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Some stories come from the many
tales that we have heard over the years. Others come from dreams
that we once lived through, or past events that haunt our every
day. Some people are weakened by these stories when everything
seems in darkness, and yet there are those of us that shine
brightly when pushed to our limits.

I have learnt something from
writing this tale, something I didn’t think I would ever find until
years had gone by.

I have learnt that no matter the
stories you hear—the stories full of lies or honest truths—that we
are all strong in our own way. That the feelings and emotions we
hold onto, are the forces that keep our heads held high. We all
have the necessary strength to stand against our own demons and
make a difference.

 


Through the hard times, we find
parts of our soul in the people we love.

Through our struggles, we find
our wings.

We find our strengths.


From Within the Light

A Tale of a Troubled Soul

 


 


C. Warner-Thompson


Prologue

 


“Run Cassie, run!” Kale’s shout
echoed through the trees, as if using the wind as its vessel.

Cassie didn’t dare look back
for the chance of fear overwhelming her, stopping her in her
tracks. She pushed herself to move faster and faster, her feet
plunging in the muddy ground without thought or delay. Remnants of
rain from the night before deposited themselves on her head and
shoulders, as she lunged through the last branches of trees in
order to reach the clearing where Kale would be waiting.

He was there, but visibly out
of breath. His shoulder and his thigh were badly wounded, but as
Cassie appeared from the tree line he forced himself to keep going,
grabbing her by the hand tightly. She found it difficult to keep up
with him, understanding without difficulty how he had managed to
outrun their enemies as well as herself. Each of his strides
covered two of hers. The way he moved even with injury made it seem
as if the air itself was pushing him to move faster. He dove into
the trees on the opposite side of the clearing, droplets of his
blood staining the leaves as they passed.

Cassie glanced back only once,
but what she saw caused the breath she was holding to catch in her
throat. There were so many shadowed shapes chasing them, armed with
swords and crossbows. Some of them had such darkened auras that the
air of the clearing shadowed, tainted with their essence. It was no
wonder they fell from Grace, Cassie thought, focusing on the
remains of the dark plumes of black feathers escaping each of their
backs.

A branch cut through her cheek,
pulling her back to reality quickly. She focused onto Kale seeing
that many thorns had pierced his arms and sides. His back was badly
bruised, but Cassie couldn’t imagine anything causing such an
inflammation of his skin. She ducked to avoid a low branch, losing
her grip on Kale’s hand. He soon went out of sight, but she kept
going. Keeping as much distance from the men that hunted them was
the only thing she could do. She didn’t know what they were after,
what they wanted, but she wasn’t going to stop and ask.

She lost her footing then,
tumbling forward as a loose vine snatched at her ankle. It twisted
painfully, causing her to cry out. Pushing herself to her feet, the
pain which coursed through her lower leg was agonising, making her
fall once again. She inhaled a deep breath moving onto her hands
and knees. If she couldn’t run, she would do the best that she
could, even if that meant crawling to Kale.

Dirt pushed under her
fingernails and splatters of mud covered her face and clothes. She
could hear the men’s footsteps growing near, their shouts following
her like haunting ghosts. Even when she exited the trees, when the
light of the sky warmed her face, Cassie didn’t stop. She had hoped
that Kale would have been waiting for her again, but he was
missing. A jagged rock cut into her palm then, causing her to fall
into the dirt. One side of her face was marred by mud and her hair
absorbed the moisture quickly, lying flat against her skin.

I have to keep going…
She continued to crawl, paining her palm with each movement. Blood
remained in each handprint left behind her, though it wasn’t as
noticeable until she had reached the grey stone of the High Cliffs.
No… She raised her gaze to see nothing but the sky meeting
with the dark sea horizon.

“You have nowhere to go now
girl!”

She gasped and turned, seeing
that the men had reached the tree line. Their weapons shone with
light now that Cassie was close enough to analyse them. Her breath
was hard to catch but she forced herself to her feet, putting all
of her weight on her left leg.

One of the men raised their
bow, arming it with a shining black-tipped arrow. The glee which
consumed his expression caused his eyes to narrow. He smiled,
baring his teeth as he raised his arm. “Any final words?”

Cassie inhaled a deep breath, a
single tear rolling across her cheek. “You won’t hurt him, no
matter how hard you try. He’s gone and he’s not coming back.”

The men laughed, as their
comrade’s arrow flew through the air. Cassie could do nothing but
watch it glide towards her. The air spiralled outwards from the
arrowhead, allowing it no restrictions. She held her breath,
curling her hands into fists.

A sudden flash of light passed
by her, allowing the arrow to pierce its centre once it had formed
into a body. She watched in horror as the body rolled across the
floor, falling from the edge of the grey rock before she could
reach him.

“No!” She ran, full of pain,
and collapsed at the cliff edge. Leaning over to see nothing but
darkness, Cassie’s chest deflated as tears started to form in her
eyes. She had been willing to protect Kale no matter what, but
she’d failed. He was gone and she was alone.


One

 


The sun had an annoying habit of
shining onto Cassie’s face early in the morning. No matter the time
of year or the position of her bed, the sun still managed to reach
her. It usually meant that she was awake at a ridiculous time of
day. Some days she’d manage to drift off afterwards; others she
didn’t even try, choosing to get up and dressed instead of tempting
her body with more sleep. Today just happened to be one of the
latter.

Rolling onto her back, she
caught sight of the digital clock at her side. Its black numbers
read six. She groaned, glaring at her curtains which were
supposedly there to keep the light out. They were red, with bands
of cream hemming the tops of the eyelet tabs. She hadn’t chosen
them herself, but had not wanted to upset her mother. If she had
had her way, Cassie would have chosen a darker pair with extra
thick lining. She knew best what curtains would keep the morning
sunlight out, though it didn’t matter now.

She threw her duvet back,
decorated with circles of varying colours, and pushed herself
begrudgingly to her feet. It took her body a moment or two to
gather its balance, then she shuffled across the room, forcing her
feet into a pair of furry slippers. Yawning as she opened her door,
Cassie made her way down the hall. The wooden floorboards moaned
under her weight, but she couldn’t have cared less. She entered
into the bathroom, shutting the door behind her. She had half
expected it to have been occupied, as her mother had a strange
habit of being up whenever Cassie was awake, but she guessed that
she was still sleeping.

Edging over to the sink, Cassie
took a hair band from her wrist and grasped hold of the thick side
fringe that often covered her one eye. She tied it awkwardly on the
top of her head as she often did, and then raised her gaze to the
mirror. Her eyes were barely open, the skin around them dark and
covered with sleep. Cassie had never been a very good ‘morning
person’, she doubted whether she ever would be. She took hold of
her face wash robotically and squirted some into her palm before
returning its bottle to the sink.

It was a good thing that Cassie
didn’t have to concentrate too much fulfilling her morning
routines. She doubted whether she would even bother if it was too
complex. Massaging the face wash over her skin, she gave it a
moment or two to sink in and then washed it off with a splash of
cold water. It was a shock to Cassie’s senses. She quickly dried
her face with the white towel at her side, then systematically took
hold of her toothbrush, oozing a layer of toothpaste onto its
bristles before forcing it into her mouth.

A quiet knock came at the door.
“Morning sweetie, do you want some breakfast?”

Cassie met her own gaze through
the mirror’s reflection, rolling her eyes. Surprise surprise, her
mother was already up. She brushed her teeth haphazardly, taking a
gulp of water to wash out her mouth once she was done. A second
knock came at the door making Cassie sigh. She made her way to the
door and pulled it ajar, just enough to meet her mother’s smiling
face.

“How’d you sleep?” she asked
enthusiastically. “Do you want something to eat before
College?”

“Yeah, I’ll have something,”
Cassie replied after a brief silence. She went to close the door
again, but her mother’s hand leaned against the wood.

“Are you ok?”

Here comes the endless list
of questions, Cassie thought. She met her mother’s gaze.
“I’m fine, mum. Just not awake yet.”

Her mother smiled in response.
She knew exactly what Cassie was like in the morning. “I’ll lay the
table for breakfast. Don’t be long.” With that said, she turned and
descended the stairs.

Cassie closed the door,
wondering why on earth her mother was up so early when her shift as
the local nurse didn’t even start until nine. She pushed the
thought aside, stretching her arms high above her head. Once she
had finished in the bathroom, she went back to her room to get
dressed. There was no rush—College wasn’t open until eight
thirty—but Cassie hoped that by getting dressed she’d feel more
awake. She didn’t like being so blunt and gruff in the morning, but
she just couldn’t get into life as soon as she was awake. She had
no idea where her mother got the energy needed.

Dumping her long t-shirt and
black shorts on the side of her bed, Cassie pushed her legs into a
pair of pale skinny jeans. They were her favourite because she
liked the shape they gave her legs. She wasn’t big, neither was she
skinny, but Cassie liked it when her clothes visibly fit to her
body. She would never turn into the girls from College, with their
sprayed on leggings and tight, low cut tops, but Cassie always
tried to make an effort with how she looked.

She pulled a plain white
t-shirt over her head, allowing it to fall off her one shoulder,
then made her way to the chest of drawers at the far end of the
room. Choosing a pair of purple socks, she tucked her jeans into
them, before pushing her feet back into the slippers that she had
abandoned at the door. She took a moment to tidy her bed and open
her curtains, before glancing in the small mirror on her wall.

Removing the band from her
hair, Cassie’s fringe lay across her forehead at an angle. She
pushed a brush through her short brown hair, watching how the
static caused pieces of it to fluff out. She soon flattened them
again with her hand, before glancing at her clock. Six forty-five.
She had no idea where time went in the morning, but she shrugged
the thought away and turned back into the hallway, being sure to
close the door behind her.

The smell of toast filled the
house, causing Cassie’s stomach to growl in anticipation. She
usually ate when she got to College, but today she would make an
exception. As she reached the top of the stairs, she glanced left
as the far door edged open. A bright surge of sunlight flooded into
the space, causing Cassie to have to narrow her eyes. Her younger
brother, Dillen, started to shuffle across the hallway. He, too,
wasn’t a morning person. They acknowledged each other with a silent
nod and then he shut himself in the bathroom. It made Cassie
smile.

There was three years between
them, but they were so alike that people often confused them as
twins. She and Dillen went to the same College; he was a first year
and Cassie was currently studying for her final exams. Having
supposed to leave the year beforehand, she had stayed on longer at
the College, resulting in the siblings to cross paths. They were a
team in everything. Cassie made her way downstairs, thinking
through everything that the two of them had got up to over the
years. Her father met her at the bottom of the stairs.

“Hi, Sheriff.” Her whole face
lifted as he saluted. He had been employed as part of the local
police force since Cassie was younger. He was a Deputy Chief
Constable, but she had never been able to say it all as a child, so
they had made up names for each other which had stuck. She called
him Sheriff and he, in turn, called her his Deputy.

“Well, if it isn’t my Deputy,
up and wide awake!” he winked. “Up early aren’t ya?” His smile
consumed his whole expression.

She nudged him as she walked
past, but stopped as she noticed that a bag was sat by the door. A
silent moment passed before she turned to meet his gaze.
“Again?”

His shoulders seemed to slouch.
“You’ll look after them while I’m gone, right? You’re my partner,
I’m counting on you.”

“But, you only went last week!”
The ache which started to build inside of her was all too familiar.
She hated it when her father, Bryan, had to leave.

He placed his hand on her
shoulder. “This is the last time ‘til new year. I promise.”

She sighed. Yeah, not like
I’ve heard that before. It was the beginning of December and
Cassie doubted whether her father would return by Christmas. His
job made him travel across the country for seminars and varying
cases. Sometimes he was gone for weeks, standing in as a Detective
when he was needed.

“Don’t forget Dillen’s
Christmas present,” she huffed.

Bryan’s eyes glistened. “I
won’t. I’ll be back as quick as you know it.” Kissing her on the
forehead, he turned and made his way to the doorway where his wife,
Sandra, was waiting for him. They shared an embrace and several
comments, but then he was gone. Cassie hated the awkward moment
that always lingered after he left. Once his car had disappeared
from the drive, silence followed.

Sandra turned trying to hide
her tears, but Cassie could see right through her even as she
spoke. “Breakfast is ready.”

“I’m not hungry.” Cassie made
her way to the coat-stand pushing her arms into her hooded jacket,
before picking her bag up from the floor. She hoisted her bag onto
her shoulder, before opening the door. “Tell Dillen I’ll meet him
there.” As the words left her lips, the door closed. Sandra didn’t
try and stop her. She was upset; she always was when Bryan left,
they all were.

As Sandra turned to look back
into the house, she met her son’s gaze. He didn’t need to ask what
was wrong. He could see that Cassie’s coat and bag were missing,
and that Bryan’s suitcase was gone. Moving from the last step he
made his way into the kitchen, grabbing a piece of toast that he
bit into. He may not have liked it when his father left, but he
wasn’t going to make a scene. Not until he was at College
anyway.


Two

 


Cassie kicked the dirt with the
toe of her boot, as she made her way through the wooded area by her
house. She had walked out in such a hurry that she had left the
house in her slippers, luckily she had had a pair of boots in her
rucksack. Having the girls at College point out that she was
wearing her slippers was not something that Cassie would want, not
today. She would most likely chase them with her fist.

Stepping over the various
branches that had weaved across the woodland floor, Cassie knew
where she was going without paying much attention. She took the
same route every day. The pathway through the trees led directly
from her house to the road, which then led towards the College.
Some days Cassie walked with Dillen, others she met him there if
his friends offered him a lift into town. Cassie walked whenever
she could.

Now that it was winter, she
loved the way her breath gathered in white clouds in front of her
face. Her ears were always ice cold. She had to wear several
layers, but winter was her favourite. She loved the way the snow
built up across the dirt floor, layering everything in white. She
had to pull the collar of her coat around her neck to stop the
chilling breeze from getting to her skin, but her hands didn’t
mind. They were wrapped up warmly in a pair of grey gloves,
matching the inside colour of her fleecy hood. She was thankful
that she had grabbed her coat before leaving.

Zipping it up to her neck, she
leapt over the small frozen stream which slithered through the
uneven dirt. She and Dillen had often played at its banks when they
had been younger, but it had shrunk in size now that it was cold.
Cassie would have thought it would’ve grown due to the frequent
melting of the snow, but then again she thought, it was too cold
for anything to melt yet. That would be spring time.

She ducked under a large
branch, straightening up to see that she had reached the road. The
ground evened out before reaching the tarmac, but the snow, or
rather what was left of it, had built up in small piles of
blackened sludge. Following the road to the left, Cassie started
her two-mile journey. The road was quiet, allowing her to avoid
areas of dirty snow by veering onto the tarmac. If her dad hadn’t
left, he would have given her a lift into town.

Stuffing her hands into her
pockets, Cassie counted that her father had left on average two to
three times a month in the past year. It had gotten worse the older
she and Dillen had grown. She struggled to see how so many cases
needed an extra policeman to stand in as a detective. Ok, her
father had experience in being a detective—he had been a part of
the CIA once—but there had to be others like him. Why did he have
to leave so often?

Cassie could hear a car
approaching from behind, pushing her thoughts to disappear. She
moved to the left, stopping in her place to let the driver pass,
but she found that the car was slowing down. As the passenger
window stopped opposite her, it was wound down and Cassie met a
pair of pale, green eyes. She suddenly felt better, staring into
Gabe’s eyes.

Gabe Halloway had been Cassie’s
best friend for years, but it felt as if they had known each other
their entire lives. They had met ten years ago and stayed close
ever since, spending time together whenever they could. Her parents
always asked after him and was interested in how he was doing, but
had never invited him into their home. Cassie found it odd that
they had never been to each other’s houses in the ten years that
had passed, but she shrugged the thought away. They were only
friends; they didn’t share everything.

“Need a lift?” He was oozing
confidence as he leaned his right elbow against his window ledge,
but something changed when Cassie didn’t reply. “Cass?” His brow
lowered with worry.

She sighed, opening the door
wide before jumping into the jeep’s passenger seat. “He left
again,” she worded clearly, banging the door shut.

Gabe had guessed as much. She
was only ever like this when Bryan had left for another case. He
watched as she stuffed her rucksack onto the backseat. “He’s doing
what he can, Cass. Maybe they need him.”

“We need him!” she snapped,
glaring at him. Gabe held her gaze, causing her to sigh. She looked
to her lap. “…It just gets to me you know?”

“Least you have him.”

She raised her gaze to meet
his, regret bubbling inside of her. Gabe had lost both of his
parents in an accident the year before Cassie had met him. He had
stayed with his Guardian, Leon, ever since. “I’m sorry.”

He smiled caringly. “I’m sure
he’ll miss you all. He’ll be back.”

Cassie nodded in agreement as
she leaned back in her seat. Gabe was right. He always was. She
breathed in, noticing that he was wearing a short-sleeved t-shirt,
making her shiver. Scanning her gaze across the various food
wrappers and pieces of clothing which littered the floor of his
jeep, she was shocked to see so much mess. The dashboard was much
tidier however, with only his iPod protruding from its docking
station.

“You can help if you want?” She
looked up, a confused look across her face. “It needs a female
touch.” He winked at her playfully.

“I’m not tidying it for
you.”

He shrugged. “It was worth a
try.” They burst into laughter, immediately making Cassie feel
better.

She loved Gabe’s company. He
was a year older than her, but it wasn’t obvious. His hair was
short and blonde, spiking out over his green eyes, though remnants
of light brown were scattered across his crown, reminding Cassie of
how he had asked for her honest opinion about the colour. She had
laughed and, he in turn, had vowed to never dye his hair again
until he was old and grey. Hair colouring would never be a skill
for him, Cassie thought, music and cars were more his thing. They
saw each other nearly every day.

As Cassie pushed her seatbelt
into place, Gabe pulled away from the curb. The air in the jeep was
considerably warmer. She hadn’t understood at the time why Gabe had
found it warm enough to sit in just his t-shirt, but now she did.
She wanted to take her coat off, but she didn’t see the point,
she’d have to put it back on when she got out anyway. Undoing the
zip, she loosened her multi-coloured scarf and heaped it on her
lap, allowing her neck to breath.

“What are you doing out here so
early?” she asked, seeing that the digital clock on the dashboard
read seven twenty-five.

“Was up early,” he replied
truthfully.

She sighed. “You and me both.
Everyone was up this morning.” She looked over at Gabe as he
signalled to turn off. “Is Leon always up when you are?”

“He was gone as soon as I was
up. You know what he’s like!”

Cassie looked ahead as they
entered the new road. She had heard many things about Leon over the
years, but she’d never met him. As far as she knew, Leon had been a
friend of the family from years before Gabe’s parents’ accident. On
their death, it had come to light that in his parents’ will, sole
custody of Gabe had fallen onto Leon’s shoulders. He had stepped up
well to look after him, Cassie thought, but she didn’t understand
why his parents had chosen someone that Gabe had never known to be
his Guardian. He had grown up to respect Leon as family though, as
well as Cassie and her brother. She wondered if they’d always be in
each other’s lives. She hoped so. She loved him like a brother, and
she knew he felt the same about her.

A bump in the road caused the
jeep to rock back and forth, making Cassie realise she hadn’t
answered. Gabe was looking at her, awaiting her reply. “Yeah,” she
nodded, “He’s a mechanic, right?”

He narrowed his eyes, fully
aware of how Cassie’s mind could often drift off into deep thoughts
and topics. “Yeah, he is,” he replied, with a smirk. He focused on
the road, but his smile remained.

“What?”

“Nothing.” He laughed aloud as
Cassie started to fidget.

“Gabe!”

Glancing at her to see that her
gaze was fixed firmly onto his face, he inhaled a breath. “Do you
remember the beach?” Before he had even finished his sentence,
Cassie had started to smile. She had expected for a brief moment
for Gabe to criticise her on the way she was often distracted, but
that wasn’t him. He wasn’t the criticising type, not against her
anyway.

Cassie thought about the
beach.

When they had been teenagers,
the two of them had travelled across the country to Dover, on a
school trip to study geography and the varying types of cliffs and
shorelines. Cassie had loved the feel of the wind in her hair. The
sea breeze had curled its icy fingers around her, but she hadn’t
minded. From that day on, she had loved the cold and its ability to
wipe her mind clean of distracting thoughts and events.

Gabe had never left her side on
their trip, even when the other kids had chosen to go inside. They
had taunted them both, laughing and pointing at them through the
windows, but they never realised that as long as Gabe and Cassie
had been together, it hadn’t mattered to them whether it had been
cold or not. The sun had only come out once on their trip and on
that day, they had gone abseiling.

The teachers had helped the
children get adequately harnessed and wrapped up, whilst the
qualified rock climbers had explained what they were going to do.
Most of the children, as well as the teaching staff, had been
excited and willing to try, but Cassie had had other ideas. She had
left the group, fearing that she wouldn’t be able to do the
abseiling correctly, and had followed the cliff-top further around.
Gabe had followed her, but she hadn’t been surprised when he had
moved to her side.

As they had stood side by side
that day, they had noticed a movement in the sea below. A small
head had been bobbing in the water. They had come to the conclusion
that it was a seal, naming it Vean. The seal had started to swim
through the water after a few moments, which had caused splashes of
white to ripple outwards from its body. Cassie had watched the
creature until it had moved out of sight. Gabe on the other hand
had watched only Cassie, and the light which had danced across her
eyes.

“One day, we’ll come back
here,” he had said to her quietly.

She had looked at him in reply,
meeting his gaze with such longing that his offer had been sealed
inside her heart. “Yes, let’s come back, together.” Their faces had
been consumed by large grins.

Not long had passed by before
they were found. They were scolded by the teachers for leaving
their group and they had been prevented from joining in with the
rest of the activities that day, but they had been too pleased with
what they had seen to care. Something about Vean had given the two
of them the spirit to do what they wanted, to be who they wanted to
be, and since then they had grown up to be respectful and honest
with each other’s dreams and wishes.

Cassie sighed as she let the
memory fade. She looked out of the window, glancing briefly at the
houses that they were passing. “Why were you thinking of the
beach?” she asked, turning to look at Gabe.

He shrugged. “I think about it
every day. We haven’t been apart since then. We’ve been family ever
since.”

Feeling unnerved by his tone,
Cassie straightened her back and watched him closely. “We’ll go
back one day, just as we said.”

Inhaling a deep breath, he
turned to look at her then, as if he wasn’t driving. “I’ll hold you
to that,” he worded clearly. They held each other’s gazes until
Cassie looked ahead, seeing that they were heading towards a parked
car.

“Gabe!”

He burst out laughing and
pulled up against the curb, turning off the engine before stuffing
the key into his pocket. “Come on,” he mused. Opening the door, he
jumped out.

“Gabe, wait!” Cassie went to
jump out after him, but a high pitched note escaped from her
pocket. She had received a text. As Gabe opened the boot and pulled
on his thick black coat, Cassie removed the phone from her pocket
and opened up her message.

She had two, one was from her
mother and the second was from Dillen. For a brief moment she
simply stared at the two unopened messages in her inbox. She had a
feeling what both of them would say, but she wouldn’t know for
definite until she had read them. Touching the screen with the tip
of her finger, Cassie opened her brother’s text first.

You ok,
Cass? Can’t believe dad’s gone again :@ Meet you
outside?

Cassie realised that Gabe had
opened the passenger door when the cool breeze enveloped her. She
sighed, meeting his gaze. “Dillen?” he asked.

She nodded. “Checking up on me
as always…”

“Can you blame him?” he asked
playfully.

I guess not. Although
Dillen was the youngest, he often checked up on Cassie. She had a
bad habit of letting things bring her down, whereas he solved all
of his problems with anger. They were both determined though. If it
ever came down to them having to fight for something, they’d keep
going no matter what, but they were tired of watching their father
constantly leave and their mother trying to hide her tears for days
afterwards.

“Cass?” She closed her phone
and looked up to meet Gabe’s gaze again. “Do you want to go
straight there?” He didn’t need to explain; she knew exactly what
he meant without questioning him. They usually went to the nearby
café before College, but today would be different. Cassie would
just worry about Dillen obsessively until she had spoken to
him.

Glancing at the dashboard, she
saw that the time was close to eight fifteen. They had driven
around the town for almost an hour, she realised, though she didn’t
understand why Gabe had wasted so much time. Maybe he had felt that
that was what she had needed. Dillen would be at College for half
past, as he often met with his friends before his first class, but
she was worried that his anger would boil over again. Last time two
students had suffered when Bryan Fayewood had left, being met with
Dillen’s fists.

Cassie sighed. Before she could
even tell Gabe her decision, he had closed the passenger door again
and started to make his way around to the driver’s seat. He jumped
in and turned the engine on, glancing at Cassie as she pushed her
phone deep into her pocket. Her mother’s text could wait.

Gabe pulled off from the curb
once a nearby car had passed, then followed the road until the
first signpost for the College came into view. It didn’t take them
long to pull into the College car park. Gabe parked in the same
space he always did, littered with dead leaves varying in size and
colour, then removed the key as he looked ahead. Dillen was walking
towards the jeep.

“Right on time.” Gabe
smiled.

“Thank you.” She smiled in
response and then made her way out, closing the passenger door once
she had grabbed her bag.

Gabe followed suit, locking his
jeep once he was out, though he was in no rush- giving them a
moment or two by themselves was the least he could do.

“You ok?” Cassie asked, seeing
that her brother’s face was tensed with frustration.

He nodded. “I had to get out.
Mum just wouldn’t drop it.”

“You know what she’s like.”

Every time their father left,
Sandra Fayewood would overcompensate by trying to spend more time
with her children. They were usually more reluctant to spend any
time with her however, when she was obviously just as upset and
angry herself. At least together, Cassie and Dillen would always
understand each other’s feelings.

He glanced over her shoulder,
seeing that Gabe was waiting by his jeep. He smiled, pushing the
thoughts of his parents aside, then looked at Cassie. He didn’t
want to upset her by going on. “See you later?” he asked.

“Be good,” she mused, as he
turned and walked towards a small group of casually dressed
students. They were his usual company.

A high pitched bell started to
ring out, resulting in a shuffling affect to take over the
students. Many of them seemed reluctant to move, but the bell
signalled the start of their early class. They had little choice.
The parking lot soon emptied, leaving Cassie to look over the large
paved space that remained. She sighed as Gabe moved to her
side.

“I better go. Mrs Hudson hates
me already.”

It was true, her English
teacher had little patience for tardy students. Cassie had loved
her classes once, but recently her charisma had definitely taken a
back seat. The daunting thought of her final exams was
overwhelming. She was trying as hard as she could to delay the
inevitable.

“Time won’t wait, Cass.”

She looked up to meet Gabe’s
gaze. It was as if he had known what she was thinking. “You’re
telling me.” She would have much preferred to stay with him, rather
than three whole hours of Mrs Hudson’s monotonous lectures.

The bell grew silent. Now she
really was late.

Turning to share a quick glance
with Gabe, she then started to run, securing the strap of her bag
with one hand, energetically trying to propel herself forward with
the other. She burst through the main entrance doors then continued
on until the road forked in either direction. Taking the left path,
she pushed through another set of doors, turning right before
abruptly coming to a stop.

Two students were ahead of her,
seeming to be too busy focusing on each other than attending
whichever class was theirs. Cassie rolled her eyes. It was a
regular sight. The dark haired guy was leaning over the girl pushed
against her locker. Her hands were on his hips, but soon their lips
would be touching.

Get a room. That’s all
she could think.

It was then that the male
student looked in her direction for the first time that she could
think of. His features were darker than Cassie had realised and his
eyes were almost inviting. Tattoos escaped the neckline and one
sleeve of his shirt, and his jeans were complimentary to his
physique. Cassie recognised him from her regular showings of the
couple’s intimacy, as well as the English class that they shared,
but she didn’t remember ever speaking to him. She didn’t remember
ever meeting his gaze for so long.

“Do you mind?” the female
student coughed. Cassie definitely knew her- Lucy Wiggen. A wicked
taste formed in her throat, as often happened whenever the ‘Witch
of the College’ was nearby.

The young man’s gaze was still
directed at Cassie, seeming to lose focus on the girl in his arms,
but Lucy quickly grabbed it with both hands, throwing a narrowed
glare at Cassie before pushing her lips onto his. He accepted
without argument of course.

Cassie brushed the image from
her mind, along with the cool chill which washed over her, and then
pushed into the small room to her left. Mrs Hudson, obviously
mid-sentence, turned with a scowl. The room was silent, with most
of the students giving Cassie the ‘you should have stayed away’
look.

“Ah, Miss Fayewood. How nice of
you to join us.”

“Sorry I’m late,” Cassie
muttered, filing through the seated students to reach her empty
desk. She quickly dumped her bag to the side, meeting Freya’s
sorrowed gaze briefly, and then focused ahead. Mrs Hudson,
obviously irritated that she had forgotten her point, turned to the
diagram behind her and continued anew.

Freya, a petite girl whom
Cassie usually studied with whenever she could, passed over a sheet
full of notes, entitled after the Shakespeare story they were
studying. They weren’t exactly friends, but they hung out between
classes sometimes. Freya smiled as Cassie mouthed her thanks, and
then started scribbling again.

Thankful for her help, Cassie
read through the notes quickly, writing what she needed to know in
the book she pulled from her bag. Once done, she handed the paper
back to Freya and leaned forward in her chair. They had no time to
chat, the next three hours was going to be long and gruelling.

 


*

 


Filling her third sheet of
paper with hurried notes of what Mrs Hudson was saying, Cassie
stretched her hand, flexing her fingers slowly. She had glanced
over for Freya’s help several times on occasions when she had lost
track of Mrs Hudson’s point, but overall she had followed quite
well. She wasn’t looking forward to the Shakespeare essay they had
to write in response to today’s class.

The door opened without warning
and everyone’s heads looked up.

The male student from the
corridor, having obviously removed himself from Lucy’s toxic
presence, strode in casually. He paused at Mrs Hudson’s side,
seeming to whisper something in her ear, and then made his way to
the back of the class. Sitting casually in the back row, two seats
to the left of Cassie, he folded his arms across his chest and
leaned back in his chair. Mrs Hudson stayed silent for a moment
more and then continued on with what she was saying.

Cassie narrowed her eyes. She
didn’t understand why their teacher had seemingly just allowed her
missing student to come and go as he pleased. Nor did she
understand why he would bother coming to class anyway with only ten
minutes remaining. His name was Matthew, Cassie remembered, having
only just realised that Mrs Hudson’s English class was the subject
that she shared with him. She hadn’t even noticed him missing, not
after witnessing his nauseating display with Lucy in the
corridor.

Why he would skip class in the
exact same corridor of the lesson, Cassie didn’t know, but she
assumed by his casual attitude that he didn’t care. He didn’t even
start to take notes as their teacher continued with what she was
saying. Cassie must have shared the class with him for over four
years, but she didn’t remember seeing him all that much. Maybe he
had skipped more classes than she could count.

The bell rang as the hour hand
of the clock struck twelve. In response, the shuffling affect
spread across the students, as they hurriedly pushed their books
and papers into their bags before dashing for the door. Most of
them were gone before Cassie had even lowered her pen. She just had
one more sentence to write and then she was done.

Movement out of the corner of
her eye destroyed the focus she was desperately trying to keep.
Matthew had stood from his seat in one easing movement, making his
t-shirt pull tort across his chest. The tattoo on his collar bone
was more visible as he bent down to grab his bag. Cassie thought it
looked like a bird, but she didn’t have the time needed to identify
it exactly. He looked at her dismissively and started his walk to
the door, but Cassie was mesmerised by the way his body moved. She
watched how his thighs contracted with each movement, the way his
arms swung ever so slightly from side to side.

Someone shook her
violently.

“Hey!”

Turning to her side, she could
see that Freya’s hand was on her shoulder.

“Since when does Matthew Kale
tick your boxes?” she winked playfully.

Cassie, horrified by the fact
that she had watched him leave so intently, started to stuff her
books into her bag. “As if!” she mused, trying to hide the colour
of her cheeks. She pushed herself to her feet, watching as Freya
did the same.

“Your secret’s safe with me.”
She started to head for the door then, winking again playfully
before disappearing into the corridor.

Wanting to run after her to try
and explain, Cassie moved towards the door quickly. Mrs Hudson’s
voice stopped her in her tracks. “Detention tomorrow. Be here at
12.”

Cassie swallowed the lump in
her throat. Great. Detention again. And now Freya thought that she
had a crush on a guy that she had never really spoken to. Though
she would never have admitted it out loud, Cassie wished she and
Matthew had spoken. Something about him, something she had never
noticed before seemed to call to her, attracting her gaze to
him.

“Can you do that?” Her teacher
asked coyly.

With a silent nod, Cassie left
the room. She always had detention when being late for class, but
no one else ever seemed to. It irritated her. She pushed the
thought aside and searched for Freya among the ferrying students.
No luck. She’d have to catch up with her when she could, feeling as
if she needed to explain about her sudden interest in Matthew, if
that’s what you could call it. It was funny, Cassie saw him at
least every day and yet there had been something different about
him today. She had no idea what.

The corridor emptied quickly,
and Cassie was able to move at her own pace. Often she was pulled
along with a group of students in the tightly squeezed corridors,
ending up somewhere she didn’t need to be, but today was definitely
the opposite. Her next class was religious studies, but having lost
interest in Mr Walker’s strict views on religion many terms ago,
Cassie often studied in the library. That way if she was ever
caught not being in his class, she could still say that she was
studying.

She made her way back to the
main forked path and then continued straight over, passing the main
entrance on her right. The library was a large area on the second
floor, with several sets of stairs leading up to it at different
angles, but Cassie always went the same way. It was the longest,
but the view from the main glass window that she always passed, was
definitely worth the extra steps.

Every time she reached the
large ornate window, she would lean against the window ledge and
stare out over the College grounds. It was a beautiful sight even
in the worst of weather. The large paved car park always seemed
excessively full, even at odd times of the day. She recognised Mr
Walker’s silver Estate closest to the building, with Mrs Hudson’s
beat up beetle next to that. There was always a gap then, before
the rest of the teacher’s vehicles began. A small area of grass—if
that’s what you could call the thin wisps of green struggling
against the constant rain—separated them from the students’ parking
area. Cassie could spot Gabe’s jeep and Freya’s small Peugeot from
the rest, looking forward to the day when she could add her own car
to the mix. If she ever passed.

Beyond the car park, closed off
by a metal iron gate, was the sports field and the varying courts
that followed. Some guys were playing football across the space,
with a group of girls huddled in the corner, drawing the attention
of any male that passed. Cassie rolled her eyes. Every day it was
the same routine for the same girls, with Lucy Wiggen being one of
them.

Cassie hated her more than
ever, especially after her attitude in the corridor. Just
because he wasn’t looking at you, she thought. She stopped,
realising what she was thinking.

What had gotten into her? It
wasn’t as if Cassie had any claim on Matthew after a brief glance.
She pushed the thought aside, spotting her brother nearby with his
friends, strolling across the tennis courts towards the canteen.
Dillen never was one to miss his lunch.

The canteen was a long narrow
structure, connected to the main building by a winding worm-like
pathway. Outside it looked like a bricked tunnel, perhaps one that
a train would stream through quickly, but inside was different.
Modern and sleek. Multi-coloured chairs against white tables.
Bright and airy. Not that that was why she was staring out over the
college grounds to begin with. There was just something about being
able to see the entire grounds and the town beyond it from one
single point.

She stepped back from the
window and looked up to the library doors to her right. The clock
above them was frozen in time, obviously having run out of power
from its batteries, but Cassie guessed it was almost the end of
lunch. Twelve thirty-ish maybe…

Pushing herself up the small
set of stairs, Cassie prepared herself for the two and a half hours
of studying that was to follow. She didn’t know what was
worse—studying by herself for the entire afternoon before trudging
home, or the fact that when she got home it would be silent, and
full of stale frustration and hurt. She sighed, making her way
inside. She passed the plain entranceway and made her way across
the small open space ahead.

The room itself was large, but
small areas were closed off for certain types of studying. In one
corner, a couple of students were chatting over an open book of
some sort. They were hastily making notes, copying as much as they
could whilst adding their own comment here and there. Every now and
again, a student would get caught for plagiarism but that didn’t
stop them. Cassie wondered if they would ever learn.

Straight ahead, another area
was boxed in with tall bookcases full of old scriptures and texts.
A male student who Cassie recognised from one of her classes was
sat with his iPod, leaning against the tallest bookcase for
comfort. She doubted whether he had even noticed the beauty of the
books around him. Brushing the thought aside, she made her way to
the final area.

It was smaller than the rest,
sitting directly beneath the last window of that wall. A square
wooden table, big enough for two, was pushed against the wall with
a chair underneath. This was Cassie’s favourite spot when she
needed to think. She placed her bag on the table before reaching
for the chair, startled when another bag landed next to hers.

“I thought you’d be here.”

It was Gabe.

Cassie smiled. “Am I that
predictable?” she mused.

“Always.”

They laughed, as Cassie pulled
out her chair. Gabe grabbed one from the next table along, and
turned it around so that he could lean against its back. It made
her smile, reminding her of Dillen.

“Shouldn’t you be in class?”
she pointed out playfully.

“You’re not the only one who’s
grown bored of Mr Walker’s religious speeches.”

She was surprised by his
response. “You always loved that class!” Her eyes narrowed.

“Okay, okay!”

Cassie always had the ability
to get the truth out of Gabe.

“I just wanted to check on
you,” he worded quietly, lowering his gaze to his feet.

Gabe was always thinking of
her. She was lucky to have him. “I’m fine. Don’t worry about
me.”

“But I do, Cass, I worry about
you always.”

Their gazes met as a brief
silence filled the air. Something about his eyes was familiar.
She’d known him for over ten years. That wasn’t it. Something about
the shapes of his eyelids, the distinct colour of his speckled
irises… they reminded her of someone… of Matthew.

“Cass?”

She was pulled from her
thoughts, causing her to blush. She’d been thinking of him. Again.
What was wrong with her? Matthew really wasn’t her type, but why
had he made an impression on her so suddenly…?

“Hey!”

Her gaze met with Gabe’s.
“Sorry,” she replied quietly. “I was thinking about something.”

“He’ll be back. Don’t
worry.”

She gasped, thinking that Gabe
had known what she was thinking. How could he know! “He?”

“Your dad. He’ll be back as
quick as you know it.”

“Oh.” She let out a quiet sigh.
“I know. We just miss him that’s all.”

“Well, as long as you’re
okay…”

Holding his gaze, she smiled.
“I’m fine. I might go home soon.”

“Need a lift?”

Her smile widened, as Gabe
moved to his feet. He grabbed his bag, pushing it over his
shoulder, then returned his chair to the table behind. That’s what
he had been waiting for—to see if Cassie had needed a lift. He
really did think of her always.

Their small walk to the car
park was filled with laughs and stories from the day. She didn’t
know what would happen if Gabe wasn’t around. He kept her upbeat
and always smiling.

It didn’t take them long to
reach the outskirts of town. That was one advantage about living so
close to the College. Cassie thanked Gabe for the lift and then
watched him go, before turning to face her house.

It was a small cottage, with
several large windows taking up most of its face. The Fayewood
family had lived there around ten years so far, apparently the
longest that they had stayed in one spot. Bryan’s job had meant
they had moved around lot, which thankfully Cassie couldn’t really
remember.

She walked in casually, knowing
no one would be home yet, and dumped her shoes at the base of the
stairs. Her coat was discarded on the wooden banister before making
her way into the kitchen. She needed something to eat. It had been
all day since she had eaten last—had she even had breakfast?

Her phone went off. Pulling it
out of her pocket, she had a text from Gabe. Make it
back okay?

A smile crept across her face.
He always checked on her. I’m home, she
wrote back. See you tomorrow?

Making herself a sandwich which
she ate quickly, Cassie then made her way to her room. It wasn’t
very often that she would sit downstairs, regardless of whether the
house was empty or not. Her phone went off again.

See you tomorrow.

Gabe had always made Cassie
message him when she was home. It was as if the journey from
college was full of murdering strangers and weird creatures hiding
amongst the trees, rather than the simple uphill trek that it was.
She didn’t ever complain though; it was nice that someone checked
on her. Her parents were obviously too busy living their lives, and
Dillen… well, Cassie tried everything she could to let him live
his.

She reached her room, suddenly
feeling tired.

The front door closed a moment
later, followed by loud footsteps.

Cassie registered the movement,
knowing all too well how ‘quiet’ Dillen could be, but she wrapped
herself in her warm duvet and closed her eyes. Sleep took her
quickly. She hadn’t even planned to lie down, let alone sleep. But
she obviously needed it.

She dreamt of something other
than shadows that night.

She dreamt of Matthew.


Three

 


The morning went by in a
haze.

Cassie acknowledged Dillen, or
rather the walking zombie that he was, with a simple nod before
descending the stairs. Her mother had tried to speak to them both,
but neither had really taken in what she had said. Something about
going into work early or something… at least she was taking them to
college.

Whilst Dillen showered and made
himself presentable, Cassie made some toast, slathering it with so
much butter it went soggy. It went down with a drink of fruit
juice, and then a gulp of left over coke from the day before.
Cassie took a seat at the kitchen table, feeling more awake now.
She soon noticed the absence that always consumed their house. Even
when their father was home, it was still there, lingering like a
fury who had claims over their souls.

She stayed only a moment in the
empty kitchen, choosing rather to lean against the hallway
sideboard whilst she waited for her brother. He always took the
longest to get ready, especially if he knew he didn’t have to walk.
Sandra hurried down the stairs, her arms overfilled with
washing.

Speak of the devil…

Their mother bent down in front
of the washing machine, then forced the large mass of dark clothes
into the spinner. There was too much to fit in all at once, but
Cassie could see that it was all going in regardless. Her mother
had one of those ‘everything WILL go right today’ looks and Cassie
was not going to provoke her.

“Pass me the conditioner, will
you?” Her mother didn’t even look up as she spoke, keeping her hand
pressed against the washing that wanted to spill out over the
floor.

Cassie grabbed the tall bottle
from the top and handed it over, watching as it was poured into the
washer’s drawer. With a swift movement, Mrs Fayewood removed her
hand and closed the door shut. She smiled, satisfied that she had
done well. Straightening herself out, she glanced towards her
daughter.

“What classes do you have
today?”

Here goes the idle chit-chat
that Cassie hated in the mornings. “Media, then English.” Her reply
was as blunt as she could make it.

“Will Gabe be bringing you
home?”

She shrugged. “Probably, not
sure what classes he has.”

“Okay, well let me know if not,
and I’ll come and fetch you on my break.”

Cassie tried not to stare at
her. She was shocked at how nice her mother was being. Something
was going on. She knew it.

“Dillen, we’re leaving!” Sandra
shouted, grabbing her nurse’s bag from the table.

Cassie, still surprised by the
unfamiliar attitude oozing from her mother, also grabbed her stuff
on the way to the door. Dillen came running down the stairs a brief
moment later, wearing a pair of combats and a navy t-shirt. His
hair wasn’t done, but at least he was showered. The thought made
Cassie smile.

He quickly pushed on his black
jacket and then rushed to his sister’s side who was now waiting
outside. Trying to catch his breath, it was obvious that little
time of his morning had actually been used to get ready, but rather
to just wake up. They were definitely a family that hated
mornings.

They filed out silently, then
jumped into the family car once it had been unlocked. Cassie
immediately put the radio on, knowing that the same thing was on
her brother’s mind. The music from the radio was the only way they
could stop their mother from interrogating them the whole journey.
And it worked. Mostly.

Once they pulled up on the
college car park, Dillen jumped out straight away, but Cassie
wasn’t so lucky. Her mother grabbed her hand before she had a
chance to move. “I’m sorry he had to leave again, honey.”

“It’s fine,” Cassie muttered,
just wanting to be out of the car. “We’re used to it.”

“I know it’s hard, but it’ll
stop soon. Once he’s back, he’s staying.”

Cassie tutted. “We’ve heard
that before.” She pulled her hand free and pushed the door open,
meeting Dillen’s gaze. He was waiting for her, but he seemed
irritated.

“We’ll see you later,” Cassie
called, pushing the door shut. She wasn’t sure if her mother had
gone on to say something else, but Cassie hated serious topics too
early. They aggravated her for the rest of the day.

The car pulled away and then
left the car park. Dillen and Cassie didn’t even look back as they
reached the main stairway. It was getting harder to handle each
time their father left. It was becoming more and more personal to
them, as if it was their fault that he was constantly going. Well,
that’s how Dillen felt. Cassie wasn’t too sure.

Once they had pushed through
the set of double doors at the main entrance, a group of lads
huddled at the far side called for Dillen to join them. He lifted
his chin to acknowledge their invite, but stayed still.

“Computers first, right?”
Cassie asked, nudging her brother playfully.

He nodded. “Then Sports.” The
lack of enthusiasm in his voice was clear.

“Try not to fight today,” she
mused.

He winked playfully, a spark of
light in each iris. “Just one or two.”

“Dill!”

Moving over to join the group
of guys, they started to file left, towards the large student area
which separated the main library staircase to the computer room.
Cassie watched them go. She knew without a doubt that if any
student challenged her brother today, they would be met with his
fists. It was his way of venting his frustration.

A girl pushed past her, running
in from the cold. She skidded around the corner up ahead and then
was out of sight. Cassie glared into her back, but when the bell
started to ring, she realised the time. She was going to be late,
again!

She started to run, going
straight over at the crossroads before turning left. Several long
narrow corridors followed and then two more left turns before she
reached the media block. She leaned against her knees for a second,
catching her breath. Not far to go.

Straightening her back, she
started to run again, only to barge straight into another student.
Her bag fell from her shoulder, landing at her feet. “I’m so
sorry!” she shouted, looking up.

Her heart stopped briefly.

His dark eyes drew her in like
they were small black holes. Speckles of colour danced around their
edges like stars lost in the night. Cassie had found it hard to
pull her gaze from him at a distance, but up close… it was
impossible.

He cleared his throat, with a
smirk.

Realising that she was still
pushed against his chest, she jumped back quickly before diving to
the floor to retrieve her bag. Her cheeks started to flare and her
heart was beating so loudly that she could feel it drumming in her
ears. Her hand reached for her bag, only to land on his
knuckles.

Repelling her arm, she stood up
straight, not knowing what to do. Her cheeks were still hot, and
her palms started to sweat. She didn’t know what it was about him,
but she couldn’t pull her gaze from his face.

“Here.” He extended his hand,
the strap of her bag hanging from his palm. “It was my fault.”

“T-thanks,” she stuttered,
taking the bag from him. Pulling it over her shoulder, she kicked
her boot into the floor, trying not to fidget.

She took in the laced detail of
his brown boots, the way his skinny jeans mapped out his calves and
thighs beautifully. He had something in his right pocket—perhaps a
phone—that caused his jeans to look tighter than they actually
were. She imagined having his number, being able to talk to him
whenever she wanted.

“You have Media, right?”

Pulled from her thoughts by his
somewhat gentle voice, Cassie nodded. It was as if she had lost the
ability to speak. Something about him, something she had never
noticed before, not once, was filling her with heat. And he knew
what classes she had… why?

“You’re late.”

She loved the way his hair
spiked out over his ears. The black chain around his neck. The tip
of his tattoo which covered half of his collar bone. Was it a bird?
She leaned to the side to try and see more of its shape.

“Cass.” His hand shook her
gently.

“Yes?” Pulled again from her
thoughts.

He looked up, signalling at
something on the wall. She didn’t want to look, but she did,
following the shape of his muscular arm. There was another tattoo
across the front of his lower arm. He was pointing at the
clock.

“You’re late.”

She gasped. “Oh no, I’m gonna
get detention again!”

Pushing herself to run, she
brushed past him and headed for the end of the corridor. The door
to her class came into sight and she tumbled in, tripping over her
feet as she tried to glance back at Matthew. He’d gone. And now she
was falling. Her feet twisted beneath her, leaving her as a muddled
heap on the floor.

Mr McCarthy glared at her.
“Late Miss Fayewood. Get to your seat!”

Embarrassed was not the
word.

She quickly picked herself up
and rushed to her seat, blushing as all of the students watched
her. Once she was seated at her desk, logging onto the computer at
her side, she slouched in her chair to try and catch her breath.
Matthew had stolen it.

 


*

 


She did get detention.

It was her second in two
days.

Luckily Mrs Hudson’s detention,
scheduled for twelve that day, was just like an extension of her
English class that afternoon. It was an hour for her to catch up on
missed notes and topic points before her actual class, and
thankfully Freya had volunteered to help her. It went by quickly,
and soon half of her afternoon was over.

Mrs Hudson was explaining the
acquisition of the English language and how children developed the
ability to speak from their early interactions. Every now and
again, Cassie would write a phrase or word that had caught her
attention, but she wasn’t at all focused.

She glanced over to Freya,
seeing that she was scribbling frantically to try and keep up with
Mrs Hudson’s points. There was no way that she’d be able to get
them all, but she was willing to try. Cassie’s English lessons
would be so boring without Freya.

“Pst.”

Turning to see who had wanted
her, Cassie lifted her lip as she saw that it was Lucy Wiggen. She
was waving a piece of folded up paper just out of Cassie’s reach.
Instinctively she took it and turned with it in hand to unfold it
across her desk. She didn’t know what she expected.

It was a square piece of paper,
Lucy’s messy handwriting taking up over half of it. Knowing all too
well that Lucy never had anything nice to say to her, Cassie wasn’t
surprised when the note started with an angry statement.

Kale is mine. Not yours.

Keep your dirty hands off him.
Unless you want my fist in your face.

Don’t think I’m stupid. Stay
away from him.

Cassie didn’t know what to
think in response. The truth was she wasn’t surprised by Lucy’s
insecurities, but how did she know about Cassie bumping into Kale
in the first place? Did he mention it? Or did Lucy just happen to
see?

The butterfly feeling in her
stomach made her wish it was because he had mentioned it. She loved
the energetic buzz that warmed her chest when she thought of
calling him Kale. Matthew didn’t quite have the same ring to it,
but Kale… Cassie wanted to say his name over and over.

“What’s that about?” Freya was
leaning over at an angle, already having read through Lucy’s
‘threatening’ note. “What have you been doing with your hands?” she
winked.

Cassie tried to stop her cheeks
from blushing, but failed. “Nothing, honest.” She glanced around to
see that Matthew’s seat was empty. He had obviously skipped class
again.

The bell rang then, English was
finally over. All of the students made their way out, with Lucy
trailing behind with her ‘groupies’ just long enough to push past
where Cassie was sitting. Freya shot her a glowering look, and then
returned her focus onto her books. The two girls packed their
things away and then made their way outside, Freya looping her arm
through Cassie’s.

“Sooooo, what did I miss?”

“Nothing,” Cassie responded
quickly.

“Come on! Obviously you’ve got
Lucy in a spin over something!”

She had a point. Maybe Matthew…
Maybe Kale had mentioned bumping into her after all.

“I ran into him before
class.”

“Literally?” Freya had to make
sure that she had every detail.

Cassie smiled. “Literally.
Somehow I ended up in his arms, and then a crumpled heap on the
floor.”

“He must have some touch, huh?”
She squeezed Cassie’s arm.

“But that was it… honest.”

“Hmm. Lucy’s just jealous he
had his arms around you and not her!!”

Glancing around quickly, Cassie
scowled. “Shut up Freya!”

She started to laugh out loud,
but she could tell Cassie felt uneasy. “Hey, don’t you have
detention?”

“It’s first thing tomorrow,
before class.” The thought made Cassie cringe. She had to be up,
dressed and at college for detention at eight. It was going to be a
long day tomorrow.

“But hey, least I get to drive
you home today.”

The prospect of a small drive
with Freya would be interesting, they would probably talk about
nothing else except Kale, but Cassie usually got a lift with Gabe
on Tuesdays. “Gabe’s giving me a lift, but thanks.”

“He’s not here, silly. Didn’t
he tell you?”

Cassie stopped in her tracks,
letting Freya’s arm fall to her side. She hadn’t seen Gabe all day,
but she hadn’t realised he’d skipped the day altogether. He hadn’t
mentioned anything. Perhaps he’d texted her and she’d missed it?
Pulling her phone from her pocket, she opened her screen. No
messages. That was unusual.

“Maybe he’s not well,” Freya
suggested.

“I guess… but he usually texts
me.”

“He’ll be fine. Come on!” She
grabbed Cassie’s arm and started to pull her across the car park.
At least she wouldn’t have to wait for her mother.

Cassie sent a quick text to
Gabe checking if he was okay and then jumped into Freya’s
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