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			Chapter 1

			Waiting for Bridget and her friends to get out of her goodbye party had not been on my bingo card for the day. I thought when she’d replied to my text giving me Annabelle’s address, things were wrapping up. Guess who couldn’t mark off that square on his card?

			I sighed, tucking my hand into my pocket and pulling out my phone. We really needed to work on her punctuality. 

			I loved my cousin; I really did. Besides being a total badass, she also had the biggest heart of anyone I’d ever met. She was the last person to give up on someone, no matter how many times they’d proven to be a complete and utter asshole. 

			I mean, look at me.

			“Good. See you in the morning,” I heard Cole say to Bridget.

			“About time,” I muttered to myself as I adjusted my position on the hood of her car. At least it was a beautiful night out, not like the icy death we’d had after Samhainn. I shivered. I hated the cold.

			“Took you long enough to say goodbye,” I said to Bridget as she walked to her car.

			She huffed. “After graduation, I don’t know when I’ll be seeing my friends again. Please forgive me.”

			Oh, she was annoyed with me. She usually was these days.

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

			“I know, I know, when Beira’s warriors come after me for the Amulet,” she cut in. 

			I bit my tongue to stop myself from screaming. Devoting a lot of my time to her education and training this past year didn’t seem to have made an impact on her. It was as if she didn’t even care the world would end. 

			She pulled the Amulet from under her shirt and showed it off in the moonlight. Thank Brighde we were alone.

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

			“What else am I supposed to do? Mom doesn’t know that I found it, and I can’t risk leaving it in the house. At least this way, I can always protect it,” she said with hostility, flaring that annoyance with me yet again.

			“But who will protect you?” I retorted. She didn’t know about Logan being her Protector yet, so it was a fun tidbit for me to mention. With her being late to everything, it was my responsibility to train her and get her ready for the big show. 

			Who else could have done it? Trip? I wrinkled my nose at the thought.

			“I can protect myself,” she said simply. The car locks disengaged as she opened the driver’s door. “Need a ride?”

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

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

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

			She didn’t answer me, but I could see her frown, which she displayed when lost in deep thought. I sighed, tired of this conversation already, but she needed to feel more confident in herself.

			“Bridget, I know you’re scared about the next step of training, but I promise you, the trainer you get will be the best. Our family doesn’t do second-string,” I said, drawing her attention back to me. “Well, most of the time.”

			She groaned, but I grinned. A little teasing never hurt anyone.

			“Are you ever going to let my dating history go?” She turned toward the high school, getting closer to my house. “I don’t even miss him anymore.”

			I adjusted my shorts that were riding up. “Don’t you? You think you’re so sneaky, but I know you’ve been obsessing over your emails to see if he’s messaged you.”

			“I’m completely over him.”

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

			“Why bother graduating then?” Bridget snapped. 

			I knew I got on her nerves, but I had to do what I had to do.

			I looked at her directly. “Listen, Bridget, I know Logan and I have been driving you insane. And I know Trip meant the world to you, but I have to know you’re completely focused on your job. If you aren’t… well, it could mean your death.”

			She hated it when I brought up her mortality.

			“I’ll be fine,” she finally responded.

			I opened my door and got out.

			“Are you sure?” I asked.

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

			“Goodnight,” I said, closing the door. If she didn’t want to hear any more about it, I couldn’t make her listen.

			[image: ]

			“Got everything?” my dad asked as we were getting ready to leave for school. He picked up his keys and tucked them into his pocket. Alec was sitting lazily on the couch, scrolling through his phone. He was home on summer break and was enjoying every moment of it.

			“Yeah, we’re good,” I answered for both Logan and me. 

			Logan looked in the mirror and straightened the collar on his white polo shirt. Why did we have to dress up? We’d be wearing gowns anyway.

			Alec glanced up at us and gave me a goofy grin. “Look at my little brother, all grown up.”

			“Shut up,” I said jokingly. “You’re coming, right?”

			“I’ll be there,” he confirmed.

			Graduation day was here, a high school experience I was fine skipping out on. After moving from school to school, I’d learned to disassociate pretty quickly, and I would be using that skill today. But I knew my dad would be happy to see us walk. My sneakers rubbed the back of my foot as I was heading down the stairs. Great, a blister. I didn’t bother checking as I broke out into the sunshine. Logan followed me, and we began the four-block walk to the school.

			“We’ll see you there!” Dad yelled at us from the balcony. I waved goodbye and kept going. I wanted to get this day over with. 

			We arrived at the gym with students milling about, and I saw Hilary standing with her group of friends. I was spotted by Casey Millington, who nodded in my direction and whispered something to her twin sister Amber.

			“I’ll see you after,” Logan said, clapping me on the shoulder and leaving me alone.

			“Yeah,” I answered as Hilary turned around and waved at me. I waved back. 

			I was torn about whether to go over or not. Things had changed in the past four months—we weren’t as close as we once were, leaving our conversations limited to what we’d found on each other’s social media. Mostly memes. 

			“Okay, seniors, line up! We’re walking down in three minutes!” Principal Sharpe announced through the gym. The decision was made for me. My classmates and I settled into our lines, organizing ourselves by the predetermined height chart, and turned to face the gym doors. I looked around but didn’t see anything or anyone fishy. Today would be the perfect day for an attack. It’s what I would have done.

			“Pomp and Circumstance” was pumped over the loudspeakers, and we shuffled to the bleachers on the football field. Those of us in the front paused, waiting for the rest of the class to reach their seats before we could move forward.

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

			Leah Young was talented, but my focus was split. I noticed Bridget shifting in her spot, and I wondered what she was looking at. Immediately, I scanned the crowd to look for any trouble. Logan, who was two rows below me, caught my eye and shook his head. He didn’t see anything, either. 

			Leah finished singing, and everyone sat with muffled echoes of cloth hitting the metal benches. We’d just begun the ceremony, and I was already bored.

			As graduation droned on, I tried to pay attention, but the speeches were dull. Who cared how the teachers felt about us? It wouldn’t matter much if we couldn’t find the second Amulet piece before Trip did.

			I bounced my leg impatiently as time dragged on, absent-mindedly letting my shoe grind against my heel. The burgeoning blister from before popped, and liquid seeped into my sock. My right heel was rubbed painfully raw. Pushing my foot forward in the shoe, I felt the skin peel away from the fabric, and I just knew it was bleeding. I tugged on the collar of the graduation gown. It was hot out, and sweat was pooling under my arms. Apparently, antiperspirant was just a suggestion. 

			When I thought I would lose my mind, Mrs. Sharpe stepped in and motioned for the first row of students to stand.

			“Ruby Cadence Alexanderia,” she called out. Students around me started to move, getting ready for the big moment. It was like the entire senior class had all fallen asleep and woken up at the same time. Things were moving faster now, and my row stood. We proceeded down to the grass and waited as the principal called our names.

			“Allison Marie Bonnaro!” I watched as she walked across the field and shook hands with the staff. My classmates shuffled forward as the next kid was called.

			“Justin Scott Smith!” 

			I felt a tap on my shoulder and turned face-to-face with Hilary. She wasn’t behind me before, so I could only imagine she’d switched places with someone.

			“Hey,” she said. “Congratulations. We made it!”

			I smiled back at her. “Looks like it.”

			The line moved up.

			“Meet me after for a picture?” she asked.

			“Sure.” Hilary grinned and melted back into her original spot in our line.

			“Bridget Gwendolyn MacNamara!”

			I cheered for her along with her other friends and family. I grinned, happy and proud of how far she’d come this past year, despite all the shit I’d given her.

			Out of the corner of my eye, I saw Logan at attention. The rest of the kids were looking proud and excited about holding their diplomas, but my friend ignored everyone else and whipped around to look behind me.

			Then I smelled it too—smoke. 

			A scream rang out, and someone shouted, “Fire!”

			Bridget!

			Chaos exploded as grass was ignited, like someone had turned on a fireplace. I pushed past the crowd and ran to Bridget; she hadn’t moved past the podium since receiving her diploma.

			Bridget!” I yelled as I found her. Frozen in panic, she looked at me.

			“Do something!” I screamed again, finally reaching her. I grabbed her arm and pointed behind Dan Zachariah, who had presumably been tackled onto the grass to put out the flames on his gown.

			“Behind him,” I told her. 

			Fire had spread everywhere. Banners behind the bleachers were ignited, sparks feeding the dried-out grass into the inferno, and the mini water bottles that had been passed out did nothing to stop the flames. People were bolting in every direction, making it difficult
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