark, but she
looked around for Jake anyway. Abbii couldn’t see him. The strange
thing was she couldn’t see anyone. There were at least two hours
until the curfew—where was everyone?

Abbii looked
out towards the lake, but still couldn’t see anyone. She didn’t
understand where he could have gone. I
could have sworn that it was Jake...

Lingering for
a few moments more, hoping that she’d catch him, Abbii gave up and
headed for her room. This week had felt like the longest ever. The
chores that she had endured had sapped all of her energy,
especially today, and she couldn’t help but think back to what Jake
had said by the lake.

A part of me
will always be with you.

She
immediately felt guilty that she hadn’t arranged to see him on any
of the nights so far in the week, but he hadn’t either she thought.
What could Jake have been up to, to take up all of his time? The
chance of him having actually used his nights to sleep were as far
from realistic as it was for Abbii. She sighed, her fingers feeling
dry from the water.

Her bed called
her towards it, kicking her boots off so that they landed in odd
places across the floor. Lying against her pillow, she reached for
her phone and opened it. No texts. No missed calls. She was
disappointed; she had hoped that Jake would have contacted her. She
started to worry about him.

Hi Jake, it’s
me. You ok? Text me back, A x

She sent the
message and then closed her phone, pushing it back underneath her
pillow. Her eyes were so heavy now, sleep screaming for her to
submit. Pulling the duvet over her head, she wished for a peaceful
sleep.

It didn’t take
Abbii long to drift off, but it also didn’t take long for the
dreams to enter her thoughts. She tried to avoid concentrating onto
them, pushing the fear as far down as she could, but the colours
flashing across the dream made it impossible.

There was
silver water, surrounded by trees that seemed to move with Abbii’s
gaze upon them. The sky was strange, grey with clouds but well lit
at the same time, casting a light over the ground below. She soared
over the ground like a bird of prey, feeling that her dream was
drawing her towards something specific up ahead.

Please stay
away.

The thought
repeated itself over and over, but the darkness looming towards her
from the trees couldn’t be hidden. She knew the shadows were there,
waiting for her to lose focus just enough for them to grab her. Her
dreams had been heavy for so long, trapping her for what seemed
like hours at a time, but this one was different. It was
suffocating her.

Her
consciousness lowered to the grassy verge below, and she could
almost feel the moisture against her bare feet. It felt so real.
She couldn’t explain it any other way than she felt as if she was
looking over herself, watching herself move, watching the shadows
come for her. She wanted to back away, scream and run as far from
them as she could, but a figure ahead of her caught her
attention.

Jake?

Dark shapes
had surrounded him, the shadows pulling at his skin and clothes.
Her stomach dropped and she opened her mouth to shout his name, but
he turned to meet her gaze instead. He was oddly smiling, filling
her with the fear that she’d gone mad, or that he was letting the
shadows take him, neither option making her feel at ease. A flash
of light consumed his body before she had the chance to question
him.

She had
started to run, but even when he had fallen to the ground, her legs
still carried her towards the same spot. Bile bubbled in her throat
as she watched blood fall from his lip, and as she reached him, she
realised his blood was soaking the grass, and now her knees. There
was a sharp edge protruding from his chest, but his eyes were
glowing. She scrambled to him.

“Jake!”

The shadows
lunged for her whilst she cradled him, watching as the glow from
his eyes disappeared. She shook her head, screaming his name, and
her consciousness came soaring back to reality. Gasping for a
breath, she sat up straight, hyperventilating. A single tear rolled
down her cheek, but the pain in her chest was as potent now as
ever.

The
shadows…they’ve found me again…

She sat up,
trying to catch her breath. The blind was still closed and she
could see the grey sky through the gaps between the wall and the
material. Abbii’s head throbbed as she tried to push the dream out
of mind.

How long had
she been asleep?

She reached
for her phone and opened it, seeing that it was nearly four hours
since she had text Jake, and there was still no reply. The light of
the phone was bright, making her squint her eyes. She thought about
texting him again, but there was a dark smudge in the centre of her
screen. Wiping it with her thumb, Abbii spread it messily across
the front of her phone. Another appeared, and then
another.

Raising her
hand, she wiped her nose and discovered a layer of blood against
her skin. A nose bleed. She sighed. Turning to lie on her back, she
held her nose and calmed her breathing; nose bleeds came and went
when her dreams frightened her. She had never understood
why.

Abbii lowered
her hand and leaned forwards, lifting her blind to allow a shallow
glow into the room. Using the light to examine her fingertips, she
could see that the blood had dried. She wiped it onto her hoodie
and moved to the edge of the bed, as the dream started to come back
into her thoughts. It had felt so real…it had scared her. Abbii
couldn’t imagine living at The Everglades without Jake.

“Jake…”

Standing up,
realising that she was fully dressed, Abbii took a moment to gather
her bearings before heading for the door. She pushed her boots on
quickly. It was well past the ten o’clock curfew, but she needed to
find Jake. She needed to find out what was wrong with him, why he
wasn’t talking to her. What was he hiding?

She rushed
through the double doors that split her corridor into two sections,
and then headed for the white glass door to the outside. The door
banged loudly behind her, but she didn’t care if Daniel caught her
this time. She ran through the overhanging branches and carried on
past the large tree trunk, stopping when she realised that same
feeling of someone watching her had returned. Looking around, Abbii
realised it was much lighter than she’d thought. The sky was grey,
but also well lit…

“Jake!” she
shouted, “Jake, where are you?”

Something
caught her eye. She saw a strange shadow cast across the ground
ahead of her. It seemed to move as Abbii watched it, spreading
thinner as if it reached for her legs. Her breathing became shallow
and her heartbeat quickened; it had been so long since she had seen
the shadows so vividly, so close, and she found that her memories
flooded back to her. She moved back, watching as shadows appeared
all around her, coming from somewhere near the lake.

The
dream…Jake…

Was this real?
Had the shadows found her again?

Abbii stepped
back, holding her breath as tears began to run down her cheeks. She
wanted to run, far away, as far as she could go. The memories began
to fill her head more and more, and the pain returned. Her arm
throbbed and her body began to shake, but she didn’t run; she had
to find Jake no matter what. He was important to her, she needed
him.

“Jake!”

She scanned
her gaze over the grassy verge.

“Jake!”

The shadow on
the floor followed her movement, long fingertips reaching out for
her ankle, but she stopped as she saw Jake. A large black portal
had surrounded him, causing his hair to move with the breeze.
Shadows wrapped around his legs and thighs, but he didn’t move. It
was just like Abbii’s dream. The sky, the water, even the breeze
that spiralled around her were all exactly the same as her
dream.

“Jake!”

He looked at
her with empty eyes. “Abbii…”

“What are you
doing?” she shouted. “The shadows will kill you!”

“The
Darkness…is so beautiful.” Jake smiled as a strange colouring
consumed his irises. “Its power is everything.”

A sudden shape
escaped from the portal, piercing Jake’s chest.

“No!”

Abbii watched
him fall to his knees as blood dripped from his body. He didn’t
move or say anything. All colour drained from his face and he fell
forwards.

“Jake! No!”
Abbii went to dash towards him, but a hand grasped her arm tightly,
pulling her back. Daniel grabbed her by the shoulders. “Daniel…its
Jake,” she sobbed.

“You have to
go now, Abbii!” he shouted. “Go to my room and stay
there!”

“But,
I—”

“Now!”

Not giving her
a chance to look back, Daniel pushed her towards the college. She
was so frightened of the shadows, frightened that she’d lost the
only friend that she had at The Everglades. The overhanging
branches, sharp to the touch, cut her cheek and shoulders as she
ran through them. Rain that had perched onto the leaves since its
fall, dotted across her hair and ran down her face, mixing with her
tears.

She didn’t
stop until she reached Daniel’s office. She closed the door and
burst into tears. Her hands were shaking and she started to feel
sick. Rushing to the far side of the room, keeping her back to the
door, Abbii slouched to her knees, leaning forwards so that her
head was against the wall. Tears flooded her face. Images flashed
through her head—a shadow and a dark room, with a light in the far
corner.

Abbii closed
her eyes briefly as a scream echoed through her thoughts. Her arm
throbbed. She remembered the blood that had run across her skin
four years ago, staining her bed sheets crimson. She remembered the
fear that had taken hold of her that night, as the shadows had
surrounded her.

Jake flashed
across her eyes as a sob escaped her lips.

She slowly
moved so that her back was against the wall, hugging her knees
tightly. Her hair lay at awkward angles across her face, but she
didn’t care. Her heart continued to beat fast, and she tried to
catch her breath. A strange tingling spread throughout her body and
she closed her eyes to ignore it. Silence surrounded her, and she
could almost feel the Shadow’s breath in her ear. She stayed alert
nonetheless, expecting their misty forms to creep under the door
towards her.

Nothing came.
No shapes formed through the door.

She looked at
her right hand. Her fingers twitched regularly and her skin had
grown pale. The scar that dominated her wrist was pale, but it
stood out clearly from the surrounding skin due to the tainted edge
that marked it. Abbii stroked her finger over the tip of the scar,
remembering the pain of the sharp edge that had sliced through her
skin. She cringed and covered her wrist with her sleeve.

By closing her
eyes, she hoped that her memories would disappear again, being lost
in her head; she didn’t want to relive the night that the shadows
had come for her four years beforehand. She hoped that she would
wake up to find out that nothing had happened to Jake; that it had
all been a nightmare…

 


 


*

 


A loud ringing
startled Abbii awake. It was the bell to signal the beginning of
the college day. Daniel entered his office without warning, closing
the door as soon as he was through it. Students were rushing past
the door to class, with some of them trying to look in as they
passed, but Daniel soon closed the door and made his way across the
room.

He knelt in
front of Abbii, meeting her gaze.

“…Did it
really happen?” she whispered. As she spoke, she noticed a thin cut
across Daniel’s arm.

“Yes,” he
replied.

“Jake…”
Holding back her tears, she swallowed the lump that had built in
the back of her throat. “What happened? Why have the shadows come
back?”

Daniel laid
his hand against her knee. “I want you to rest, Abbii. You look
pale. We will have plenty of time to discuss what has happened.
You’re safe.”

She wanted to
argue; she wanted to shout and demand to know everything, but she
didn’t have the energy. Abbii felt sick.

“I’ll help you
to your room,” Daniel stated, pulling her to her feet. The two of
them moved towards the door, but she hesitated. He reassured her as
best as he could. “No one knows what’s happened. It was well past
curfew, and any students that may have seen something won’t
remember. Trust me.”

Abbii didn’t
have the energy to question him, as he led her through the door and
down the hallway, but nausea was building in her throat. Her body
began to shake again as she watched the last few students heading
for class, looking at her as if she didn’t belong there. She ran
for her room, leaving Daniel behind, closing the door as soon as
she was inside. Her legs gave way and she crumpled into a heap by
the door, leaning against it with all of her weight.

Daniel didn’t
try to enter, choosing to speak through the door instead. “Take as
long as you need, Abbii. Just don’t go outside.” He waited only a
moment for a response, knowing she needed some time to gather her
thoughts.

For now, she
closed off from the world and cried herself to sleep.


Three

 


For the first
time in four years, Abbii didn’t dream.

No nightmares
invaded her mind.

No figure of
light needed to save her from the Darkness.

She had cried
for hours before she had fallen to sleep. The evening’s events had
sapped all of her energy so that sleep had been the only solution
left for her. She thought that she would have dreamt of Jake and
what she had seen, but she didn’t. Even when she woke, staring up
at the ceiling, she didn’t think of anything that had happened. Not
even the event that had scarred her entered her head.

Her mind was
so focused on the present moment that nothing else mattered. She
was consumed with grief and sadness, and she was so angry that Jake
hadn’t told her what had been bothering him; she hated the fact
that Jake could never tell her now. It didn’t matter what had
happened. All she knew was that Jake would not be by her
side.

For some
reason, Darkness had come for him.

For some
reason, he had accepted it willingly.

Abbii sat up
and took in a breath. She didn’t know how long she had been in her
room, but she needed to move. She needed to eat and drink something
before her headache worsened.

Kicking her
boots off, she pulled her hoodie over her head and stood in front
of her full-length mirror, dropping her jumper to the floor at her
feet. She stared at her reflection in silence, taking in the
paleness of her face and the red rings that circled her eyes. Her
lips had grown pale and her hands still shook. She realised that a
cut marred her left leg, as well as several small tears that had
cut through her cheek and shoulder. Now that she had noticed them,
they began to sting.

Ignoring the
pain, she concentrated onto the mirror again, gathering her
somewhat-matted brown hair into a ponytail with the band that had
been around her wrist. She swapped her clothes for a pair of old
jeans and a baggy jumper which she then slipped over her body.
Pushing her boots back on, Abbii walked to the door.

She stopped,
having to gather her breath. Images of other students staring at
her, laughing at her, infiltrated her thoughts. What if some of
them had seen what had happened, what if they had seen her running
from it? How was she going to explain anything if she was
asked?

Taking in a
breath, she opened the door and walked down the corridor quickly.
It was the only way that she would stop wondering. Students watched
her commenting to their friends, but she kept moving, keeping her
gaze low to the ground at all times. She could hear them whispering
and laughing at how she looked, but they didn’t know what had
happened; according to Daniel they knew nothing about the shadows
or about Jake. A girl nudged into her shoulder just as she reached
Daniel’s office, but Abbii let her carry on walking without making
a fuss.

She knocked
gently on the door, though the urge to bust in and slam the it
behind her quickly was hard to resist.

“Come in,” he
called.

She opened the
door and walked in, closing it behind her. Daniel was busy on his
computer and it took him several moments to look up.

“Abbii!” He
stopped what he was doing and made his way towards her hurriedly.
“I’m glad to see that you’re alright. Have a seat.” He motioned to
a black leather stool in the corner of his office, pulling a wooden
chair to sit adjacent to her. “How are you feeling?” he
asked.

“Hungry.” It
was the only word she could muster.

He smiled and
leaned across his desk, taking hold of a white tissue parcel.
“Here,” he said, handing it to her.

Abbii took
hold of it and realised that it was a piece of baguette. She tore
open part of the tissue and took a bite. Cheese filled her mouth
and her stomach growled with appreciation. She tried not to eat it
too quickly, taking small pauses before each mouthful. Daniel also
handed her a drink of water from his desk, which she finished in
several mouthfuls. Placing the empty glass on the floor, she then
wrapped up the last section of the baguette and placed it onto her
lap.

“Thanks.”

“You’re
welcome,” he replied.

They sat in
silence for several moments, as if neither of them knew what to
say.

“Daniel,” she
whispered, “Why did Jake not run? Why did he stay?”

Lowering his
gaze for a moment, Daniel had expected the question. “He was drawn
to the Darkness, Abbii, and when it came for him, he embraced
it.”

“But…he wasn’t
a bad person…. Was he?”

Daniel’s face
softened. “I feared that he had grown unstable over the recent days
of being here. He stopped attending all of his classes. He slept
all day so that no one would see him. You were the only thing that
kept him in the light.”

She exhaled
quietly, absorbing his words as best as she could. There was so
much she didn’t know. Not once had Jake told her that he had
started missing his classes. Not once did he ever ask for her
help.

“It’s not your
fault, Abbii. His fate was expected.”

She didn’t
understand. “Expected?”

“You will find
out everything that you wish to know in due time, but for now
please trust me.”

Closing her
eyes, she took in a breath. She tried to form a sentence in her
head, but there were so many questions that she had.

“We need to go
to the infirmary,” Daniel stated. “Your leg needs tending
to.”

She looked
down at her leg to see that the gash across her calf had started to
seep. Her recent movement had caused the skin to pull tort. Daniel
extended his hand for her to take, but she just looked at it for a
moment or more. A quiet sigh left her lips and she accepted his
help, knowing that the infirmary wasn’t far; B block was only the
next building over.

The corridors
of the college meant that they didn’t have to go outside, and Abbii
didn’t see any other students in the corridor as they walked. She
looked out to her left to see the lake through one of the stained
glass windows. The trees’ leaves had seemed to change colour due to
the thin layer of snow covering them. There hadn’t been snow when
Abbii had been there last.

“How long did
I sleep for, Daniel?” she asked.

“You slept
until you no longer needed to.”

She tried not
to scowl, but she held his gaze nonetheless.

“Two days,
Abbii, but we will discuss the times and everything that we need to
when you are fit and ready.”

Two days…it’s
been two whole days since the shadows attacked Jake. I’ve never
slept so long. She was surprised that her
leg hadn’t bled out. It puzzled her.

They reached
the infirmary after a few moments of passing block B’s main
corridor. Abbii started limping when they reached the entrance as
the pain seemed to double, but Daniel helped her to the bed before
moving away. A nurse had started to approach her. Her name was
Sophie.

“What do we
have here?” she asked.

Abbii looked
at Daniel.

“She’s slept
since that night,” he explained. “Her leg has been cut.”

Taking in a
breath as Sophie met her gaze, Abbii realised that she knew about
what had happened. She wondered if Daniel had told anyone else. She
hoped he hadn’t. The less people that knew, meant the chance of
anyone questioning Abbii about Jake’s disappearance was nearly
zero.

“Okay,” Sophie
said, “I’ll just need you to take off your shoes and sit back while
I go and get some supplies.” She smiled at Abbii and walked off
towards the sink at the far end of the room.

Daniel moved
to the foot of the bed. “I’ll come back later. Let your leg rest.
Sophie will take good care of you.”

“Okay…” Abbii
didn’t know what else to say. The pain that rushed through her
caused tears to build in her eyes. She wanted to ask why her leg
had not bled out more in the time that had passed, but Daniel had
turned to leave already.

It was quiet
in the infirmary, perfect in fact. Abbii had always preferred her
own company; being away from people who could judge her was exactly
what she liked. She had no idea what people knew, but by the state
of her hair and skin, she knew that the students who had seen her
today probably thought the worst of her, so staying away from them
was perfect.

She looked at
the ceiling above her, following a crack that marked several of the
white panels. She could hear Sophie moving around behind a curtain
that closed off part of the room, rustling with paper or some kind
of packaging. Abbii found it strange how secretive Daniel and
Sophie had been; they obviously knew something about what had
happened, but they had told her nothing.

One thing
that Daniel had said still played on her mind…His fate had been expected?

Had Daniel
known what was going to happen? Could he have saved Jake? She
desperately wanted answers, but she was weak, barely able to
focus.

The shadows
had affected her somehow, the darkness lingering on her skin. She
remembered the way that she had felt when they had attacked her
four years ago, the night that had changed her life forever. Their
aura had made her skin flare up and her head had throbbed. It had
been the same this time, but she felt worse, as if their strength
had increased since their first attack. Her leg throbbed, causing
her to shuffle in her place. Leaning forward, she pressed her hand
against it. A small amount of blood had stained her skin, but the
wound itself seemed small now, irrelevant almost.

HoHow could my skin heal itself so
quickly?

“Well then,
Abbii, let’s get you sorted.”

Sophie pulled
the curtain aside and walked through the small gap, before closing
it quickly behind her. Abbii looked past her to see another bed,
but she didn’t have the chance to see who was in it before Sophie
had passed through.

“How is your
leg?” she asked, examining the wound.

“It stings,”
Abbii replied truthfully.

Sophie
straightened up and smiled. “It will do, but it is healing nicely.
Only a faint mark should remain in the morning.”

Abbii’s face
must have shown her confusion, causing Sophie to move her hand onto
hers. She met her gaze, holding it for several moments. “You must
have questions.” She moved a wooden chair from the corner of the
room and sat by Abbii’s bedside, returning her hand to her
lap.

Abbii
nodded.

“Unfortunately, many of your questions will remain unanswered
for a long time. Jake’s fate was not expected yet.”

This was her
chance for some answers. “But…Daniel said it was expected. Why?
What did he mean?” Abbii fidgeted, moving so that she could lean
against the metal headboard.

“Jake’s fate
was expected, just not so quickly. We had hoped that we would have
had at least another year to prepare…”

Abbii’s jaw
tensed. “How could you have known that this was going to happen,
without warning him?”

“There will be
many things that you will not understand, Abbii, but we need you to
trust us. We’re here to protect you.”

“What about
Jake? Were you meant to protect him too?” Her eyes narrowed. She
was angry that everyone was keeping things from her. “Why didn’t
you warn him?” she asked, as a tear built in her eye.

“We were not
permitted to warn him. Our task was to keep the shadows and all
knowledge of them from him, until we no longer could, until our
task became to protect you from them.”

“Who are you?”
A second tear rolled across Abbii’s cheek but her face remained
tense.

Sophie was
honest in her reply. “We have no title. We are simply civilians
given special information about the elements around us. Our leaders
place us where they deem it important, whether it is to watch the
elements’ movement and report back, or to watch over those that can
influence the balance, and protect them at all costs.”

“You were
watching over Jake?”

Lowering her
gaze briefly, Sophie took in a breath. “Not exactly…”

“Then who?”
Abbii shouted, frustrated with her responses.

Her dark brown
irises filled with pain, pushing Sophie to say what she could.
“Daniel and I have been watching over you.”

“Me?” Abbii’s
shoulders slouched and she held her breath. She lay down and placed
her head against the pillow. Her mind was filled with so many
questions and images that she found it hard to focus on Sophie’s
face. “Who am I?”

Sophie lay her
hand on Abbii’s. “You are The Star. Our hope of returning the
Light.”

The Star? What
does that even mean? Who am I?

“You need to
rest now, Abbii. The last few days have been hard for you, and I
daresay that the future days will be no kinder.”

A moment of
silence passed over the space. Sophie stood, returning the chair
back to its corner, but she looked over Abbii once more before
moving away. Abbii opened her lips to say something, but nothing
came. It was like the words were stolen from her, and all of her
energy disappeared within an instance. She closed her eyes,
listening to Sophie’s movements, keeping still until she was
gone.

The feeling of
fatigue still lingered even when the room was empty, but Abbii
wasn’t about to let any kind of sleep take her. She had slept for
two whole days since losing Jake. That was enough for her. She had
to find answers. She had to find something she felt drawn to,
something she couldn’t put her finger on. She sat up and leaned
against the wall, thinking through what Sophie had said.

“The Star? Why
would they watch over me?” she whispered. “Why would the shadows
come for Jake, if I’m the one that needs protecting from
them?”

Falling
silent, as if awaiting a reply, Abbii sighed and moved to the edge
of the bed. She kept her boots off and walked to the window ahead
of her. The pain from her leg had faded now, but she was still
aware of the constant throbbing that surged through her skin,
proving that it had not yet fully repaired itself—not that she had
expected it to, it had already healed so much faster than she had
anticipated. She reached the window and looked out over The
Everglades.

She could see
the whole stretch of the main building and the large gardens that
surrounded it. Different colours radiated from the plant life, but
most of the area was dominated by the autumnal fall of the trees’
leaves, glistening with amber and burnt crimson. The faint layer of
snow had almost faded, merging in with the blanket of recent rain.
It reminded Abbii of her garden back home.

Closing her
eyes, she stopped her mind from visualising her old life and
concentrated on the smell around her. She opened her eyes and
looked around the infirmary. It was a large space, with several
white beds alongside the far wall. Smaller beds were situated
across the right wall, leading to the small doors which led back
into the block B corridor.

Abbii had
never needed to visit the infirmary before; she found it a strange,
empty, almost unused space. White cabinets and wooden chairs were
at each bedside, but Abbii could see that the beds had barely been
used. Their white shapes and the floor, too, seemed in perfect
condition. The white tiled floor had no marks and the windows had
no dust or dirt sitting against their wooden frames. Abbii could
see that the lights fitted into the ceiling were also brilliantly
clean.

She wondered
if Mr Hudson had really cleaned the infirmary; she had only ever
known him to take his role as the cleaner seriously in real
‘emergencies’, like when a student had been sick after a secret
party in one of the rooms, or when the rain and snow had created
such a mess at the door that people were constantly sliding down
the corridor. Come to think of it, Abbii had only ever spoken to
the cleaner once or twice in the whole four years that she had been
at The Everglades. She wondered if he lived somewhere outside of
the college, somewhere in the outside world.

Abbii’s feet
began to feel cold as the tiled floor leached the warmth from her
skin. She thought about what to do. She knew that she would have to
stay at the infirmary until Daniel or Sophie had given her
permission to leave, but that simply meant sitting on her bed,
staring at the world outside until they came. She
sighed.

Glancing to
her right, she looked at the curtain which hung across half of the
space. She remembered seeing a bed when Sophie had pulled the
curtain across, and her curiosity got the better of her. She
shuffled across the room towards it, aware that she could hear
faint breathing coming from the other side.

A sudden sense
of anxiety caused her to pause as she reached the curtain; she
could sense a presence, a person the other side of the material,
but it was the strange feeling that entered her chest which kept
her in her place. It felt like the person that she could sense was
almost calling to her in some way. She extended her hand and moved
the material enough to see through to the other side.

A young man
was lying in one of the infirmary’s white beds. He lay still on his
back, breathing in a slow rhythm. Abbii stepped through the
curtain, letting it close behind her as she moved to his bedside.
She stood, taking in the details of his face. He had light hair
which was darker at the roots, and his skin was tanned. His build
was well proportioned and his muscles were defined. A white bandage
was wrapped around one of his wrists, covering the skin up to his
elbow. Blood had seeped through the material but it had dried,
giving Abbii the impression that he had been in the infirmary for a
few days.

She had never
seen him at the college before. He wasn’t one of the students, nor
was he a teacher. Abbii guessed he was a similar age to her, around
eighteen or slightly older, but she wondered how he had arrived at
The Everglades; no new pupils were admitted through the year, only
in the first week of September. She noticed a chain around his
neck, which emanated with a strange glow of some kind. Guessing
that the pendant, the source of the glow, was hidden beneath his
sheets, Abbii held her breath and extended her hand.

“Abbii…”

His eyes
remained closed, despite the fact that he had just whispered her
name.

Edging back,
she moved against the wall and focused onto his face, fearing that
he was waking up. His eyes didn’t open and she let out a sigh of
relief. She looked to the floor as she realised her breath had
grown shallow, but her gaze didn’t remain low for long, as her eyes
were drawn back to the young man’s face. Abbii didn’t know him, but
she felt drawn to him in some strange way; the shape of his face
felt familiar to her.

Footsteps
echoed down the corridor.

Rushing
through the curtain, Abbii dashed to her bed, diving onto to it as
the footsteps drew closer. She straightened her back against the
bed rest and tried to slow her breathing, exaggerating her
exhalation. It helped a little and she moved to lie on her side.
The doors opened a moment later and two people walked into the
room, stopping at the side of Abbii’s bed. Luckily she had closed
her eyes just in time.

It was Daniel
and Sophie.

“What are we
going to do?” Sophie asked, keeping her voice low.

Daniel
breathed out. He remained quiet for a moment before replying, “I’m
not sure. All that matters is that she is safe. We will give her a
few more days, and then we will have to decide.”

“But what if
the shadows return before then?”

“Then our
decision has been finalised,” Daniel replied clearly. “If the
shadows come, Abbii will have no other choice.”

Keeping her
breathing steady, Abbii wondered what it was that they spoke of.
They made it sound like she would have to do something, something
important. She listened to the two of them walk away from her,
pulling the material aside so that they could see the young
man.

Sophie took in
a deep breath. “If it turns out that Abbii has to leave, Nate will
follow her…”

“Hopefully,
their trust would have built by then. We must hope that that will
be the case.”

“But what if
she doesn’t change? What if she doesn’t accept him?”

“If Abbii
doesn’t learn to trust the people around her, then her future will
be full of hardships that only she will face. Her fate will end in
shadow.” Daniel sounded afraid.

Abbii found it
strange, hearing someone talking about her as if she wasn’t
there.

Sophie pulled
the curtain across to divide the room again. She seemed on edge,
and her breathing had grown shallow. She walked towards the door
and stopped, with Daniel at her side. They both looked towards
Abbii’s back, unaware that she had her eyes wide open,
listening.

“Four years
the shadows have searched for them,” Daniel stated quietly, “and
now that they have taken Jake, they will increase their efforts to
reach her. They will take both Nate and Abbii if nothing changes.
We must help them until we no longer can.”

Sophie nodded
and left the infirmary, followed closely by Daniel. Before leaving,
he glanced briefly at the young man whom Abbii presumed was Nate,
before pulling the door closed behind him.

Abbii had no
idea what Daniel meant—what needed to change? What did he mean
about the shadows ‘taking’ her? Surprisingly, despite Abbii’s
confusion, her thoughts weren’t focused on getting answers.
Instead, they were focused on Nate.
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