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Be prepared. There are werewolves in this story, and they are NOT friendly.

Peace comes at a price...

Rebekah and Jamie are happy, but discontent. Sometimes, it feels like everything important has already happened, that the peace their parents fought so hard to bring them is just a strange limbo they can’t break out of. They want adventure, they want to make memories of their own. When a pair of new kids shows up at their school, it looks like they might finally have their chance.

It isn’t long before the twins open up to the mysterious new strangers. Sharing secrets they thought they’d never tell. Asking questions they never could have imagined.

When a party in the woods leads to near tragedy, they find themselves caught in the middle of a fight they never saw coming. Trapped between two sides and put to the ultimate test.

Will they choose their family? Or their future?

Rouge’s adventure may have come to an end, but the twins’ is just getting started...
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Loved ONLY THE BEGINNING? Find out who Rogue and Michael are in the Hidden Secrets Saga – Read what happened to send Jamie and Rebekah’s life into secrecy!

You won’t be disappointed!

Seventh Mark part 1 is included here FREE

Seventh Mark part 2

Marked by Destiny

Compelled

Fate’s Intervention

Chosen Three

Book Trailer: http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=Y-_vVYC1gvo
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You know that feeling when you wake up and go through your morning routine—get dressed, brush your teeth, make toast—only to wake up again and realize that not only were you dreaming, but you have to go through the whole morning all over again?

Yeah...that was pretty much my life right now.

“—settled by trade merchants in the late1800s. While most of the progress came to a screeching halt in the Panic of 1893, we can still see evidence of—”

I sank a few inches lower in my chair and let my eyes wander over the room. Sometimes, it was hard to believe I had fought so hard for this. Fought for the right to come to this classroom every day and listen to mind-numbing speeches from teachers just as disinterested as their students. Fought to take part in a ritual that every single one of the boys and girls sitting around me would have sold their left arm just to avoid. The name itself was like a curse amongst them. Uttered only in times of great anger and stress.

High school.

A tiny moth had slipped inside the room, unnoticed by the rest of the students. My eyes followed along as it wriggled out of a crack in the window and started flying in random patterns in front of the whiteboard.

It didn’t help that I had gone through all this material before. It didn’t help that, in addition to having a photographic memory, I also happened to have parents who had weaponized the art of reading. Some parents like to encourage the habit? My parents cheerfully demanded it.

On my third birthday, they’d swapped out the typical See Spot Run! books with literary compositions of a more serious nature. Greek anthologies, Japanese poets, religious texts from all four corners of the globe. You name it—I had read it. And whether I wanted to or not, I remembered it all.

“So what do we call that economic system? Where a country hopes to amass wealth through influxes in trade?” Mr. Barrow’s eyes flickered around the classroom from behind his glasses, looking for volunteers. “Also called commercialism? Come on, guys—we just went over this.”

They came to rest on an unlikely candidate, but he tried anyway.

“Briana?” A blonde girl, who was secretly texting beneath her desk, looked up with a start. “Want to venture a guess?”

Her cheeks flushed bright magenta as she slid the phone up into her sleeve. “No...not really.”

Barrow stifled a sigh before his searching gaze came to rest on me.

“Rebekah?”

I stopped tracking the moth, and turned my eyes towards the front.

This was only Barrow’s second week teaching, but already he’d figured out who his go-to students were. The kids he could count on to know the answer when the rest of the class started to flail. Mostly it was me, and this kid named Benjamin who sat in the back row chewing on his hair. On days when Benjamin was ditching—like today—it was just me.

I took a second to remember the question, then answered quietly—my eyes on my desk. “It’s called mercantilism.”

The class breathed a collective sigh of relief as Barrow flashed me a silent look of gratitude. It was rather expected of me by now, these little academic rescues, but the appreciation remained.

“That’s right, mercantilism.” He gave me a quick nod before moving back to the whiteboard. “Maybe if you spent more time listening, Miss Maven, and less time texting—you might have known it as well.”

Briana’s face flushed again as she dropped her phone into her bag. A boy sitting beside her rolled his eyes with a grin before turning my way. I was vaguely aware of him watching as Barrow continued the lesson, but found myself too disinterested to even glance his way.

They were all like that, I’d come to realize. They all stared.

When I first transferred into the school about five months ago, I had hoped that it would fade. That it was a simple matter of being the new girl in class, and eventually people would lose interest. But five months later, it was still going strong. And it wasn’t just the boys—although they were obnoxiously obvious about it. It was everyone. Teachers included. The looks weren’t unkind, but they were probing. And relentless. As if their minds somehow sensed the difference between us, although they could never figure out what that might be.

The bell rang and I pushed out of my chair with a sigh of relief. Most days, I handled the monotony a little better than this. (It was a rite of passage I’d fought for, after all), but this week things were a little different. You see, I had a birthday coming up. A big one. Eighteen. However, unlike the rest of my adolescent compatriots here, there was very little to celebrate...

“Hey! Rebekah!”

I paused in the hallway as the rest of the students flooded out past me into the sun, turning around to see who had called me. It was the boy from my class. Chris something-or-other. He was good-looking. Smart. And generally nicer than the rest. In most circles, this would make him a ‘decent’ guy. But in high school, the combination made him some sort of god. Between that and the fact that he was on the football team, he’d achieved idol status freshman year.

“Hey,” I greeted him with a quick smile. It wasn’t often that I mixed with the rest of the student population, try as they might. “What’s up?”

Three little words, and the class king crumbled before my very eyes. The cool confidence shattered, the suave persona vanished into thin air.

“I was just...I wanted to...” he stammered for a second, before chickening out altogether and backing away with a self-conscious grin. “Nothing. Just wanted to say hey. Have a good weekend.”

He was off like a shot before I could even answer. Retreating to a circle of jocks who immediately began speaking in hushed voices, clapping him on the back as though he’d attempted something very brave.

I watched them for a moment, tilting my head curiously to the side before heading out into the sun with an almost wistful sigh.

Five months I’ve been at this school. How long before the student population stops treating me like, at any moment, I might burst into flames?

I fished my sunglasses out of my bag as I slowly walked across the grass to the parking lot, sliding them up into my golden blonde hair. Thank the Maker history was the final class of the day; I didn’t think I could stand to be on campus for another second.

“Hey, Rebekah!”

I lifted my hand in an automatic wave, but by the time I looked over the girl who’d said the words had already turned back to her circle of friends.

Another sigh. I quickened my pace.

It wasn’t even that they were mean. Quite the contrary. I had never seen people make such an effort just to get close. The thing was—they sucked at it.

Chris was just the tip of the iceberg. It was like no one at the freaking school could manage to sustain an entire conversation before blushing, hyperventilating, or panicking to such a degree that they simply took off in the other direction—muttering some excuse about having to feed their bird.

(Actual story. That actually happened.)

Yeah, they tried all right. And I did my best to help them along. But it wasn’t like there was much I could do. We were just...different. And even if I could try to get one or two of them past it, what was the point? It wasn’t like I was allowed to make real friends at this school anyway...

A flurry of breathless chatter caught my attention from the other side of the lot, and I glanced over to see a group of cheerleaders falling all over themselves as they stared towards the science building.

“—can’t even handle it! He’s just SO freaking HOT!”

“Did I tell you that he looked at me in English today?!” another gushed importantly, waving her pink nails in the air. “Or, at least, I think he did. He might have been looking out the window instead...”

“—can’t even think when he’s around,” Briana, the texting prom queen, was staring in a sort of lustful trance. “Just want to jump on top of him—”

I automatically glanced over, even though I shouldn’t have. There was really only one person they could be talking about. Sure enough, the door to the science building opened and a breathtaking man stepped into the sun.

It was easy to see how a single glance had rendered half the cheerleading squad completely speechless. How just a flash of his dimpled grin had even the teaching staff temporarily stunned. You could almost hear the internal chanting as he walked by.

He’s a minor. And a student. And a minor. And a student.

Tall. Tan. Athletically muscular, but lean. With tumbles of golden hair and ice blue eyes that seemed to pierce through whatever they touched. In a lot of ways, he looked a lot like a male version of me. As he should.

He was my brother. My twin brother. Jamie.

The second he saw me he headed across the grass at a fast pace, looking just as glad to be out of there as I was. The pack of ravenous girls followed his every move, waving to me with sweet smiles when they accidentally caught my eye. I resisted the urge to smirk, and smiled back.

They were always nice to me. In a pleading, desperate sort of way. I couldn’t ever tell if it was real, or if they just wanted to get close to Jamie. I suppose it didn’t really matter. The most I was allowed to reciprocate was a smile. There was no commonality, so all connection stopped there.

Still, I had to commend them for their endurance. We had been at this school five months now, and Jamie had yet to even look their way.

“Hey,” he greeted me, tossing his bag onto the backseat of the car, “was your day as thrilling as mine?”

I snorted sarcastically. Even if Jamie and I weren’t twins, we still would have been alike in every single way. He was having as much trouble with our upcoming birthday as I was.

Instead of answering, I shot a wry grin over my shoulder.

“You’re disappointing your fan club.” I slipped the aviators down over my eyes. “You should do another turn around the parking lot. Show a little skin. At least take off your shirt or something.”

An amused frown flitted across his face as he took my bag and unlocked the door for me. “Who are we talking about?”

I rolled my eyes and climbed inside. The guy was oblivious.

It wasn’t that he was lacking in confidence—don’t get me wrong. When you were a hybrid descendant of both angels and werewolves, a supernatural prince descending from the most ancient of bloodlines—it was impossible not to be a bit full of yourself from time to time. But none of that translated over to girls. Truth be told, when it came to women Jamie was secretly a little shy.

As much as I’d like to tease, I couldn’t really give him a hard time—I was the same way myself. We’d simply had no experience. Our band of guardians hadn’t exactly forbidden it, but they’d never let us out of their sight long enough to try.

“Never you mind.” I patted his head condescendingly, giggling when he shook me off with a rueful glare. “Let’s get home. You don’t want Dad flipping out again if we don’t make it back by curfew.”

Curfew.

Most people would think it implied a nighttime restriction. Be back by ten, eleven—that sort of thing. But that wasn’t how it was for us. Jamie and I had curfew ALL the time. A time to be home from school. A time to be back from the grocery store. I swear they’d even timed how long it took us to walk to and from the mail box at the end of the street.

Sometimes, it felt like every single moment of every single day was exactly mapped out for us. That the beloved puppet masters holding our strings had planned them down to the second. Not that our lives were bursting with activity—quite the opposite. All those rules, all that planning...and for what? The only unsupervised moments the two of us had were driving to and from school.

Jamie’s bright eyes dimmed for a moment before he nodded briskly and hopped into the car. A second later we were screeching away down the street, heading back out of town. To the castle that he and I called home.

*  *  *
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Castle. It was another of those words, like curfew. If I were to say that my brother and I lived in a castle, most people would assume that I meant we lived in a really big house. But in my world, we tended to take things literally.

The second we pulled off the main road onto the private forested lane, I could see it. Towering above the giant red maples. High stone walls. Turrets and crenulated walkways. There was even a little fountain in the front drive.

Home sweet home.

Jamie screeched to a stop, sending up a spray of gravel in his wake. It ricocheted off the sculpted limestone—a teasing message to anyone on the inside that we were home. Sure enough, a light snapped on in an upper hallway, and even from the car I could hear my father walking downstairs.

Instead of rushing out to greet him like I usually did, some strange impulse made me hang back. I hesitated for a moment, eyes on the house, listening to Jamie prattle on about something as he gathered his things.

“Actually,” I interrupted suddenly, “could you tell the others I’m going out for a walk?” Before he could answer, I shoved my bag into his arms. “And could you take that in for me as well?”

A look of surprise danced across his face before it lightened into a curious frown. One that seemed to see right through me.

“Sure, but...why? Is everything okay?”

It wasn’t often I could hide things from Jamie. The guy was my other half. The person in whom I confided my wildest dreams, and darkest secrets.

Fortunately, I didn’t understand this sudden curfew rebellion myself.

I brushed off the question with a casual shrug, stepping out onto the sunny driveway. “It’s fine. Just want to stretch my legs a little.”

His eyes flickered towards the house before he flashed me a quick smile.

“Don’t be long.”

I nodded and headed off into the trees without a glance behind me, well aware of the casual uproar such a simple gesture would cause.

The vegetation was dense and thick, and it wasn’t long before I lost sight of the house entirely. The second I did, I slowed my pace—leisurely trailing the tips of my fingers across the sunlit ferns. With every distancing step, I felt I could breathe just a little easier. With every step, I felt just a little more free.

When I came to the edge of our property, I hopped up into one of the giant trees—scaling the tall trunk in a single leap. It was something I never would have been allowed to do in public, but out here none of that mattered. I could be myself. The bark was smooth and warmed by the sun. Perfect for napping. Perfect for blissful hours of meditative thought.

I settled myself back on the branches, closing my eyes as my long blonde hair spiraled around me in the gentle breeze. 

You can’t blame them for being overprotective. I chanted the line over and over in my head. You can’t blame them for wanting to keep you safe.

When it came to the strict rigidities of my life, a little understanding was required. To start, my family wasn’t exactly what you’d call normal.

My brother and I were the next generation of a group of supernatural warriors. Warriors trained and bred for one reason alone. To fight a war. It was a war between angels—or Hunters—and werewolves—or Grollics. A war that had been raging on for centuries. A tangled mess of magic and pain. Both sides consumed by rage and bloodlust. Both sides suffering devastating losses as time wore on. The only strange thing about being born today?

The war was already over.

The entire driving force of the supernatural community, the fiery reason for our very existence...had cooled into a quiet peace.

The packs of wolves had settled. The bands of Hunters had gone home. A new chapter had started. One where the turmoil of the past had been put to rest. Where the magic, fang, and sword that had kept the world alive was no longer needed. Except...nothing had come up to replace them.

It was like living in an epilogue. Trapped in the afterthought of a story that had already taken place. It was like life itself had already been lived. And not by me or my brother, but by my parents and grandparents.

Don’t get me wrong, I was grateful to be safe. Even though it felt like being safe and being free were opposite sides of the same coin. I was grateful for this peace they’d worked so hard to build...but it wasn’t a life.

Sometimes, it just felt like waiting. Waiting in a house full of people who had cheated death so many times, they found themselves counting how many steps it took to get to the mailbox just to keep their children safe.

I turned around on the tree branch with a sigh—sprawling out on my stomach as my arms and legs dangled down the sides.

Again, I couldn’t blame them. My dad had grown up in this world. Had grown up surrounded by so much bloodshed and death, I couldn’t begin to imagine it. He didn’t think he could even have children, until he met my mother. And, as legend would have it, the tumultuous arrival of my ‘mortal’ mother did nothing to ease that burden. It was when the story really began...

We’d had to BEG them to move away from their secluded house by the ocean. We’d had to BEG them to let us attend a regular school.

A regular school with regular kids. That had been our campaign slogan for the better part of five years. “But you’re NOT regular kids,” my father, Michael, had argued. But we wanted to be.

Growing up in the supernatural community was hard enough. But growing up with our lineage was even worse.

Children whose father was a virtual prince of angels, and whose mother held the power to destroy the world. Grandchildren of the highest ranking Hunter in the land, and niece and nephew to the highest ranking werewolf.

Power was our legacy. Dominion, our heavenly right. The ancient magic that had shaped the world for a thousand centuries ran through our veins. Our golden heads had been born specifically to wear all those weighty crowns.

And yet...sometimes I’d give it all up just to be a normal kid.

My mom got it. She understood. Having grown up with no idea what she really was, with every expectation of being a regular mortal, she knew exactly what it meant to stand out in a world where you were supposed to fit in. She understood the value of normal, and did everything she could to give it to us.

But there were limits to even what my legendary mother was able to do.

“Becka?”

Speaking of Mom...

I rolled off the tree with a little sigh, dropping to my feet in the warm grass. In all likelihood, she hadn’t even left the house to call me. In all likelihood, she hadn’t even raised her voice. We both knew I could hear her just fine.

“Becka, time to come in.” Sure enough, I heard her closing the kitchen windows as she added under her breath, “before your father has a coronary.”

A small grin flitted across my face as I began stomping back towards the house. My father? Worried about me wandering on my own?

No...
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The front door was unlocked, same as always. It kind of went without saying, like an unspoken rule, that no one in their right mind would ever dare attack our house. If they did, they most likely wouldn’t use the front door.

I breezed inside, past the winding staircase, past the library and the foyer and the front parlor, all the way back to the living room, where my father was sitting in a tall recliner. Book in his lap. Eyes on the page.

“Hey, Dad.”

He glanced over, his blue eyes sweeping me up and down in a practiced sort of way, before giving me a welcoming smile. “Finished with your walk?”

I sank into the chair beside him with a teasing groan. “Don’t give me a hard time, okay? You know what other kids my age are doing right now? Sex and tattoos. And knife fights and belly dancing. Probably not at the same time, but still... All your daughter wants to do is take an occasional walk in the woods.”

His eyebrows lifted slowly as he fixed me with an unreadable stare. “Knife fights and belly dancing?”

I jutted up my chin, unwilling to surrender an inch. “Or so I’ve gathered from watching copious amounts of YouTube and TV.”

We stared at each other for another moment before his twinkling eyes returned to his book. I kicked off my shoes, and he automatically pushed the second mug of coffee sitting beside him towards me. Our afternoon routine.

I took it silently and gulped down half in about two seconds flat. It wasn’t scorching hot the way it usually was. During my woodland excursion, it’d had time to cool. As I drank, my eyes flickered over to my father.

My parents were young.

To the rest of the world, they looked almost the same age as me—just a little bit older. My father may have been killed and reborn as an angel over a hundred years ago, but he’d stopped physically aging around nineteen. My mother had stopped at eighteen. The same age she was when she had me.

Dad was good-looking. There was no denying it. So was Mom.

My mother was pale with this gorgeous flaming red hair, but my father looked very much like me and Jamie. Blond. Tanned. The ice-blue eyes of an immortal. At this point, we looked more like siblings than father and daughter.

But no matter how young they might look, there was something different in their eyes. Something different in the way they carried themselves. You couldn’t hide decades of life experience—it always shone through.

A lot of people in the supernatural community were the same way. You learned to read people based on those silent little tells, rather than their faces. The steadiness. The wisdom. My Uncle Seth, for example, looked no more than twenty years old. But he’d been alive for like, forever. Almost as old as Caleb.

“So how was school? Anything interesting happen?”

I turned quickly back to my coffee, steering the conversation towards anything else instead. “Where’s Jamie?”

“He’s in backyard with Caleb. Practicing.”

Ah, that explained it. Why my father was sitting here, in front of the outer door, pretending to read. He was actually keeping a close eye on things.

“Is he now?” I bit my lip to stifle a knowing smile as my father shot me a look of warning. But no matter how hard he tried, he could never be stern with me for very long. Sure enough, it lasted only a moment. Then he returned to his book with a wink.

The wink was my dismissal, forgiveness, and permission. All in one.

I pushed to my feet with a grin and kissed him on the cheek. Then I yanked open the door and headed over to join my brother and grandfather out in the yard.

Jamie and Caleb were in full swing combat. Blurring over the grass at a speed which no mortal could ever hope to follow. Colors became liquid streaks. Sounds, dull vibrations through the ground. I settled into a patio chair, pulling my knees up to my chest as I watched.

Training was another one of those words unique to our weird little vocabulary. It would have struck any normal person as utterly bizarre, but to us it was as natural as breathing. As much a part of our lives as family dinners and going to school.

While it was all a bit superfluous now, there wasn’t a single member of the supernatural community who didn’t know how to fight. As part of what everyone considered to be the royal family, Jamie and I were fully expected to carry on the tradition. Not that we minded. It was the best part of our day.

“Watch for the cross-over,” Caleb commanded, putting my fearless twin through his paces. “Careful for that left jab. Good—again!”

Training with my grandfather was like a dance. A dazzling, devastating dance. As fluid as it was precise. As graceful as it was deadly. Lose the count for even a second, and that second would be your last. Training with Caleb was pure, raw power. There was no other way to describe it. Nothing, or no one, compared to Caleb. Fighting him, even in drills, was thrilling and terrifying all at the same time.

Staring across the yard, I could see both of those feelings reflected in the face of my brother. His eyes were lit up with breathless exhilaration. Even though he was matching Caleb step for step, the older man was still gaining ground.

“Watch your feet,” Caleb warned, dropping down into a low kick to sweep Jamie’s out from under him. Jamie countered beautifully, flipping into the air to land on Caleb’s other side. But by the time he hit the ground, our invincible grandfather was ready. “Heads up!”

A heavy kick to the chest sent Jamie flying backwards. He let out a soft gasp as he crashed towards the ground, but a second before he could hit it Caleb caught him by the arm and lifted him back to his feet.

“Thanks,” Jamie panted, brushing himself off as his grandfather looked on with fierce approval. “I almost thought I had you there.”

“You did well,” Caleb clapped him on the back, his eyes flashing up to the patio with a mocking smirk. “Much better than your father did at your age.”

I turned around in surprise to see Dad standing on the porch behind me, watching the proceedings with a twinkling smile.

“Is that right?” he queried. “I don’t seem to remember you catching me or Grace before we hit the ground. I don’t remember you being quite so liberal with those words of encouragement either.”

Jamie and I both laughed as the adults shared a look that only they would understand. Growing up, my father always mentioned how Caleb trained us differently than he had been trained himself. When we pressed him as to what exactly that meant, he’d answered with a chuckle and, “He shows you a little bit of mercy.”

“What do you think, Jamie?” Michael stepped forward onto the lawn, a casual gesture, but one that radiated power all at the same time. “Think you’ve got what it takes to beat your old man?”

Jamie laughed again, but shook his head. “Nah, I think I’d rather live to see my next birthday, thanks.”

It was a wise move. Caleb might be indestructible—in a category all to himself—but our father was a legend. There was simply no touching him.

“Oh, come on,” Michael teased, gesturing him forward. “I’ll go easy.”

Jamie shook his head, his golden locks shining in the sun. “I’d just as soon spar with Mom. With or without her little journal—”

“What about my journal?”

The banter was cut short as the door slid open one more time. With a sparkling smile, my mother, also known as Rogue but spelled Rouge, walked out onto the patio with my grandmother, Sarah, by her side. The men bowed their heads respectively as Jamie angled himself safely behind Caleb with a mischievous smile.

“Nothing, Mom.” His face melted into a perfect mask of innocence. “Dad here was just saying how he could take you in a fight. I swore he couldn’t.”

I rolled my eyes and leaned back with a laugh. Very brave of him to be taunting his parents from inside our grandfather’s protective shadow.

My mother smiled indulgently before turning to her husband, playing along. “Is that right, darling? You think you could take me down?”

My father’s face grew tender, the way it always did when he looked at her, but he tilted his head with a cocky smile. “You never know.”

She took a casual step forward, her crimson hair flaming in the afternoon sun. “Oh, honey, you should know better than that by now. I thought we’d settled this a long time ago.”

“Yeah, yeah, the ultimate power,” Jamie teased, his eyes sparkling. “I’ve never seen it.”

And he wouldn’t see it today either. Because my mother didn’t fight with flailing fists and leaping twirls. She didn’t need any of that. She never had.

It was over before we even knew it started. One second, my father was standing in front of her, his muscles tensing, as though he had a very good idea of what was coming. The next second, he was on the ground.

I leapt to my feet as Jamie’s mouth fell open in shock. My mother didn’t use her magic very often. And I’d never once seen it directed at another person.

“How did you do that?” I exclaimed, staring down in wonder as she reached out a hand to my father. He accepted with a quiet chuckle. “I didn’t even see you move!”

“She didn’t move,” Michael replied, staring adoringly at his wife before planting a quick kiss on her forehead. “She spoke.”

Jamie and I took a second to process this before he stepped forward excitedly, gesturing to his grandfather. “What about Caleb?”

We stared between them with wide eyes, thinking the same thing. I couldn’t imagine anyone in the world getting the better of Caleb. Then again, up until a second ago I would have said the same thing about my father.

The two of them looked at each other for a moment, but didn’t move. I instinctively stiffened as a wave of anticipation charged the air. But a second later, my mom flashed a quick smile and headed back inside.

“That’s one fight I promised never to have.” She said the words lightly, but there was a lot more to them than that.

For as long as I could remember, there had been a strange kind of tension between the two. A sort of unspoken truce: one that allowed the family to keep the peace, but had never quite blossomed into a genuine friendship.

She had been reluctant to move to Port Q not because of its public location, but because it was Caleb’s house. Yet the two of them sat down for a family dinner every night. Her children spent all their time in his company.

Like most things of interest, whatever happened between them had happened before my time. There were things the older generation would never talk about, no matter how hard Jamie and I pressed. The careful ceasefire between Caleb and Rouge was chief among them.

What does it matter now? It’s already all over.

A sudden wave of frustration rushed through me and I pushed to my feet. “I’ll be up in my room.” I tried to keep my voice as light as my mother’s, but Jamie shot me a questioning look.

Caleb
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