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PROLOGUE

Lukile breathed out a heavy sigh as he shoved his hands deeper
into the pockets of his dark brown slacks. The night was cold,
the air biting into the flesh of the humans who moved through
the darkness, scurrying frantically to find warmth and light in
their homes, but Lukile felt nothing. Bowing his head with a
violent shake, the plush snowflakes fell from his blond hair and
fluttered in sporadic spirals to the ground.
He lifted his eyes to the sky, feeling the cool, soft kisses of
the falling snow on his skin, unable to melt where they settled.
He laughed, a menacing, exhausted sound, as he wiped the snow
from his skin and stepped off the beaten path that had become
the small town’s road. He knew he couldn’t wait for the girl
here in the open, where his actions could be seen by so many.
He paused in mid-stride, thinking through the possibilities of
the girl’s future and shook his head. He moved like a stalking
panther into the dark silence of the trees.
He loved her, he thought, with frustration burning in his
throat. He loved her so much. She had been so beautiful the first
time he’d seen her. Her green eyes stared at him with flecks of
gold swimming in their depths. Her curly, dark hair had been a
stunning, breath-robbing contrast against the creamy pale of her
smooth skin. Her dress had hugged her tiny waist, and although
she wore the clothing of a peasant, she was more beautiful than
all the princesses in the world.
Lukile growled aloud, kicking the snow with rage. He stood
in a meadow. There was nothing around him besides the land
and trees, and if he squinted, he was just able to make out the
ix

Alannah Carbonneau

silhouettes of the few homes and shops in the town. He turned
his back on the town and thought again of the only girl who
had ever made his heart throb with anticipation. He had lived
for many years; many more than he had first been allotted, and
he knew that he would never find another love like the one he
had held for the girl. He still held his love for her, but alongside
that love was now another emotion that burned just as strong.
Resentment.
He growled as he heard the heavy footsteps of his men as
they moved nearer to him. He knew they were still at least a few
hundred meters away, and he couldn’t help the scowl that found
its way onto his face. He didn’t want to do this, but he knew he
had no choice. She left him with no other options.
He took in a deep breath and caught the sweet scent of the
girl in the air. She smelled lightly of butterscotch and lilies. Her
mother was a baker and he knew that she often helped, though
she hadn’t been helping today. Today, she had been engaged in
actions that had angered him much more than he ever thought
possible. He sighed as the sweet scent of her made something in
his throat tingle with a burning need, like an ember. He wanted
to cough, a reaction from another life, he knew, but still, his
human existence continued to hold tight to him.
“Sir,” a voice said roughly. “The girl.”
Lukile turned in time to see his two men push the girl forward.
His breath caught in his throat at the sight of her. He had ordered
her unharmed, but now, as she stood before him in the simple
white lace wedding gown, he regretted the decision. Her creamy
skin was even paler than usual; whether from the cold of the
night or the reflection of the full moon, he wasn’t sure.
“Leave now,” Lukile commanded, and the girl flinched, her
wide eyes dark with concern and fear. He smiled, pulling his
hands from his pockets. The two men nodded their understanding
and vanished into thin air, or that was what it would look like to
the girl, who gasped at their sudden disappearance.
“Where . . .”
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“That is none of your concern,” he barked, stepping closer
to her. She didn’t flinch as she stared up at him; recognition
sparked in her eyes and her lips puckered with a confused
question. He sighed, placing his cool finger against her mouth to
silence her words before they had even had a chance to escape
her lips.
His eyes travelled over her slender body, taking in her
delicate curves before settling on her face. Her lips were bright
red against her pale skin, and her hair had been pulled back in a
twist that met in one long train of hair down her back. He could
see the lilies that had been plucked from the garden that she
loved so dearly placed intricately in her hair, leaving her aroma
sweet without overpowering one’s senses.
He smiled, his love for her winning over the anger and deceit
he had felt for a short moment. He lifted his hand to touch her
face, gently at first.
“What do you want?” she asked, gaining courage he knew
she shouldn’t have bothered with. Her courage would get her
nowhere but dead.
“You betrayed me,” he said softly, his hand still on her face,
cupping her cheek. He felt her twitching desire to pull away, but
for reasons unknown to him, she didn’t move.
“How?” she asked, bewildered.
“How?” He shook his head. “You cannot possibly be asking
me that question.”
“But I am.”
“You cannot be with him,” he stated matter-of-factly. “You
were meant for me,” he said, and with one last look at the moon
before gazing into her eyes, he pulled his lips back from his teeth
and pulled her to his chest, tilting her head back, exposing her
neck to him completely. He heard her gasp and her heart raced
in her chest, the beginnings of panic, he thought, as he sank his
teeth into her throat and drank. He drank until her heartbeat
slowed, and he counted her last beats. Pulling away from her at
the last second, he gazed into her lifeless face.
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“I loved you,” he whispered.
Her heart beat one last time; a single drumbeat in the silence
of the night, loud and determined, and then there was complete
silence.

xii

Chapter 1
THE BEGINNING

I woke to the startling, shrill sound of my alarm clock beeping
beside me. My still half-asleep arm shot out from under my
covers to halt the unnerving sound. I rolled over, a low groan
vibrating from deep within my throat. My eyelids closed more
than willingly against the bright spring sunlight that streamed
uninvited through my wide, uncovered window. I am not a
morning person. I never had been and I doubted that I ever
would be. The first flicker of sunlight peeking out from behind
the blackened clouds is the ultimate symbol of an end to the rest
my body unceasingly craved.
My body relaxed. My muscles forgot their constant need to
tense and my mind succumbed to the darkness of sleep. I felt
peace here. A peace that was unlike anything the light of day
could offer. I was on the edge of a wonderful dream when I was
shaken awake, back to reality by the sound of my iPhone buzzing
against the firm wood of my end table. I groaned again. Turning
my back against the bright, glaring sunlight, I reached for my
phone. After tearing apart my lashes that had been braided by
sleep, I glared at the screen. It read “text from Matt.”
Matt was one of the few people who could really make me
smile. He was sweet and kind and mine. After sliding my thumb
across my phone’s smooth screen, I read the words he had sent
to me every morning for the last two and a half years.
Good morning, honey.
I smiled again and threw the covers from my body.
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With a large, unattractive yawn, I stood, stretching my
hands to the peaked roof of my bedroom. A high-pitched squeal
escaped my slightly parted lips while I stretched. This is my
morning routine.
I replied a hasty Good morning to Matt before I danced to
my dresser, where I chose the clothing I would wear for the
remainder of the day.
“Lexie?” my mother called, followed by three light taps on
my closed door. “Are you up, honey?”
I smiled and pulled open my bedroom door. “I’m up, Mom,”
I mumbled, kissing her lightly on the cheek. My bare feet padded
against the floor of the bathroom. I tossed my clean underwear
onto the counter and turned my attention to Karen, leaning my
weight against the doorway.
“Hurry up!” Karen chastised with contradicting laughter in
her voice. “I don’t want you to be late.”
I knew she was trying out the scolding parent act. She had
been even more bossy in the last week than normal, but this was
a semi-annual occurrence. It was to be expected. I knew I had
another week of her “mature parent act” before she gave in to the
way we typically lived our lives together.
Karen, my mother, was usually flighty, happy, carefree,
and bubbly. The only difference from her usual persona and
the act that I had endured with exceptional grace for the last
week, and more than likely would face for the following week,
was that she had attended parent-teacher night at my high
school.
My mother gave birth to me when she was sixteen. She is
not necessarily ashamed of her actions, or her decision to raise
me on her own when my father walked out on us three days
after I was born, but I knew that, deep inside, she felt judged.
Parent-teacher night was particularly hard on her. She always
dressed up, smoothed her hair back, and tried to play the part of
the responsible parent who was more my parent than my friend.
That is not necessarily the case in our relationship.
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While meeting with my teachers, who never had anything but
excellent news to relay to her, Karen would fidget with her fingers
and nod small, curt nods in response to their words. All the while,
I knew that her heart was beating a thousand miles an hour and her
palms were drenched with sweat. It was sad, really, but I was used
to it. Karen is an excellent mother. She is my very best friend.
She worked harder than any other mother I knew of to give me a
normal life with the opportunities that my other classmates, who
had mercifully been given two loving parents, had.
Karen worked double shifts at the late night diner, which in
truth was open twenty-four hours a day, and Karen was there for
sixteen of those hours every day, seven days a week. She always
said that she loved the work. She was happy working hard to put
me through jazz class and she never missed a dress rehearsal or
recital.
I shook my head at my flighty mother who stood at the top of
the stairs with a soft smile on her otherwise-smooth, laugh-lined
face. She was beautiful. Her curly, dark brown hair reached an
inch past her shoulders and her chocolate brown eyes were a
striking contrast to her ivory skin. Karen stood three inches
taller than I stood, but it was to her that I owed my perfectly
symmetrical bone structure.
Karen had worked hard to buy us a home. She had pennypinched and sacrificed to buy the two-bedroom, one-bathroom,
two-story house that we now lived in. She had gracefully given
me the larger of the two bedrooms, with the excuse that I was
home more than she would ever be. I knew she wanted to give
me the best childhood she possibly could. I accepted the larger
room for the simple reason that I knew it warmed her largerthan-life heart.
***
I skipped down the staircase with my phone in my hand and a
smile on my face. I could smell the sweet aroma of waffles that
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Karen had placed in the toaster for me, and I was anxious to get
some food into my growling stomach.
“Hurry up and eat,” Karen said before the toaster had even
popped the waffles up. “You really can’t be late today, Lexie,”
she added, fluttering around the kitchen with a half-full cup of
coffee clutched in her white-knuckled hand.
“Mom, I am never late.” I tried to soothe her wired nerves.
I almost went as far as taking away her coffee, but I feared that
that particular action would send her flailing over the edge.
I shook my head as I watched her stuff my biology textbook
into my black over-the-shoulder bag. She was always anxious
after parent-teacher interviews. It was as though she thought of
herself as a bad parent, and she was nothing of the kind.
“I know, I know.” Karen jerked her eyes from mine as I
added the syrup to my waffles. “I have to get to work. I will see
you tonight.”
“Okay, Mom,” I replied. Hearty laughter filled my voice.
Here she was, late for work and she was pestering me about
being late for school. I shook my head with a smirk on my face.
“Don’t give me that,” Karen snarled while pulling me close
for a quick hug and a kiss on the top of my head. “I love you,
baby.”
“I love you too, Mom.” I stabbed my fork into a piece of
waffle. “But you’d better go.” I pointed to the clock on the wall
that told me she had ten minutes to drive to the diner. It was
6:50. She had to be at work by 7:00, while I still had an hour and
fifty minutes before I had to be in my first class.
I jumped as the front door closed heavily behind Karen. I
imagined her running to the second-hand, silver, four-door
Cobalt she had finally bought for herself after years of walking.
I had been born and raised in a small, remote, mountain town.
Walking in the snow that covered the town’s grounds was a little
more than impractical, not to mention cold.
Shoveling the last of my waffle into my mouth, I sighed. I
still had an hour and a half before I had to be in class. Standing,
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I placed my syrupy plate into the sink and darted for the bathroom
to brush my teeth.
With my teeth brushed, my brown leather jacket zipped,
and an off-white scarf wrapped delicately around my neck, I
felt confident leaving my house. I threw my book bag over my
shoulder at the last minute, and locked the front door.
***
I parked my white, two-door Cobalt in the same parking space
that I had been parking in for the last year. A heavy sigh sounded
through the quiet space as I glanced at the brick building I called
a high school. I was here early. I was always at school at least an
hour before my classes began. I liked to get some alone time in
the library; to study, of course.
Climbing from the car that I had devotedly saved for by
working long shifts, every summer since I was thirteen, as a
lifeguard at the community pool, I closed the door and walked
toward the brick building where I would spend the next eight
hours of my life.
I walked through the halls of the deserted school. The
classroom doors were still locked from the night before. It was
so quiet I could hear the rhythmic pitter-patter of my shoes
on the tile floors. I enjoyed walking through the quiet halls of
the school. It could even be considered therapeutic. I moved
gracefully along the stretch that would lead me to the library.
I knew Mrs. Stout would be there waiting for me, as she was
every morning.
I stepped through the glass double doors and into the library.
I looked to my right. There was a desk, and as I had predicted,
Mrs. Stout was sitting behind a computer screen that reflected
white light onto the glasses she wore balanced on the tip of her
slightly upturned nose. I was unsure if her nose was actually tilted
upward, or if it was only an illusion created by her unusually
short height.
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“Good morning, Mrs. Stout.” I greeted her in the friendly
tone I used with her every morning.
“Well, good morning to you, too, Lexie.” Mrs. Stout brought
her hand up to the tip of her chin-length, white curls. “What are
you studying this morning?” she cocked her head.
“Biology,” I replied softly as I moved to the table where I
always sat. It was in the far corner of the library. Here, I was
unable to find distractions from the outside world. There was
nothing but the bindings of books, carpet, and more tables in
my line of sight. I was able to focus at this particular table better
than anywhere else.
I pulled my biology text from my bag, along with my notes.
I was not one of those kids who claimed that music helped them
to study. I preferred silence. When I studied, I wanted nothing
but the subject I was studying to flow through my mind.
Time began to fly by, as it did every morning when I
reviewed. People began to filter through the library, trying to
cram their brains, last minute, for tests and class discussions. I
shook my head, ignoring their unfortunate situation as my own
brain soaked up the information I had worked hard to retain.
“Hey, Lex.” Matt informed me of his presence as he sat next
to me. His arm slipped around my waist. He leaned close and I
could smell his aftershave. I had bought the cologne for him last
year on his birthday.
“Hi.” I continued to read my text.
“Baby, class is about to start.” Matt persisted.
I looked up to the clock with an expression that read “where
did the time go?” and groaned before slamming my text shut. I
received an angry glower from Mrs. Stout and could not help the
smile that claimed my features.
“Let’s go.” I whispered, slipping my hand into his. Life was
more than comfortable with Matt. I had been with him for the
last two and a half years. People thought we were going to be
the high school sweethearts of our class. I had to admit that I
couldn’t disagree. Matt and I were perfect for one another.
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We never fought. We were always respectful of one another’s
dreams, and we never got in the way of one another’s friends.
We were the perfect example of a healthy, young couple.
I smiled as I looked to my right where Matt stood. He wore
his gym clothing, as usual. Matt played on the high school
football team and he practiced every morning before class. He
was handsome, with light brown hair, brown eyes, and muscles.
He was my very own star football player. My smile widened as
I stared up at him. He was yelling out a conversation to a friend
of his down the hall as we walked.
I had to admit that life was good.
“Hey, I am going to go to class early,” I said, tugging on
Matt’s hand.
He looked down at me, a loving expression on his face. “All
right, I’ll see you after class.” He pulled me in for the kiss that I
received every morning at this exact time.
The kiss was short and sweet, a light peck that sealed the
next eighty minutes of our relationship. I moved away from him
and into my biology class.
Biology is my favorite class.
The next eighty minutes went by in a blur. I received the
test I had taken last week. I scored a perfect hundred percent,
as usual. Studying paid off, I thought as I shrugged and glanced
out the classroom window. The bell that ensured the period was
over rang alongside the scraping of chair legs across the floor as
people packed up their books and sauntered gratefully from the
classroom.
“Can I catch a ride with you to dance class after school?”
Amy asked as we walked side by side from the classroom.
Amy was my best friend. She had been from the first day of
kindergarten. We had grown up together. We experienced the
rush of a first crush together, and told secrets of our first kiss
during one of our many sleepovers, beneath the thick blanket
that covered my bed. She was always there when I needed her.
I was always there when she needed me, but I had to admit that
7
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she needed me more often than I needed her. I didn’t mind. That
was what friends were for.
“Where is your car?” I asked in response to her question.
Amy placed her hand on my shoulder and turned my body
until I was facing her. “Dad took it.” Her blue eyes were wide
and innocent.
“What did you do to deserve that?” I inquired in a light tone,
but I was aware that my green eyes were interrogating.
Amy flashed a smile; her whiter-than-white teeth glittered in
the sunlight that streamed in through the skylight.
“I did nothing wrong,” Amy announced, matter-of-factly. “I
simply didn’t return home after the last dance class and my dad
grounded me from my car for the next week.” Amy shook her
long blond hair from her face and looked at me expectantly.
“And now you want me to drive you?”
“Please, please. I don’t want my dad to drive me.” Amy
bounced on her toes as she begged me to drive her to dance, as
if I would say no.
“Of course, I will drive you.” I shook my head at her
unbelievable lack of faith in me. My loyalty to Amy had been
unbreakable for the last twelve years.
“Oh, thank you.” There was excited relief in her voice. She
reached out for my hand and squeezed. I pulled away when Matt
came into view.
“I’ll walk you to English,” Matt announced smoothly.
I placed my hand into his, and we set off walking to English
together.
I very much enjoyed English. It was not a subject that I had
to work in to receive an A. Writing essays and reading books
was just a natural calling to me. It was something that I had
always loved and I was certain that that would never change.
I allowed Matt to lead me through the halls of the high
school. He nodded to those he knew who passed him. I gave
a light “hello” when the situation called for my attention. Matt
was my rock. He was the one who made me comfortable when I
8
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was staring into a sea of faces, despite the fact that I had always
known this particular sea. I had been raised here. There weren’t
many faces I did not recognize. New people rarely came, and if
they did come, they rarely stayed for long. The town was closeknit. The people here were born and raised together. Everyone
knew everything about everyone. There were no secrets. There
were no mysteries.
Everyone was predictable, boring, and safe.
I walked into English class with Matt behind me. I sat in the
same chair that I had sat in since the beginning of the semester,
with Matt beside me. I smiled softly and waited for the class to
begin, folding my hands expectantly on my desk.
Mrs. Placard walked into the room, her half-inch heels
clicking loudly on the cement floor. “Hello, class.” She paused;
her beady eyes scanned the room, taking attendance, I assumed.
“Please turn to Act one, Scene two of Macbeth . . .”
I allowed her voice to be drowned out as I turned to the
correct pages of the book.
I had read this particular book many times before. I knew it
like the back of my hand. I had always been fascinated by guilt.
Could one who had acted out an unfathomable wrong truly be
kept up night after night with thoughts of their sin? Or were
there some who are evil, so purely evil that they do not lay
awake with the thought of what they had done, but instead cast
it aside on a shelf for they had obtained power in their sinful,
greedy act?
I had always longed for the answer. I had always wanted
to know true evil, for I had never understood it. I had never
understood a hate strong enough for an act as repulsive as
murder to be committed. I thought that, if I could know one with
the ability to kill, I would try to see into their thoughts. I would
try to understand the patterns that allowed them to do what they
had done, and then I would know what true evil really was. Is
it a love that is too strong to continue living, where jealousy
overrules the good and therefore there is death? Or is it hate that
9
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festers until there is nothing good keeping one from the very
darkness they are seeking light from?
I spent the remainder of class trying to understand the
complex concept of guilt. The bell rang and it was time for
lunch. Matt pulled me from my seat. He was anxious to return to
our friends. I couldn’t blame him. After the thoughts that I had
been entertaining for the last eighty minutes, I wanted nothing
more than to smile and laugh with my friends.
“Did you want to go to the party this weekend down by
the river?” Matt asked, bumping my shoulder with a shy
question.
“Uh, I don’t know.” I scrunched my nose in disgust. Partying
had never been my thing.
“Come on, Lexie,” Matt urged. “You have only come to like
three parties all year.”
“That’s because I don’t enjoy them, Matt.” I squinted, staring
up into his face.
“I really want you to be there for this one.” Matt continued,
pleading with his big brown eyes.
I felt my heart melt as I stared into his wide, brown puppy
eyes. He did this every time he wanted me to attend a party with
him. I folded my arms across my chest. “Fine,” I gave in. “I’ll
go to the party.” I shrugged, walking ahead of him to where our
group sat around the cafeteria table we had claimed as our own
from the beginning of the year.
“Lexie, wait up.” Matt called out as he jogged after me.
I felt myself sigh heavily when he pulled my hand into his.
“Matt, all I want to do is eat my lunch and hang out with my
friends. I don’t want to talk about this party.” My hand wiped
across my forehead. “I’m sorry,” I added when his wide brown
eyes became larger.
I felt low. I felt as though I had dismissed something that
was important to him when he had attended every single dance
recital that I’d had. Could the parties be as important to him as
dance was to me?
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“Lex, babe,” Matt sighed, taking my hands into his. “We don’t
have to go to the party. We can stay in and hang out at your place.”
“No. I want to go.” I shook my head and shoved myself into
his sturdy, warm arms.
“Do you really?” Matt asked seriously, looking down into
my face.
“Yes, I really do.” I nodded.
“Thank you, Lex,” he mumbled into my ear. “Let’s go get
some food.”
I allowed Matt to tug me to the cafeteria line, where I chose a
fruit platter for my lunch. It consisted of cantaloupe, watermelon,
honeydew, and strawberries. Matt ordered a poutine, a greasy
heap of fries, gravy and melted cheese; delicious but deadly. It
was typical, but I didn’t harp on his choice of food. If he wanted
to destroy his internal organs, it was his deal.
Matt paid for both our meals at the end of the line. I watched
the lunch lady smile sweetly at us. Matt’s hand lay on my waist.
I was snuggled into his side. People tended to say that we
had a way of displaying our affection without making others
uncomfortable, as most teenagers do. It was a fact that I took
pride in. I was not one of those teenagers who found enjoyment
in shocking my elders. There was never pride in displaying
sexual interest for another to the world.
“Thanks, Matt,” I said softly, pulling my fruit from the
counter where it sat beside the lunch lady.
“Course, babe,” Matt replied.
I walked from the lunch line with Matt on my heels. I could
hear him chatting another boy’s ear off as we walked back to the
lunch table where our friends sat.
I slipped in beside Amy, bumping her shoulder with my own
as I sat. “Hey.” I greeted. “How did you do on your social test?”
I asked with little interest.
Amy rolled her eyes and I took that as her answer.
“So, has Matt asked you about the party this weekend?”
Amy asked, ignoring my question.
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It was my turn to roll my eyes. “Yes, he asked me and yes, I’m
going to come.” I popped a piece of cantaloupe into my mouth.
Amy squealed loudly. I jumped, glared at her, and chewed
exaggeratedly on the cantaloupe. I understood that I was a bit of
a prude, but I was not the drink-your-face-off type. I knew that
by going to the party I would be entering into an underage drinkfest. It was not my scene. I preferred to stay at home, watching
movies and eating popcorn.
“I am so happy that you are coming,” Amy exclaimed before
jumping up from the table and running to where Matt stood,
eating his poutine and conversing with the other football players
on his team.
“Thank you, thank you, and thank you,” Amy squealed as
she jumped into Matt’s confused arms.
I almost laughed as I watched him focus his attention on
keeping the poutine from splattering onto the floor. I shook
my head and focused on my fruit. I could hear Amy and Matt
conversing about how their plans had been a success, not that I
knew what they were talking about.
The bell rang, ending the lunch hour. I shoved the last bit of
honeydew into my mouth and stood up from the table. I began
a steady pace to the locker that stood by my biology class to
exchange my English books for math and chemistry. I was alone
in my math class; no Matt. I found that I preferred not having a
partner to talk my ear off while I was in math. Numbers were not
my strong suit and I had to work hard in this class to keep my
grades high enough for the scholarships that I hoped to receive.
Math class flew by and I found myself in chemistry before
I knew it. Amy was my partner in chemistry. I was already in
my chair, my books open and ready when Amy walked into the
classroom, her heeled leather boots clicking loudly on the tiled
floor.
“Hey, girl,” Amy greeted me. “What do you think you’re
going to wear to the party on Saturday?” she asked, pulling a
nail file from her handbag.
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“Uh, I don’t know.” I replied without commitment. “I hadn’t
thought about it,” I admitted, my cheeks flaming red as I thought
of our differences.
“Well, I will come to your place and we will get dressed
together,” she shrugged, continuing to file down her already
perfect nails.
“Sure.”
“Ah hum,” Mr. Marshal coughed loudly into his hand, trying
to gain the attention of the class. “If you would please halt your
conversations for the remainder of my class . . .”
I drowned out the rest of his request.
The class immediately became quiet. Amy sighed beside me
as she hunched down in her seat. I ignored her lack of enthusiasm,
focusing my own attention on the lesson Mr. Marshal was
teaching.
I copied the notes Mr. Marshal wrote on the whiteboard,
ignoring the clicking sound of Amy’s cell phone buttons as she
texted beside me. The class flew by almost too fast. The bell that
announced the end of the school day rang loudly. It was again
accompanied by the sound of metal chair legs dragging against
the floors of the classroom.
“Please do the reading,” Mr. Marshal called.
I walked from class with Amy by my side. She was talking
about possible outfits that we could wear to the party by the river
this weekend. It was supposed to be a spring party, but I knew
that anything was an excuse to party for the kids in my high
school. I shook my head as I walked beside her, nodding when
appropriate.
“Are you even listening to me?” Amy demanded, hands on
her hips, when I had not given any other indication that I had
been listening to her, aside from the occasional nod of my head.
“Yes, I am listening,” I breathed my response, but forgot
about our conversation as I caught sight of Matt shoving his
books into his locker, determined not to take homework home
with him.
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I took off running toward Matt, who stopped fighting with
his books to take me into his arms. “Off to dance?” he asked, his
voice low in my ear.
I nodded. “Yes.”
“I will come over tonight,” he promised before he let me go,
parting ways for the next five or six hours with a brief kiss.
“Promise you’ll come?” I asked, walking backward through
the hall so I could continue to stare into his big brown eyes.
“I promise, babe,” Matt said with a nod, turning his attention
back to the books that were falling from the top of his locker.
I laughed, moving beside Amy, who carried her dance bag
over her shoulder, the books that she surely wouldn’t open
hugged against her chest. The warm spring air brushed against
my face as I walked from the school with Amy by my side.
Amy and I changed into our dance clothing, spandex pants
and a spandex tank top, in the change room that was overfilled
with other girls who danced in the studio.
“So, I think I’m into Jared,” Amy admitted loudly enough
for every other girl in the change room to hear.
I glanced up at her. “Oh, Matt’s friend?”
“Yeah,” Amy giggled. “I was with him the night my dad took
my car away.”
“Amy!” I watched as a girl at the far end of the room glared
at us. She just happened to be Jared’s ex-girlfriend. I groaned.
“Did you do anything with him?”
“No.” Amy shoved her fist into my shoulder. “Who do you
think I am?”
“I was just asking.” I shrugged under the uncomfortable
glare of Jared’s ex, Marie.
“Well, I actually like him, Lex.” Amy pulled her hair up into
a tight ponytail. “And that means I have to take it slow, or he
won’t respect me the way that I want him to.”
I shook my head. Amy had a way with the boys. She was
beautiful, stunning, with gold blond hair and baby blue eyes.
She was also blessed with a sugary voice that tempted all the
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boys she set her sights on. I closed my eyes, sitting down on the
bench that ran along the length of the dressing room. I ran my
hands through my hair, pulling the thick, dark mess of curls into
a loose bun.
“Amy . . .” I held my breath and the words in my throat,
waiting for Marie to exit the dressing room. “Try to consider
Marie’s feelings.”
Amy’s blue eyes widened, her lips pursed tightly. “Why
would I do that?” Her hands gripped her hips. “She dumped him,
remember?”
“I know, but it doesn’t mean that she no longer loves him,” I
said, my tone barbed.
I watched Amy lift her chin in defiance, grinning wickedly.
“I know, but that doesn’t mean that I have to put her heart before
my own.”
My breath rushed from my body in one disappointed gasp
and my hand flopped against the hard expanse of my forehead. I
glared at Amy. “You’re impossible.”
I stood from my seat on the bench, threw my bag into a
deserted corner of the dressing room, and walked out the door,
leaving Amy alone to call my name behind me.
I marched into the studio, catching sight of myself in the
mirrors that claimed the entire far wall. I admired my tiny
figure, thick, curly, dark hair, green eyes, and symmetrical bone
structure.
“Lex, what’s your problem?” Amy demanded, hands on her
hips, eyes squinted in such a way that I could see the wrinkles
that would litter her face in thirty years.
“I do not have a problem, Amy,” I hissed. “You are the one
determined to break Marie’s heart, but I am not going to stop
you.” I lifted my hands in surrender.
Amy huffed a sigh. The music had begun and our argument
would have to be put on hold for the next hour. It was time to
dance. Dancing was like therapy. My body bent, twisted, and
stretched in every which way, releasing the positive hormones
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that allowed me to breathe. I forgot all the stresses of the day and
was able to smile with ease.
My body moved thoughtlessly through the routine, ball
changing, pivot steps, and shimmies. My mind cleared of
everything aside from the dance routine I practiced before the
mirror. I watched my every step, the bending of my body, the
emotion and uninterrupted concentration on my face.
I could hear the heavy breathing of the girls around me,
the pounding of their feet on the glossy hardwood floor, the
whooshing of the air as their hands and arms moved away from
their body in fast, graceful movements. It was exhilarating.
I danced for the next hour, sweat escaping from my pores
and stress pouring from my body.
I felt energized, fresh, as I walked through the parking
lot of the dance studio to my car, with Amy chatting about
Jared and clothing by my side. Not that the two made sense
together, but that was Amy. The only things important enough
to claim her thoughts were boys and clothes. I smiled,
throwing my dance bag into my trunk beside my math and
chemistry textbooks before I plopped myself into the driver’s
seat of my car.
Amy threw herself down in the passenger seat beside me and
groaned. “I do not want to go home.”
“Let’s go to the diner for coffee,” I proposed, sighing.
“I don’t know if my dad will let me. He has already said
that if I don’t come right home after dance I will lose my car for
another week.”
I shifted my car into first gear and eased my foot onto the
gas pedal.
“Call him and ask.” I turned away from Amy’s house.
I wanted to go to the diner and I knew that Amy’s dad would
never say that she couldn’t go to the diner if I was the one who
accompanied her there.
I chewed the inside of my lip, listening to Amy’s acrylic
nails click as she pressed the buttons on her Blackberry.
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“Hey, Dad,” I allowed Amy’s conversation with her father to
drown out as I drove the familiar roads to the diner. I was excited
to see my mother. Karen had worked at the diner ever since I
could remember. The owner, Luke, allowed me to eat for free.
Therefore, I saw no reason not to visit.
Amy dropped her cell phone onto her lap. “He said yes!” she
squealed, delight filling her voice.
I hadn’t a doubt that he would say yes. The instant her father
found that I was involved in any activity, he never said that she
couldn’t attend. I knew he hoped that my attitude toward school
would rub off on Amy. I also knew that it never would. Amy
loathed school and I wasn’t brilliant enough to change that small
fact about her. Not that I ever wanted to try. Amy was who she
was and there was nothing anyone could do about it.
I pulled up to the diner and shifted the car into neutral before
pulling the emergency break up and opening the door of the car.
Amy and I sat at the diner’s counter, waiting patiently for
Karen to finish serving her current customers their coffee and
dinner. Karen flashed a welcoming smile at me from the other
side of the counter, wiping her wet hands on the white apron
that hung from her waist. I smiled at her before focusing my
attention on Amy.
“So, about the party this weekend.”
Amy giggled in anticipation.
“Why did you want me to go?”
“I knew you would catch on.” She bit the side of her lip.
“I am going with Jared, you know Matt’s best friend, and Matt
didn’t want to go alone . . . so we thought a double date would
solve the problem.”
“I see. You didn’t think that you could just ask me to go on
a double date with you?” I asked, playing with a single strand of
curls that had fallen from my loose bun.
“Well, no.” Amy shook her head. “You hate parties, so
I thought it would work better if Matt was to guilt you into
coming.”
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At least she was honest, I thought, reaching out for a pack
of sugar from the bowl to play with as Amy giggled over a text;
from Jared, I assumed.
“Hello, ladies,” Karen greeted, planting her elbows on the
counter. “What are we having tonight?”
“I just want a coffee. Thanks, Mom.”
“I will have a coffee, too.” Amy tore her attention from her
phone for a quick second to answer my mother, who shook her
head and smiled at Amy, who was like a second daughter to her.
“Two coffees coming right up,” Karen declared as she turned
her back to us, pouring our coffee into thick white mugs.
Karen slid our mugs across the counter. “I have to work late
tonight, Lexie.” She peeked at me from beneath her eyelashes.
“I’m sorry, babe. Tammy called in sick and I could use the extra
cash.” She shrugged sheepishly.
“It’s all right, Mom,” I said, trying to keep the disappointment
from my voice. “I am just going to study, anyway.”
The diner doorbell rang, echoing through the diner. Karen’s
eyes swayed to the new customers. “I will see you in the morning,
babe.” She walked away from me, focusing her excellent serving
skills on the new customer who stood at the end of the counter.
I looked down into my coffee cup. I couldn’t help thinking
about my mother and her unwavering dedication to her work. It
was a bother at times, but I knew she spoke the truth when she
said we needed the money.
I felt my eyes lift from the steaming coffee in my cup almost
involuntarily, and there at the end of the counter stood the most
striking boy I had ever seen.
My breath caught in my throat. My eyes widened. I could
not breath, think, or move. He was tall and his shoulders were
broad. I knew with certainty that beneath his black leather jacket
and black shirt lay defined muscles and perfectly smooth skin.
I felt myself coach my mind into breathing, but I couldn’t
succeed in tearing my eyes away from his undeniably, beautifully,
hypnotic stature. I felt as though I were staring at someone who
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belonged on another planet, a cover of a fashion magazine, a
dark warrior from another time. His bone structure was strong
and defined. His eyes, black as coal, were staring directly at me.
I took in every aspect of his face, the dark brush of purple-red
that colored the delicate skin around his eyes. The thick black
hair that cut jagged shapes into his pale, perfect skin. The red,
smooth lips set in an unmoving, soft smile.
I forgot about Amy, my mother, the diner, and the rest of
the customers. I forgot about the world. I had never felt so
connected to anything, and yet at the same time, so frightened.
He was like no human being I had ever seen. His raw power was
frightening, admirable, and spellbinding. I felt my mouth begin
to form words; I wanted to speak to him.
I was about to speak to him but the moment I finally found
my courage, my ability to form thoughts into words, the boy
shook his head. One sharp shake. He slid the money across the
counter for the coffee that he had not touched.
I blinked. He was gone.
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