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To Stewart

 

If you hadn’t come
along I’d have been a lonely only child and I probably would have
written a different story. This one’s for you, wee brother.
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 Chapter One

The basement was
pitch-black. This was one of those times Shaun could be thankful he
wasn’t human. He stared into the darkness and his enhanced vision
zeroed in on the pale figures flitting around the boiler room,
their glowing amber eyes shimmering through narrow slits in angular
faces. Holding his breath, he counted the moving targets from the
relative safety of the doorway. His hunched stance wouldn’t be
comfortable for much longer but he fought against the impulse to
stretch, one hand slipping inside his leather duster to bring out
his weapon of choice.

The stake was cut from
blessed wood; it was said that plunging the weapon’s tip into a
vampire-maker’s heart released his victims back to their former
mortal states of existence. As yet, he’d never come across a
vampire-maker and he couldn’t sense anything powerful enough to fit
the bill in the next room, but still, he remained hopeful and
refused to carry anything less.

He touched the scar
tissue under his glass eye absently, heart beginning to pound
louder. His chest tightened. Right, he still needed to breathe. He
inhaled slowly, grimacing at the bloody taste and rank-rotten smell
that overpowered his senses.

A soft sigh pulled
Shaun’s attention down to his twin sister. Sarah stood steady
beside him, staring into the darkness with a whisper of a smile
twitching at her lips. Her blue eyes shone bright past the dark
eye-makeup. It was time. The energy she held so tightly coiled was
ready to be unleashed. Shaun felt the first sparks flicker from her
as she slipped forward into the nest. Shivering, he followed,
ducking the doorframe.

Her right hand reached
out and yanked one of the vampires out of the darkness. The
creature was a good foot taller than her and almost twice as wide
but he trembled under her steady gaze, knees giving out under
him.

Collective hissing from
the darkness set Shaun’s nerves on edge. There were a couple more
than he’d first calculated and of the twenty presences in the room,
every last glowing eye was locked on the petite blonde who’d just
crashed the party.

Not one of the
creatures appeared to sense Sarah’s lanky brother glowering at them
with his one real eye from the shadows beside her, the usual case
when she was around shining too brightly to be ignored. Shaun
half-thought Sarah did it on purpose; she worried far more than she
should. He shifted the stake in his hand, ready to strike, and
looked to Sarah.

The vampire she held
weakened under her touch. He looked up at her with tears streaming
down his undead face. Blood stained his slack mouth. The human girl
he’d been feeding on lay dying on the floor under the cover of
shadows, her drained body past help. The girl’s life-force was
ebbing away and yet the sympathy overflowing from his sister was
being extended to the monster she held, for the awful things that
had set him on this path.

Shaun frowned at her.
The vampire sobbed at her feet, clinging onto her slim legs. She
pulled back, but only to crouch down beside him. The other eyes
only watched, unblinking.

“Ssh,” she whispered,
stroking the side of his face. He shivered under the direct touch
of her skin to his. His fever-bright eyes sank into her black-hole
gaze.

She had the sword in
her hand before any of the vampires could react. The blade sliced
through her chosen one’s neck, unmaking him in an instant. The
smoky burnt-out mulch his body collapsed into seasoned the air.
Shaun held his breath, trying vainly not to inhale any of the gunk
while it still clung to the atmosphere. The stillness in the room
started to unnerve him. The captive undead audience poised to
strike, ready and remorseless.

Sarah wiped off her
sword and looked up, death in her gaze.

“Who’s next?”

All hell broke loose.
The vampires flung themselves forward at full pelt. Sarah swung
into action, taking off heads left, right, and centre. She matched
their unnatural speed effortlessly; lithely tearing the monsters
apart before a single undead claw could come close enough to
touch.

Shaun steadied his
stake and found a target. It was easier when they were all
attacking her, almost laughably so. He wasn’t the threat she was so
he could pretty much meander about in the background, picking off
the pre-occupied and doing his best not throw up at the mess of the
unmaking. He was desperate to purge by the time he buried his stake
in its final target. The smell was rancid, not to mention how much
vampire ash he’d been breathing in. If he could have puked just to
get it out of him he would have. As it was, he knew he’d be
sneezing black dust for days.

He saw from the carnage
Sarah was almost done. The final vampire left standing, a waif-like
teenage girl stood repentant in front of her, trying to bargain for
her continued existence with false tears.

“I beg you, fallen
one,” she pleaded. “Show me the mercy you gave my brother?”

She moved her clasped
hands out towards Sarah but she was having none of it, landing a
punch that sent the monster sprawling to the ground.

“Shaun, take care of
this one.” Sarah glanced at him. He could have cursed her for it.
Instead he put the stake away; it was wasted on these vampires.
This one was nothing special either. Why Sarah insisted on testing
him like this he didn’t know, but it was getting old.

Somewhere between the
punch and pulling herself back up, the vampire had put on her human
face, a pretty little heart-shaped thing with big watery doe eyes
and full lips trembling.

“Wow, you look just
like a girl I used to know,” he muttered, his bored sarcasm going
completely unheeded. He supposed he could have been a bit more
animated about it, but where was the fun in that?

She moved towards him,
slipping in a fraction too close. One good look and she thought
what they all did. He was nothing like his twin. The beastly smile
curled her pale lips for only a moment. He pretended not to notice.
He might not strike fear into any lifeless hearts but he wasn’t the
prey he appeared to be, either.

She closed her eyes and
took a needless breath, letting her excitement slip as her hands
caressed the leather over his chest. Her fangs shot back into place
with an unmistakable cracking sound.

Shaun grabbed her jaw
before she could snap at his shoulder. She jerked back but he
didn’t let go, so she made the mistake of opening her mouth wider.
He shook his head. He was bigger and stronger; she wouldn’t be
moving unless he allowed it. His thin lips twisted cruelly to mock
her arrogance and she seemed to realise her miscalculation in
sudden panic, the glowing amber of her eyes flashing. Her fingers
clawed at his chest, sharp nails scratching, but the duster took
the damage.

He reached into his
pocket and took the bottle out, popping the cap off and tipping the
clear contents into her ready, snapping mouth. Holy water splashed
down her throat. The shriek the monster issued was
ear-splitting.

“I didn’t say she was a
girl I liked,” he said with a sneer, releasing her. He hoped
they never stopped underestimating him.

She stumbled back,
coughing violently as her fingers clawed at her mouth. Burning from
the inside out, she made monstrous noises as she died a slow,
aching death. Sarah smiled at her brother when the girl’s body
finally came unmade, smattering the already thick carpet of foul
gunk.

“Good call,
unfortunate-face,” she praised. He stared at the mess. Something
incorporeal moved in the shadows near Sarah. The ghosts were
rising.

He sighed at the
stirring smoky mass. “Can we get out of here already?”

One of the ghosts
separated from the mass and took to swirling around Sarah as she
moved towards the exit. Shaun growled, but the ghost didn’t back
off. They never did pay him any heed. He smashed the empty
holy-water bottle on the ground.

“You see what you did?”
He told her off. “You’ve got to stop picking up strays, Sarah.”

She shrugged and led
the way out, sliding the sword back into its sheath at her side.
The glamour that hid it got back to work, removing the deadly
weapon from sight. Shaun ducked through the doorway, rushing after
her but not too close. The ghostly grey shadows wrapped around her
in a creepy way that gave him the shudders.

The instant they got
outside to the cool dark night air, Shaun took a deep breath that
made a long sigh of satisfaction on the exhale.

The next order of
urgency required him to shake the vampire remains out of his wavy
dark-blonde hair. He didn’t spend too long on it, and he most
certainly didn’t look down when the drops fell to the ground. The
wind would take care of the rest, but a shower was always a
definite requirement after dealing with vampires.

Sarah leaned on a rusty
fence outside the block of flats, elation flowing while the thick,
smoky form moved around her.

“Would you get rid of
him already?” He couldn’t stand to look at her when she was being
embraced. She enjoyed it far too much. Her laughter only fed his
irritation, but when she let out a breathy sigh and took a step
back from the railing he knew she was coming back to her senses, if
only for his sake.

“Oh, sweetie,” she
practically purred at the smoke. “You’ve got places to be now. Run
along.”

The ghost of the
vampire she’d saved let go and dissipated into the air. Shaun
frowned, moving back. He just hated when they did that; it always
made him suspicious of what he might be breathing in.

The ghost was no sooner
vanished when Shaun felt the tell-tale goose-bumps prickling his
skin at the scent of something magical reaching his senses.
Something else was going down nearby. Sighing wearily, he
turned to Sarah. Her delighted shudders confirmed what he feared.
Her sparkling blue eyes lit up with the promise of another
hunt.

“Our night just got
longer.” She grinned, savouring the thought of more mayhem.

“We’re not machines. I
need a sleep,” he groaned pointlessly, reaching for a tissue to
sneeze up the gross vampire dust he could feel tickling his
nostrils.

“Man up,
tedious-boy.”

“I’m filing a request
for a stop to your name calling,” he mumbled, wiping at his nose
while he watched her start to skip down the street. She’d
disappeared around a corner by the time he moved. Somehow he was
always rushing to catch up with her in spite of his longer
legs.

“Hold up,” he said,
chasing her towards a gated building. She stopped outside the open
gates, and when he saw the gold lettering at the front entrance he
just knew they weren’t making their train tonight.

“Can you feel that?”
She shivered, closing her black-painted eye-lids and tilting her
face to the night sky.

“I’ve got splinters,”
he complained, picking at his stabbing hand.

She wasn’t listening.
Already she was moving past the gates.

“Sarah, this isn’t a
part of the job. We don’t know what this is.” It didn’t feel like
anything they’d come across before. He tried to work out the taste,
but there wasn’t anything familiar to even take a stab at.
Stumbling into the unknown was not his favourite thing to do.

“It’s…” she started,
starry-eyed.

“The tenth circle of
hell?” He muttered, taking in the letters proclaiming the building
to be ‘Wakefield High School’.

“Prom,” she exhaled
with a dreamy smile.

“We can’t just walk
into a high school…”

“Says who,
misery-guts?” She raised an eyebrow at him. Anyone else would have
melted by now. Her energy was catching to most, human boys in
particular. Even if she’d been merely human her looks would have
had the same effect. In spite of her messy hair and slightly scary
eye make-up, Sarah’s looks got her whatever she wanted. She wasn’t
about to let her excruciatingly dull and charmless brother hold her
back. He sighed to himself.

“We don’t even know
what’s going on in there,” he told her.

“We’ll find out soon
enough.” She headed inside. The whispering of bad pop music
assaulted Shaun’s ears until the door swung closed again. This had
mistake written all over it. The thought of stepping over the
threshold gave him the shivers. It was worse than the vampire nest.
He took a reluctant step forward and found himself in a dark
hallway.

“Get moving,
slow-poke,” Sarah called out, her voice echoing.


 Chapter Two

The horrendously
cheerful music only got louder as Shaun approached a set of double
doors leading down a partially lit corridor. It was eerily dark out
front, and he was fairly sure there should have been a teacher or
two keeping an eye out for any dodgy characters. He didn’t think it
was a coincidence that they were able to enter the school so
easily; an unshakable sense of unease fell over him, settling in
for the long haul.

Sarah stood at a set of
doors farther down. The strip lights above were flickering
ominously, apparently the only operating set in the corridor. She
stepped back from the door, letting it close as he approached. Her
gaze drifted downward, only for a second, but he caught the look.
Her usual get up—black jeans, biker boots and aviator jacket—seemed
to disappoint. She brushed imaginary vampire remains from her
jeans; the stuff always seemed far less attracted to her than it
was to Shaun.

He already knew why
she’d lit up at the thought of walking into the high school. A year
past, they’d been assigned their first job on prom night, an
apparent coincidence but Sarah had taken it as a test of her
commitment to the calling. She didn’t complain but she’d pouted
silently for a week solid, fresh out of sunshine. It was the only
time Shaun had seen her any kind of miserable she didn’t just snap
right out of.

“We shouldn’t be here,”
he told her, folding his arms.

She stared at the
doors, shrugging listlessly. “There’s no security. The fairy got in
no bother too.”

“It’s a fairy? How can
you tell?”

“It’s all static-y and
kind of evasive. I’m not sure the sweetness is typical, but we’ve
never come across one before so who the hell knows,” she said,
pushing the door open a crack again. She was probably right. They’d
never crossed paths with a fairy before, but they’d been taught how
to identify the differences in the scents and now that he was
reminded how fairy magic should smell, it did seem to fit.

The cloyingly sweet
smell drifted out of the room, somehow faint and potent at the same
time. The static crackle of something inherently magical joined it,
so light it was almost undetectable. It was like nothing he’d ever
felt before. His mouth set in a line.

Sarah gazed into the
room, watching the couples dancing to the mind-numbingly clichéd
pop music in their ridiculous formal clothes. Longing bled off her,
mingled with regret.

“Are we going in?”
Shaun fought to keep the reluctance out of his voice, for her
sake.

She let the door close.
“We should take a walk. See if we can sense where the fairy
is.”

A smattering of
footsteps came down the hall. The running kid didn’t notice them;
his eyes were tracking the corridor behind him. He slammed right
into Shaun with a stifled shriek.

“Victim number one?”
Shaun presumed. Sarah shook her head. The skinny little guy was
petrified. He tried to push past them.

“Hey. Hey! What…” When
Shaun couldn’t stop him he grabbed his arm and yanked him back. The
kid staggered wild-eyed into the wall, gasping.

“Let me go!” he
yelled.

“Why are you
running?”

“Dickhead!” Another kid
came down the hall. This one was in less of a hurry. Sarah turned.
The guy gave her a look Shaun could have smacked him for. A growl
rose in his throat. This one was bigger than the snivelling mess
sinking down the wall in front of him but they looked about the
same age; sixteen at a push.

“Who are you?”
The bully stopped in front of Sarah; a step closer and they would
have been touching.

Shaun stared in
disbelief. She was ignoring the emotional wreck the guy had just
chased down the hall, attention completely captivated by the bigger
guy.

“Too old for you,”
Shaun snapped, when his sister didn’t immediately tell him where to
go.

The kid just laughed,
barely glancing at him. He had one of those grins that animated his
whole face and made his scruffy clothes less noticeable. Pretty
boys didn’t generally bother their air-stuffed heads to go around
beating up geeks, but he supposed there was a first time for
everything.

“Sarah Gallows,” she
said warmly, holding out a hand.

He took her hand and
yanked her that step closer. Shaun gaped at her. The guy stared
right into her eyes. They were about the same height,
five-foot-five, putting Shaun a good foot above them. The kid who’d
been running away slid under Shaun’s arm when his grip slackened.
He guessed the geek must have darted out front but he barely
noticed him leaving. He was too busy watching the idiot Sarah was
letting chat her up.

“You are so
hot,” he breathed, dark eyes shooting glances down the v-neck of
her jacket. Shaun decided enough was enough and cut in with a shove
in an effort to get the guy to back off. Pretty Boy just snorted,
moving right back in close. As little credit as supernaturals gave
him, usually humans found Shaun at least marginally threatening
without him even trying. His height could have been awkward, and in
high school it was, but those days were gone. The scars around his
glass eye and the general annoyance he displayed, coupled with his
stature, seemed to translate into something to be afraid of. This
little idiot couldn’t have cared less. Hormones, he bemoaned
silently. Desire filled the air in the hall and Shaun’s compulsion
to retch came back.

“You don’t go here,”
the guy kept on talking to Sarah.

She smiled. “I’m from
out of town.”

“You’re here with him?”
He raised an incredulous eyebrow.

She snorted. “He’s my
brother, and we’re not really here.”

“Oh good, you can ‘not
really’ be my date.”

They grinned at each
other.

Shaun’s patience felt
ready to snap. “Sarah, we’re here for a reason.” He started to
wonder if that reason was linked to her sudden weird behaviour.
Magic could really suck sometimes.

“And what might that
be?” The kid took a sudden interest in what he was saying.

“Oh, Shaun’s in love
with a girl who goes here. That’s all,” Sarah lied. Shaun gasped
indignantly.

The kid snorted.
“Who?”

Sarah pressed her lips
together and cocked her head. “Uh, I don’t know, Melissa something,
I think?”

She actually made up a
name, and it wasn’t exactly a common one. The kid looked surprised.
He gave Shaun a dubious look and barely held back another snort.
Shaun just knew the night could only get worse. “She’s here with
Rocky.”

“Great, let’s go find
her.” She pushed the door open as the kid put his arm around her.
They slunk inside together. Shaun took a breath and followed,
grumbling to himself.


 Chapter Three

Shaun scanned the
assembly hall. The room seemed too small for the horde of teens and
handful of teachers trapped inside. Emotions rose and fell, thickly
coating the air. Inside the confines of the room they masked the
supernatural scent he was trying to track back to its owner.

Sarah let the bully
sweep her across the room onto the dance-floor. Shaun sighed to
himself. He couldn’t help thinking how typical it was that he was
left to do the work after his reckless twin had all but dragged him
into a place he didn’t want to be. He knew he was attracting some
attention, not the least of which from a group of teachers huddled
together towards the front of the stage the DJ was set up on. There
was no real way he could make himself inconspicuous so he
concentrated instead on finding the fairy.

Sorting through the
flashing array of feelings swimming through the room, he tried to
pinpoint the inhuman presence. It was hard to tune out the rest but
he could do it, if the pathetically cheesy love song saturating its
naive sentiments into his head would just hurry up and end.

Walking around the edge
of the dance-floor, he carefully avoided the teachers. He caught a
hint of the ultra-sweet smell around the buffet table. The kids
nearby were all human. He kept walking, ignoring the weird look one
girl chose to give him for sniffing the air above the punch bowl.
There was an exit leading to toilets further on. The smell’s
thinning trail led that way.

A glance back to his
sister told Shaun she still had her hands full and her head in the
clouds. He didn’t like leaving her alone like this; not when there
was a chance she could have fallen under some kind of spell. She
seemed happy enough, though, so he tore himself away. It wasn’t
like she couldn’t handle herself and it really only made sense to
catch the fairy so he could snap her back to normal. He walked out
into the surprisingly dark hallway. The only lights were in the
exit sign at the far end of the hall.

In spite of the lack of
lights, the hallway was completely devoid of couples getting off.
Shaun relaxed and tracked the scent, coming to a stop outside the
closed door to the girl’s toilets, cocking his head to listen.
No-one was talking in there. He figured he could probably go in
without any screaming outbursts. Still, he hesitated. It just
didn’t seem polite.

Pushing his instinctive
manners aside, he shoved the door inwards. A petite, slim, blonde
girl in a green dress was standing in front of the sinks with her
eyes closed. Magic sprinkled the air around her. She opened her
eyes and turned to stare at the stranger. Shaun took a step
forward. She whispered something inaudible and the door slammed in
his face.

He growled. His face
could really do without a broken nose. If he’d been even a fraction
of an inch closer the bump would have snapped bone. He pushed the
door open and barrelled into the room.

“I know what you are,”
he told her.

She frowned. “Of course
you do. You won’t take me this time. I’m not going back there.”

“What are you, the
confusion fairy?” He didn’t get it, but it didn’t matter. Fairies
were tricky, especially with words and the twisting of them. He
wasn’t letting his guard down around this one.

She raised a hand as he
grabbed the be-spelled chain in his pocket. Her mouth moved, words
forming to cast another spell. Shaun slapped the chain around her
wrist and it clicked shut. She cried out and dropped her arm.

The magic in the air
died. Fear rose into her eyes. Her entire demeanour changed. The
colour faded out of the dress. Her skin paled to an unhealthy shade
of grey, her clothes showed tears with wounded flesh beneath. Her
hair was rendered dirty and limp.

He stared, not
understanding as his hand dropped from her wrist. The iron should
have just restrained her magic but it looked like it had actually
harmed her. He swallowed.

“I won’t go back
there.” Her voice was a grainy whisper.

“Back where?” he asked,
not sure he wanted to know. A loud shriek from the hall split his
attention. She had the window pushed up by the time he remembered
her and turned. If she got free he wouldn’t be able to track her,
unless she lost the chain. He reached out and grabbed her arm. He
grimaced as she flinched but he really didn’t have time for
niceties. She’d probably done something to cause whatever had just
happened. If she was averse to being dragged about she shouldn’t
have done anything bad in the first place.

“Let me go!” She
sobbed.

He let go of the arm
and took her securely by the hand instead. “Come on. You’ve made a
mess we need to clean up.”

“You don’t
understand…”

He practically pulled
her down the hall. She stumbled after him. Her shoes had
disappeared, dropping her to little more than five-foot tall. He
felt kind of mean dragging her along but it wasn’t like she’d left
him any choice.

The shriek had
apparently come from a skinny little girl who was staring
hysterically at her date. A space had cleared around them, the
shocked silence filling the room like static. The DJ had even cut
the music, but Shaun barely had a chance to appreciate it. His
attention was too quickly arrested by the same thing that had
everyone else so stunned.

The victim, a
dopy-faced kid in a kilt, was standing with his arms out in front
of him, locked in place with glazed eyes. His face was vacant and
he remained as still as a statue. No breath issued from him and no
blood pumped through his veins. Shaun shivered. He could feel the
human presence, the warmth that signified his soul, locked within
his motionless body. The kid looked dead, but he wasn’t. A major
case of the creeps crawled over him.

When Shaun snapped out
of it with a shake of his head, Sarah was getting up from a crouch
on the floor by the kid’s side with something in her hand. He
didn’t think he wanted to see what it was. In fact, he thought he’d
like a lie down now before his brain could decide to make
him lie down suddenly and forcefully in front of a whole bunch of
already freaked out teenagers.

“What happened?” His
voice sounded distant and hazy even to his own ears; maybe he
hadn’t even spoken out loud. He wasn’t sure until everyone turned
to look at him. Sarah opened her palm and held it out for him to
see. It was a finger. The kid was missing a finger. Shudders ran
down his spine.

“What’s going on here?”
Sarah directed the question at the fairy. The girl regarded them
both blankly. She seemed unmoved by the plight of the living
statue. Her dark-shadowed creased eyes fell on everything and
focussed on nothing.

“This has black magic
written all over it,” Sarah said quietly, running her gaze over the
fairy.

Any magic used with
evil intent was officially classed under ‘black magic’. It had a
taste to it that was thick and sickly sweet. Sometimes the
spell-caster could mask it with their own magical scent, but that
taste always lingered heavily beneath. Suddenly the strangely faint
and heavy scent in the room made sense.

Shaun wondered where
the teachers were. Surely they’d have called the emergency services
by now. He searched the room from where he stood, one of the
advantages of towering above almost everyone else, and found them,
back where they’d been when he’d first walked in. They weren’t
moving. Had they moved when he’d seen them at first? He couldn’t
think if they had. All he’d felt was their eyes on him. No-one else
seemed to have noticed yet.

The girl with the
statue for a date had sunk to awkwardly curl up in a ball on the
ground in her big flouncy dress, sobbing. Another girl in equally
impractical clothing was trying to comfort her. Right in front of
them hands reached out to touch the statue. None did more than
graze it; shivers staved off their curiosity. People started
talking again.

“It’s like a brick,”
Sarah said, passing Shaun the finger. She was right, it was hard
and heavy. There wasn’t any blood either. He felt sick but he
didn’t drop it for fear of shattering it.

“I thought I’d stopped
her magic,” he said, motioning to the fairy. Sarah frowned at her
as the bully came up behind her, arms closing around her
middle.

“How trippy is
that?” He seemed pleased.

The fairy was
smiling.

The bully snorted.
“Where the hell did you drag her from? Melissa’s way over there
practically dry humping Steve.”

“You don’t know her
then?” Shaun asked, wondering what she was doing here, of all
places.

He squinted his dark
eyes at her. “She kinda looks like a crazy bint that used to go
here. Katie, her name was.”

“So we have a name.”
Not that it helped any.

“Get lost, Ben,” the
fairy snapped at the bully.

“That’s definitely
Mental Katie. Christ, were you doing her in the bushes or
something?”

So she was
actually a teenager. It probably explained how Shaun had managed to
restrain her without any hassle. She wasn’t quick enough with her
magic yet. His relief was short-lived when he remembered the tomb
she’d made of the dancer’s body.

“Sarah.” Shaun nodded
his sister over. She pulled away from Ben, promising she’d be two
seconds, when Shaun backed away from the crowd. He didn’t speak
until he was sure the bully was out of earshot. “How is this
happening?”

“Whatever caused this
isn’t fairy magic,” she stated. Shaun looked at Katie. She had an
unflinching hardness in her eyes; she wasn’t going to just tell
them anything. He sighed.

Shrieks from across the
room drew their gaze collectively to another kid frozen in
place. Strike that, another three kids frozen in place. Shaun
really didn’t like where this was going. “We need to work this out
before…”

“Duh, genius-boy,”
Sarah said, “I can feel the magic in the air, can’t you? It’s
thicker than treacle and twice as sickly.”

“What’s the source?” He
could taste it, but he couldn’t pin point it. Sarah was right, it
was black magic; any type of magic used for harm fell under the
same category but the trouble was that could mean almost anything.
It lacked the brimstone after-taste of a demon’s handiwork but it
didn’t quite have the flickering crackle of witch-magic either. He
was at a loss.

“I think,” Sarah took a
breath, thoughts flitting across her face wildly before her eyes
focused. “It’s something old and it’s just been set loose. It’s
thick enough and powerful enough. I’d guess at a be-spelled
object.”

A shiver ran down
Katie’s arm, telling him Sarah was onto something.

“What is it? What did
you free?” He wanted this over and done with.

“Go to hell,” the fairy
told them with a nasty little sneer.

Sarah frowned at her as
if she was just really seeing her now. “What happened to you?” Her
voice was infused with concern for the girl. She was picking up the
whispering fear under the hatred the fairy was percolating so
venomously. Katie winced. Sarah’s compassion was boundless. It was
like shining light into dark reaches. The person being illuminated
didn’t always want to be. Darkness really can seep into the soul;
it was how monsters were created, human and supernatural both.

“You’re trying to trick
me,” the fairy hissed.

“Why would I do that?”
Sarah reached out a hand to touch the girl’s dirt-streaked face.
Tears started up. Shaun felt the welling of pain from the girl
before Sarah swept it up and replaced it with peace. He was told he
was capable of the same emotional-healing power; he just wasn’t
open to it, too suspicious of what it might make of him. He let go
of Katie’s hand quickly when she slid back to steady herself
against the wall. The contact with Sarah’s powers cut away. They
were still working their magic on the fairy, but he couldn’t feel
it anymore.

When his gaze met
Sarah’s he found her crying silently.

“What just happened?”
he asked like he hadn’t felt it, less than comfortable with the
emotional outpour. Sarah wiped at her eyes, turning away. He could
count on one hand the number of times he’d ever seen her cry. Her
emotional range tended more towards overtly cheerful and scarily
passionate.

“You didn’t see what
they did to her?” she asked hoarsely.

Katie stared across the
room vacantly. Shaun saw the dirt and the torn up dress in a whole
different light. It hit him like a ton of bricks: she’d been
working a glamour to cover this. Something awful had happened to
her and he’d just treated her like a villain when she’d tried to
run from someone she thought wanted to hurt her more. I won’t go
back there. He tried to brush it off, but her words echoed with
new meaning now.

He looked at the
statues and let his face harden. “Whatever it was, it doesn’t
excuse this.”

Sarah nodded slowly in
agreement, keeping her empathy on a short leash. “Katie, can you
tell us what’s going on?”

“I stole it, that’s
all.” She spoke as if she was half-asleep, eyes not quite managing
to focus on them.

“Stole what, sweetie?”
Sarah encouraged.

“The stone. It was
barely the size of a fun-sized Mars Bar. I didn’t think it would
work so well.”

“Great, now I’m
hungry,” Shaun muttered sarcastically. The sick feeling from his
empty stomach had nothing to do with his missing dinner, but he’d
rather it did.

Sarah stifled a snort
and kept her attention on the fairy. “What stone?”

“The teeth were sharp.
I was afraid I’d cut my hand, but it didn’t happen.” She still
sounded spaced; a side-effect from Sarah’s healing.

An eerie feeling slid
over Shaun. He walked away, over to the punch bowl. He’d sensed
magic there quite strongly before and the second he came back to it
he realised it was the black magic, barely sprinkled over with the
taste of the fairy’s own. There was something grey at the bottom of
the bowl. It looked very creepily like a hissing snake’s head, with
long sharp fangs.

“Don’t touch it,” Sarah
warned, coming up beside her brother. The bully was at her side
when he glanced up. He frowned at the guy, wondering why he
couldn’t he be one of the kids turning into lifeless mannequins on
the dance-floor.

“It’s a piece of the
Medusa stone,” Sarah said, awe in her tone.

“So, whoever drinks out
of the bowl is turning to stone?” Shaun really didn’t like this. It
struck him that they were way out of their depth; a couple of
nineteen-year-old demon trackers with barely a year’s worth of
woefully inadequate experience under their belts. He was all for
phoning home. The determination on Sarah’s face told him she was
thinking otherwise.

He glanced at her. “How
do we shut it down?”

“This is some freaky
shit,” Ben added, helpfully.

“It was cursed,” Sarah
mused.

“Someone activated it
then.” Shaun could hazard a fair guess at who that would have
been.

“I have an idea,” Sarah
announced, shoving Shaun out of her way and putting her hand into
the bowl.

“Sarah…” He knew it was
useless to argue with her, but she was being reckless again.

The snake-shaped stone
was in her dainty little hand seconds later. She cupped her other
hand over it and looked at her twin. The certainty in her eyes
scared him.

“You don’t know what
you’re doing,” he hissed.

The bully was watching
her with over-eager interest. Shaun couldn’t keep the horror from
his face, knowing full well what she was going to try to do. She
was using her healing powers on the stone. The dark magic started
to fill up the atmosphere in the room, stretching its legs for the
inevitable explosion to come.

“Sarah, drop the stone!
You don’t know what it might…” Shaun cut off as the magic sparked
in front of him.

Sarah’s eyes flashed,
dazzling green and other-worldly. She’d soaked up the dark magic,
containing it inside her. For a second Shaun couldn’t move. Panic
swept through him. Then she turned from him and when he tried to
move again he could. She walked towards Katie, determination in her
stride. The fairy still wasn’t quite back with them, tears dripping
down her far-away face.

Sarah ripped the chain
from her wrist. The fairy’s magic flew back into being, sparking in
the air around them. Sarah leaned forward and kissed her on the
mouth. Ben pulled in a breath and Shaun automatically slapped the
back of his stupid little head.

“That’s one for the
spank bank,” Ben told himself anyway, grinning.

“Keep talking if you
want another slap,” Shaun warned him.

Katie gasped when Sarah
pulled back, touching her mouth. The other-worldly eyes were
Katie’s now. Her skin paled and her hair darkened. She was soaking
in the dark energy from the stone and she was letting it change
her.

Sarah looked at Shaun.
“It’s up to her now. Catch.”

She threw the stone at
him. He didn’t want to touch the thing but his reflexes snapped to
attention and he caught it in his right hand. The magic was gone
from it. He breathed a sigh of relief.

“How did you get
out?” A red-head in a tightly wrapped dress stepped forward,
pushing one of the frozen dancers out of her way. Shaun grabbed the
frozen girl before she could hit the floor. A piece of her
floor-length skirt snapped off. He shuddered at the thought of what
might have broken had she been allowed to complete the journey to
the ground. He stood her back up with shaky hands and returned to
watch the red-head advance. She was headed straight for Katie.

“There’s your
girlfriend, lover-boy,” Ben teased, telling Shaun this angry young
girl was in fact the one called Melissa to whom he was supposedly
attracted. Her head turned when Ben spoke, her dark eyes lighting
on Shaun. Her mouth dropped open. He felt it too; the strange pull
inside that was almost primal. Their kind recognised one and other
on a deeper level. He wasn’t actually attracted to her; he knew the
twisting in his gut was an instinctual survival mechanism.

“Shaun Gallows,” she
breathed, gazing at him with a heat he could honestly say he’d
never seen before, at least not directed at him. Coming towards
him, her chest rising and falling in a dress that was made to show
off her best assets up front, it got harder to remember that what
he was feeling was nothing but chemical attraction.

“This really isn’t the
time, Shaun,” Sarah snapped, shocking him out of it. “This is the
bitch who left Katie for dead.”

Her words didn’t want
to make sense to his distracted brain. “Demon trackers don’t just
kill for sport,” he managed to bite out.

“Tell her that.”

His head swam as
Melissa drew nearer. Everyone else in the room disappeared. All he
could see, hear, and feel was the goddess in front of him. He
closed his eyes.

Concentrate,
Shaun. (No, look at her) You don’t really want her.
(I want her out of that dress) It’s just instinct, and
you’ve never been one for all that primal bull-crap. (But she
feels like mine) You’ve only just met her, you don’t like her.
(I want her, I need her) She doesn’t really like you, why in the
hell would she? (Oh, but hell, she looks like she wants to rip my
clothes off with her teeth…)You’ve got a glass eye and you’re too
tall and you’re dull and boring… (She really doesn’t look
like she cares) and she’s just a nasty little bitch who tortured a
defenceless fairy for kicks…

The last one did it. He
launched a punch the second he opened his eyes. His girl, the
psycho-bitch, hit the deck with a red mark on her high cheekbone
where the bruise was going to be. It wasn’t something he’d ever be
proud of, but he couldn’t say it wasn’t necessary. A flush burned
his cheeks, settling somewhere between shame and arousal.

Katie came to stand
over her in all her magically enhanced glory. Her hair shifted into
a mass of writhing snakes which Shaun took to be from the Medusa
stone’s magic. She knelt by Melissa.

“Do you know what
happens when your body shuts down?” she asked with a nasty smirk,
the hissing of the snake mass growing louder and more menacing.

“I’ll get you again,
pond-scum, and when I do…” Katie touched her and Melissa screamed.
Shaun fought against the urge to push forward and help, his hands
balling into tight fists at his sides. Sarah put a hand on the
fairy’s shoulder. The calming influence lifted Katie’s hand from
Melissa’s arm. The fairy pulled back and closed her eyes. It took
seconds for Katie to absorb the dark magic inside her; to douse it
with her own. The snakes receded. The tint of black magic in the
room lifted, slowly, until it was gone, swallowed under her will.
The frozen dancers came back to life. There was some screaming and
bolting, unsurprisingly. Shaun passed the severed finger to its
owner when he walked by, muttering to himself barely coherently.
Katie collapsed on the floor, and Sarah sank to her knees beside
her.

Melissa got to her feet
and yanked Katie’s arm, making to drag her away.

“What is wrong with
you?” Shaun didn’t get it, she should know better.

“She just tried to kill
everyone in this room. I’m taking her out back and putting her
down.”

“Drop her, or I put you
down right here.”

“How ‘bout we leave
together? Have a nice little fairy fire and fuck each other’s
brains out.”

What a suggestion. He
was glad Sarah was there to intervene. His capability was being
shot to shit by some girl he wouldn’t even like if it wasn’t for
his damned bloodline.

“Go back home before we
report you to the Council. You don’t start playing by the rules
we’ll be back to take you down.” Sarah punched her arm to make her
let go of the still unconscious Katie.

The mention of the
Council seemed to spook her and rightly so. Demon trackers who
didn’t play by the rules weren’t any better than human-killing
demons. The fairy might have caused some chaos with her revenge
plot, but she hadn’t hurt anyone. Well, aside from the guy who lost
a finger, Shaun supposed.

Melissa stalked off,
slowing when she passed Shaun, touching his arm and shivering. It
was like being struck by a lightning bolt of lust; jarring and
completely embarrassing. Shaun couldn’t help thinking how
differently it might have played out had they been alone. He
shuddered at the thought. She pushed onto her toes and whispered
close to his ear.

“I’m going to think
about you tonight, in bed.” He felt her smile and then she was
gone, leaving him standing there, in front of his sister, her
dubious date, and an unconscious fairy, feeling like some kind of
creep.

“She was well up for
it,” Ben told him, like he didn’t already know.

“She’s a psycho.” But
his words lacked the venom they should have packed.

“You seem to have a
thing for them.” Ben motioned to Katie.

Sarah rather pointedly
looked at her. “Uh, she’s kind of heavy for me.”

Shaun sighed, bending
to lift the girl. She wasn’t the slightest bit heavy. He’d expected
the lights to go up, the music to cut off, something. He couldn’t
even have said when the music turned back up. The dance went on. He
glanced at a girl making for the punch bowl.

“Shouldn’t we do
something about the punch?”

“Nah,” Sarah told him.
“The magic’s gone. It’s fine.”

Ben slid his arms
around her. “All the messed up shite is over with so can we get on
with the date, eh?”

Sarah smiled at him.
She looked at Shaun.

He shook his head. “Go
on. Have fun while you can. I’ll be outside, trying to wake her
up.”

She didn’t need any
more encouragement. Shaun turned away when she let the bully kiss
her. It was too revolting for words and he’d managed to hold down
his lunch too many times today already; he didn’t need the extra
push on top of everything else.


 Chapter Four

Outside, as always,
was refreshing. Shaun breathed in the cool night air, realising how
stifling it actually was inside. Finding a dark doorway away from
the school’s main entrance, he took a seat half-way up a set of
stairs.

Katie stirred, waking.
She’d probably run, and he’d probably let her. He felt drained. He
just wanted to sit there figuring out the strong feelings Melissa
had stirred up. Right then, thinking about her was pulling those
feelings back into sharp focus. He ground his teeth.

Katie opened her eyes.
She sighed softly. He pushed Melissa out of his head and helped the
fairy get up. She didn’t go running off into the night like he’d
expected. Instead, she sat down on the cold step beside him and
leaned against his leather-clad arm.

“Thanks for tonight,”
she told him. “I was… I wanted her dead for what she did. It would
have made me no better than her. I was just so…” She sighed,
letting the hot remnants of anger slip from her tired grasp.

“What did she do?” It
wasn’t a nice question to ask, but he had to know. He wanted to
scrub the wrong thoughts out of his head.

“I was so careful in
school,” she said quietly, “but it wasn’t good enough. She found
out what I was and she tricked me. I woke up locked in her
basement. I was chained to floor. She kept asking me all these
questions, and she kept hurting me whether I answered her or not. I
got free like a human would. Do you know how long she kept me down
there? She locked me up at the end of February. It’s prom now. My
parents would have written me off for dead when they couldn’t trace
me through my magic. I stole the stone from her house. I knew what
it was and I wanted her dead.”

She’d started crying
somewhere in the middle of it all. Shaun put an arm around her and
searched his coat with his left hand. There was a Snickers bar in
one of his hidden pockets. It had gotten slightly squished
somewhere along the way but he offered her it anyway.

“You want me to walk
you home?” He asked out of courtesy, she was being escorted whether
she liked it or not now. The possibility of an attempted re-capture
was too big a threat.

She nodded. Shaun tried
to wrap his head around everything that had happened to her. He
knew it was all true but he was having a hard time accepting that
someone could do such a thing, let alone one of his own kind.

Melissa had kept her
chained up for four months. He looked over the painful scrapes and
bruises she’d inflicted on Katie. There was no chance this wasn’t
getting reported to the Council. It was nothing short of sadistic.
The girl had to be stopped.

As it was, it turned
out to be a short walk to the fairy’s house. She’d polished off the
chocolate ravenously a few steps into the trek, discarding the
wrapper somewhere along the way though he hadn’t noticed her drop
it. He’d offered to carry her since she didn’t have any shoes but
she’d only looked down at herself and shrugged.

“I’m too tired for a
glamour, but it feels good to walk after all this time,” she’d
offered by way of explanation. It brought his attention to the
marks around her ankles. He took them in with a wince, glancing at
the matching scars around her wrists.

The front door swung
open when they started up the path. Her parents stood in the
doorway, completely in shock. Her mother started crying and Shaun
instinctively wanted to slink away but something told him not to.
Her dad looked at him and flinched. He knew immediately what Shaun
was, if not who; the information brought a mixture of feelings
swimming to the surface but he slapped them all down before Shaun
could untangle them. His eyes narrowed at the demon tracker. Shaun
supposed he’d be suspicious too if things were reversed.

He glanced at Katie. “I
should go.”

“They need to know what
happened,” she told him, eyes pleading with him to stay.

“I should call the
Council,” he supposed, patting his coat down for his phone. It was
in there somewhere. He bumped loose some vampire mess in the
process and screwed his nose up.

“What happened? Where
were you? All this time…” Her mother was frantic, her relief and
worry poured out unguarded. All she cared about was Katie. Shaun
smiled. Finding his battered old mobile, he found the battery low.
He supposed he’d have to ask to use theirs. Her dad had a weird
look on his face, though.

“I was being held
captive,” Katie told them, teary-eyed. “It was Melissa
Carling.”

Her dad baulked
noticeably at the mention of the demon tracker’s name.
Curious, Shaun thought. Then he noticed Katie was looking at
him, somewhat starry-eyed.

“Shaun and his sister
saved me.”

Shaun coughed,
surprised at the phrasing choice she made. It was over-simplified
to say the least, though he didn’t blame her for leaving out the
part where she nearly turned prom into night of the living
statues.

“Can I use your phone?”
He didn’t think he’d get a yes; he wasn’t sure exactly why he asked
but he felt compelled to all the same.

“Go on home, son. Don’t
contact anyone. This never happened.” The man was deadly
serious.

Katie went inside,
hugging her mother, and her dad shut the door. Shaun stood and
listened but he couldn’t hear any talking. He couldn’t hear
weeping, footsteps, anything. His senses told him it was a
spell but it was one he could barely taste beyond the sparkling
magic that told him they were fairies.

Their daughter had just
been held captive and tortured for four months and he didn’t want
the person who did it to be held responsible? He didn’t get it.
Reluctantly, he walked away from the house, dialling his parent’s
phone number. When his mum picked up he told her he had to make it
a quick call.

“So it’s information
you need?” she asked wryly. It was one of the only reasons he ever
called. He’d feel guilty, but he didn’t have the time.

“What do you know about
the Wakefield Carlings?” He thought the battery had died when the
silence went on for more than a few seconds, but then she
sighed.

“There are some things
you just don’t want to know, Shaun.” She had that threatening tone
to her voice that told him not to probe any further.

“Well considering I
almost went home with Melissa, I think I need to know.” Not
the kind of thing he’d normally reveal to his mother, but he hoped
it’d give her the push she needed to be more revealing.

“That’s their daughter,
isn’t it? I thought she was only… I suppose she’d be about
seventeen now. Look they’re bad news and you’d best steer clear.”
She refused to share whatever it was she knew. A chill went right
through him. The Council knew if Mum did. They knew, and they
weren’t doing something about it? It didn’t make any sense.

“Melissa had an
innocent chained up for four months…” he tried
reasoning.

“Darling, listen to me,
you need to stay away from this. Go home.” The line died. He was
left with a shaking hand and a pounding headache. It was coming up
for eleven o’clock when he’d called home. The dance had to be
finishing up soon, if it hadn’t already. He headed back to the high
school, a mountain of dread echoing through him.

There was a demon
tracker out there torturing super-naturals’ to god only knew what
end and Shaun had the major uncontrollable hots for the psycho; as
if his life wasn’t already messed up enough.

He noticed the fist his
right hand was balling, had been balled into since… He turned and
uncurled his fingers. Surprise hit him. The used up Medusa stone
stared back at him, mouth open in a silent hiss. Blood ran into its
open mouth, partially dried in. His hand was cut and he hadn’t even
felt it. As if his night could get any worse. It was definitely
time to go home.


 Chapter Five

Sarah was quick to
discover deflection techniques only fired up Ben’s determination.
She wasn’t getting away without at least leaving him her number.
Eventually she caved and agreed to with a grin he returned in equal
measure. He pulled her into a kiss that was both knee-weakening and
sloppy. The music stopped and the lights slammed on. She pulled
back just as one of his straying hands grazed her ass. His dark
eyes searched her face.

“So, can I walk you
home?” He touched her hair.

She laughed. “It’s a
little far away for a walk.”

“Damn. My place isn’t
exactly great for…” His eyes wandered to emphasise his point.

“Don’t ruin the
moment,” she cut in, smiling in spite of herself.

He shrugged, unable to
keep the grin from his own face. “Worth a try.”

“Boys are all the
same.”

“Really? I kinda
thought there was something special here,” he said. “You’re total
amazing.”

She bit her lip. He was
intoxicating, and it wasn’t just his looks or his brazen
over-confidence. She could do nothing for him with her healing
touch. He wasn’t burdened by anything. His aura was blindingly
bright. All there was to do was bask in the glow.

“You do realise I’m too
old for you,” she finally managed, moving away from his
temptation.

He caught hold of her
hand, walking with her. “What are you thirty or something?”

“Nineteen,” she
said.

“Two years is nothing,”
he assured.

“It’s everything,” she
denied, specific reasons failing her when he raised an eyebrow.

“I think you just want
me to convince you,” he decided. “So leave me your number and I
will.”

She leaned in and
kissed him. He slid an arm around her, refusing to let go until he
left her breathless.

“Your phone,” she held
out a hand. He brought out a mangled looking brick she turned on
and punched her number into.

“Score,” he whispered,
taking it back and hitting dial. A vibration shook her jeans
pocket. She pushed him back with a laugh.

“Give it a day or two,
would you?”

“Now you have mine. In
case you want to make a booty call later.”

She smiled, the hallway
had cleared and she figured her train needed catching. “Goodnight,
Ben.”

“One last kiss?” he
tried.

She turned and blew him
one.

He laughed. “I’ll take
it,” he called after her.

She walked outside,
gaze falling on her brother. The sight drained all the good-humour
right out of her body. Shaun was standing a few feet from the
doors, his already fuzzy aura cracked. Horror filled her as she
drew closer. The agitated tightening of his mouth told her he was
aware something was wrong but she doubted he knew it concerned
him.

“Shaun.” Her fingers
incited a flinch at their arrival on his face. Water filled her
eyes. “What happened?”

“We can make the train
to White Oaks,” he said, starting to walk.

She wasn’t entirely
sure of the time but she trusted Shaun’s plan to get them home; he
was nothing if not overly organised. “Was Katie okay?” She changed
tact, matching his stride effortlessly.

“We need to talk, just
not here,” he told her cryptically.

She rolled her eyes but
held in her sigh. “I’m getting chips when we get off the train. We
can get a taxi back to Burrow Meadows.”

“Maybe you can,” Shaun
reminded in that grumbling way he had.

“I’m sure we can find a
driver who doesn’t think you’re a serial killer.” She brought out
her sunny confidence. He snorted, stuffing his hands in his
pockets. Sarah kept her worry to herself. Whatever the cause,
they’d solve the problem and live to fight another day. It was what
they did.

“So you didn’t make
future plans with the jail-bait?” he asked idly.

Sarah gasped, slapping
Shaun’s arm. “Jail-bait? He’s seventeen and no I did not,
wise-ass.”

“There’s no way he was
seventeen,” Shaun scoffed.

Either way, he was
probably too young. She just had to keep reminding herself.
Wakefield train station came into sight and Sarah pelted forward,
hearing the train’s rumbling arrival. Shaun darted to keep up. They
made it with a minute to spare. The train had one empty carriage so
Sarah insisted they occupy it. As soon as they took their seats at
a table, she raised an eyebrow in question.

“Not here either,” he
denied flatly.

She sighed. “You’re
starting to really worry me.”

“Aye well, you worried
me when you went all gooey over that bully. What was the deal with
that anyway, Sarah? It was weird.” He didn’t usually bother to
question her choices when it came to her love life; he didn’t
really want to know in general and that was just fine with her.

Her already towering
pile of worry grew. Whatever he had to tell her, it was something
big and nasty with razor-sharp teeth. If it had taken a bite out of
him it was in for a whole heap of pain. She just shrugged in
response to his question. He’d never get it anyway.

The next hour and a
half passed in relative silence; with only the creaks of the train
and the infrequent howling of the wind outside to disturb the
peace. Sarah closed her eyes, resting but entirely alert. Shaun’s
restlessness bothered her as his breathing sped and slowed and he
folded and unfolded his arms periodically. She was glad when they
finally got to White Oaks.

“How ‘bout now?” Sarah
asked only after she had the hot bag of sauce-soaked chips in her
hand.

“Gies a chip and I’ll
think about it.” One of his big clumsy hands made for her open bag.
She swung it out of his way, losing a couple to the pavement in her
haste.

“You can have those
two,” she told him, pointing to the ones on the ground.

“Nice.” He snorted,
giving up and stuffing his hands in his pockets.

“Taxi rank,” Sarah
demanded, pointing the way and waiting for him to sigh in defeat
and head over to the small cluster of cabs waiting for fares.

“What’s the betting
they all drive away before I can even chap a window?”

“Boy that can-do
attitude really serves you well, unfortunate-face. Good job you’ve
got your looks to fall back on.” The annoyed sigh she heard even
with his back to her. She smiled to herself and wolfed down her
early-morning snack. It’d be a hard enough sell to get Shaun into a
taxi without bringing the added chip smell cabbies just loved.
About a quarter of the bag got tossed in the nearest bin as they
crossed the road to the rank. The first cab in the line took off
when they crossed. Sarah rolled her eyes. She opened the back door
to the second taxi and slid across the seat.

“Burrow Meadows,
please,” she requested with a winning smile.

“That’s a good half
hour away,” the old guy grumbled, startled eyes growing wide as
big-and-scary clambered in after her.

“I’ve got eighty quid.”
Sarah produced the notes. He weighed up the trip and seemed to
decide whatever potential danger Shaun represented was worth the
risk for double the cost of the ride. Sarah sighed and relaxed back
into the seat when he took the money.

“Home, James.” She
pointed onwards. Shaun yawned, buckling his seatbelt once the car
started to move. Sarah looked at her brother. “So?”

“Patience is a virtue,
you know that right?”

“I’m not particularly
virtuous.”

“Aye, okay then.”

“So all that
mind-blowing attraction stuff is real then?” she asked idly, noting
the flush the question brought to his cheeks. She found it pretty
amusing that she’d picked the girl’s name off of a locker in the
hall and she’d actually turned out to be a tracker.

“I suppose,” he
reluctantly admitted, folding his arms.

“It was kinda creepy
the way you went all slack-jawed at the bitch. You looked a bit
rape-y for a minute.”

He snorted. “You felt
up a fifteen-year-old. I’m not taking stick for looking at a girl
I’m supposed to fancy when you’re taking a tongue bath from
some smart-ass little kid for no good reason.”

“Are you calling me a
slut?” A smirk tugged at the corner of her mouth.

“I’m calling you a
creep. You seriously need to start checking ID’s before you get
your grope on.”

“Oh, loosen your
chastity belt, Polly-frigid-pants. I’ll kiss whoever I want.” She
brushed off his comments. “Anyway, we already talked about Ben. I
want to talk about Melissa now.”

He sighed to himself,
closing his eyes.

Sarah poked his arm. “I
know you’re not sleeping.”

“Leave it off, alright?
I don’t fancy her
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