
        
            [image: cover]
        

    
[image: tmp_cb40151981e286c2c1f7c03823754a05_ILsb_R_html_m6fa41fb8.jpg]


[image: tmp_cb40151981e286c2c1f7c03823754a05_ILsb_R_html_4dddef42.jpg]

 


Published by Evernight Teen ® at
Smashwords

 


www.evernightteen.com

 


 


 


Copyright© 2019
Christine
Rees

 


 


ISBN: 978-0-3695-0111-0

 


Cover Artist:
Jay Aheer

 


Editor: Audrey Bobak

 


 


 


ALL RIGHTS RESERVED

 




WARNING: The unauthorized reproduction or
distribution of this copyrighted work is illegal. No part of this
book may be used or reproduced electronically or in print without
written permission, except in the case of brief quotations embodied
in reviews.

 


This is a work of fiction. All names,
characters, and places are fictitious. Any resemblance to actual
events, locales, organizations, or persons, living or dead, is
entirely coincidental.

 


 



 


 


 


 


Praise for THE HIDDEN LEGACY

 


 


“YA indulgence deserving a YOU WON’T
BE ABLE TO PUT THIS DOWN warning
label.”

—Award-winning author Caroline George, The Vestige

 


 


“Twilight meets X-Men in a very, very good way!”

—Bestselling author Mallory McCartney, Heir of Lies (Black Dawn Series)

 


 


“This book gives me Percy Jackson vibes, only
witchier.”

—Author Ryan Jones,
More Than Us

 


 


“An action-packed adventure that will leave you on the edge of
your seat with its twists and turns and many secrets.”

—Author Bridie Blake, Until
You

 



 


 


 


 


DEDICATION

 


This book is for all you
dreamers.

For anyone who has ever
been told that their
passion would never turn into a reality.

You never know what you’re truly capable of
until you fight for what you love.


 


 


 


 


THE BROKEN RIVALRY

 


Hidden Legacy, 2

 


Christine
Rees

 


Copyright © 2019

 


[image: tmp_cb40151981e286c2c1f7c03823754a05_ILsb_R_html_71dbcfad.png]


Chapter
One

 


Bang.

My eyes popped
open. Something clanged and thumped downstairs. A muffled groan. I
threw off the thin comforter and bolted out of bed. My feet took
cautious steps down the stairs, tiptoeing until I reached the
bottom landing. The smell of last night’s roast still clung to the
air.

A whimper was
followed by another thump near the front door.

Grams’s
bedroom.

I rushed down
the hall, hands barely checking what was in front of me. I stubbed
my toe, reaching for the light switch in the darkness. The wooden
table stood in the middle of the kitchen, the stubbing culprit, but
I barely felt the throbbing in my big toe. A slumped figure in
cotton pink pajamas was hoisted up by the shoe bench.

“Grams!” I ran the rest of the way and dropped to my knees
beside her. The hardwood was cool and uneven beneath me with
slivers threatening to get lost under my skin. Each rough
floorboard creaked under my weight. “Grams? Are you
okay?”

I checked her
over but there was no sign of blood.

“I’m fine, sweetheart.” Her voice was gruff, like she had just
woken up. “Went to use the washroom and had a dizzy spell is all.
Help me up, will you?”

I grabbed her elbow and supported her as she got to her feet.
She was lighter than I expected. Her frizzing blonde-white curls
stuck out in strange directions. Footsteps pounded down the stairs
behind us. I ignored them when Grams stood upright again. She
pushed the curls from her face, exposing those gentle
brown eyes.

“What happened, Anne?” Nora Lithyer’s hazel eyes narrowed on me
as if I was somehow to blame. Dark bags sat beneath them. I glanced
back at Grams.

“Nothing, I’m all right. You two get back to bed.”

“You’re sure you’re okay?” I persisted. Grams never took falls
like this, not in the three months I’d been living in Astoria with
her.

“Everything seems to be working fine.” Grams offered a bright
smile, as if she hadn’t fallen moments ago. She moved her wrists in
a circular motion but cradled one gently. Noticing my attention on
her wrist, Grams lowered it to her side.

“Did you stand up too fast? Let me help you back to
bed.”

Grams looked
ready to argue, but after seeing my face, she nodded and let me
walk her to her room. It was a den on the main floor that she had
converted into a bedroom. Beige curtains covered three large
windows along the wall. The curtains fluttered from the cracked
window that carried in the summer breeze. We took slow steps toward
her bed so she could sit down.

I knew Grams
was capable of handling this part on her own, but I was
worried.

Grams settled
under the white comforter. I made no move to leave.

“I’ll be all right,” her voice cooed
in my mind. Telepathy. Grams’s specialty.

“I love you, but we talked about you being in my head.” I tried
to give her a stern look but a small grin kept tugging at my lips.
Our special connection was comforting, even if it meant invading my
personal space.

“Goodnight, dear,” she said with a knowing smile, but my feet
wouldn’t move. “You don’t need to protect me from sleep. The worst
that could find its way to me is a few nightmares.”

I pursed my
lips and nodded. She was right. I knew that, but the Seekers only
threatened us a few months ago and now this? My concern seemed
justified.

“See you in the morning,” I told her, hesitating by the
doorway. “Sleep well.”

Nora was still
in the hallway when I backed out of Grams’s bedroom.

“You two need to talk eventually, Faye.”

I let out a breath and ignored Grams’s telepathic advice. Nora
or Mom, as I
refused to call her, had been nothing but an annoyance since moving
in. I didn’t want to know her and she showed no interest in
learning anything about me either. Not one damned thing. She only
offered excuses for her not being around while Dad raised
me.

Her coppery
blonde hair was pulled into a messy ponytail, unusual for such a
proper human being—necromancer. Whatever. She fidgeted with the
stupid turquoise stone that hung from her neck. Its metal grating
gleamed in the hallway light hanging above us. Shadows veiled half
of her face like a palpable wicked force. Nora pursed her thin lips
like she knew what I was thinking, which was impossible since she
didn’t share Grams’s gift.

Mommy Dearest
dealt with a worse problem. She could talk to and control the dead,
apparently. Who knew if the latter was even true? I hadn’t seen
it.

I stalked past
her and up the stairs. She trailed after me.

“You can’t ignore me forever, Faye. I’m still your
mother.”

“As far as I’m concerned, my mother ran out on me when I was a
toddler. The woman living here is an absolute stranger,” I snapped,
refusing to glance back.

This should
have been some epic happily-ever-after ending, right? I’d found my
missing mother—someone I never thought I’d see again. The woman who
gave me life.

And the
necromancer from hell.

Thanks for the curse of death, Mom.

“We need to talk about your abilities and what they mean. You
need to be careful—”

I laughed,
ready to shut down this ridiculous conversation. “Is that supposed
to be parental advice? I don’t think you’ve earned that right.”

“That’s not fair. When I discovered that Kevin had another
daughter, your sister”—Nora forced the word out—“I couldn’t stay. There’s so much
you don’t know. So much I need to explain.”

“And I don’t want to hear any of it. Not from you.”

“That’s not fair.”

The footsteps
stopped following me. I swallowed hard and spun around, staring
down at the woman with the same eyes as my own, the same thin lips
and light hair, except mine was blonde with a faint blue stripe in
my grown-out bangs.

“You know what isn’t fair? My mother ran away because of
something my father did. You left me, your daughter, to deal with these
powers … these problems
… without fully understanding what they are to
begin with. No.” I put up a hand to stop the words sitting on her
parted lips. “If you really cared, you would’ve been there. You
would have made the effort.”

Her light
eyebrows creased and she took a step downstairs, as if my words
actually hurt her.

Oh,
please.

“Faye—”

“Don’t bother apologizing again. Saying sorry won’t change the
past.”

I turned and stomped the rest of the way to my new
bedroom, which had actually been Dad’s old room
when he was a teenager. I slammed the door shut and leaned against
the wooden frame. When Nora moved in with the hopes of helping to
train me with my abilities, she’d needed a place to sleep. I
wouldn’t let her stay in Dad’s old room. She seemed relieved and
quickly accepted my purple room, the master bedroom Grams
originally decorated for me when I first moved in.

Dad’s old room
looked like a teenaged boy still lived here. Grams refused to
donate or get rid of anything Dad left behind, so a yellowing,
outdated computer monitor sat on the wooden desk with my laptop
beside it. Moonlight poured in through a crack in the blinds,
illuminating the bed where the blue, brown, and white striped
comforter lay in disarray from me sleeping in it.

I flopped down
on the comforter, bare legs resting over the sheets. My skin was
prickly and hot. Too hot. Sweat beaded and slid down my arms to
gather on my tank top. This seemed to be a common nightly
phenomenon as of late. Sleep was never peaceful. I woke from
nightmares about Lucy and that fateful night at the park.

My hair was
past chest-level and sticking to every damp part of me. Was I
already drenched in sweat? I shuddered and closed my eyes
briefly.

The door shut
across the hall. Nora must have given up and gone to bed. I brushed
sticky blonde strands from my face, letting my arm fall to my side.
Only it didn’t land on soft linens. It touched skin. Another
person’s arm. My stomach squeezed. I twisted my head and stifled a
scream when a boy lounged on my previously empty bed, a lazy smile
pasted on his face.

“Isn’t it nice waking up to someone in the morning?” he
asked.

“You couldn’t give me a warning?” I whispered with a hand over
my chest. My heart was beating so fast it felt like I had a caged
hummingbird in there. “You nearly gave me a heart
attack.”

Ethan raised
his hands in mock-surrender and I shimmied my hips an inch away
from his.

“Not in control here, remember?” His large hand gestured
between us. At a loss for words, I stared at him.

He was here because I wanted him
here. “You
summoned?”

Not on
purpose. Damn, I really was losing control of these powers. Ethan’s
disheveled brown hair and close-set hazel eyes were handsome and
suited his angular bone structure, which was similar to his
brother, Colton. Painfully reminding me that I hadn’t seen Colton
or the others in weeks. I hadn’t even tried.

“Sorry,” I mumbled and felt my muscles relax. Ethan’s long legs
extended to the edge of my bed, which left his feet skimming the
end of the mattress. But the sheets didn’t bunch beneath him like
they should have.

“I can go if you want to be alone,” he offered, noticing my
horrible mood.

Ethan was much
better at disappearing but needed my help reappearing. Still, he
was doing a spectacular job of it compared to the nonexistent
control I had over my powers. The curse of death and mind.

It’s a gift, Grams would say. Maybe
it was supposed to be a gift, but it hadn’t brought me anything but
pain and trouble. My hand rested on top of Ethan’s, needing to
confirm his existence. That he was here.

“Please, don’t go.” I didn’t want to be alone. I gave his
fingers a squeeze and Ethan’s eyes filled with sympathy when he
squeezed my hand back. We shared a deep connection, an
understanding that went without saying. He leaned into a pillow
that didn’t shift under his weight.

“Then maybe you should invite someone over who has a beating
heart,” he suggested.

I looked away
from his toned arms left exposed by his creased blue t-shirt. The
same clothes he always wore.

“Seriously, Faye. How long do you plan to shut them
out?”

“Until I’m ready.”

“You always say that.”

“Can’t I just be happy talking to you?”

Ethan tugged my hand so I would meet his gaze. “I’m
always happy to talk to
you, but what about your friends? Your boyfriend? Your
sister?”

“He’s not my boyfriend.”

“Is that all you took away from what I said?”

I let out my
breath. Alec was a whole other complicated topic I didn’t need to
get into right now. And the reminder only added to my current
frustration.

“Look, Faye. There’s a lot going on and you’re not the only one
being affected. If you have to confront your feelings about Alec in
order to get past this…”

“He’s not my
boyfriend,” I snapped, heat rising again. Alec was quick to let me
handle this on my own the second Mommy Dearest entered the picture.
And his jealousy over Ethan was absolutely ridiculous.

“You want him to be,” Ethan continued gently, as if that would
make hearing it any easier. I flinched, cheeks on fire now. “Come
on. If you can’t be honest with a ghost, who can you be honest
with?”

Ethan was
murdered by his cousin Lucy almost two years ago. She drained his
life to gain his powers before I arrived in Oregon, but when she
went after our friends, we stopped her. For good. Over a month ago,
Lucy was tossed into the Columbia River by none other than Ethan
himself … in his ghostly state. When she attacked her stepsister
Jessica earlier that night, her dad reported her missing. Lucy’s
body hadn’t been recovered from the Columbia River, and at this
point, I didn’t think it would ever turn up.

Free arm
underneath me, I dug my hand into the stiff mattress and sat up,
resting my back against the wall. It was hard and cool against my
heated skin. Dad didn’t have a headboard and I didn’t see a point
of changing anything in this room except for the clothes hanging in
his closet. Now it was filled with my summer outfits. I clutched
Ethan’s fingers tighter. It wasn’t like he could lose circulation
or feel pain anymore.

“I’m scared,” I confessed. “We’ve been out of touch for
months.”

“Because of you, Faye. Not them.”

“What if the Seekers go after them because of me? I can’t
control them and I don’t have just one ability like the others. I see
death.” I gestured to him. Even though he was dead, I could touch
and see and hear Ethan as if he were alive, but only Nora and I had
that ability. “And I see horrifying things in my
mind. People dying. People murdering. The Seekers came after us
because of me, Ethan. I put all of them in danger, including your
brother.” I shook my head, tears burning. “Everyone’s safer away
from me.”

“Do they agree with that?”

I shifted
uncomfortably, feeling the weight of his stare. He knew I wouldn’t
return any of their calls to the house or come to the door when
they visited. Since I didn’t have a cell phone, I was practically
unreachable. And I preferred it that way.

“It might be easy to dodge them because it’s summer break, but
what are you going to do in September?”

“Homeschool?”

“And who is going to teach you? Your mom?”

I rolled my
eyes. “Harsh.”

“Snap out of it, Faye.” Ethan’s serious tone turned angry. “You
need them as much as they need you. Stop letting your insecurities
win.”

“They almost died, Ethan. That’s not an insecurity, it’s a
fact. I almost killed Rachel—my half-sister—because your cousin
commanded it, because she had powers that strong. If I stay away,
the Seekers will come after me. Not them. And if Lucy miraculously
survived that night, well, she’ll probably come after me too.”
Although I couldn’t imagine why she’d want my abilities.

I let go of
Ethan and clasped my hands over my stomach, which was churning.

“Okay, first of all, Lucy is gone. Like gone gone. I have my powers back,
remember?” I wasn’t sure that meant Lucy was dead, but Ethan
flipped his hand palm-up and the bed lifted off the ground,
floating mid-air. I grabbed the blankets for balance before the bed
spring landed with a soft thud back on the ground. “And I haven’t
seen Lucy on this side.”

“That’s because you don’t see anyone on that side,” I reminded
him in one breath, able to exhale now that we were firmly back on
the ground. Ethan waved me away.

“And second, you are not responsible for the Seekers. They were
ridding the world of what they
believe is evil long before you were born. They might be the reason your
father is dead, but that doesn’t mean you’re next. They know about
the others.”

“Not all of them.”

Ethan threw
his hands up, amusement gone. “The Seekers have been around since
the Salem Witch Trials and you only just learned about them. We
have no idea what they know or what they can do. You need to work
together now more than ever.”

I shrugged. It
was logical, but the thought left me feeling sick. We sat in
silence, which was normally comfortable. This time, the air was
thick between us and I couldn’t meet his eyes. He let out a breath
he didn’t actually have, like a sigh with no air.

“They will hunt anyone who can do incredible things.” He tapped
my shoulder with his finger, all serious. “That’s what you do,
Faye. Incredible things. How else do you explain me being here?
You’re giving me a second chance, even if you’re the only one who
sees it.”

“I’m not the only one,” I muttered in irritation. My mother had
the ability to see death too, which seemed to include
Ethan.

He ignored me.
“Please, consider reaching out. You don’t need to do this
alone.”

“I’m not alone. You’re here.”

“For as long as you need me to be.” His hand brushed mine, and
the line between life and death blurred all over again. How could I
feel someone who no longer had a physical body? “But even I might
not be enough.”

“Don’t talk like that. Our friendship means the world to
me.”

Ethan nodded.
“I know. It means everything to me too, but you gotta admit, it’s
hard going out in public while talking to someone no one else can
see.”

“I won’t go out in public.”

“You can’t stop living your life because of this gift. You need
to do something good with it. Don’t let the Seekers
win.”

I groaned.
“Why isn’t there some kind of manual for these abilities?”

“Like a Death and Mind Guidebook: A
Beginner’s Journey to Understanding their Powers.” Ethan snorted.

I laughed. My
prickled skin was cooling off. Ethan always knew how to ease my
mood. “As if there’s a book.”

A book … what
if there was a book? I bolted straight and leaned forward, hands on
my knees as an imaginary lightbulb lit above my head.

“That’s it,” I whispered, knowing exactly what we
needed.

“It’s not actually bookstore material…” Ethan began
uncertainly, clearly not understanding where I was going with this
idea.

“No. A book that would explain what I’m going through. A book
that knows what it means to be the pure
bred.” I hated the label. It made me sound
like some sort of dog breed, but it was the only term that
explained me having two abilities from The Families. The curse of
death and the curse of mind.

I met Ethan’s
hazel eyes. The green eclipsed most of the brown, illuminated by
the silvery moonlight streaking through my open blinds. He waited,
watching me with a patience only a dead person could have.

“We need to find the Book of The
Ancestors.”


Chapter Two

 


Cool air brushed past my shoulders, creeping down the back of
my t-shirt. I shivered and stared at the box of hair dye. A woman
with long hair was frozen on the cover. Her luxurious violet hair
was caught in a swooping movement that shielded part of her face.
Purple like my room … the room Nora had stolen from me.

Okay, so maybe she hadn’t stolen it.
But I was giving myself permission to be bitter.

I twirled a blonde strand around my finger, watching it fall
limply against my chest.

My attention flicked to another box of dye where a woman ran
slender fingers through her short platinum locks. How desperately I
wanted to alter something, anything, so I no longer resembled the
imposter posing as my motherly figure at home.

I bit my bottom lip with a quickening pulse. Was this the
change I needed?

I picked up both boxes—one in each hand—not knowing what I was
going to do with them yet. I traced my fingers along the edges of
their sharp corners. My stomach flipped with excitement and I
speed-walked to the cashier before I could change my mind. The
cashier smiled politely, asking if I needed a bag as he rang up the
items.

“No, that’s okay.” I slipped off my small black backpack and
dropped the boxes of hair dye inside with my wallet, paying for
them before zipping it up with a smile. “They fit in here.
Thanks.”

He nodded and popped a piece of pink gum. Its bubble-gum scent
wafted to my side of the counter. I was practically bouncing on the
balls of my feet when he handed over my receipt and I strolled out.
The bell above the door chimed happily, in-tune with my
mood.

The sun shone brilliantly, basking me in its warmth. I
squinted up into its brightness, feeling the top of my head already
cooking. No clouds in the sky. After choosing to be cooped up for
most of the summer, Grams was thrilled about me going for a walk
downtown. She even tried to give me money to buy something. I
turned down the money, using money Carly sent over this
summer.

Dad’s widower, Carly, didn’t know how to handle the
vision-wielding stepdaughter she inherited, so she sent me to live
with Grams a few months ago. Along with the money, she emailed to
say that she would be visiting at some point. Who knew when that
day would come. Carly hardly said goodbye when she abandoned me
with Grams and took off. I didn’t email back since I wasn’t sure
how to handle that one yet. I didn’t think Carly knew Nora was in
town and I wasn’t sure how she would handle the news—I doubted the
two had ever met.

Which way should I go? One way would lead me to a movie
theatre. I could use the time to escape and catch a show, but would
I really pay attention to the story? The Columbia River Maritime
Museum was somewhat nearby and the Astoria Column wasn’t
that far if I budgeted
my time well. I hadn’t been to either one yet.

On the other
hand, I wasn’t sure what was down the other way.

I licked my drying lips, wishing I’d thought to bring lip
balm.

I spun around and nearly smacked into a girl with mousy brown
hair and porcelain skin. Her hazel eyes widened from the frozen
smile on her lips. It took a moment to realize that it was a
MISSING PERSON flyer for Lucy taped to a streetlight pole. Ethan’s
presumably dead cousin. Her father must still be looking for
her.

Guilt wound its way up my stomach to my throat. I swallowed
hard. Her father would never find her again. None of us would.
Despite her powers, Lucy was lost somewhere in the Columbia
River.

Uncertain where I was going next, but needing to get away from
Lucy’s school photo, I started walking. It was the opposite way
from home and that was enough. Squeezing past groups of people
chatting and laughing outside of boutique shops, I was swallowed by
the hustle and bustle of the small shopping strip. A tall,
broad-shouldered boy caught my eye on the other side of the street.
He weaved through the crowds with purpose. Familiar dirty blond
hair, tanned skin, I recognized that confident strut … was that
Dave Marrell?

I stopped dead. Boiling anger slid through my
veins.

Seeing red, I clenched my jaw so tight that the joints ached.
I curled my fingers into my palms. Dave was a Seeker who had
tricked me into dating him.
He had only dated me to get to me and my friends.
Oh, and kill us.
Because that was what Seekers did.

Dave turned the corner into an alleyway.

I stepped forward to follow him. A hand wrapped around my
wrist and gave it a sharp tug. Ethan appeared beside me, staring
after Dave’s receding figure like I was. Those hazel eyes turned on
me. A little girl with an ice cream cone in one hand and her
mother’s hand in the other walked straight through him. He didn’t
even flinch.

“I know what you’re thinking. Don’t do it, Faye. He’s
dangerous.”

I couldn’t say anything to Ethan in public, so I wasn’t able
to explain myself. But I wouldn’t stand here either. Dave tried to
kill me once already. I had to know what he was doing, especially
now that I wasn’t on speaking terms with Alec, Dave’s
cousin.

I wordlessly pulled free of Ethan’s grip and marched across
the street, carefully peeking down the alley before trailing after
Dave. He was at the end of the alley, turning left. I jogged as
quietly as I dared and peered around the next corner. So many
people were out because of the beautiful weather that it was hard
to spot him right away. When I located him, he wasn’t
alone.

A lanky man fell into step beside Dave but even he looked
familiar. An image from the Black and White dance flashed heatedly
through my brain: Hannah with a knife to her neck and
that pitiful excuse for
a man holding it steady. The memory sped up my pace. Had the
Seekers’ attack at the dance really only been three months
ago?

The two Seekers strode past a bike shop, couples holding
hands, parents pushing kids in strollers, and a pair of elderly
women sitting on a bench waving
at Dave like they knew each other. With a nod to
his lanky friend, Dave veered toward the elderly ladies. He flashed
them a charming smile, like he wasn’t part of some creepy merciless
cult, but his lanky friend kept on walking. I swallowed past the
dryness growing in my throat and followed my gut, which was
screaming at me to pursue this stranger instead of Dave who was
going to be on my left in three, two, one…

I slid in beside a nearby family, matching their steps as we
passed Dave and hoped beyond all hope that he wouldn’t notice me.
After all, there were three bodies between us. If he didn’t look
up, he wouldn’t know I was here. He couldn’t.

But my heart practically hammered out of my chest when I snuck
a glance over my shoulder. There was some distance between us, but
I could still make out his face, which meant he could identify me
if he turned in this direction. He didn’t.

I let out a
breath and faced forward again.

Dave’s lanky friend was older, somewhere in his twenties with
a dark goatee. Sunlight gleamed off his greasy ponytail. Likely
sensing someone watching, he turned around and I bent down to
fake-tie my sneakers. With my bare knee on the cement ground, I
forced my eyes to stay focused on my white laces. After a few
seconds, I stood and tugged at the hem of my jean shorts. But
Dave’s lanky friend was lost in the crowd.

Thinking I’d taken too long to fake-tie my shoes, I spun
around slowly, even as my breathing came shallow and fast. Finally,
I caught a glimpse of that greasy ponytail way down the sidewalk.
He was fast.

I sucked as a
spy.

So, I picked up the pace. Dave’s friend appeared to be taking
a leisurely stroll along the waterfront, farther and farther from
the large crowds where our quaint shopping area was until we were
passing by what seemed to be a shipping port of some kind. Long
planks of wood piled high as they unloaded it off a ship. Tourists
loitered near the side of the Astoria Riverfront Trolley I had yet
to ride since I’d moved here. Its pale-yellow doors were open and
the blood-red trolley was loaded with tourists. I had to wait for
it to pass, which put more distance between me and the Seeker. I
had to be more resourceful when shadowing him.

I followed him farther from the tourists until I hardly saw
anyone but the Seeker anymore. After darting behind a parked car, I
leaned against the warm hood and peered around the side to see
which direction he was crossing. When he turned toward the city
again, I made a run for the closest building’s corner, leaning
against the concrete before dashing for the next building. After
waiting a respectable amount of time, I began walking again. But
when he paused to look over his shoulder, I panicked and lunged
behind the nearest shack so quickly that I scratched my elbow along
the rough bricks. Silently swearing to myself, I assessed the
damage. A tiny trickle of blood and some scraped skin wasn’t the
end of the world. I risked another look beyond the wall’s edge. The
Seeker was on the move.

For someone who thought they were being followed, he didn’t
seem all that worried.

After ten minutes of tailing him and keeping distance between
us, it became apparent that he
was also following someone. I just couldn’t see
who. The person was wearing a baseball cap and sunglasses, as if he
didn’t want to be noticed. He turned down another corner, and so
did the Seeker. So I did, too.

Another turn. We definitely weren’t downtown anymore. The
street was empty. We were in a land of gray concrete and decaying
bricks. Flat, stout buildings stood resilient and demanding around
us. I couldn’t see the person with a baseball cap anymore, but the
Seeker headed for a drawn-out building that looked ready to give up
and crumble. From its ratchet and rusty exterior, unmaintained
entrance, boarded-up windows, and general lack of people, it was
safe to assume this building was abandoned. I tried not to eye the
green moss sprouting between the dilapidated bricks as I waited
until the Seeker was inside.

After counting to ten, I jogged to the broken entrance. It
looked like a large piece of charred wood had been removed from the
door and now lay in two broken pieces on either side of the
doorway. The fact that the wood-burning scent still hung in the air
wasn’t promising. I leaned down and touched the ruined board,
quickly pulling my fingers back when it felt warm. Did they really
torch the entryway to get inside? How badly did they want to get
into this death trap?

“This is stupid,” I whispered.

Was this safe?
No.

Was this a trap? Maybe.

Was I going to do it anyway? Yes.

“Stupid,” I repeated under my breath.

I peered through the dark doorway but couldn’t make out
anything except shadowy shapes and grimy floors littered with
crushed cans. A ray of sunshine broke through what I assumed was a
window, catching the floating dust in the air and the onslaught of
glittering broken glass on the ground.

This looked like a great place to get stabbed or maimed. I
should let this guy do his thing and leave before I ended up a
victim in one of my death visions. Wait. If I was going to die in
there, I should have a vision of it happening now, right? Maybe I
wasn’t having a vision of me being murdered because I leave. If my
foot would just step backward, away from the door—

“Come out, you coward.”

My heart leaped to my throat. The voice came from
inside.

“I said, come out.”

I almost stepped through the doorway when a shadow crossed the
dark hall into what I imagined to be another room. His footsteps
were silent until his shoe crunched a patch of broken
glass.

“Why are you following me?”

“Had to be sure it was you,” the voice answered. Even though no
one was talking to me, my heart beat double time and my palms were
slick with sweat. I wiped them on my bare legs.

“What do you need me for?” The first voice sounded frustrated
or annoyed or angry. Maybe some combination of the three? I was on
the verge of peeing-my-pants scared, but I had to know what was
going on. I crept past the doorway as quietly as I dared, stepping
between clusters of broken glass and hoping not to touch any of the
crushed cans around me.

I held my breath. A few tedious steps in and I found where the
hallway ended. I touched the grimy wall, immediately regretting it,
and counted to three before I leaned around the opening. This long
bare space was clearly the dominant part of the old building.
Sunlight beamed down from its high windows on what was obviously a
vacant warehouse of some kind. A large rusted-out machine stood a
few feet from where I was.

“I asked you a question,” the first voice repeated
threateningly. “What do you need me for?”

Where were they? I couldn’t see anyone, but the voices were
echoing inside this room. They had to be here. I took a deep breath
and bent low, running toward the rusty hunk of junk parked by the
door. It looked like something that loosely resembled a tractor at
one point, years ago. I was careful not to touch anything that
could give me tetanus. I was up-to-date on my shots, but
still.

Thanks to the machine’s rusting, orange-dusted holes punctured
through bits of metal, I could see through to the other side. The
lanky Seeker towered over the guy in the baseball cap, making the
person he was talking to look as young as a teenager.

“Well, we’re meant to rid the world of your filth.” The Seeker
I’d been following stroked his goatee in a conventional
evil-villain fashion. Seriously, and they thought we were the bad
guys. “Of course, we know what you can do. Do you think that scares
me?”

“How would you possibly know what I can do?”

“Because we are aware of who your sister is,
Parker.”

There was a silent threat in those words. The Seeker’s
loathing tone made me think that maybe Parker wasn’t a Seeker. So,
why were they interested in him?

Parker narrowed his gaze, sunglasses now hanging from the
front of his black t-shirt. His dark blue jeans were ripped close
to the knee. It countered the Seeker’s white button-up shirt and
black slacks. Parker’s blue eyes trailed him up and down before
sucking his teeth.

“We, huh?
You look pretty alone to me.”

“I can assure you that I’m not.” The Seeker took a step closer.
“Notice how there’s no nature here? No tree roots to fight this
battle for you.”

Tree roots? Was he talking about the attack at the dance?
Hannah used her abilities to ward them off, but there hadn’t been
any nature in those school hallways either.

“Tree roots?” Parker repeated my thoughts with lifted pale
eyebrows. For a moment, he stared silently in disbelief and then
chuckled. He flipped something over in his right hand.

“What is that?”

“This?” Parker stopped moving and clicked the black button on
its side. An orange flame popped out of the top and Parker removed
his thumb. The flame extinguished. “I’m sure you’ve seen a lighter
before.”

Was that what he used to burn the wooden board out front? How
long would that have taken? The Seeker didn’t move or say anything.
He simply stared at Parker in quiet contemplation.

“So,” Parker continued. “Since I’m now your prisoner or
whatever. Mind telling me what my sister’s got to do with
this?”

The Seeker smiled. “Don’t worry. I’ll get to her once I’m done
with you.”

“Doubtful,” Parker sneered and clicked the lighter in his hand
again.

“What makes you so sure?”

Parker’s head was tilted down, watching the little flame dance
before him. Even from this distance, the orange lit up his eyes in
a way that made it look like they were glowing too.

“Because you won’t escape this.” Parker’s hand lifted and the
flame moved with it, crackling and growing. The flames swelled as
long as Parker’s torso before they licked his hand, like it was
under his control. Parker shoved his open palm forward and the
flame drove toward the Seeker at an impossible speed.

My hand jumped to my mouth in a weak attempt to hold back a
scream. Parker spread his fingers wider and the fire covered the
Seeker from head to toe with its wrathful red flames. The Seeker’s
screams battled the crackling and sizzling of skin. Smoke grew
thick and dark around the Seeker, making it difficult to see
anything. The smell was acrid, like burned beef, but so much worse.
I fought to hold back my cough as the thick tendrils of smoke
coiled their way to my hiding spot.

Parker clenched his fist and the Seeker stopped screaming. A
loud snap echoed before his body collapsed to the ground. As if
Parker could control the smoke too, it began dissipating so I could
see the horribleness through my spy hole. Still, the flames
consumed the Seeker. A shimmery figure emerged from the burning
body, rising from the ashes. It looked like a translucent version
of the Seeker. I watched it, wondering what more Parker could do
when the shimmery figure faded and disappeared. Parker swatted his
tanned hand toward the Seeker and the fire died out. He stuck the
lighter back in his pocket.

“I recognize that guy,” someone said behind me.

I jumped and stepped on a crushed can, skittering it across
the filthy ground. Ethan was standing there, looking through the
rusty hole with me. When had he shown up?

Ethan’s eyes widened. “Crap. He heard you.”

“Who’s there?” Parker shouted, sounding panicked.

I swallowed hard and gestured silently for Ethan to tell me
more. I really hated when he popped up like this, but I must have
wanted him here if he’d been summoned.

“He was a year older than me at Astoria High,” Ethan said
slowly and peeked through the hole again, even though Parker
couldn’t see him.

“I know someone’s there!” Footsteps. It sounded like Parker was
pacing on the other side of the machine.

“Who is he?” I mouthed, losing my patience that Ethan was
taking forever to tell me. At times like this, I wished I could
talk to Ethan without anyone hearing me too.

“Ethan,” I hissed to get his attention.

Ethan leaned away from the hole, like he was fighting to
understand what he was seeing. “Parker Tulem. He’s Hannah’s
brother.”

A blaze of fire shot over the top of the rusty piece of junk.
The heat blew down on us, ruffling my hair. My heart jumped into
overdrive. I was so stupid for coming in here. If this really was
Hannah’s brother and he possessed an iota of her strength, which I
knew he did since he already murdered someone, then this guy could kill me. Easily. I had to get
out.

“Faye!” Ethan shouted and pushed me out of the way. I stumbled.
My feet crossed over each other wrong and I fell on my backside.
Hard. A ball of fire exploded around the machine we were hiding
behind. Flames blew straight through the rusted-out holes we were
using to spy. No longer in the line of fire, a wave of heat still
flooded over me, adding another layer of sweat to my sticky
skin.

With great horror, I realized Ethan had pushed me in full view
of Parker. And he didn’t look impressed. The lighter was back in
his hand and that menacing little flame danced on top.

“Now they’re sending teenagers after me?”
Parker scoffed, wrinkling his button nose. “That’s
just great. Get up.”

I scrambled to my feet. The resemblance between Parker and
Hannah was significant. Now that I could see him so openly, it was
obvious they shared the same full, pouty lips and heart-shaped
faces. If I didn’t already know that he was in college, I wouldn’t
have guessed it. He looked like he could be attending Astoria High
next year.

Ethan stood by the flaming machine, untouched by the
heat.

“You’re one of them, aren’t you?” Parker
gestured his chin toward the charred, smoking body that was the
Seeker I’d followed here. I tried to gulp oxygen, but it felt like
I was tasting burned flesh. There was a body. A dead body. It
wasn’t a premonition or a vision. It was right there. I shook my head slowly and tried not to breathe too
deeply.

“Then why are you here?”

I didn’t know what to tell him. My mouth parted but my lips
quivered and I shut them again. Should I tell him the truth? I
mean, I followed the guy he fried. He might find that suspicious,
and something told me he wasn’t the most understanding type.

That something lay a few feet away and smelled like a BBQ
Hannibal Lecter might like.

I so did not
want to be next.

Parker lifted his fingers to the flame and a fireball formed
in his hand. The blaze wrapped around his knuckles like a glove,
embers floating and licking the air. I was so entranced by the
wonder of it that I barely registered his hand thrusting forward.
The fireball detached itself, growing bigger and bigger as it
sailed toward my face. I ducked.

The hair on the back of my neck stood on end as if the energy
in the room was changing. My body felt lighter and a low groan
erupted from somewhere nearby. Something heavy clanged and scraped
across the floor. My head snapped up at the same time that Parker’s
attention drifted to the whooshing air beside me.

Rust-covered metal slid and slammed down between me and
Parker. The heat from the fireball blew through the holes in the
old scrap of metal, but the hunk of junk absorbed most of the
blast.

Ethan.

I turned in time to see Ethan’s hands clench into fists at his
sides. His narrowed eyes stayed on Parker, ready to lift him up and
slam him down next.

“How’d you … you’re like me?” Parker’s previous bravado melted
into uncertainty.

“He can’t see me,” Ethan announced like I needed the
confirmation. I stood on the other side of the machine, eyeing the
doorway behind me. I could make a run for it, but this guy was one
of us. He was Hannah’s brother, which made him a Bloodline Legacy
like me. Did he know what that meant?

“He looks more confused than angry now.” Ethan didn’t take his
eyes off Parker as he spoke. “But if he tries anything like that
again, this machine is falling on him like an anvil in a
cartoon.”

Knowing that Ethan had my back made me feel that much bolder.
My backpack straps rubbed under my arms when I stepped into view
again. Parker held on to the lighter but it was no longer
lit.

“You did that?” Parker gestured to the machine as if I had
shifted gravity and moved it over.

“Say yes,” Ethan insisted. “The truth is too complicated to
explain right now and Dave is still out there. What if this was
meant to be a trap?”

Then this was
a horrible trap.

But the Seeker had said there were more coming. So where was
everyone?

“Yeah.” The word tumbled out my mouth, heeding Ethan’s
warning.

The dryness in my throat and the smell of seared skin made it
difficult to breathe. I stared down at the dead body in the middle
of the warehouse. Sunshine poured through the high windows and
illuminated what was left of him like a vile spotlight. Charred
fingers reached up toward his blackened skull. I was no expert, but
it seemed like this degree of damage would have taken longer in
normal circumstances. I couldn’t stop gaping at what was left of
the Seeker who had threatened Parker only minutes ago.

“If anything goes wrong, I’m right here,” Ethan reminded
me.

I nodded to show him that I’d heard.

“Did you see…?” Parker let the words die.

Die. It seemed I couldn’t get death
off my brain.

I nodded
again.

Parker screwed his lips to the side in a similar fashion to
Hannah. In this light, the two looked so similar. Golden hair. Blue
eyes. An ability to control nature. Where Hannah could control
earth and water, Parker controlled fire. It appeared he had a
hothead to go with it.

Sweat rolled down my back beneath my t-shirt.

“I’m Parker,” he said after a moment, seeming guarded. Would he
get rid of his only witness?

“Faye,” I told him, partially ready to bolt if
needed.

A crunch ricocheted around the room, but neither of us had
moved. Someone else was here.

“We need to get out before more Seekers show up,” I whispered
and jogged past Parker toward the back of the building.

“Seekers?” Parker caught up to me. Ethan was unseen on my other
side. There was a scratch and scuttle around the corner in front of
us. We all skidded to a stop.

“Up.” Ethan pointed at a set of metal pathways that definitely
didn’t look up to code near the ceiling, but what choice did we
have? Who knew how many Seekers were coming.

I spun around to tell Parker the plan, but Ethan didn’t waste
time. The energy shifted, leaving a sort of static in the air.
Ethan lifted his hands and the three of us began floating. Parker’s
eyes widened. Just like Hannah’s, his eyes were sky blue and
touched by sunlight. He kicked beneath him as if he could race back
to the ground. The uncomfortable itch of hovering mid-air made me
want to squirm too, but I tried my best to remain still.

Higher and higher we went until Parker and I could grasp the
warm railing attached to a metal pathway that was suspended from
the ceiling. It smelled like animal pee and iron but we heaved
ourselves onto it. Corroded grating squeaked in dismay below our
feet. Icy panic blossomed in my chest as I stared down at the
rusting pathway. Pausing, we waited for it to give out. It never
happened. I let out the breath I didn’t realize I’d been
holding.

Large windows surrounded us up here, bringing in heat like a
sweatbox. Perspiration beaded across my chest and down my back. We
pinned ourselves as close to the corner as we could manage, seeing
the ground from the grating in the metal. I ignored my heated skin
gradually baking against the hot railing and focused on breathing
slowly, but the air was thick with dust and the heat made it feel
like there simply wasn’t enough oxygen.

“Faye, look.” Ethan pointed below.

Parker’s black baseball cap lay flipped upside down on the
ground. It must have fallen off when Ethan rose us up here. It was
too late to get it without drawing attention.

Two Seekers emerged from the front entrance where I came in.
After a few seconds, the warehouse was swarming with Seekers
dressed similarly in black slacks and white button-ups. Even Dave.
He stood beside the charred body, but it looked so misshapen from
up here.

“Gavin, come here a minute,” Dave called to their leader. I had
the privilege of meeting Gavin the night Dave kidnapped and tried
to kill me. My fingers pressed deep into the biting metal. It was
Gavin who murdered my dad and set it up as a suicide. I had always
known something was off about that whole thing. Now, I knew who was
to blame for his death.

My flagrant loathing for him was putting it mildly.

“I thought you said the Tulem family abilities were based in
earth. Maybe water. It seems you might be wrong.” Gavin’s deep
voice sounded disappointed.

“I’m not.” Dave shook his head. “Those are Hannah’s
abilities.”

“But perhaps they’re not her brother’s.”

I could feel the weight of Parker’s stare. I tried very hard
not to think about the fact that there was a smoldering body below
us because of him. That my
body was only inches away from those
flame-throwing hands.

“Does Hannah know?” I whispered, barely above a
whisper.

“You know my sister?” Parker asked in a voice as low as
mine.

I nodded. “We’re friends.” Or maybe not so much these days,
but those were minor details. “Does she know about…?” I gestured to
his hands like they would suddenly combust.

He shook his head. I slowly pushed myself up, but Parker
grabbed my wrist, skin so hot it felt more like a branding. I
didn’t dare pull away for fear of making a commotion. So I sucked
it up and breathed through my nose, gritting my teeth.

“Hannah has powers too?” he whispered.

Not wanting to interfere with family matters, but also wanting
to get out of here alive, I pursed my lips and weighed my options.
How did they not know about each other?

I carefully removed his grip, which to my surprise—and
relief—left no mark on my skin, and mouthed, “We need to
go.”

“Why’d he come in without backup?” Gavin shouted, as if Dave
were responsible. Maybe he was. Maybe they were partners and Dave
was distracted by the elderly women, so he didn’t go in with him.
But if Dave had, he would have been another body to find. As Dave
kept his gaze on what was left of the Seeker, I wondered if he
thought the same. Gavin spun around and barked orders at the
twenty-something Seekers multiplying by the minute throughout the
warehouse.

“They look like squishable ants from here,” Ethan said and
leaned over the railing, not worried about being seen. “I could
drop that big machine in the middle of the room and they would
scatter.”

“Can you clear a path for us?” I whispered, ignoring his
unhelpful comment. Ethan, realizing I was talking to him, grinned
at the opportunity.

“Anytime, m’lady.” Ethan jogged away, making no noise as
usual.

“Sure.” Parker stepped forward. I grabbed his hand, feeling
that familiar near-burning sensation again. Was this high fever his
normal temperature? No wonder he was angry.

“Not you.”

“But you just asked—”

“I know. I wasn’t talking to you,” I muttered.

“Who else is here?”

“Just assume I’m not talking to you unless I
say Parker.”

Parker raised his pale eyebrows with obvious
misgivings.

“All clear!” Ethan called from the far end of the
path.

“Let’s go, Parker.” I tugged him along the rickety path as
slowly and quietly as we could manage. The Seekers were searching
the grounds below for Parker. No one thought to look up and check
the high ceiling yet. It took a lot of time and physical restraint
to get to the circular metal staircase unseen. The pathway kept
threatening to wiggle on us, so we had to take precautions in case
the metal grating gave out. The staircase led to a doorway in the
wall where steep concrete stairs cascaded to what I assumed was the
main level. Ethan whistled “hi-ho” in front of us and stepped onto
the bottom landing first.

“Oh, wait. Not clear!” Ethan announced.

I grabbed Parker and pinned him to the wall beside me, out of
view. From here, I could only see a small corner of the dirty
warehouse, but the sun shone brightly on it from the windows above.
Ethan lifted his hands and the energy changed. The hair on the back
of my neck stood and the temperature dropped, losing some of its
heat and even some moisture.

Parker gulped loudly. A bead of sweat rolled down the side of
his flushed face but his cerulean-blue eyes seemed focused and
alert, like when he killed that Seeker. I was touching a murderer.
That was what Parker was, wasn’t he? He had killed someone. Someone
who was threatening him, sure, but he hadn’t been in immediate
danger. Was he? Was this death justified? How would Hannah handle
the news? Were we any different after what we did to
Lucy?

I couldn’t think about that now.

Five Seekers flew past the stairway exit and crashed into the
wall. Large guns clattered to the ground beside their moaning
bodies. One of them didn’t move at all.

“You’re welcome.” Ethan bowed.

“That noise could have alerted others that we’re
here.”

“How’re you doing that?” Parker asked too loudly.

I covered his mouth with my hand, but even his damn lips were
scalding. I pulled my hand away and shook it in
annoyance.

“Would you believe me if I said there was a guardian
angel?”

Ethan
snorted.

“No,” Ethan and Parker said in unison.

“Yeah, didn’t think so.” I grabbed Parker’s hand and pulled him
to the exit, trying to ignore the prickling heat his skin seemed to
bring. It was beginning to hurt.

No, it isn’t. There’s no heat. He doesn’t have his lighter
out. I had to combat the pain by
pretending it didn’t exist. My breath crept in and out at faster
and faster intervals. We had to get out of here, and even more
doubtful, we had to do it without getting caught.

“Ethan, keep checking ahead until we get out of here,” I
whispered.

Grinning, he
said, “I always knew you’d need your knight in shining armor
again.”

“My name’s Parker.”

“She wasn’t talking to you,” Ethan sing-songed as he skipped
down the hall.

I gave Parker
a pointed look.

“Right, you weren’t talking to me,” he muttered.

“Over here!” someone shouted from the hallway with the pile of
Seekers. They were already on our trail. Ethan spun around and
pointed to the sheeted shelving unit. The most obvious hiding spot
in this entire room.

“Get behind there!” Ethan commanded. Stupidly listening to the
only person who couldn’t die in this scenario, I dragged Parker
behind the shelving unit with me.

“Is there something I should know?” Parker hissed.

“Just know that I’m different, like you,” I spoke
softly.

Footsteps
crunched the broken glass somewhere nearby.

“Come on out, Parker!” a dreadfully familiar voice called. It
was close. Too close. Goosebumps swept up my arms and my hands
clenched on instinct. “We only want to talk, Parker.”

I shut my eyes to avoid knocking Parker aside to claw those
familiar vocal cords out.

That voice belonged to Gavin. He was close. I gritted my
teeth, remembering how keen Gavin was to put a knife to my neck.
How he confessed to murdering my father for having me. That I was
a pure bred.

“Parker, if you make this easy for us, we can work out a deal
for Hannah,” Gavin continued. Was he really trying to bargain with
someone who had Parker’s abilities?

My eyes popped open.

“They don’t know we’re here,” I whispered to Ethan.

Parker raised his eyebrows and pointed at himself. I shook my
head. He rolled his eyes and leaned his head against the wall
behind us in disbelief.

“Hey, buddy, you should feel lucky you’re
even included on Team Ghost, all right? You’re not even dead,” Ethan shouted
at Parker. Parker’s eyes stayed focused ahead, staring at the dirty
sheet in front of us. Blissfully unaware of the snarky spirit
scolding him. “Oh, no response? Typical alive people. You being the
exception.” Ethan pointed at me.

“I should feel so lucky,” I muttered.

Something crunched on the other side of the shelving unit.
Parker placed a hand over his nose and mouth to stifle his
breathing. I focused on hardly breathing at all, holding myself so
stiff that my muscles ached. Ripped blackened sheets wrapped around
the shelving unit, concealing our hiding spot. I avoided touching
it but there was only so much space between it and the
wall.

Ethan popped his head through the shelving unit to see what
was happening on the other side.

“More Seekers showed up and I don’t think
all those weapons are set to stun. Not with his
abilities.” Ethan paused, gesturing toward
Parker. “Wait here.”

Where else were we going to go?

Ethan stopped talking. I didn’t risk turning my head to see if
he was still standing there, but I sensed he had run off. The only
sounds seemed to be the clatter of weapons, the shuffle of feet
kicking cans, or the crunch from stepping on broken glass. I
focused on hardly breathing at all but nearly screamed when Ethan
reappeared. His voice broke the deafening silence.

“The exit is immediately to your right. Find the door for the
emergency stairs and you’ll find a half-broken door. That’s an
unguarded side exit. Use it.” Ethan sounded determined, no longer
enjoying himself. It was very unlike him. “Nod if you understand
me.”

I moved my head slowly, watching the blackened sheet in front
of us sway and rise. Someone was lifting it from the other side. I
clamped a hand over my mouth. The hair on my arms stood on end,
rising with the strange current that wrapped around us, and
suddenly, the shelving unit hovered over the floor.

“What is going on?” a gruff voice shouted from the other side.
Shrieks and weapons clanged together down the hallway.

“Go now!” I pushed Parker out on Ethan’s command. He was
closest to the edge. Parker paused to stare at the floating Seekers
around us. His mouth gaped open like a fish out of water. The
Seekers leaned backward mid-air like they were in a constant state
of falling. Gavin was nearest. His body spun to the side as if
being weightless caused rotation. He flailed his arms like he was
trying to swim, reaching for a floating gun. When he didn’t get
far, he narrowed those cold eyes at me. My knees locked in place,
unable to run from the man who murdered my father. No matter what
logic was screaming at me.

“You!” Gavin roared. The man who ripped apart my family because
of some stupid Bloodline Lega—

“What are you waiting for?” Ethan busted through my thoughts.
“Run!”

I shook my head and shoved Parker forward again. He stumbled
but caught his footing. I ran ahead, turning right into the shadowy
hallway with Parker at my heels. My muscles pushed harder than they
had in a long time, adrenaline kick-starting my cardio. Dust
tickled my throat and tears prickled my eyes. Even while running, I
could see that the exit was half-boarded up like Ethan said. Parker
and I skidded to a halt in front of it and began prying at the wood
nailed to the doorframe. It helped that the wooden board wasn’t
sturdy. The nails were already pulling free.

Thump. The ground vibrated, shaking
us where we stood. Ethan’s control over gravity must have given
out. The goosebumps crawling up my arms vanished.

“We don’t have much time,” I warned.

“Find them!” Gavin’s voice echoed as we desperately peeled off
the last bit of wood.
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