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Chapter One

 


“This is…
nice.” It wasn’t the most convincing thing that had ever fallen out
of her mouth, but it was the best she could do under the
circumstances. Shaun put their bags down in the corner by the
window. He gave her the wry smile she’d started finding cute a
couple of months ago.

“Sorry. It’s
supposed to be the best hotel in town.”

Given that
Shadows Grove had about the same surface area as a postage stamp
that she could believe. She took in the dreary little room,
one old-fashioned fixture at a time. Every surface was mahogany,
brass, or floral-patterned. She felt like she should be waiting on
someone’s gran walking in with a pot of tea.

But that
wasn’t what was really bothering her. The worst thing was Shaun
wasn’t even paying her any attention now that they were there. The
hand holding and impulsive kissing on the way felt like false
promises now. He stood staring out of the window, not uttering a
word. It was hardly the romantic getaway she’d envisioned.

“So, three
hours on a train and twenty minutes in a taxi for this?”

He let the
curtain fall. She took off her trench coat, draping it over the
dressing table chair. The new red dress felt like a wasted effort
all of a sudden. She sighed and let her hand drop to her hip.

“There’s
something you’re not telling me.”

“You’re the
mind reader,” he reminded. “Do you need to molest me again to
figure it out? Cause I might be into that this time.”

“I kind of
figured that when you told me you were taking me away for the
weekend.” She’d been letting him set the pace for the last three
months. She hadn’t done so much kissing and groping since she was
in high school. It was kind of sweet but ultimately frustrating as
hell. If they’d been managing more than one date every couple of
weeks, she’d have said something weeks ago.

“I may have
had ulterior motives.” He looked a little guilty.

Disappointment
filled her. She looked at the double bed. Even without the garish
floral print covers it wouldn’t look appetising, not when her
boyfriend had other ideas for their first weekend away
together.

“And here I
was, hoping you were just bringing me on a dirty weekend.”

“I’ll make it
up to you.” It sounded desperate, like he’d just realised how much
of an ass he was being. He stared suddenly, gaze straying from her
face. “Is that new?”

So the dress
wasn’t a total write-off then. She did a twirl as she crossed the
room. He smiled.

“Does it make
you want to rip it off of me?” She asked, with one eyebrow quirked.
He leaned in and kissed her like he always did, tentative and soft
to start. The harder, passionate kiss that usually followed just
never showed up. She broke away and stepped back from his grasping
reach. “You may as well spill, Shaun. I’m not settling for half a
kiss.”

He pushed his
hand back through his hair, sighing deeply. “I shouldn’t have
brought you here.”

“So why did
you?” She was missing a comrade reunion on COD4. KillerAlice21 had
been AWOL for the last six months, and she was dying to know where
the hell she’d been.

“It’s kind of
a long story.”

She sat down
on the edge of the bed. “So tell me.”

He didn’t look
sure. She had to wonder what had him so twisted up inside. He
wasn’t usually this evasive.

“You’re
starting to worry me.”

He took off
his coat and sat down next to her. “Can’t you just touch me and
see?”

She laughed.
“You remember how that goes.”

He sighed
again. “There’s something here that I feel like I need to find out
about.”

“Here, in this
tiny little dive of a town?” Dive wasn’t the slightest bit
accurate. She’d seen the size of the houses out there. The majority
were big and detached with nicely tended gardens. The tiny square
the pub was set in was the only place with smaller terraced houses
set around it.

“I get weird
feelings about things sometimes. I got a weird feeling about this,”
he said, bringing a folded magazine out of his pocket.

She took it
and looked at the one small section he hadn’t scored through with a
pen. It was a nasty little murder story that gave her the chills.
“It’s horrible,” she said, handing it back to him.

He held onto
the magazine, slumping where he sat. “You don’t get any kind of
psychic reading from it?”

“I’m just a
mind reader, Shaun. The visions I’ve had are some kind of fluke.”
That was exactly what she intended to keep telling herself. The
alternative gave her the shivers.

“I just…
something about it affected me.”

“Of course, it
did; a little kid killed his parents and died himself. Who wouldn’t
be disturbed by that?” She got goose bumps just talking about
it.

“I need to
know who they were,” he insisted. “It wasn’t what happened that
affected me. It was the bit about the little girl’s room.”

It had sounded
like a minor spooky detail that was added as an afterthought. She
frowned at him. “How did it affect you?”

“I don’t know.
I got the feeling something about it means something to me. Like
personally.” He sounded annoyed at himself.

She put an arm
around him. “Okay. What did you want to do about it?”

He looked at
her. “You’re seriously entertaining me on this?”

“Until you
feel ready to entertain me on something else,” she told him with a
smile.

He kissed her,
but it was just a quick, impulsive thank you, not a knee-weakening
taster of what she hoped to get from him later. The one time they’d
come close to sleeping together she’d gotten a call and had to
leave. Every other opportunity they’d had he’d shut down. Something
was stopping him from being able to let go, and she started to
wonder if this might be what it was.

“This has been
driving me crazy,” he admitted. “I’m sorry.”

“So we solve
this, and we spend the rest of the weekend in bed?”

“Sounds like a
plan.”

She smiled.
“Where do we start?”

 


 



Chapter Two

 


Shaun led Elle
to the house. A ‘for sale’ sign was standing in the front garden.
It was the only place on the block that didn’t look like a
show-home. He took in the overgrown grass and looked at Elle. She
shrugged, shoulders brushing the tips of her poker straight red
hair. He told himself it just suited her personality better than
the peroxide blonde look she’d been sporting when they first met,
but he was starting to suspect he was developing a serious thing
for busty red-heads. She took a minute to gaze around before she
turned her liner-flicked eyes on him.

“I’m not
getting anything so far.”

The sky was
darkening. He couldn’t be sure they wouldn’t be seen if they tried
to break in, but he’d gotten to a point where he didn’t really
care. He needed to know why he kept thinking about the place. He
had to find out why it was driving him so crazy, why he got shivers
every time he read that article. The little girl’s room kept
jumping into his head. He couldn’t help wondering if the family had
been trackers.

“I think I can
break the lock on the back door.”

“You’re not
even going to try the front first? You’re smuttier than you’d have
me believe.” She grinned at him and he realised the double entendre
she’d turned his comment into.

“Only girl I
know who makes everything a dirty joke.” He pushed open the creaky
gate and motioned for her to go first.

“Maybe it’s a
sign of sexual frustration.” She went on ahead, and he rushed to
keep up.

The house was
locked like he’d suspected. He looked at Elle as he put his hand on
the handle.

“You know what
I need to be able to break this lock, right?”

“Ah,” she
said, nodding. “How would you like your insults this time? I’m
assuming you just need to be a tiny bit pissed off for a silly
little Yale lock.”

“Just start
pissing me off already,” he told her.

“I’m starting
to think you’re gay, Shaun.” She folded her arms. “Keep me waiting
much longer, I’ll start telling people.”

He burst out
laughing.

She shrugged
with a smile. “That’s all I’ve got.”

“You’ve got
nothing.” She knew how to piss him off, she just didn’t want to. It
wasn’t the most useful time for warm fuzzy feelings, so he tried to
be pissed at himself for being too much of a pussy to satisfy his
girlfriend’s needs instead. He’d been ready to sleep with her for a
while now; he was just afraid of what might happen after they did.
It was pretty pathetic.

He turned the
handle and pushed. The lock broke. He wasn’t altogether sure if it
was the weird destructive power he appeared to have or just brute
tracker strength. Either way, the door swung inwards when he let it
go.

“I like a man
who can break down doors.”

“Right, this
is it. Let me know if you sense anything.”

She rolled her
eyes. “If I see something, you’ll know about it.”

He would, too.
She always seemed to get a fright, like she wasn’t expecting it. He
knew it wasn’t the most pleasant of sensations. “If you don’t want
to do this…”

“Get moving. I
want to see that hotel bedroom this side of midnight.” She stalked
past him, no sign of trepidation.

Shaun closed
the door over and followed her. His tracker senses didn’t pick
anything up. He wasn’t sure what he’d expected.

The interior
of the house was in a better state than the exterior. The dust
couldn’t be helped, but under that everything looked expensive from
the granite work tops and proper hardwood floors in the kitchen to
the plush carpet, thick velvet drapes and crystal chandelier in the
living room. He doubted the house had been owned by trackers. Aside
from the expense of the furnishings, the Council would have
redistributed it to another family. It wouldn’t be lying there
empty.

The massive
hallway had a wooden staircase and dark stains on the floor at the
base. Elle stood in the doorway, staring at the floor. Shaun moved
forward and felt that strange shiver cross his body. It was like
someone had just stomped all over his grave. He turned to Elle. She
had her hands over her mouth. The wide-eyed horror was directed at
the stained floor.

“What is it?
Is…”

She just shook
her head and turned away. He should have known it wouldn’t be
pleasant for her. He couldn’t even kid himself; he’d known. If she
was picking up any of what happened it was nasty nightmare fodder,
and he’d subjected her to it without a second thought.

“We can go,”
he said quickly, coming in close and putting an arm around her. She
shook with a stifled sob, her hands still firmly clasped over her
mouth. He had to have been born without a brain. There was no
excuse for bringing her there. “I’m so sorry.”

She shook her
head and shrugged out from under his arm, slowly removing her hands
from her mouth. Wiping at the tears that had just spilled from her
eyes, she looked at him, determined.

“Damn it,” she
swore. “I knew it was coming, and it still fucked me over.”

“I’m sorry I
brought you here. Let’s just…”

She gave him a
deadly look. “I’m fine, so don’t get all worried about my fragile
little girly mind. We’re here now, let’s do this.”

“I was
thinking about going upstairs,” he said, trying not to sound
uncomfortable about it.

“Then let’s go
upstairs.” She moved past him, taking as wide a berth as she could
around the stains. He followed, hoping to find something that might
explain the weird feelings he was getting. He couldn’t help
picturing the stone rising above the map and falling back down
again directly over Shadows Grove. The soul-mate test was a load of
bull, probably. That didn’t stop him from wondering about it.

“He was
surprised when he fell,” she spoke in a hollow, empty tone about
the little boy who’d killed his own parents with a kitchen knife.
“Something surprised him.”

She walked
along the landing and pushed open a door. The pink room was there,
waiting. Elle stiffened, staring into it. If he was reading her
right, she was having another vision. She was still afraid but her
terror was waning, slipping into shock.

“There
was a little girl. She… I don’t know what she did, but it
was something. She made him fall.” She shivered, hugging herself as
she turned back to him. “He was going to kill her too.”

“Who were
they?”

She shook her
head. “I don’t know. The little girl was protected somehow. Spells.
I think her mother cast them every night to protect her. I know the
little boy went in there,” she said, pointing to the door down the
hall. “There’s blood on the door. Someone came, after. Police first
and then… a couple found the girl. They took her away, someplace
safe.”

“A
couple?”

“I don’t know
who they were, probably friends of the parents or something. This
is insane, Shaun. It feels wrong, like really wrong.”

He walked into
the room. The feeling that somehow it all connected to him wouldn’t
go away. He looked around, but nothing jumped out at him as
important. There were pictures around the room, all of them showing
a girl he guessed would have been about two or three years old. The
pictures didn’t mean anything to him. They didn’t give him shivers;
they didn’t feel like the reason he was there.

He could tell
the girl had blonde hair and green eyes but that was all. Catching
Elle’s worried stare from the doorway, he came out of the room and
closed the door over. He hadn’t found what he’d come for.

“I’m done.” He
wasn’t, but Elle definitely was. The unguarded relief in her eyes
tugged at his guilt. He never should have brought her there. “Back
to the hotel room?”

“Actually, I
think I need a drink.”

“I think we
can manage that,” he said, taking her hand and leading her down the
stairs.

She shivered
as they moved past the stained floor. “What would ever make a kid
kill his parents?”

The question
was enough to raise hackles. He honestly hadn’t considered it until
she’d asked. She wasn’t expecting an answer, but he knew it was a
question that needed one.

 


 



Chapter Three

 


Elle felt
sick. The visions insisted on replaying through her brain. Bloody
violence filled up her head until it swam with those brutal images.
She shivered, clasping the pint of cider and blackcurrant as if it
might warm her up. All it did was keep her hands from trembling.
She knew the chill she felt wasn’t physical, but the knowledge
didn’t stop her from shaking like crazy. The visions she’d
experienced before had been bad, but the one she’d just been given
was the single most heart-wrenching thing she’d ever borne witness
to.

Shaun was
being overly attentive and that was driving her mad as well. If she
could have found a nice dark cupboard to lock herself in while she
processed everything that was making her head swim she’d have
disappeared for at least a few hours. He dropped his gaze to the
table when she frowned at him. He’d been a jaw drop away from
asking her again if she was okay.

“I’m fine,
Shaun. Honestly.” She couldn’t quite sound like she meant it, but
she wanted him to stop looking at her as if he was worried about
the state of her mind. “Best weekend away ever.”

“We could go
home,” he suggested, hesitantly.

She wanted to
punch him. “Like that’s even an option. Something’s not right here.
We both know it.” She flushed at how close her words came to
describing their romantic situation, and she knew by the way Shaun
dropped his gaze he saw the parallel too. She started drinking. The
straw helped her drain half the glass without even realising
it.

“I’m not… I’m
just…”

“Go for a
walk,” she told him. “You need it.”

He looked at
her like a smacked puppy, a difficult thing to accomplish with his
claw-scarred face, but somehow he managed a feeble pout with his
thin lips and a sad-sad stare with his one real eye.

She closed her
eyes. “You left the house before you were ready. Go back, I know
you want to.”

He was dying
to know what it was that had driven him there. His usual defences
were outweighed by his desire. She could read him loud and clear
for once. It was only a pity the message wasn’t for her. She opened
her eyes when he took the hand she’d placed on the table and
clasped it in his.

“I’m not
leaving you here alone,” he said.

“I’m not going
back there, and I’m not going upstairs without the intention of
getting naked. Sort out whatever the hell it is you need to, Shaun.
I’ll be right here drinking this watered down shit until you do.”
She pulled her hand out from under his. He wasn’t sure she was
serious. She rolled her eyes. “It’s not a test. Do what you have to
do.”

“I can’t…”

“She’s not a
tracker,” she told him.

His eyebrows
shot upwards. She sat back. The thought she’d picked up had told
her everything. Now she knew what it was about. Shaun was bound to
another tracker, destined to meet and fall for her at some unknown
time in the future. She’d been hesitant about dating him when she’d
found that out, but it was just one of those things she tried not
to think about.

“We don’t know
when you’ll meet her. It could be years down the line. It’s not the
little girl and besides that she’d only be like thirteen or
fourteen now.”

She let it
sink in.

He ran his
hand through his sandy blond hair. “It’s not?” He sounded
relieved.

She felt a
smile tug at the corners of her mouth. “No, it’s not. I don’t know
what she is, but she’s not a tracker.”

“Let’s go
upstairs.” He was certain, she could tell. Her assertion had erased
his doubt.

“That’s all
this was about?” She wanted to laugh, but for some reason it wasn’t
as funny as it should have been. He looked guilty. She felt her
anger rise. “You didn’t want to sleep with me until you found out
if this girl might be your so called soul-mate. What exactly were
you going to do if you found out she was? Break up with me on the
spot? I’ll save you the trouble. We’re finished.” She got up and
held her hand out. “Keys. You can get yourself another room.”

He passed them
over, looking beaten.

She walked
away. It was easier than she thought.

 


 



Chapter Four

 


Shaun sat
there watching Elle leave. He couldn’t say he didn’t know what he’d
done wrong. He couldn’t even say he didn’t deserve it. Being a
complete idiot was the least of his problems. He’d seen how the
visions had affected her, and he didn’t like the thought of her
being alone after that.

His options
were limited. He could try to chase her, but she was mad at him and
it might make things worse. He did the only other thing he could
think of, he called his sister.

It was inching
towards midnight, but she tended to be late to bed, early to rise,
and sure enough she picked up in two rings.

“Thrill
me.”

“Would you
stop answering the phone like that!”

“What’s up,
slasher-face?” She ignored his annoyance, retaining her usual
cheerfully taunting tone.

“Elle broke up
with me.”

“I thought you
guys were away for the weekend?”

“We are.”

“Oh. What did
you do then, idiot-brain?”

He wasn’t sure
about giving her the whole story. The reaction he’d had showing the
magazine to his dad and then Elle hadn’t exactly reassured him that
he was on to something. He didn’t like to be wrong about these
things. “It’s the whole being bound thing. I kind of had a theory,
and she kind of… Never mind. She just stormed off…”

“Go after her
then. It’s not brain surgery.”

He’d wanted
Sarah to call her, to make sure she was okay. Now he wasn’t so
sure. He’d need to tell her everything, and that had embarrassing
stamped all over it.

“That’s all
you’ve got?” he asked.

“Apologise for
being an A-hole. Don’t mess it up. I like her.”

“Great, thank
you very little!” The sarcasm leak couldn’t be contained. She just
sang her goodbyes and hung up. He was left with the same problem
and no solution.

Getting up, he
went outside. His tracking senses didn’t pick up anything. The town
was entirely human. He’d mostly gotten sympathy from the girl on
the reception desk when they’d checked in, the woman behind the bar
and the handful of locals they’d passed. It was unusual, to say the
least. It was rare enough for a human to look at him without being
a little afraid, suspicious or even occasionally repulsed. For so
many to feel bad for him without knowing anything about him was
bizarre to say the least.

He wondered
idly if the town was full of sensitives and psychics. His senses
couldn’t single them out. A human was a human, regardless of their
talents. He found himself walking back towards the house. Still
nothing stirred.

“What do you
think you’re doing?” Katie’s irate voice stopped him in his tracks.
The dead fairy had a bad habit of creeping up on him. He frowned at
her. She looked about as happy as she had the last time he’d seen
her. She stopped in front of him and folded her arms. Being short
and impishly cute in the face made her anger appear more like mild
annoyance. “Why are you here?”

“Why are
you?” He hadn’t seen her since she’d disappeared when he’d
agreed not to kill Melissa. Considering Melissa had killed her she
was pissed, and it didn’t look like that had changed any in the
last few months.

“I’ve been
sent to tell you to back off. You don’t know what you’re messing
with.”

“Then why
don’t you tell me?”

“Why didn’t
you kill Melissa?”

“That’s not
what the dagger is for,” he said with absolute certainty.

“How the hell
would you know?” She stormed off in the direction of the house.

Shaun rushed
to catch her up. “Wait!”

She wasn’t
listening. He wasn’t sure why he’d thought she might. He followed
her inside and lost her; just another woman not in the mood to talk
to him. It was turning into one of those days.

He walked back
into the hall that had given Elle the horrors. Wandering around, he
kept his senses open. Nothing came to him. It was a complete waste
of time. He went back upstairs anyway. He’d already had his one
real theory pulled apart by Elle. He wasn’t sure what that
left.

He went
through the bedrooms one at a time, starting with the pink one.
There was nothing unusual as far as he could tell, unless having a
hundred pink stuffed toys was weird for a three-year-old girl. He
closed her closet and went out of the room. The parent’s room down
the hall was nothing to mention. They didn’t have anything that
might tell him who they were. No spell books, nothing old enough to
be considered any kind of heirloom. He made for the little boy’s
room.

The only thing
creepy about it was the way shadows moved inside. His bedroom
window had the curtains pulled back, unlike the others. There were
the usual boy’s toys littered around; plastic cars, guns, and
action figures. Again, nothing struck him as odd. He paced about
for a bit, taking in everything and wondering what it was that was
making him uneasy.

Something
clicked when he walked out into the hall though. The lonely picture
hooks sticking out of the walls were out of place. There weren’t
any pictures. The only one he’d come across was of the little girl,
the one he’d picked up in her room. He shivered. Something about
that was just wrong, like every image of the dead had been erased.
He’d picked up on the right thing, but he didn’t know what he could
do about it besides search the house inside and out for a picture
of the rest of the family to try and find a clue there.

He moved down
the stairs. Keeping the dagger in his hand, he took his time
searching the rest of the house. The sideboard in the living room
was full of trinkets and papers. He rifled until his fingers found
a small photo frame. Hauling it out, he held his breath.

It was empty.
Sighing, he put it back in the drawer. He opened another drawer. It
was full to overflowing. He hauled out every last bill, taking in
the family name in the process—Spiers. It wasn’t much but it was a
start. As he started to stuff everything back inside, he found the
Polaroid.

He got chills
just looking at it. The kid was about ten, with a thick head of
golden-blond hair and vibrant green eyes. Something about his
derisive smile made every hair on Shaun’s creeped-out body stand on
end. The kid looked like exactly what he’d proven to be: a
cold-hearted killer.

“Shit,” he
muttered, putting the picture in his pocket and closing the drawer.
He walked back through the house and out the open back door.
Nothing leapt out at him. He knew he hadn’t imagined the loud noise
when he’d been upstairs, but it didn’t matter. There was nothing
lurking about in the shadows, not even a pissed off, but endlessly
cute, fairy ghost.

The night air
had bite to it, suggesting frostier weather to come. He ignored the
cold gusts of air as he walked. The cold didn’t bother him, but
snow would be a pain in his ass; he could only hope it wasn’t
coming.

He stopped in
front of the pub. He knew he should see if Elle was okay, but he
didn’t know how she’d take him knocking at the door. Plus, he had
no idea what to do if she actually let him in.

He brought his
phone out and put the dagger away. Backing up, he looked up at the
window of their room. Just when it looked like she wasn’t going to
answer, she did, with a sigh.

“Don’t hang
up,” he said quickly.

“Why shouldn’t
I?”

“I’m an
idiot,” he admitted. “I don’t know what I was thinking. I’m
sorry.”

“You are an
idiot,” she agreed.

“Is there
anything I can do to fix that?”

She laughed,
and he knew he was back on her good side.

“You name it,”
he went on, trying to entice her, “and I’ll do it.”

“So the tables
have turned, have they?” She sounded amused. Staying mad at him
wasn’t something she ever managed for long.

He let a smile
break out, albeit prematurely. “You want me to go kill something
for you?”

“Hmm. Sounds
all manly. I do like manly…”

“How ‘bout I
bring you food?” They’d sort of missed dinner. The bar served
standard pub food though, so he could probably convince them to
make something.

“That sounds
amazing actually,” she said, not the slightest bit sarcastic.
“Okay. Pizza and ice-cream.”

“Done. I’ll be
up soon.”

“I’m not
promising to let you in,” she warned.

“Right
then.”

 


 



Chapter Five

 


Sarah ignored
the vibrations from her pocket. Shaun called the land line when he
knew she was home. She knew who it was and if she’d had more sense
she would have turned the damn thing off before Ray had come over.
Changing her number was going to the top of her priority list first
thing in the morning.

“He’s
tenacious, I’ll give him that,” Ray muttered, getting up with his
empty pint glass.

She hauled the
phone out of her pocket and turned it off. “I’ve told him to
stop.”

“I know.” His
jaw tensed. He stalked off to the kitchen.

She didn’t
need to look to know what the messages were about. Ben had been
bombarding her since she’d set him free from the vampire curse Red
Carling had inflicted on him. He had memories that should been
exclusive to War, the demon she’d bonded with. He held onto them
like they were his own. He thought she was meant to be with him. He
couldn’t accept that she wasn’t.

Ray came back,
glass full of the cider he’d stocked her fridge with. He took a
drink and put the glass down on the coffee table, his long loose
dreadlocks swinging as he moved. He didn’t sit; he just stood there
looking down at her and folded his tattooed arms. Sarah’s attention
drifted as her eyes lingered over his flexing muscles. He didn’t
notice her interest, too caught up his rising anger.

“He can’t just
keep calling and showing up here.”

Sarah looked
up, knowing by the fire in his eyes that breaking point was coming.
He was going pull out some kind of ultimatum. Her stomach
turned.

Ray met her
gaze when he made his demand. “I want to talk to him.”

He was
serious. She didn’t know what to say. He gazed at her, something
unreadable in his green eyes. His understanding had been waning
since they’d let Ben go. The relief he’d expressed at the guy being
out of her life had quickly disappeared when Ben made it clear he
wasn’t finished with what he’d started.

“He’s not
getting the message,” he went on. “I don’t want him doing
anything…”

He trailed off
with concern creasing his features.

She knew what
he meant. She nodded. “Okay. But I need to be there.”

“Why?” He
didn’t like the thought, she could tell.

“He’s not just
a guy anymore,” she reminded. He’d retained some of the traits of
the vampire, despite being outwardly human. He was stronger,
faster, and harder to kill. Granted, he didn’t know that. She just
couldn’t depend on his lack of knowledge to keep Ray safe. It
didn’t matter how strong her boyfriend was, he was only human when
it came right down to it.

“He doesn’t
know any of that. I’ll be fine.”

She couldn’t
risk Ray’s life for any reason. They’d been through this, yet the
determination etched on his face told her this was the exception.
“I can’t let you go alone. If he knows…”

“He needs to
leave you alone, Sarah.” He sounded angry.

She knew he
was right. Ben needed a warning, and he needed it soon.

The door
banged. She got up.

“I’m not
letting him harass you like this.”

She opened the
door, glad of the distraction. Ryan bounded in, shaking his wet fur
out. Her wolf smelled like wet dog coated in boiled cabbage. She
put a hand over her mouth and nose as he pelted up the stairs. “Ew,
what have you been rolling in?”

She closed the
door and looked at Ray. “Two seconds.”

She left him
sighing, the pint going back into his hand. In spite of the
horrendous smell she’d rather be sitting there with Ryan than
having the tough conversation Ray was so determined to force her
into. She petted the wolf on his damp head, and he gave a pleased
little rumbling noise that reminded her of a kitten purring. She
leaned in and ran the shower for her recently acquired pet. He
bounded in once the water was running, and she barely got the door
closed over before he shook himself under the stream, sending water
droplets flying in every direction. For some reason he only ever
thought to shower when he was in wolf-form. It made for a messy
bathroom if she didn’t stick around to supervise. She unrolled a
towel and positioned it on the floor.

“I want to
know exactly what you were up to tonight, Ryan,” she warned, loud
enough for him to hear, while she washed her hands in the sink. He
yelped as she cut into his hot water supply.

She turned the
tap off and dried her hands. They didn’t smell like wet dog
anymore. She risked opening the shower door just a crack to spray
him with the shampoo/shower gel combo she’d mixed for him. He
tensed and relaxed again once she stopped spraying him. A few more
minutes and she’d have a very clean and very wet wolf. She groaned
at the thought of wiping up the floors again.

“You really
need to start properly functioning as a human again.”

It would be a
lot less messy. She wasn’t sure how Ray would take it, though he
did seem to at least like Ryan.

She gave him
another five minutes, then used her super speed to open the shower
door and turn the shower off quickly. Ryan was about to shake
himself off again when she tossed a towel over him. He growled as
it obscured his vision. She teased him occasionally in wolf form,
and he took it as well as a friendly dog would. He bit at the towel
and started to move, trying to shake it off.

“Hold up
there, growler.” She attempted to dry him off, but predictably he
didn’t like it and wriggled until he was out of her grasp. He
licked at her face and leapt over her into the hallway. As he
bounded down the stairs, Sarah took her time cleaning up. She heard
Ray let Ryan back outside when he whined. There was no more
avoiding the argument. She got up, sighing inwardly, and went back
down the stairs.

Ray had her
phone in his hand. He glanced up from where he sat.

“Do whatever
you’ve got to,” she said, sharper than she’d meant it.

He put the
phone to his ear, smiling wryly. Ben wasn’t long in picking up.

“No, it’s not
Sarah,” he said. “It’s Ray. She wants you to back off and leave her
alone.”

She used her
enhanced tracker senses to listen into Ben’s side of the
conversation.

He laughed at
Ray’s assertion. “I doubt that.”

“I don’t care
what you think,” Ray told him bluntly. “Come near her again and we
call the police. What you’re doing is stalking.”

“What I’m
doing is taking back what’s mine.”

“Back the fuck
off, creep. She’s not yours.”

“Enough,”
Sarah said, sure to make herself loud enough for Ben to hear. “Give
me the phone.”

Ray hesitated,
but he handed it to her. She took a breath.

“Hey, babe,”
Ben said, reminding her of the grinning chancer she’d met last
summer. She should have known better than to encourage him then,
too.

“Don’t call me
that,” she told him. “Stop calling me. Stop coming around. We’re
over.”

“I know you
don’t mean that.”

“Oh, I mean
it. Push me, and you’ll find out how much.”

“You’ve said
yes to me more times than you’ve said no.” He hung up.

She switched
the stupid phone back off.

“He calls you
one more time and I’m hunting him down,” Ray told her, watching her
put the phone back into her pocket. There was nothing she could say
to change his mind. She was definitely changing her phone
number.

 


 



Chapter Six

 


Elle picked up
the phone, about to ask Shaun what the hell the hold-up was when
she saw it wasn’t him. She answered quickly, wondering what reason
Bill could have for calling her this late on a Friday night.

“Hey.”

“Teri. Where
have you been?”

“I told you
already, I’m away for the weekend.” The guy was unbelievably
forgetful, most likely because he was too busy worrying about
things he never talked about. She’d told him she was seeing Shaun.
He’d been wary, but he’d grudgingly accepted it.

“Away
where?”

“None of your
business.”

“I need you to
do something.”

Shit, she
thought. “Can’t it wait?”

“How’s the
Gallows boy?”

“No change,”
she snapped.

“Huh,” he
said. “Strange.”

He wouldn’t
tell her what he meant if she asked, so she didn’t. She could only
infer he knew something about her boyfriend that she didn’t,
again.

“Is that all?
Because Shaun’s wondering who I’m talking to.”

“He’s down in
the kitchen arguing with a woman about chocolate sauce.”

“So you know
where I am, then.” It was typical. What wasn’t was the detail he’d
gone into. Usually he was tighter-lipped.

“Of course.
Now pack your bag and come home immediately.”

“What?”

“You heard
me.”

“You’re not my
dad.”

He was only
quiet for a second. She didn’t get time to regret the comment.

“I’ll send
someone for you.”

“No! I’m…”

“It’s not
debatable.”

He hung up. He
only ever said those three words when there was trouble. She looked
at the necklace in her hand. Every time she wasn’t happy it found
its way into her hand, but she couldn’t quite bring herself to put
it on. Something about it soothed her. Still, she couldn’t imagine
ever wearing it. It just wouldn’t feel right. She put it back into
her bag.

If Bill was
sending someone, most likely his nephew Liam, she was probably
about to be teleported home. She supposed she could ask Liam to
wait until she told Shaun what was happening, but whether he agreed
or not would depend on how urgently Bill needed her back home. She
got up and unlocked the room door. Then she rifled about the desk
drawers for a notepad and pen. Leaving a note was the best she
might be able to do, depending what the danger Bill had hinted at
was.

She wondered
at the cryptic messages Bill had given her. Was Shaun in danger?
She couldn’t leave him there without warning him if he was.

“Damn it,
Bill,” she cursed. She scratched the pen on the pad. The damn thing
was out of ink. Cursing under her breath, she tossed it back on the
desk and rifled in her bag for another. She didn’t know how much
time she had left.

 


 



Chapter Seven

 


Shaun leaned
against the wall. The girl from reception had agreed to throw on a
couple of frozen pizzas and fork over a full tub of Neapolitan out
of the freezer. She wasn’t willing to give up the last bottle of
chocolate sauce, so he’d convinced her to squeeze some of it into a
cup instead. He was fairly sure Elle would respond positively to
his effort. He’d been able to make her laugh; that had to be a good
sign.

“Hey, you!”
The pale blond guy gave him an accusatory glare as he
approached.

“Me?” Shaun
frowned at him. The zero recognition confused him, considering the
guy looked pissed as hell at him. He glanced at the kitchen store
behind the guy, not quite sure where he’d appeared from.

“What do you
think you’re doing bringing her here?” The utter disgust on his
face was punctuated by the steely glare. His eyes were deep purple,
one of the signs of a full-blood Fey.

Shaun sighed.
“What is it with fairies?” he muttered to himself. He wondered if
this one was friends with Katie. He certainly hadn’t been around
when he’d opened his senses a while ago. He checked them again and
had his suspicions confirmed. He couldn’t sense anything which
meant the guy wasn’t real, and that made him dead or Darklands.
Either way, Shaun really couldn’t be bothered dealing with him.
“Get lost, I’m busy.”

The guy folded
his arms. He looked like an up-himself waiter from a trendy
pretentious restaurant. The black shirt and trousers were fitted
and showed how slim he was. It was a shame he wasn’t real. Shaun
was pretty sure he could have taken him down with one limply swung
punch.

“What the hell
does she see in you?”

“I thought I
told you to get lost,” Shaun said, not bothering to pay any more
attention to the guy.

The door to
the bar swung inwards, and the girl from reception came in. She
proceeded to take the pizzas out of the oven. Shaun stood up
straight. The guy looked even shorter. He was probably about five
foot ten inches but that was nothing on Shaun’s six foot five
inches.

“I’m not
leaving without Teri.”

If there was
one way the guy could grab his attention that was it. He turned.
The guy was still full-out glowering at him. He’d called Elle by
her real name, or rather her real nickname. Her real name was an
embarrassment she went to great lengths to conceal. He had to
wonder how the guy knew her.

He would have
told him to get lost again, had it not been for the girl who was
putting his dinner onto a tray. He was about a hundred percent sure
she couldn’t see the guy, and he didn’t want to come off like some
kind of crazy person talking to thin air.

The guy
seethed quietly while the girl handed over the tray with a small
smile.

“I hope it
works,” she told him.

“Thanks,” he
said, walking away. Everyone had seen Elle stalk off earlier. The
argument had been obvious, even if what it was about wasn’t. He’d
told the girl he was trying to make up for being an ass. She’d
warmed to him quickly, happy to help though the chef had gone home
for the night.

“She’s not
yours. She’ll never be yours.” The guy apparently decided doing his
head in would be a fun idea.

Shaun sighed
and ignored the taunting. He kicked the door as softly as he could
when he got to it.

“It’s me,”
Shaun called.

“You need to
get her to do something.”

He continued
to ignore the guy, assuming he’d eventually get bored and bugger
off back where he came from. The door opened and Elle moved out of
the way quickly, rushing back into the room. He noticed she’d put
her coat back on.

“What’s…”

“There’s no
time. I’m being sent for, something’s come up back home,” she told
him, picking up her handbag and stuffing the mess scattered over
the bed back into it.

“Being sent
for? What’s happened?” He put the tray down on the bed and went
back to shut the door. The pale guy stood just inside the room with
a stony look on his face. Shaun barely looked at him.

“I don’t know.
I was warned off being here,” she said, giving him a bemused
smile.

“By who?” He’d
stopped caring about who she worked for months ago. Now it kind of
seemed like he should be asking again. She shook her head and he
sighed. “Right, right. You can’t tell me.”

“I think you
should go home too. Something’s not right here.” She put her bag on
her shoulder and tied her coat shut.

“You’re
teleporting out?” He wasn’t sure how she did that, he only knew
that she could.

“I think so,”
she said with a shrug.

“Damn,” he
said. They stared at each other, not speaking.

The guy who’d
been keeping his mouth shut decided the pained silence was the
right time to open it again. Shaun decided he didn’t like him.

“Tell her to
put the necklace on,” he said.

Shaun frowned
at him. He looked and sounded deadly serious. It only made ignoring
him that little bit harder.

Elle sighed.
“I’ll call you when I can.”

“Tell her,”
the guy insisted.

Shaun snorted
softly. The guy poked him in the side. He moved away, cringing.

She gave him a
suspicious look. “Are you okay?”

He sighed.
“There might be a couple of fairy ghosts in town.”

She raised her
eyebrows. “Like that girl, Katie?”

“She showed up
earlier, but it’s not just her.”

“Tell her it’s
Roman,” the guy said.

“There’s some
idiot in here with me now. He’s been telling me off for bringing
you here. I’m thinking that makes him your ride?” He pieced it
together, the look on her face telling him he was right. She worked
for the Fey. Her secret was out.

“Who?” She
folded her arms.

“Some
pasty-faced little…”


“Roman,” the guy insisted.

“Roman. What
kind of a stupid name is that, any…”

She gasped,
hands going to her mouth. The shock in her widening eyes reminding
him of the reaction to the last vision she’d had. The only
difference was the lack of horror. Relief flooded her, relief and
something more primal he couldn’t quite identify. Tears trailed
down her cheeks when she blinked.

“Tell her to
put on the necklace for fuck’s sake.” And if he’d thought the guy
sounded pissed before it was nothing compared to how he sounded
now.

“He’s saying
put on the necklace, whatever that...”

She dropped
her hands from her mouth to throw her bag on the bed and rifle
through it. She had an Amethyst heart on a silver chain in her
hands a few seconds later. Her hands were shaking. She held the
pendant out to Shaun.

“Can you put
it on?” Even her voice was trembling. He’d only ever seen her that
emotional after visions. It was a little worrying.

“Who is this
guy?” He felt stupid even asking. He took the necklace from her
anyway. The crystal he’d assumed was Amethyst was actually from the
Darklands. He got the same weird feelings from it that he did from
the crystals embedded in the handle of his dagger. This was Elle’s.
The colour matched her aura.

She just shook
her head at his question, more tears spilling from her eyes. He
unclasped the chain and put it around her neck. The crystal glowed
as it was activated. He clasped it shut and let it go.

His girlfriend
rushed into the weird guy’s arms and held on for dear life. He
barely got the chance to wonder what the fuck when the guy
kissed her and they immediately teleported out of the room, leaving
him alone with a crap-load of food and a head full of
questions.

 


 



Chapter Eight

 


Elle kissed
Roman back with abandon. She’d never thought she’d see him again.
All those months of agonising after she’d closed the doorway he’d
come through the first time, all those sleepless nights wondering
if he’d made it out of that castle alive. She’d had her doubts
about him in the past, but he’d sacrificed his way back to keep her
safe.

Her initial
relief and elation wore off within moments. She’d just kissed
another guy in front of her supposed boyfriend. Guilt burned her
cheeks. She moved back quickly, dropping her arms. Roman had
already teleported them to her bedroom at Bill’s house, leaving
Shaun behind. It wasn’t going to be long before her guardian was
calling on them, but for now…

“How?” She
didn’t understand how he’d gotten back from the Darklands.

“The tracker
is a doorway.” He frowned, and she knew he was reading her memories
like he had before.

She folded her
arms. “Stop that.”

“Sorry,” he
said, not sorry at all and she knew it. “The tracker had all these…
fantasies. I was making sure that’s all they were.”

Her guilt
rose. She’d left Shaun probably wondering what the hell was going
on. “We’ve been seeing each other. Not that it’s any of your
business.”

“I think it
is. At least now,” he told her, gazing longingly. “I’ve missed you
so much.”

His sad eyes
tugged at her heart strings. She wiped at her damp face. Her
make-up was probably all over the place. He always seemed to make a
mess of her, one way or another.

“I missed you
too.” It was obvious, but the smile he gave her made it worth
saying it out loud.

It was
tempting to just be thankful he was there, but it raised a lot of
questions, not the least of which was when would he have to go
back? She bit at her bottom lip.

“I don’t want
to go back,” he told her, reading her thoughts again. “If I have to
I will, but believe me I don’t want to leave you again and I won’t
if I can help it.”

It was honest
but, it hurt. He’d go back to the Darklands if Bill made him, if it
was safer for her.

“I want you
here.”

“I want to be
here.” He pulled her into a kiss she couldn’t fight. The desire he
lit in her never faded. Somewhere in the back of her mind she knew
this was why things were never right between her and Shaun. As much
as she liked him it would never compare to how she felt about
Roman.

 


 



Chapter Nine

 


Shaun had
managed five bits of pizza and a couple of spoonsful of melting
ice-cream before his waning appetite disappeared completely. He put
the tray on the floor and lay down in defeat. He’d lost his
girlfriend to a fairy ghost, and he was stuck wondering about his
own sanity for dragging her to the stupid, creepy little town in
the first place. The whole thing was his fault, every last bit of
it. He might blame Melissa for turning him on to the tracker bond,
but aside from that he’d been a complete idiot, as usual. The
buzzing noise from his pocket made him drag out his phone, hoping
for a text from Elle and getting Dev instead. Sarah’s deviant
friend was asking how the dirty weekend was going, digging for
nasty details as per usual. Sighing, he called the guy back.

It was a
Friday night, so the chances were he’d be out at some nightclub, or
gig someplace trashy, but he almost always answered his phone.

“Hey, how’s
hot tits?” Dev sounded as enthusiastic as ever, even over the
thumping bass.

“She left with
another guy.”

“What?” The
noisy background died down, making Shaun wonder if he was just at
home with his iPod up full blast.

“It’s a long
story.”

“I thought you
guys were tight?” He sounded confused.

“So did
I.”

“You sound
like shit. Are you coming home then?”

“I don’t know,
maybe.” He wasn
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