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  To those former friends I've left behind.
The bridges I burnt lit the way to something better.








  
  Content Warning
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This book discusses ancient, historical sexual assault and other violence women have experienced through existence. We've never really been safe… 
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  Chapter One

Sabine
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Summer 1996 
Yet again, I was driving down Route 10 on my way to New Orleans. It was pitch black outside because I decided again to drive there in the middle of the night. I was up anyway. When I looked at the car’s dashboard, I realized I had forgotten to get gas before I left. Of course, I knew there was an all-night gas station on the road, so I didn’t worry. When I passed the sign for that exit, I got off. There was no way I’d make it into the city if I didn’t fill up now. 
Given my history with this gas station, I considered my other options. I was close enough to teleport to the house. I could leave my car on the side of the road or in a random parking lot. If I came back in the daylight, I could safely get gas and be on my way. The various scenarios played through my head as I drove, but before I knew it, I was pulling up to the pump. Just like last time, the pumps were empty. A light shone in the building where a cashier sat, probably afraid of what lurked outside. I paid with my credit card at the pump so they could stay safely inside.
A noise came from the dark to the side of the building just as I started pumping. This must have been a popular spot for vampires since this was the same spot I fought one last time. I was a very different Elemental now that I’d learned how to control my Fire. Not perfect control, but I was getting better the more I practiced being precise with my emotions. Different feelings brought different fires. I wasn’t sure if my emotions would be that effective for hot fire right now. I was annoyed and impatient to be back on the road. I reached back to check that my knife was secure in its place at my back. Between that, my magic, and what fire I could produce, I felt confident I could hold my own against any vampire. 
The noise got louder as I got closer. It was like the scraping of stone against stone. The last time I had heard that sound was in a cemetery in New Orleans a few weeks ago, and I paused for a moment. I couldn’t sense the electrical currents of a brain, pumping of blood, or breath in lungs. How did I know there was a vampire there if there were no signs of life? I might not understand how the magic worked, but that was what kept this being alive. I was pretty sure he was very dehydrated given how few biological signs there were. I had emailed with Corinne and my cousin Ronnie about being Elementals since Spring Break. We had compared stories. I had a theory that a vampire who had freshly fed exhibited faint signs of life. That didn’t matter right now. This knowledge put the odds of winning this fight in my favor. This vampire would light up and burn quickly no matter how minimal my Fire was.
“Sabine…” a voice whispered from the darkness. 
That made me freeze in place, and my heart raced. Not only did this vampire know my name, but it was a woman’s voice. The voice that haunted my dreams because I had been with the woman when she died. I was the reason she had. But it was impossible for her to be a vampire. I had cremated Mona’s body myself. Rhiannon and Corinne had helped me do it, and the ashes were in the library in New Orleans. There was no way Mona could be here right now as a vampire. 
“You let me die…” the voice continued, telling me the same thing that had been playing in my head for weeks. 
The vampire stepped out of the shadows as I backed up. My hand was behind my back, ready to grab my knife, but there was nothing there. A sweat broke out, and I felt one drop run down my spine. Could I do it again? Last time, her death had been an accident, but facing her now required a firm decision. It was her life or mine. I wasn’t ready as she lunged at me, pushing me down and onto my back. 
Mona bared her teeth with a smile as she looked down at me. “This is your fault!”
My eyes shot open and my heart raced, but I was in my dorm room. This wasn’t the first time I had dreamt of something like this. My mind was still trying to process what had happened that night. I sat up to catch my breath and let my body remember it was safe.
I looked around the nearly empty dorm room. My finals ended today, and I had another twenty-four hours to move out. My roommate wasn’t in the room, but that could mean anything. The sun was low in the sky, so it was either the start or the end of the day. I was pretty sure it was the latter. I had been up all night hunting and studying, falling asleep before the sun rose. These nocturnal habits had been getting worse throughout the semester. I would stay out on hunts later and later, afraid that I was going to end things too early or that the vampires knew my schedule. Since Spring Break, I had been trying to control my Fire better, which gave me another reason to work late into the night. It made it harder to get to class or feel engaged when I was there, but if I was going to spend my summer fighting a war, then I’d rather be prepared for that.
I left the room to take a shower. I was done with finals, pretty sure I was going to scrape by with Cs. I barely went to class this semester, and I honestly didn’t care what my grades were. It wasn’t like any of these grades meant anything. I was more interested in the magical world and the war my family had started a century ago. I was more anxious about my best friend and her boyfriend, who might have been possessed by the spirit of my ancestor, than I was about my GPA. I was more excited to see my cousins and siblings for an entire summer than I was about parties. Even though I had awakened from a nightmare, I was completely ready to get on the road and drive through the night. If I started now, I could probably get gas before most stations closed for the night. That would help me avoid the all-night gas station I was dreaming about.
While I might have been ready, there were still a few more things to take care of before I left. My boyfriend was one of them.

      [image: ]“What do you mean you’re leaving now?” Kevin asked as he tried to block the trunk of my car. His straight, dark brown hair had grown long through the semester, and it made his large hawk nose look bigger. His eyes were wide and framed by thick black eyebrows. “You’re supposed to drive me to Miami.”
I had been avoiding my boyfriend since I returned from Spring Break. It wasn’t like we spent much time together before the break. We mostly hung around the dorms or at his frat parties. He tried to fit me into his life without any interest in mine. Since Spring Break, we had seen even less of each other while I went out on hunts more often. When I returned from New Orleans, I made sure he knew I wasn’t going back to Miami for the summer. It was infuriating that he had ignored me. 
“How was I going to do that? You know I’m spending the summer in New Orleans,” I said as I moved around him to put a suitcase in the backseat.
“You didn’t tell me this,” he said, reaching up and slamming the trunk shut. “I don’t have another way to get home.”
I shrugged and went back into the dorm with him right on my heels. I had done my best to clean up my half of the room, but I was ready to get on the road. I surveyed all the furniture before grabbing my purse and the last suitcase. I left a quick note for my roommate before taking my key to the front desk. 
“I’ll go with you and figure out how to get to Miami,” Kevin said, trailing behind me the whole way. “I have one more exam in the morning if you can wait.”
I shook my head. “No.” I had no desire to wait or drive with him. 
Kevin drew his eyebrows together. I could feel the irritation and panic coming from him. He was sure he had lost control over me and that I was going to leave him. He worried that I thought I was too good for him and that I had cheated. His thoughts were like a siren in my head that I couldn’t keep out. I wanted to slap him, but that wasn’t something I could give in to. My irritation with him had doubled since my return from New Orleans. Ever since getting back into town, my desire to be with him had dissipated. I couldn’t help but wonder why I was in this relationship.
Kevin took a deep breath as he decided what to say next. I couldn’t help but compare our relationship to what Carly had with Andy. After seeing how much she was willing to fight for Andy, I couldn’t justify my relationship with Kevin anymore. I wasn’t attracted to him, nor did I feel any desire when I was with him. There had never been butterflies or an urge to be around him. What had brought us together back in high school was proximity. I had gone to his prom with him because he had asked. That had been a disaster, and we stopped speaking. For a year after he left for college at the University of Florida, I assumed I had done something wrong and I was the asshole. That continued when I arrived at UF because we traveled in the same circles and he clearly disliked me. My natural instinct was to believe that I was the problem, so I apologized, hoping to end the tension. When he asked me out, I assumed I had made up for my mistake and we were able to try again. I never thought that he hadn’t been worth that much effort. 
I had spent the last year and a half making sure I didn’t do anything that would cause him to hate me again. He never manipulated me or seemed to care, but I was always walking on eggshells to avoid it. Was it toxic or just the wrong relationship? It didn’t matter anymore. I needed space to consider what I wanted in the future and whether he was part of it. The longer this tantrum went on, the less I wanted to be around him. Letting him drive to New Orleans with me could be a chance to figure it out together, but it would result in our breaking up. Part of me wasn’t ready for such a finite end. We both deserved to be happy, and I was sure neither of us was. Could we ever be happy together?
“I want you to come home,” he said, crossing his arms over his chest.
I shrugged. “Why?” 
The question hung in the air, and it felt like a bubble burst.
“Why what?” he asked.
“Why do you want me to come home?” I asked as I got to the car and put the last suitcase in the back seat. I was sure he wouldn’t be able to answer the question.
“Because you’re my girlfriend,” he said with a scoff.
I shrugged again, wanting to make my indifference as clear as possible. “Why am I your girlfriend? What do you like about our relationship?”
His silence was the answer I needed.
I took a deep breath and got to my feet after a few minutes of uncomfortable silence. “I’m going to New Orleans now and alone,” I said. “I’m sure you can still find someone to drive you back to Miami.”
“Are you breaking up with me?” Kevin asked, his mouth agape. 
Was I breaking up with him? A small voice in my head, one that sounded a lot like my mother, reminded me it was nice to have a boyfriend, even if he didn’t do anything for me physically. That voice was small, and the other one was much louder. 
“Maybe,” I said. “We have the summer to think about our future and if we really want to be together.”
I got in the car and drove off. I wasn’t going to get on the road right now. I had one more hunt to do before that started. I needed that final moment with Kevin, though. I wasn’t literally driving off into the sunset, but it felt like I was. A weight lifted off my shoulders as I drove through campus and away from the dorm. Leaving Kevin behind was the right thing to do. I’d officially break up with him when we got back to campus in the fall. 






  
  Chapter Two

Sabine

[image: ]

Isat in my car at the cemetery waiting for something to happen. Nothing ever did, but this was my last chance to practice using my Fire with practically no risk of having to fight a vampire. The cemeteries in this small college town were generally quiet, especially for the past week. The high school kids were still in school, and the college kids were getting out of town for the summer. It wasn’t October, when Halloween became an excuse to linger. Nobody was bored enough to find their way here now. 
I’ve been doing this since I got back to Gainesville after Spring Break. Controlling my Fire wasn’t as easy as it had seemed when I was leaving New Orleans. With Mona’s death fresh, my emotions were abundant and clear. It was as if I had been in a sacred space and went back to a very mundane life. There were no vampires showing up in the cemeteries, so nobody to fight. Like the rest of my life in Gainesville, I was bored. Boredom didn’t inspire Fire. 
I hadn’t realized I would be so bored here when I picked UF for college. It was the best university in the state, and everyone wanted to go there. That was the only reason I had picked it. Originally, Carly had seemed excited about being here with me. After a year, it was too much for her, and she returned to New Orleans to go to Tulane. That’s why I had gone to New Orleans so many times this year. I missed her, and it felt more like home than my dorm room. There was certainly much more to do in New Orleans even without a magical war brewing.
“I need to practice using my Fire,” I said to myself as I got out of the car and walked to a gravestone. “If I need to fight Maia, then it’s going to help me survive.”
I didn’t know what would happen this summer, but I was going to New Orleans to learn more about the past so I could make sure as many of us as possible survived whatever war was going to restart a century later. With my hand extended before me, I tried to summon my Fire. Nothing happened.
“What am I feeling?” I asked myself. 
My mind spun through the possible emotions. I was glad to be done with the semester and excited about what was ahead of me in New Orleans. I was irritated with Kevin, but a small part of me wanted to have a boyfriend, even if I didn’t like him. I was frustrated that there was nothing for me to fight tonight or any other night I had been here since I had arrived my freshman year. Then I thought of the last big fight I had been in and how it had ended. It had cost Mona her life because I had made an instinctive decision to protect myself instead of having her back.
Guilt.
That’s what I had been feeling for years. I felt guilty about Mona’s death. Plus, I wasn’t the daughter my parents wanted me to be. I stayed with Kevin because I felt guilty for treating him like shit when he had asked me to prom. My choices hurt others, so I had to be careful. I had to make sure I kept other people’s physical and emotional safety in mind. Now, my extended hand sparked as if I was getting closer to the heart of my emotions. I didn’t like it, but my job was to risk my life to save others. That’s what it meant to be an Elemental. I wished I had figured out the emotional connection to my Fire before it had cost someone their life, but now that I knew, I wanted to be the best Elemental I could be.
The sparks in my hand stopped.
WHAT THE FUCK! screamed a voice in my head. 
I was so close… or was I?
I wasn’t crazy, but there were multiple voices in my head. They were all my voice, but different versions of me. The one who wanted a boyfriend, even if I didn’t like him, was the version of me that listened to my mother and her plans for my life. The guilty one was influenced by Lauren, who had trained me to be an Elemental without being one herself. This voice wasn’t either of those. It was loud and angry. I had no idea who influenced her, but when my hand suddenly flared up with yellow and orange flames forming a ball, I was ready to consider what she had to say.
Why should I feel guilty when I had been poorly prepared for this? Lauren hadn’t been able to teach me to control Fire because she was rigid in her way of thinking about how Elementals’ magic worked. According to her, I should be detached from my emotions. Lauren confined my hunts to a large but quiet cemetery by my parents’ house. I had no idea what the vampires in Miami were really like. Mona, in comparison, was better prepared to fight since she had known how to use Water, her element. She had known the vampires of New Orleans, and we were outnumbered by them. That either of us made it out alive from that final fight was a miracle. 
The flames turned white at the tips, so I let that new voice continue to rage.
Not only had I been ill-prepared for being an Elemental, but I was ill-prepared for life. My mother was more concerned with my having a boyfriend and going to college than anything else. There had been no preparation for what I would do with the rest of my life. Even though it was short, I was going to retire as an Elemental at the end of the summer on my twentieth birthday. If I was alive when I graduated, did she want me to marry Kevin and figure out life as I went? Had my siblings faced such shortsightedness from our mother? How had they figured out what they wanted? Why hadn’t anyone tried to help me figure this out? No wonder I hated my classes. I had no idea why I needed to be in them.
White flame took over the ball of fire in my hand, and the tips turned blue.
Then there was Kevin. We didn’t want each other. We had no sexual desire for each other, and I knew I was attracted to men. Even during Spring Break, when I had seen Eric at Tipitina’s, I had felt attraction and desire for him. I would have slept with him if given the chance. That’s why his thoughts about my body stung so much. It was clear he didn’t want me. He wanted Rhiannon even after all this time and having cheated on her repeatedly. 
Whatever I had with Kevin, it wasn’t sexual. I wanted something passionate and physical. I wanted to desire my partner and to have an orgasm. I was punishing myself because I could have been the asshole at prom, but all that required was an apology, not long-term suffering. I stayed because it was easy. I had been trained to do what I was told, and it was easiest to follow the path of least resistance. Something inside me was waking up. She didn’t want to follow the easy path. That voice wanted me to find the right path to the future I wanted. 
The fire in my hand continued to burn white, but the blue was growing. I wanted to lean into anger, but I wasn’t feeling that at the moment. Right now it was determination and a desire to fight for myself. I knew I would have support on that journey from my siblings and real friends. That’s what I needed to do this summer. I needed to lean into those who wanted me to thrive, not just survive.
My thoughts went back to Kevin. It was as if there was something I wasn’t seeing and my mind was working up to it. I sat down on a gravestone and let the fire burn in my palm. It was warm, but comforting. This was my Fire, and I could do this all night. I let my eyes slip out of focus as I worked through the memory of Kevin’s prom three years ago. We had picked a table with a friend of his. That guy and his date left to dance, and Kevin disappeared. He didn’t return until the end of the night. I sat there waiting for him, unsure of what to do. I wasn’t friends with many people present. Not only was I a junior, but I was practically invisible at school. I always had a small circle of friends, but my focus was on training and hunting, so I was busy in the afternoons and evenings. 
One person came and talked with me. That was Shane - the most popular guy in school. He was elected prom king that night, and he had been homecoming king in the fall. We had classes together and had been friendly, but never more. He had taken pity on me and asked me to dance with him. That was the only time I had danced all night. I didn’t see Kevin again until I left the ballroom at the hotel and found him in the arcade with another friend. He drove me home in tense silence. I was sure I had made a mistake, and he had seen me dancing with Shane. That’s what I had apologized for when I saw him that first week at UF. What had I really done that could have caused him to abandon me at prom and then stop speaking to me? Dancing with Shane was the only thing I could think of, but that was stupid. I had apologized because I assumed I had done something that required an apology, but it was Kevin who needed to apologize to me. He had invited and abandoned me! It was his prom, not mine. 
The anger flashed through me, and the flame in my hand turned blue with purple tips. Suddenly, gold and purple electricity crackled at the tips of the flames.
That was new.
I let the flame continue to burn as I walked back to the car. The nice thing about a long drive was that I had plenty of time to think. I found a tape of Eric’s band sitting in the passenger seat. I had listened to all the songs many times, and there were so many about my sisters. They would be perfect to help me get into the right frame of mind for the summer.






  
  Chapter Three

Carly
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I’ll bring home dinner. Love you! 
That was all the note on the fridge said when I got into the kitchen for breakfast. It could only be from Andy, and it felt like we were getting back to normal after the last few weeks of chaos. Life seemed to be on the edge of a knife, but I felt like Andy was balancing things better than before Sabine’s visit for Spring Break. His medical school probation had forced Andy to find ways to spend his time. He found a job at a restaurant where he quickly impressed the chef, who now had him cooking on the line rather than washing dishes. 
We had a new routine as a result, which suited the end of my semester in college. He was excited when he got up, even if it was at the crack of dawn some days. He was full of energy when he got home at night. I, on the other hand, had long hours in classes, writing papers, and studying. I was often up with him and still awake when he got home. This was about to change, though. Not only was the semester over, but Sabine and most of her family would be in town all summer. I was pretty sure Andy’s routine would be the same, but mine would change. 
When Andy and I were together, we talked like we had when we started dating. He shared the things he was learning in the kitchen and some of the recipes he was creating. He even shared some of his struggles as he decided whether he wanted to return to medical school or continue working in restaurants. I couldn’t always help, but I was happy to let him vent or talk through problems. He was still interested in what I was doing in my classes. I hoped my responses built a new level of trust between us or that he was opening up because he felt like himself again. Either way, I was reminded of the man I had grown to love. 
My only struggle was that we didn’t spend any time together outside of the apartment. It’s not like we went out much before Maia revealed herself. The joy of dating someone who was a great cook was that he loved to cook for me. His medical school schedule had made it difficult to plan dates, and everything was physical when we started dating. Who cared if we didn’t leave his bed? Now I was confident that Maia’s possession had something to do with his wanting to be at home. His continued reluctance to go out on dates made me a little suspicious, but certainly these protective habits were hard for him to break. Andy assured me he would let me know if Maia was resurfacing, so I was making an effort to trust him.
Trust was important, but I also needed to remain vigilant. What I had learned in the last month was that Andy was great at pretending like nothing was wrong. My assumption was that it came from a lifetime of looking out for himself. He was raised in the foster care system. I could only imagine the trauma that caused. He never talked about what that had been like for him. I had no idea what type of abuse or neglect he may have experienced from foster parents. Even if it had been a good experience, he didn’t share it. He had eventually been adopted by one foster family, but I didn’t know why they had made that decision. Maybe they did it because they loved him, but they didn’t show that now. He talked to them, they had come to visit a few times, but they hadn’t cared when he wandered into the hospital a few weeks ago. They had even laughed it off. Their disinterest probably made it easier for him to ignore and avoid it himself. 
“You slept late,” Peter said, coming into the kitchen. My brother had a week off from classes and the hospital before it all started again for the summer. Did Andy miss this? He seemed happier in a kitchen than he had the entire time I had known him. 
“I’m on vacation, too,” I reminded him. “All classes are over for the semester and the production assistant job doesn’t start until next week.”
“I call this a sleepcation,” he said with a chuckle as he made coffee for himself. 
I opened the fridge to pull out the breakfast that Andy had left for us. “What are you going to do this week?” I asked Peter as we moved around the small kitchen heating up food.
My brother shrugged. “Margot and I are going to hang out while she’s in town.”
Sabine’s sister was the reason I had a job on a movie set this summer. I had thought I would be a production assistant to her and the other writers. They would be on set to do any rewrites and changes needed as they started filming. I had found out a few days ago that I would be working in the production office, where they used PAs to run errands and get coffee. This was frustrating since I thought I would be helping with the production, but my mother had reminded me that this was what any professional internship would be like with my experience. I was happy to pay my dues, but I thought I could be more helpful than a gopher. All I needed to do was pay attention to what was going on and show my boss how helpful I could be if allowed. At least I would, once I knew who my boss was.
I was pretty sure Margot was arriving soon. Sabine, Margot, and Jill would be here first. Eventually Jill’s triplets, who were in school in France, would join for the rest of the summer. I was sure Rhiannon and Isaac would be back in town eventually. I was excited to see what would happen and what we would learn this summer. My mother had never let us be part of the local magical community and resisted teaching us about our power. She couldn’t stop me now that I was an adult, and if I was going to keep Andy safe, I needed to understand what was happening.
The phone rang as I was thinking about all the things I needed to understand better. There were the local Elementals and the vampires they hunted. Plus, I needed to understand how my own magic worked. Spell casting was one of the best-known ways to use magic, but I was using it instinctively. What could I do with knowledge? I answered the kitchen phone with the thought of spells in my head.
“Change of plans,” Andy said on the other end of the line. “I’ve been offered the chance to do the dinner shift on the line.”
My heart raced, and I was sure he was grinning. Andy loved doing the dinner shift. It meant the chef trusted him to do more than handle the prep for dinner.
“Don’t worry!” I said, excited that he had this chance. “Bring me home a midnight snack.”
I hung up the phone and mentally adjusted my schedule. Corinne wanted me to go out hunting with her tonight. I had passed on the opportunity, but now I could do it with her. The best way to learn about the local Elementals was to go out with one who would be active soon. My sister wasn’t assigned an area to patrol yet, but her fifteenth birthday was in a couple of months. After what happened with Andy a few weeks ago, she was being proactive about understanding her role in New Orleans. I had gone out with Sabine a few times when I was still going to the University of Florida last year. I was the perfect person to be my sister’s backup. 

      [image: ]“Lauren doesn’t like this,” Corinne said as we walked toward Canal Street. 
My pixie-like sister bounced as she walked. This wasn’t excitement, although that was something we were both feeling. This was her element, Air, working through her. She was petite and always seemed like she could fly away. Throughout our childhood, she had often been a fairy for Halloween. 
“That we’re going out together?” I asked, rolling my eyes at the mention of her Trainer.
Corinne swung her arms back and forth. “She insists I’m supposed to do this alone. After what happened with Sabine a few weeks ago, I know she’s wrong.”
I stopped walking and looked at my sister. “What happened with Sabine?”
Corinne waved her hand but didn’t stop. “With cremating Mona, the Water Elemental. You didn’t see what happened?”
The memory was burned into my brain. It was an intrusive thought that entered my mind when there was nothing else to think about. This was my greatest fear for both of them. I imagined both Elementals lifeless on the metal slab. When I chose to think about Mona’s death, I tried to focus on what had happened, rather than my own fears for the future. Corinne, Sabine, and Rhiannon had been focused on the dead Elemental as they cremated her. I had been focused on the reactions of everyone else in the room.
Lauren initially avoided looking at the dead young woman. I was sure she was there because she hadn’t believed that Sabine had managed to control her Fire. That changed as soon as Corinne joined in with Air, feeding Sabine’s Fire to increase its heat. I could see how my sister could help Sabine learn to use her element better, but what could Sabine do for Corinne? I was confident they could enhance each other’s power, but I had never considered how before. Nicole, the mortician who had welcomed us and made it all possible, had been amazed as the fire had burned so hot the flames seemed to turn purple.
My thoughts briefly flashed to the worst outcome of their fighting together. Not only could my sister die, but what if she was turned into a vampire? This fear was why I wanted to come out with her. She seemed nonchalant about her power. After a few years of watching Sabine, it was weird to see Corinne taking all of this for granted. Was it because the power came so easily to her as opposed to Sabine’s struggle? The same woman was training them, and that made me uneasy. If she failed Sabine, could she really prepare my sister?
I jogged to catch up with Corinne. “What do you want me to do on your hunt? Be bait?”
Corinne looped her arm through mine when I caught up to her and winked. “I want to see what it’s like to be out with you. You’re the most talented witch in our family. I don’t think Elementals are supposed to hunt alone.”
I took a deep breath. While my best friend followed every instruction given to her and assumed people were acting in her best interest, my sister did not. She questioned everything, demanding answers from Lauren, who had to fight to avoid giving them to her. With two months until her fifteenth birthday, Corinne was getting pushier with her Trainer.
“You want me to help you?” I asked. “What will I do? Command a vampire to explode?”
Corinne smiled as we got to the cemetery entrance. There was a gust of wind, and the gate swung open. “Maybe! The Garden District has been quiet since Sabine left town. Who knows what will happen.”
I gave her a half-smile. I suspected that was because Andy had reconfigured his drug cocktail to suppress Maia again. He couldn’t explain what he did and, if the Picards were right about him being a potion master, he may not even fully understand it. I knew from my own lack of magical training that a lot of what I did was intuitive. That was probably the same for him, too. While I would like to think all the chaos about Maia was over, I suspected she was biding her time and eventually regaining control. We needed whatever time we had to get stronger and find a way to either permanently suppress her or eliminate her without harming Andy.
We found a tomb to sit on while we waited. Corinne flexed her Elemental powers by making the wind pick up and slow down through the trees. I wasn’t sure there would be any activity at Lafayette Cemetery. This was the most popular cemetery in the city and still where families were entombed. You didn’t bury bodies in New Orleans. They were entombed for a year while the heat and humidity of the city practically cremated them. They were sealed as tight as they could be to make sure this happened. After the year was over, the remains were moved out of the way or maybe put somewhere else. It made the vampire community small since no body was left for too long. When Sabine and I met Mona, the cemetery was nearly forgotten and no longer being maintained. The vampires had converted it for their own use since there was nothing there but bones. Corinne had probably picked Lafayette Cemetery because nothing would happen here. It was a tourist trap that got too much attention. At the same time, it was easy to keep an eye on it.
“I can’t wait until Sabine gets here,” Corinne said as she waved her fingers through the wind she had created.
Clearly, my sister wanted to talk about what had happened with Mona’s cremation. “What did it feel like to use your power with Sabine?” I asked.
Corinne smiled a wistful smile as if she were in love. “What does it feel like to kiss Andy?”
I wasn’t sure about the connection, but I considered my answer. “It feels like I’m being pulled into him by magic. Like there’s a force I can’t control bringing us together. My lips tingle a little until they meet his and they pulse. I want to press harder into him and never pull away. Eventually I have to and it feels like I’ve lost part of my own body for a moment.”
Corinne’s eyes were wide. Had she ever been kissed? She was only fourteen, but I had already been kissed by that age. She probably had crushes on some of the boys in her friend group, but had any dared to kiss her? If they had, she hadn’t felt what I had described. I was sure that, like Sabine, training to be an Elemental kept her too busy for
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