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			Chapter 1

			“Oh, my goodness! He’s so cute!” Annabelle gushed over Bri’s new, tiny, black kitten.

			“Look at those paws,” I commented. “He’s practically a mountain lion!” I took a swig of my iced tea.

			“Lyle! Lyle! Come here, cutie,” Annabelle said in a baby voice. What was it about animals and babies that turned us into high-pitched mush machines?

			“Annabelle, he’s a man, not a mouse,” Cole said, deepening his voice.

			She stuck her tongue out at him. “He’s just a little kitten. It’s biologically impossible for us not to gush over him!”

			I cooed. Lyle jumped at the feather toy Bri dragged across the floor.

			Annabelle, Bri, Cole, and I were sitting in a circle around Bri’s room, entertained by her new pet. We were enjoying the last night of our high school careers drinking soda, eating junk, and chatting about the summer. Tomorrow morning, we’d be walking across the football field as they called out our names with over two hundred and fifty of our classmates at graduation.

			“I can’t believe I’ll be heading off to Cooper Union in the fall,” Cole said, changing the subject.

			“It’s weird to think that after tomorrow, we won’t be in high school anymore,” I agreed.

			Bri nodded her head soberly. “This is my last summer as a counselor-in-training. As of next year, if I go back, I’ll be a full-fledged counselor.”

			“Well, I’m excited,” I cut in. “I can’t wait to be done with OCHS and start my last summer as a kid. By the end of August, I’ll be an adult.”

			“Yeah, I can’t say I’m too nervous. I mean, we knew this was going to happen at some point,” Annabelle pointed out.

			“But after this summer, we won’t hang out anymore,” Bri said sadly.

			“What do you mean?” I exclaimed. “We’ll hang out all the time, over breaks and the occasional weekend. Plus, we can FaceTime.”

			“It’s not the same,” she replied.

			“I’ve never known you to be nostalgic, Bri,” Annabelle smiled. It was true; I would’ve pegged Annabelle as the sappy one.

			“What about you?” Cole asked me. “Switzerland. That’s the trip of a lifetime.”

			Two days after graduation, I’d be flying halfway across the world with my parents to visit the good old town of Adelboden, Switzerland. To everyone else, it was a graduation gift from my family, but in truth, I’d be spending my summer training to control my powers and learning the history of the Amulet so I could fulfill my destiny as a Cuardaitheoir, a Seeker. Just one secret on a mountain of information I had to keep from my friends. It sucked, honestly. It would be easier if I could tell them, but I knew how dangerous that could be.

			“It should be pretty rad. I mean, every other country is practically an hour away by train. I’m going to take a tour of all the villages I can and get wood carvings of all of you. I’m going to miss you all like crazy,” I responded.

			Bri tsked and leaned in for a hug. Annabelle joined in, and I pulled back to look at Cole.

			“Hug?” I asked, half-kidding.

			“I guess I’ll miss you too,” Cole said, hugging me back.

			“And you know I’ll email you like crazy, so it won’t even feel like you’re gone,” he said as he pulled back.

			“Thanks.” I scooped up the tiny, fuzzy creature. “I’m going to miss you most of all,” I said in a high-pitched baby voice. He purred loudly, brushed his face against mine, then hopped from my hands.

			“As much as I would love to stay, I have to head home,” Cole said, standing. “See you all tomorrow.”

			“Wait, I’ll come with you,” I said. “Bye, you two!”

			Cole held the front door open for me as I hit the bottom step.

			“So, have you talked to her?” I asked Cole as we left Bri’s house.

			“I’ve sent emails, but no responses yet,” he replied. There was a note of pain in his voice, the same one I heard in my own whenever I spoke about my ex-boyfriend. It’d been months since I’d heard from Trip, let alone seen him. After the Findlays up and left Corbin City last December, a hole had existed in our social circle. I was the one who had ended things with Trip, but I still wished things had been different. I wanted a second chance to fix what had broken. It got minutely easier every day, but there were days when all I could do was keep from walking in front of his house. It’d been dark since they left.

			“I’m sorry,” I told Cole.

			“I’m guessing you haven’t heard from him either?” He stopped in front of his car door. “Because if you have, you could ask him about her for me…” Cole’s eyebrows drew up, and his eyes widened as he gave me puppy eyes.

			I gave him a hug. “I know. I haven’t spoken to him, but I miss him too.”

			As much as I missed my ex, Cole missed his doubly. He’d expected Deidra and her family to return at the end of winter break, but they never showed. Instead, he got a quick email saying something along the lines of Love you, miss you, and I don’t know when I’ll be back. Grandma’s too sick to be alone right now. I knew that to be a load of crap. Trip had turned eighteen just days after they left, which would have engaged his powers. I bet he was off somewhere with Tomas searching for the Amulet half while I was stuck finishing high school.

			Cole and I had promised that if we ever heard from them, we’d tell each other.

			“I’m sorry. I wish I had something for you,” I offered.

			He shrugged. “I know. I wish the same for you.”

			“But hey, tomorrow is graduation, and we have that party on the beach to celebrate. You still going?”

			“Yeah, are you?”

			“That’s my plan,” I smiled.

			He half-smiled back. “Good. See you in the morning.” Cole got into his car and left. Drenched with sweat from the humidity, I walked half a block down to my car. It was only a few weeks into May, and it was already sweltering at night.

			A figure was resting against the hood.

			“Took you long enough to say goodbye,” Cay said.

			“After graduation, I don’t know when I’ll be seeing my friends. Forgive me?” I replied, a touch annoyed.

			“Doesn’t matter. Just remember, you can’t have much contact with them after you leave. The less people who matter to you, the less likely they’ll be hurt—”

			“I know, I know, when Beira’s warriors come after me for the Amulet,” I cut in. To be honest, I only half-believed anyone else besides Deidra was after me. We hadn’t seen any warriors, fighters, or militia since the big reveal a few months ago.

			I pulled the necklace from underneath my shirt collar and stared into the moonlight.

			“I can’t believe you still wear it. What a stupid thing to do.”

			“What else am I supposed to do? Mom doesn’t know that I found it, and I can’t risk leaving it in the house. At least this way, I can always protect it,” I answered.

			“But who will protect you?” Cay retorted.

			“I can protect myself,” I said simply. The car locks clicked as I opened my door. “Need a ride?”

			“Sure.” He got in and buckled his seatbelt. “You know, I won’t be in Switzerland with you. I can only protect you here right now.”

			“You told me you and Logan were going to Switzerland,” I reminded him as we pulled away from the curb. “To find Andrew’s family.”

			“Yes, but I can’t do that without you. You’re the Cuardaitheoir. I can search the ends of the universe hunting the Amulet down, but ultimately, it will only respond to you.” He paused. “Don’t you feel it?”

			I didn’t give him the satisfaction of an answer. It was true that when I took the Amulet off, a part of me went cold. When it was pressed against me, my blood sang with joy and comfort, and without it, I felt sick and weak. Honestly, the reactions I had worried me, but I chalked it up to being the Seeker. If this blood bond happened to all the descendants, then what the hell was I needed for?

			“Bridget, I know you’re scared about the next step of training, but I promise you, the trainer you get will be the best. Our family doesn’t do second-string,” Cay said, interrupting my thoughts. “Well, most of the time.”

			I groaned, exasperated. “Are you ever going to let my dating history go?” I turned toward the high school, just blocks away from Cay’s house. “I don’t even miss him anymore.”

			“Don’t you? You think you’re so sneaky, but I see you. I know you’ve been obsessing over your emails to see if he messaged you.”

			“I’m completely over him.”

			“Are you really?” Cay asked as I pulled into his driveway. “Because we can’t let anything distract you from this mission. It’s the single most important event of your life.”

			“Why bother graduating, then?” I snapped. I was tired of this argument, and Cay was wearing thin on my patience.

			He turned to face me. “Listen, Bridget, I know Logan and I have been driving you insane with everything lately. And I know the dick meant the world to you, but I have to know you’re completely focused on your job. If you aren’t… well, it could mean your death.”

			So overdramatic. I hated it when he brought up my mortality. I always thought that if I got hurt, Cay would just heal me, but he’s been making it explicitly clear I would have to rely on myself. That was what scared me. I still felt like the new kid on the team, and I was getting shoved into playing the game alone in front of a crowd.

			“I’ll be fine,” I responded.

			He opened my door and got out. “Are you sure?” Cay asked.

			“Yes,” I said firmly. “I’ll see you tomorrow.”

			“Goodnight,” he said, closing the door.

			Was Trip still a distraction for me? 

			No. 

			Was I lying to everyone, including myself?

			Hell, yes.
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			“One more picture of my graduate,” Mom chirped cheerfully the next morning as I stood in front of our fireplace in my graduation gown. I smiled and froze for the flash.

			“Last one, Mom,” I said. “I need to get to school to check in.” The last thing I’d want is to be late for graduation.

			“Just one more! Put your cap on,” she replied. Dad moved from his perch on the arm of the couch, handed the mortarboard to me, and I put it on. I almost didn’t care if it looked right.

			“It’s crooked,” Mom pointed out. I sighed loudly.

			“Sam,” Dad jumped in, “she has to go. You can get more shots afterward.”

			Maybe I wouldn’t be late to my high school graduation after all.

			“Fine,” she said, relenting. “We’ll see you later.”

			“Bye!” I grabbed my stuff and dashed out the front door, my gown flapping in the summer breeze.

			I unlocked my car and dumped my stuff on the passenger side. The interior was sweltering when I got in. The worn, black leather seats threatened first-degree burns on my legs as I sat. I sighed. This was my doing. I’d only been practicing my powers with Cay or Logan (which felt like every waking minute). When I was alone, I slacked off, giving my powers the freedom to wreak some havoc. Doing anything else was a lot more fun than the consistent reminder that I may have warriors, dragons, or whatever else to potentially slay.

			I closed my eyes and focused on the mental image of sinking my feet into the cool ocean as it lapped against the shore. I practically felt the gentle caress of the wave as it dragged itself over my toes and back out to sea. The image proved worthy, and the sun dimmed from a cloud passing over. There was immediate relief, and I opened my eyes again.

			Too bad my seats were still on fire. I checked the dusty clock on my dashboard. Noting the time, I backed out of my driveway and hightailed it to school.
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			I wasn’t sure what I was feeling when I pulled into the parking lot, surrounded by most of the seniors, dressed in red and white gowns. This place had been my home for four years. I was somewhere between excited and scared, but I was ready for the next step in my life. Fellow graduates walked past my car to meet in the gym and say their last goodbyes.

			I wouldn’t be seeing these people again.

			A wave of sadness and nostalgia washed over me. Part of me would miss my classmates, the people I’d interacted with for the past twelve years. I felt lost knowing they wouldn’t be back come the fall. Then again, neither would I.

			“Hey!” Bri said through my open window. I jumped.

			“Sorry! Are you coming out, or are you planning on melting in there?” she asked. I closed the window and grabbed my purse.

			“Sorry, feeling a little…” I trailed off as I got out of the car.

			“Yeah, I feel it too,” she admitted. “It’s weird knowing I won’t be seeing Dan Zachariah shoot spitballs in math anymore.” We headed across the lot toward the gym where the graduates were assembling.

			“Or George King dating a new girl practically every week.” After the Halloween dance last year, Annabelle and George dated for a few weeks, but they called it quits before Thanksgiving. “Bri was right. He was a drooler,” she had confirmed after they broke up.

			I thought about the people I’d kissed in the past year. My heart ached for a little romantic attention from a certain rival Seeker, but I knew that would never happen.

			“You know, I’m going to miss this place,” Bri exclaimed as we piled into the gym. I took her hand and gave it a squeeze.

			“I’ll see you afterwards?” I asked. She nodded and went to find her male counterpart. The principal had us stand in alphabetical order by last name, so it was a bit chaotic trying to find our partners among the sea of red and white gowns.

			I stood next to Matthew Monroe, Dina McMillan, and Cay, drowning in the noise of the conversations bouncing off the gym walls.

			“No, I didn’t do my hair this morning. Why bother? It’s just going to get flat anyway,” I heard one girl say to her friend.

			“I know. You’re so lucky. I wish my hair straightened,” her friend replied as she pulled on her own corkscrew curls.

			“Did you bring it?” Chris Jacobs’ voice boomed. I looked up, mildly interested in the topic.

			“Of course,” Krish Patel said, pulling out a stash of silly string from his sleeve. I shifted my gaze, having expected harmless pranks like that.

			“Okay, seniors, line up! We’re walking down in three minutes!” Principal Sharpe announced through the microphone in the gym. In a flurry of polyester, my classmates and I stood in line and headed toward the football field, where our families and older friends were sitting, grinning goofily with poppers, ready to document the momentous event with cameras.

			“Pomp and Circumstance” blared over the loudspeakers, and we waded through the grass and onto the bleachers. We stood, waiting in the sun, until our last peer reached their spot.

			“Thank you, parents and teachers, for joining us in celebrating the graduating class of Ocean City High School!” Mrs. Sharpe began. “Please stand and join us in the national anthem, sung by Leah Young, next year’s senior class president!”

			The audience clapped as she took the stage. Leah sang slowly, her voice filled with thick emotion.

			I zoned out. I was too busy scanning the crowd for anyone who might be coming to kill me. The Amulet was heavy on my chest, glued to my skin with sweat. I shifted a little, trying to dislodge the metal with no luck. Leah finished the song to everyone’s cheers and applause. Both the crowd and the students were instructed to sit as the next presenter walked up the steps to the podium. We’d just begun, and I was already bored.

			Instead of listening to speech after speech, I looked for my parents. I found Natalie Draper’s parents and little brothers, Nathan and Neil. Nathan was a sophomore, and Neil was in fifth grade. I remembered when Neil was born. Natalie had brought blue iced cupcakes to our Girl Scout meeting to celebrate.

			I shook the memory from my mind. I saw other families I recognized before finally finding my parents. Mom was wearing a pair of white shorts with a light-blue tank top while Dad wore khakis and a green golf shirt. They looked like members of a country club instead of my parents. Mom snapped a few shots of my class, and Dad fanned himself with the paper program the school had handed out. These were the two people who loved me most in the whole world and did everything they could to protect me.

			I felt guilty for not telling them I took the Amulet. The necklace weighed heavier than before. But if I put it back, I couldn’t keep it safe and away from any descendants. No, the best way I could repay my parents was by keeping the Amulet close and keeping the world—and, in turn, them—safe. It was the least I could do for all they’d done for me.

			“Andrea Kalling,” Mrs. Sharpe called out. I blinked a few times as the sounds and smell of the newly cut grass came rushing back. I’d zoned out long enough to nearly miss the names being announced. My row stood. We slowly made our way to the podium as each student had their name called.

			“Dina Marie McMillan!” There were a few cheers and claps for her as she walked up to get her diploma.

			“Bridget Gwendolyn MacNamara!”

			Smiling proudly, I looked up at my parents and gave them a little wave as I crossed the field, mentally patting myself on the back for not wearing spiked heels. I didn’t know how sturdy the cloth walkway would be and if it could withstand heels on soft ground. Reaching the podium, I shook Mrs. Sharpe’s hand as my family and friends applauded and whistled for me.

			“Congratulations, Bridget,” Mrs. Sharpe said, handing over my diploma.

			“Thank you!” Grinning, I walked across the field to stand with my row. The plan was to walk around the back of the bleachers and sit on the hot metal. I looked at the paper in my hand as I welled with pride.

			Suddenly, screams rang out, and shouts of “Fire!” were called.

			“Quick! Someone get water!” Another voice yelled. I whipped around and saw Dan Zachariah’s gown go up in flames. Nearby students fled as Dan screamed and clawed at the melting material. Parents were scrambling toward their kids, trying to leave the field.

			“Bridget!” Cay yelled as I saw him rushing at me, his gown flapping behind him.

			“Do something!” he yelled again. I stood there, dumbfounded. Do something? Me? What could I do? I looked at Dan again. A teacher had grabbed the tablecloth with the diplomas on it and tackled Dan. He seemed burned and scared, but he was no longer on fire.

			Cay caught up to me.

			“Behind him,” he said. Then I saw it. The fire had spread to the banner that hung on the side of the bleachers. It ran down the strings, which touched the ground and lit the straw-colored, parched, flammable grass. Flames were moving quicker than people, and the tiny bottles of water people were passing around weren’t enough to douse the ever-growing blaze. Kids were fleeing in every direction, making it difficult to put out the fire. Fire alarms echoed into the now cloudy sky. I looked at Cay and blinked. Was I even allowed to use my powers in public?

			If you couldn’t, what would be the point of having them? a little voice in my head said.

			Closing my eyes, I allowed some of the sadness I had tucked away in the empty core of my soul to reach out and consume my heart. I was grief-stricken instantaneously, and the sky darkened as buckets of rain poured down on us. Now the screams were about hair being ruined, shoes getting stuck in the mud. I concentrated on my pain from the breakup, the fear of what I’d encounter as a Seeker. Harder and harder, the rain pelted us as the flames fought to stay alive.

			“Come on, Bridget! You can do this!” Cay yelled over the ruckus. The rain morphed into something slushier and colder: sleet. I opened my eyes, confused and faltering a little.

			“Focus,” Cay demanded. I glared but did what he asked. Slowly, the fire died down, leaving nothing but cold, wet ashes of what used to be grass. The devastation around us was horrible. Pieces of soggy, burned banner and cloth walkway lay scattered around the scorched field. I looked over at the emptying crowd, searching for my coconspirator.

			I saw him. Blonde hair, tall build, tanned skin, and those piercing, green eyes. I’d recognize him in a blizzard.

			Trip.

			“Bridget! Why are you still out here!” Annabelle ran over to me. She threw a blanket she always kept in her car over my shoulders. Still searching for Trip, I glanced at the soft material covering my drenched gown.

			“We need to get you warm and dry,” she said, pulling me away. I scanned the area where I saw him, but he wasn’t there. Not even a whisper that he was ever there at all.

			I allowed Annabelle to lead me inside, partially amused by the fact that she kept rescuing me when that was to be my job.

			“Where’s Cay?” I asked, not seeing him when I looked back.

			Annabelle frowned. “I didn’t see him when I ran over.” She blinked. “Was he standing with you?”

			I didn’t get a chance to answer her because the fire department had arrived and evacuated the space.

			I found out the next day from a flurry of texts that Chris Jacobs had sprayed silly string on Dan Zachariah, who had been lighting illegal sparklers, causing him to turn away from the spray. When the sparks hit the banner and the ties holding it down, all hell broke out. Bri even emailed an article she found on the front page of the Ocean City Gazette. It was big news when it sleeted in the middle of summer as a fire caught at a high school graduation. While everyone was focused on the fire, I was focused on one student in particular.

			What had Trip been doing there? Was he there to see me, to make sure I was still in Jersey? Had he found the Amulet? Was he back for mine? I had so many questions only he could answer.

			I headed into the kitchen and grabbed a granola bar. We’d be leaving for the airport in the next twenty minutes, and I needed to eat something small before flying. Being a nervous flyer and having a large breakfast did not go well together.

			“All packed?” Mom asked as she plunked her purse on the table. She opened it up and stuck her cell phone in a pocket.

			“Yup. Just grabbing the last little things,” I said, throwing the wrapper in the trash.

			“Go do that now, so we can leave,” she replied. “I’m going to go put our carry-ons in the car. Please bring yours out when you’re ready.”

			“Okay,” I said.

			Since yesterday, Mom had been lukewarm to me. We’d never talked about it, but I knew she’d figured out it was me who put out the fire. Though Mom wasn’t against me using my powers in small doses, she absolutely wasn’t a fan of me using them in public.

			I headed into my room to double-check my backpack. Gum to prevent ear pressure? Check. Dramamine for airsickness? Check. Music? Check. My phone was chock-full of new music to keep me entertained for the nine-hour flight to Zurich. I looked down at my white, double-zippered bag, which was practically overflowing with stuff. I was a touch concerned it would be over the weight restrictions. I looked at my “Pack List,” and everything on it was absolutely needed.

			“You ready to head out?” Dad asked, sticking his head into my room.

			“Yeah, just give me a minute,” I said before he left. I slung my backpack over my shoulder and took one last look at my room. Who knew when I would see this stuff again?

			My phone buzzed from my pocket.

			[Cay: Are you still wearing it?] The Amulet.

			[Bridget: Of course. I never take it off.]

			[Cay: Be careful going through airport security. L & I are here now, and things are tense. Can’t risk exposure.]

			[Bridget: Tense? What do you mean, tense?]

			Suddenly, wearing a large necklace I was trying to hide seemed like a poor decision.

			[Cay: I mean, watch your back. Who knows who’s a BD.] 

			Beira’s descendant. 

			It had been hard getting used to the idea that every person I met could be after me. But that was only working under the assumption that Trip and his family hadn’t told everyone they had ever met about me and where I lived. I sighed. Moments like this made me wish I was normal.

			[Bridget: Aren’t they always lurking in the shadows?] 

			I turned my phone to silent. Being that same nervous flyer, I didn’t need another reason to swim to Zurich.

			After promising my friends a million times that I would text them when I landed, no matter what time it was, I turned on airplane mode and tried to get comfortable in the cramped plane seat. Dad left me the window seat, which was a mixed blessing. I loved looking out as we flew over clouds, but I hated watching the plane land. I always imagined it crashing, Final Destination style.

			“You settled in yet?” Mom asked. She was sitting next to me in the ever-unpopular middle seat.

			“Yup. Got my music, headphones, gum, drugs. I should be okay,” I replied. A young girl in front of me kept bouncing around in her seat, causing my table to shake. If she kept this up, I refused to be held responsible for tying her to her seat with my shoelaces.

			“This is your captain speaking. Welcome to Swiss Air, Flight 1304, direct flight to Zurich, Switzerland. We’ll be ready for takeoff in just a few minutes, folks. Please direct your attention to your attendants as I explain the emergency procedures,” the voiceover speaker said.

			My eyes were glued to the hand movements of the flight attendants. It was important I knew all the safety rules in case the plane fell out of the sky and crashed into the middle of the Atlantic.

			“Please turn off all electrical devices, including laptops and iPads, and store them under your seat or in the overhead compartments until we are in the air. Smaller devices like cell phones must be on airplane mode for the duration of the flight and stored in the seat pocket in front of you during takeoff and landing. Thank you,” the speaker said. The attendants left to take their seats as the plane taxied toward the runway. I popped a piece of gum into my mouth and took my nerves out on it.

			Mom patted my hand. 

			“It’ll be okay,” she comforted me. “In less than fifteen minutes, we’ll be in the air, and the worse part will be over.”

			I smiled tightly. “Thanks.”

			“Just remember, it’s like a roller coaster. You love those!”

			My knuckles were white against my armrests. The plane lined up on the runway and idled for a few minutes, waiting for the green light to fly. As soon as that happened, we took off, driving down the paved road as the plane lifted. It tilted toward the clouds and began its gentle incline. Mechanics whirred beneath me as the wheels were tucked inside the body of the plane. I clenched my jaw and squeezed my eyes. The roller-coaster portion of the flight had started, and I squished my gum through my teeth, giving me something else to focus on.

			Once the plane leveled out after what felt like an eternity, I could breathe a little easier. A baby two rows behind us was sneezing and crying.

			“Oh, you poor thing,” the mother cooed. “Let me wipe your nose.”

			Images of the seat behind me and the kid covered in snot ran through my head. Ew.

			“You may now turn on your electrical devices,” the captain announced. I plugged my earbuds into my ears and blasted my favorite song to drown out everyone around me. Leaning back against the seat, I closed my eyes and let the music wash over me. The first song that played was house music, something Cay had insisted I listened to when I trained.

			Training was what Cay called a “care package,” one more brutal than caring. Cay, Logan, and I had been spending most nights and certain Saturday afternoons strengthening my powers and physical prowess. Thankfully, Cay’s intense training kept my mind focused on everything else but Trip. My favorite sessions were the nights that Neit, Cay’s German shepherd, tagged along, especially for the obstacle course Cay had set up on the beach back in early spring. Running through the sand was hard enough, but running through the sand while competing against the dog through tunnels, jumping over hurdles, and dodging Nerf foam bullets made the Spartan Races feel like a game of tag.

			Someone kicked the back of my seat, jarring me from my memory. Looking around to see if everything was okay, I rolled my shoulders out and leaned back, closing my eyes again.

			“Bridget,” Mom said, tapping me on the arm. I opened my eyes and pulled out one earbud.

			“Are you hungry?” she asked.

			“Pringles and ginger ale?” I asked. Mom nodded and called for the flight attendant. He appeared, and Mom ordered our snacks. Within minutes, I was chomping on a deliciously salty chip.

			“How’re you feeling?” Mom asked me.

			“I’m okay. Music helps,” I responded, biting into another chip. The crumbs tumbled down my T-shirt, landing in my lap, and I brushed them off.

			“Bridget, we should discuss what happened at graduation,” Mom said.

			“Now?” I looked around me, nervous someone would overhear us.

			“We’re on a nine-hour flight. No time like the present.” She dropped her voice lower. “What happened at graduation shouldn’t have happened. I thought we’d discussed that we’d keep that to ourselves.”

			“Mom, I had to do something, or it could’ve been a bigger problem,” I argued quietly. “Plus, Cay was yelling at me to do something.”

			“Cay isn’t the boss of you,” she pointed out.

			“I know that. But what would you have done if you were in my spot?”

			Mom hesitated. “I don’t know,” she admitted. “But it’s harder to keep you safe when you go … flaunting it.”

			“Flaunting?”

			“Now with the added…” she trailed off.

			“Abilities?” I suggested.

			“Yes, abilities. It’s clear things are growing faster than you can handle them,” she said.

			“What are you talking about?” I asked, confused.

			“The sleet. I know all about it.”

			“I think you’re missing a few notes on that because I had nothing to do with it,” I responded.

			Mom blinked at me. “Bridget, I was there. I saw everything.”

			“Me too, and trust me, none of that was me.”

			“Then who was it?”

			I pictured Trip standing behind the bleachers. “I wish I knew.”

			“Well, I wish you’d be more careful in the future.”

			“Isn’t that why we’re going to Switzerland? So I can learn to be more careful?”

			Mom smiled. “Yes.”

			“Then don’t worry. I got this.” I gave her a reassuring smile and closed my eyes again. I felt as assured as I sounded. Turning on my playlist once more, I drowned out the din of the other passengers. My mind drifted back to the last moments I’d spent with my friends. It was hard that I wouldn’t have my last summer before college with them. I focused my thoughts on my last session with Cay and Logan before I left.

			We’d been out on the Tuckahoe Preservation at twilight, working on calling my powers. Bittersweet memories of my first time here with a boy nipped at the edge of my mind. I blocked them out and paid strict attention to Cay.

			“Bridget? Were you listening?” Cay yelled.

			“Closely,” I nodded. “Very closely.”

			“Okay, good. Are you ready?”

			I paused. “Yes,” I said slowly. “Just that last part confused me.”

			“Which part specifically?” he asked, arms crossed.

			“Um, all of it.” I looked sheepishly at him.

			He rolled his eyes. “I knew it.”

			“Redirecting your emotions,” Logan whispered from behind me. Lately, whenever I zoned out with training, Logan was right there to bring me back to Earth and give me encouragement in the form of a hug or a smile.

			“Aren’t I cheating since it’s almost summer? Because that’s when I kick ass?” I called to Cay.

			“This isn’t about how easy it is to call your powers. This is about you learning to do it without the use of your emotions. To control them without a second thought, making it second nature.”

			I gave him the thumbs-up.

			“Let’s give this a shot,” I replied. Without any warning, Cay launched a baseball-sized rock at me. My body tensed. A voice in my head screamed to duck, but my body didn’t flinch. I waved my hand, and a strong gust of wind blew the rock off its course.

			“Not bad,” Cay approved. “Try again.” He threw another rock at me. I tried calling for wind again, but nothing came. Worry seeped into my veins. I tried again. Still nothing. The rock sailed closer. I ducked out of its trajectory and waved my hands in the process. A tornado formed and sucked the rock into its cone, then disappeared, dropping the rock softly onto the ground.

			“Not what I had in mind,” Cay said.

			“Not what I had in mind!” I shot back, a little stunned.

			“Where did that come from?” Logan asked.

			“No clue,” I said, my eyes bouncing between the rock and my hands. “That’s completely new.”

			My eyes fluttered open as I felt Dad gently nudging me with one hand.

			“Hey, sweetheart,” he said.

			“Hey, Dad,” I said, rubbing my eyes. “Where’s Mom?”

			“She went to the bathroom, which is called a restroom in Switzerland for us Americans.” He closed his guidebook. “She’ll be right back.”

			“Okay.” I closed my eyes again and snuggled back into the seat.

			“Before you fall back asleep, I just wanted to say that I’m proud of you.”

			“For what?” I faced him.

			“This whole…” his voiced dropped, “Seeker thing. I know how scary this is, and you jumped in without hesitation. I’m proud of you.”

			I smiled and gave him a giant hug. “Thanks, Dad,” I said, my voice muffled by his shirt.

			“You don’t have to do this, you know. Say the word, and Mom and I will come get you.”

			“You just said you were proud of me for going through with this.” I leaned away from him.

			“I know, I know. But I’ll be proud of you even if you don’t want to.”

			“You know what will happen if I don’t.”

			Dad looked at me straight on. “Yes, but you need to know that you have options. Being the hero doesn’t have to be one of them.”

			I studied Dad. His face showed his true age, the lines a map of what he’d been through. Dad’s eyes were dark and serious; there wasn’t the hint of humor normally dancing in his eyes.

			I hugged him again, tighter than before. “I know, Dad. But I have to do this.”

			He didn’t say anything, but he kissed the top of my head and hugged me close. “I love you.”

			“Love you too.”

			I never went back to sleep after our conversation. The worry of the unknown kept me alert for the rest of the flight.

			“Got everything?” Dad asked as the plane began to descend. Passengers all over were shifting in their seats, collecting items that were left out during the flight, shoving them into bags so as not to be forgotten. When the plane landed and taxied to the gate, everyone on board stood to grab their stuff. Mom, Dad, and I stood, waiting for the doors to open and for people to leave. I used this time to stretch and lift my arms over my head as much as I could. The line of people broke, and it was our turn to head out. We started down the aisle, and I looked behind me one more time at the seat that I’d snuggled into for the better part of nine hours.

			“Yup, nothing left.”

			We walked out of the airport and into the bright moonlight. I shivered in the cool night air. Dad wrapped his arm around me as Mom flagged a taxi.

			“Do you speak English?” she asked the driver.

			“Yes, yes. Where can I take you?”

			“Will you take us to Adelboden?” He nodded and got out to help with the suitcases.

			“Is this your first time to Switzerland?” he asked me in a thick accent, loading the luggage into the trunk.

			“Yes,” I said.

			“You’ll love it,” he said confidently.

			“How would you even know that?”

			“Everyone loves Switzerland.”

			“Everyone ready?” Dad asked, opening the car door. “Let’s get going.”

			Nearly two hours later, my legs were cramping, and my butt was going numb from sitting for so long. I desperately wanted to sleep with all the jet lag, but my mind wouldn’t shut off. I kept replaying my last moments with Trip in the library, finding out he was just using me like a chess piece. I was just a game to him. His desperate claim of loving me was nothing more than a last-ditch effort to manipulate me into giving him the Amulet. I rubbed my thumb over the cool stone, comforting the rising anger in my chest. The moon blinked in and out of view from behind the tall trees.

			There was no way I could ever treat Trip the same brutal way he treated me. I hadn’t been with him for sport; I’d loved him before I could even admit it to myself. His words replayed in my head over and over.

			“Were you dating me to find out if I knew about the Amulet?”

			“Not … completely,” he’d admitted, finally looking at me.

			“I knew it. I called you out on that, and you blew me off!” I shook my head in disbelief. “I’m such an idiot.”

			“No, you’re not!” Trip took a step toward me. His hands were open, like he wanted to take mine into them. “Bridget, I was only supposed to find out if you knew about any of this. If you didn’t, I was to back off. But I couldn’t. You’re a wonderful girl, and I just…” His eyes pleaded with me to believe him.

			“What? You just what?”

			“I didn’t want to lose you.”

			I leaned my head against the back of the seat and closed my eyes, feeling them burn as tears welled up. God, I was so stupid. If I couldn’t stop the scene from replaying, the least I could do was let it drive me slowly insane.

		

	
		
			Chapter 2

			“Thank you,” Dad said as he paid the taxi driver. I looked up at the building ahead, which was partially hidden in the shadows of the trees.

			“Where are we exactly?” I asked. I thought we’d be staying in the center of town. That there would be life there, crowds, restaurants, shopping. Instead, the taxi kept going, driving a few miles past the town to what appeared to be a large bed-and-breakfast in the middle of the woods. It was spooky in the moonlight.

			“I’m not staying here,” I said immediately.

			“Come on,” Mom said. “It’s not that bad. You’re just nervous because we’re arriving at night.”

			“It looks like vampires live here.”

			“Bridget,” Dad sighed.

			“Werewolves probably hunt these forests at night.”

			“Not wolves, but we do have a few witches,” a jovial voice called out from the house.

			I nearly fainted from fright. I think even my parents jumped a little.

			“I’m sorry about that,” an older woman said as she walked carefully down the small pathway. “We expected you a little earlier today.”

			“Yes, we did plan on arriving earlier,” Mom said, finding her voice. Mine was still in the cab, along with my heart and courage. “The driver got a little lost on the way here. We didn’t expect to be so far out of town!”

			The woman nodded. “Yes, the Danann Academy was built that way. Originally, there was no town, but as the colony grew, we made sure our land was never encroached upon. I’m Norah,” she said warmly, finally reaching us. “The headmistress or caretaker of the Danann Academy. We call it the Academy for short.”

			Dad cleared his throat. “I’m Owen, and this is my wife, Samantha, and my daughter, Bridget.”

			“It’s nice to meet all of you,” Norah replied. “I’m feeling a bit of a chill standing out here. Would you like to come inside?”

			She didn’t wait for us to respond before she headed back up the path. Clutching my suitcase handle, I dragged it behind me as we followed Norah inside.

			The front hall was large and echoed as we stepped inside. Dim lighting made it hard to see, but I could make out the staircase on the left side, pressed against the wall. Across from the stairs was a small table with a mirror hanging above it. Though the building may have been old, the inside felt fresh with crisp, clean air.

			“Come in, come in!” Norah ushered us in. The door closed noiselessly behind me. I stepped forward onto a plush red carpet, soft and cushy under my sandals.

			“You must be tired from your travels,” she mused. “Let me get those bags for you.”

			“It’s okay,” Dad said. “We can take them. Just show us the way.” He smiled at her.

			Norah conceded and waved for us to follow her up the stairs.

			It was a quiet walk, except for the creak of the stairs underneath our muted steps. We stopped at the end of a long hallway. Doors punctuated the aisle on either side with sconces between each frame. The lights cast eerie shadows on the carpet. I almost didn’t take another step forward, but Mom nudged me with her suitcase. Norah stopped at the third door on the left.

			“This is Bridget’s room,” she plainly stated. “Yours will be across the hall.”

			No one moved.

			Norah chuckled. “Come on, then! I promise, in the daytime, this old house will be warmer and brighter.” She flipped a switch next to the doorframe, flooding the hallway with overhead light.

			Mom cleared her throat, and I forced my frozen legs to move. My room wasn’t incredibly big. A small desk sat across from the closet on the right-hand side. A wooden chair with a frayed cushion rested in front of it, basking in the bright moonlight. There was a twin bed in the opposite corner of the doorway. One wooden dresser and a mirror were at its foot. Framed by the wall and a nightstand, the bed was covered in a fluffy, yellow comforter. I had to admit, the room looked very inviting.

			“You can put your clothes in the dresser and your suitcase under the bed or in the closet,” Norah offered. I nodded and dragged my stuff in behind me, leaving it sitting upright in the middle of the room.

			“Shall we see your room for the night?” Norah asked my parents.

			“Sounds good,” Mom replied with a tired smile.

			Their room was somewhat bigger than mine with a full-size bed and a larger closet. Everything else was the same.

			“Why don’t you leave your things here,” Norah suggested. “I’ll go down and make you some supper. I’m sure you’re hungry after such a long trip.”

			At the suggestion of food, my father’s stomach growled. He let out a hearty laugh. “Sounds like it!” he said.

			“Let’s get a move on, then!” Norah led us back downstairs, then grabbed a large pot when we got into the kitchen and filled it with water.

			“I hope pasta is okay. Dinner has long been done.”

			“Pasta sounds wonderful,” Mom replied tiredly.

			“Bridget, would you grab a few glasses from the cabinet next to the sink?” Norah gestured with her head. “Fill them with lemonade from the fridge.”

			I sleepily obliged, grumbling internally that I had to do it. A long, nine-hour flight, a two-hour car ride in the middle of the night, and now I’m expected to do housework? Can’t a girl sleep before she takes on the forces of evil?

			Mom smiled gratefully as I filled Dad’s cup. I placed the pitcher on the table and collapsed into the seat. No one said anything for a few minutes as we waited for the water to boil.

			Norah dumped a fresh bag of pasta into the pot and then sat next to me.

			“I don’t want to jump right into the heavy details of what is expected of you,” she said to me, “but we need to get into it before tomorrow.”

			I blinked at her as my mind whirled with what kind of “heavy details” she could be referring to.

			“To start, not all students here are tasked with a quest related to the Amulet. I know you’re the Cuardaitheoir, but that doesn’t mean you’re more special than anyone else here. You’ll have a schedule similar to the other students—academics in the morning and, when the time comes, physical training in the afternoon.”

			She looked at me expectantly, like I would argue with her. Right now, I was willing to say anything to allow me to go to bed faster.

			“I understand,” I said. The pasta was boiling furiously on the stove, causing Norah to jump up and turn it off. She poured out the water and plated the meal for us with a little bit of butter and some parmesan cheese.

			We dug in hungrily as Norah continued listing the rules I’d be following.

			“While we do have staff to keep the building clean, you are responsible for your own room.”

			I wondered where the other students’ dorms were, but I didn’t have the brainpower to entertain that thought longer.

			“Studying our history and the Amulet is most paramount on your journey,” Norah explained. “The knowledge you will gain will aid you greatly on your hunt.”

			She sounded like Gandalf from The Lord of the Rings.

			“As I had mentioned, some students aren’t here to study the Amulet. That responsibility is only for you.”

			I took a gulp of my lemonade, suddenly feeling how real this whole thing was.

			“You will train with one of our instructors, Eden. She will teach you how to call on your powers and how to control them.”

			“I already know how to do that,” I mentioned, frowning at the thought of more obstacles.

			Norah ignored me. “Eden will also quiz you on your readings from the Book of Brighde.”

			“If Bridget is the only one studying the Amulet, what are the other students working on?” Mom asked, placing her fork in her empty bowl.

			“Some students are here to learn how to use their powers, like Bridget, and others are here to train as Protectors.”

			“I thought that only the Cuardaitheoirs get Protectors,” I said.

			Norah smiled and shook her head slightly. “You have much to learn. You will have many different Protectors in your lifetime, assuming they all survive their post. All will be trained here.”

			I felt a little sad that Logan and Cay wouldn’t be the only people on “my team.”	

			Dad cleared his throat. “I’m sorry, Norah, but I think we need some sleep. It’s been a long day of traveling for us.”

			Norah hopped up. “Of course! We can discuss more tomorrow at breakfast. Go on
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