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Black Satin
“Gargoyles!! Yep! This book has Gargoyles! I've not read any books really with Gargoyles, so this was a very special treat. This book will have you going through time and space, and it does get a bit steampunk in certain areas”
—Liz Fictional Candy
“This book takes us to the next level. There is a lot more danger, more heartache, romance, and we get to see some more really cool places like The Land of Naught...I really enjoyed this book. In fact I liked it more than the first and can see my love for this series growing with each book.”
—Amy Fournier Book Loving Mom
“Rae Hachton writes in a lovely, flowing style that paints pictures in your head of the events happening in the story. She has a lovely Gothic flare that stands out among today's young adult paranormal writers.”
—Jennifer Waiting on Sunday to Drown
“I LOVE THIS SERIES!!! It is young, it is fresh, it is different. This is beyond vampires, beyond Buffy the Vampire Slayer, etc. The background of these characters will make it easy for any readers to relate to them. It is not about the monsters, but the situations that they are put through. It is that special, knowing that there is finally a series that I can relate my teenage self with.” —Lacey Homfeld My Book Blog
“Just like the first book in this series, 'Black Satin' is an enchanting story about a love that transcends everything - including time and death. I very highly recommend this series!” —Stephanie Ward A Dream within a Dream
The
Pretty in Black Quartet
A Quartet is composed of a set of 4. In a Quartet, each instrument is different, thus, when joined together, each creates a beautiful piece from its separate parts.
Each book in the Pretty in Black series is one part of that Quartet.
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Black Satin (Pretty in Black #2)
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In Memory of the Cemetery Apparitions, March 2011: This story is for the both of you. Hope you are living your Happy Ever-After together.
He leaned me back, his hand entwined in mine, his other arm beneath my back. His long dark hair brushed against my skin like satin, as he pressed his ruby lips to my neck. My breathing was erratic, my pulse raced. “Are you ready for forever?”
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A dream—was it all a dream?
Marcus laid next to me on the stone beneath the tree. I peered in to the glittering sky of the autumn evening. The dying sun flared through the trees of the cemetery, creating shadows in the shade—silhouetted reflections of graves and branches. I held his hand. Exhaling a breath of joy, I turned my head to look at him. His eyes were closed. He inhaled, exhaled—calmly, evenly, a bright smile upon his face. His eyes then fluttered open as he turned his head to gaze into my eyes, holding me spellbound there. Autumn leaves rustled in the trees above. A few cascaded through the air, fluttering down upon us, tickling our skin. This was eternity. Us, lying here, his gaze making love to mine. His hand, entwined with mine. He raised himself from the stone, never breaking eye contact with me. Hovering above me, he brushed strands of my hair back from my forehead, then abruptly stood, extended his hand to help me from the ground. I stood up, about to ask him where we were going when a large clock struck the hour. It sounded like it was directly behind me. I turned around to see where it was coming from. But nothing was there. When I spun back around, Marcus Marble was gone.
He had disappeared. I looked across the cemetery. The black iron gate stood tall and erect, but there was no trace of him. Panic surged through my veins. I turned every angle, trying to see if he'd sauntered off. He wasn't there. He wasn't anywhere.
Day bled suddenly to night. Darkness splashed across the sky, enshadowing the cemetery. A shiver prickled my skin. Elongated figures stretched out, enveloping me. From the corner of my eye, I caught a flickering shadow. Before I realized it, I found myself running through the woods, running away from something or someone....No. I was running after someone. I was running to catch up with Marcus who raced through the woods, faster than I. And then I stopped running.
Light glinted off a reflective surface. As I drew closer, the envisage startled me. It was my own image in the mirror. I gazed at myself. In the reflection, I wore an antique white ballgown, adorned with intricate lace and suited for an elaborate Victorian dance. Absorbed by the reflection, I involuntarily reached out to touch the surface, but instead of my hand meeting cold glass, the mirror rippled, like water, and my hand shot through to the other side. I jerked my hand back and jumped.
When the waves in the mirror settled, the mirror sparkled, the image transfiguring. I glanced again to see Marcus gazing back at me.
“Marcus?”
His hand reached through the mirror to touch mine. He lifted it, and I obliged, traveling with him through the mirror. Once on the other side, he still held my hand as he guided me through the maze of dancing people who wore masquerade masks. The music was loud. From somewhere above a burst of magic unleashed gold glitter, showering us in shimmering royalty dust. He pulled me to him and we waltzed across the dance floor. I felt happy. I felt peace. My feet moved in perfect rhythm as though I somehow knew the dance. I was so enraptured, that I didn't notice when the music began to fade. At first I thought the reason the music dimmed was because I'd drifted away into the swaying, but the music withered, the bright sounds decaying into silence. My eyes moved from Marcus to the dancing masquerade around us. As we moved swiftly, as he turned me and we spun, gliding across the dance floor, the colors of the room blurred into golden light. All but one unmistakable color. Wisps of black clouds engulfed the dancing crowd, and one by one, people vanished. They promenaded in one moment, and in the next turn they dissolved into the dark mist, their smiles and laughter following them, leaving only a faint echo behind.
“Marcus, what's happening?” I tried to ask, but my voice would not make a sound. I spoke, but nothing was audible. He couldn't hear me, I couldn't hear me. Lastly, his hand dropped from mine, and he, too, disappeared.
The walls around me deliquesced, flooding the room in white. White splashed everything, until the entire room I stood in was covered in white. I gravitated. Clocks hung from every wall in this gigantic room. The only other color besides white, was the black Roman numerals on all the clocks.
Some clocks were entirely too large, and some were entirely too small, all different sizes. The hands on the clocks moved at different speeds. Time ticked slowly on some of the clocks, while the time on the other ones accelerated in warp speed, while others didn't move at all. One clock spun counterclockwise, counting time in reverse.
My pulse drummed in my ears. My heartbeat raced at the tick- tick- tick, and the rapid spinning of the clocks. The sound amplified.
A spiraling staircase twisted endlessly down into some dark void, and I was standing on it. My gaze drifted downward. Glancing at the steps, the staircase morphed into a pirouetting clock that moved beneath me, swiveling down into that void. Roman numerals appeared on every step. I had to escape this room. The only way to get out was to run. I ran down the steps in haste as it turned and twisted down into the room, making me dizzy. No matter how many steps I descended, there were always more stairs to take. It was never-ending, as though I only stood on one step that continued to rotate, like I was standing on top of an optical illusion. I was near tears, but then, only ten steps away, stood Marcus. Only ten more steps stood in my way of being with him. He smiled up at me. I was sure I could run fast enough to descend ten more steps.
But before I could run toward him, the window in the skylight above me broke open and in flew a mechanical raven, made of brass and gears. It cawed, a machine-like caw. It didn't sound real, it sounded digitized or made from a metal piece scratching against another integral metallic part of this raven.
It flew toward me and perched itself on the banister of the staircase and cawed twice more, a sound that sent shivers through my bloodstream. I looked back at Marcus, who was still smiling.
Time was irrelevant and unmoving, I just had to reach him. I was terrified of not being with him. I rushed after him. I finally made it to the bottom of the last step. I flew in to him and wrapped my arms around him in a death-grip, never letting go.
“Marcus,” I breathed. “Don't let me go.”
He was unresponsive. I waited for his arms to close around me, for him to hold me like I held him. When that didn't happen I inched back and peered at him. My breath hitched. He held a blank stare. His eyes were colorless and apathetic toward my need to have him, and that's when I realized it. Marcus was a machine too, made from gears and bolts and random metal scrap pieces, his eyes were buttons. He was anthropomorphic. He wasn't real. He wasn't my Marcus at all!
Time retrograded.
A large pendulum swung back and forth across the room, the sound of the tolling grew louder and louder. A towering grandfather clock overshadowed me. At the last strike of the hour, I covered my ears and screamed to wake up.
With Marcus gone, and no guarantee I'd ever see him again, I had to find a way to move on.
If everything that I'd wanted with him ceased to be, I'd have nothing left. The last thread of my world would snap—I'd fall into a void, and no one would be able to pull me out.
The world lost its color. Things I used to do before, like skip class, and rebel against authority, those things had no meaning to me.
I lay awake in the middle of the night, after waking from horrifying dreams, my eyes still heavy with sleep, but unable to, I'd dress for school, gather my books, and leave the house at 6 am every morning, just so I could stroll past the cemetery, hoping to catch a glimpse of him, just one reminder that he had been real. That something had been real. Anything.
But the world was asleep. The wind tumbled the dead leaves over tombstones cold and forgotten. I clasped my fingers around the cold black metal bars of the cemetery gate, and stared in to the world of the ever-after.
Dying would be normal for me, and one day, I'd be buried beneath a stone, and nothing would matter anymore. It'd be ordinary, like life.
And that terrified me, endlessly.
Sometimes, I thought I saw him. In my room, or hiding behind the tree outside the classroom window, or frolicking in the cemetery, lonely and sad without me, and in my visions, I'd run to him and everything would be okay again.
But since that wasn't happening, I had to make things okay again. I had to make me okay again, without him.
I had to fight like hell just to breathe an hour longer. And I kept fighting, because the fight, the pain, the heartbreak, let me know that I'd had him once, that it wasn't a hallucination, or a dream. It—he—had been real.
I had my sister Darcy back, after all, this is what I'd wished for. The last time I'd seen Marcus, he'd grabbed my hand and told me to make a wish. I had wished for my sister and my family. I hadn't wished for an ever-after with him. He'd given me exactly what I'd wished for, because he wanted me to be happy, that's what he wanted more than anything. For my happiness, he'd sacrifice himself, and he had, because being with him put me in danger.
But I didn't understand why he'd give up this way, I could fight to be with him. I would fight, I was fighting, and hoping, I'd see him one more time. There were so many questions I wanted to ask. But mostly, I wanted to wrap my arms around him and never let go.
The cemetery was inviting, it was peaceful, and I wanted to just lay among the dead, never rise again, but instead of pushing open that gate, I took a deep breath, pried my fingers away. In a daze, my feet carried me to school.
The hallways were full of laughter and movement, but to me, all of the sounds ran together. I tuned them out until all I heard was a soft mumble surround me, so low, I could barely hear it.
I slid in to my desk in homeroom, the first one there. I opened my journal to the picture of Marcus and me at the Halloween dance. I didn't want to forget him, or what it felt like to be with him. I had to make myself remember. I held onto his smile, the feel of his hand in mine—masculine and strong, his arms holding me to him. His scent, dark and rich, like cinnamon on Christmas. His eyes and the way the fringe of his dark lashes laced his green irises.
This was mid-November. Marcus had been gone for almost a month.
I looked to the doorway. Declan paused there. He glared at me, like he wished he could make me disappear with his mind. He flew past my desk, and sat in the very back of the room with Madison.
I had moved to the front row. I didn't want to think about how he'd betrayed me. I didn't want to see him with Madison. It was too painful, and I was already spiraling.
I could hear them whisper and giggle, just because I wanted to avoid it so badly. I was almost sure they were laughing at me. This was senior year, and all I wanted to focus on was graduating. Everyone else was concerned with the last game of the season, cheerleading nationals, or prom. Not me. I just wanted out of here.
I drifted away, becoming lost in another world. When the bell rang, signaling it was time to change classes, I realized I'd written Marcus's name a thousand times, all over the page as though that simple act would somehow summon his back from wherever he was.
I gathered my books, ready to leave class, but when I stood, Madison sashayed past me, knocking me back down into my seat. She laughed, not bothering to glance back.
After she disappeared from view, I stood, and walked to my next class, but the bell had already rang, so I ran the rest of the way, entering a crowded room, but no one looked up at me—it was almost as if I weren't even there.
I hurried to the back of the room, to my seat, but that's when I stumbled to a halt, not because a guy was in my seat, but his enigmatic eyes gazed at me. He caught me in his vision. Everyone else who'd looked at me, I'd only been another face to them. But the way this guy stared at me made my blood warm. He wasn't just looking, he was seeing. He saw me.
We didn't pull our eyes away from each other, not even when I said, “You're in my seat.”
He kept gazing. A smirk creased across his face. “What's so special about it?”
I wanted him to move, I was already having a hard time.
“Could you just move, please?”
Unlike most jerks, he stood up, returning my seat. I realized he was really tall. He gazed down at me, and I noticed his eye color, hazel. His hair was hazel too. He wore a black leather jacket, a red shirt underneath, black jeans, and boots. It also registered that I'd never seen him before either. He wasn't a guy that went to this school. He slid around me. I sat down in my desk, but that's when he hopped up onto it, sitting down with his back facing me. I shoved him.
“Quit,” he said.
“I'm not going to be able to see.”
He spun his body around, legs dangling off the edge of the desk, back against the wall, and turned his head to face me, giving me a full length view of his body. “Better?”
“I meant, I wasn't going to be able to see the board.”
“Well, now you can see both.” He smiled.
“Seriously?” I pretended not to be amused. “Your legs are in my way. How am I going to take notes?”
“Here, I'll take them for you.” He snatched my notebook out of my possession. “At your service, princess.”
Princess? Did he just call me princess?
“I think not,” I said. I reached to snatch it back, but it was too late. He already had my notebook flipped open.
“What is Marcus? Is this what they were teaching last class?”
I managed to snatch the notebook out of his nosy hands. I closed it, glaring at him.
His smile faded, and he asked, “Did I do something wrong?”
I relaxed, and told him, “No, it's not you, it's just that people aren't nice to me here.”
“Bummer.”
Just then the teacher sauntered into the classroom and said, “Off the desk....Mr—?”
“Wagner,” the guy on my desk responded. “I'm new here.”
The teacher looked at the roll sheet. “Yes. Walter Rose Wagner.”
“I'm sitting on the desk, because your classroom doesn't have enough seats.”
“Oh. Well, I will get a desk for you, but until I do, please get off of Miss Piper's desk. She already has enough distractions. Welcome to English Literature, Mr. Wagner.”
Walter hopped off my desk. “Where would you like me to sit, sir?”
“We're going outside to the literary garden so we can finish sharing our poems with one another. Miss Piper still has to read hers, so class, let's go.”
I sighed, gathered my things, and headed for the door, following the rest of the students outside. Walter was by my side before I realized he was there.
“So, who is it that isn't nice to you?”
“Seriously, you just got here. There's no reason for you to be concerned with me and my little insignificant life, okay?”
He rushed in front of me, placing his hand on my shoulder, to keep me from walking any farther. “Whoa, I didn't even get your name.”
“It's Eleanor, but I go by Ellie.”
“Ellie, if you look around, you could say that everything is insignificant. Even me.”
I wanted to scoff, to release myself from his grasp, but he wouldn't let me.
“Listen, would you just listen?”
I tried not to make eye contact with him, but then I did. I couldn't avoid it.
“I'm just a guy—a guy you don't know yet, and you're just a girl—a girl I don't know yet. And these people are just people whom you may know, or may not want to know. And the trees are just trees and the wind is just wind. But, really, it's all more than that. And you know it. It's easy to look at things and say it's all meaningless, but everything has a purpose. It's up to you to give these little things meaning. Some of these people are here to piss you off, make you angry, give you a hard time— but me? I'm not. So I'm asking...don't look at me as a small insignificant thing. Get to know me, and get to know yourself. You don't have to be a shadow. When I got to this school today, it was just another school with a big mass of random people, who I didn't care two cents about. I even found myself making derisive commentary in my head about this place, but then....When you walked into class today, and I saw you, you were different to me, and suddenly, it occurred to me that being here wasn't insignificant, I was brought here for a reason. So, you're not this little insignificant thing, not to me. Maybe to them, but not to me.”
He dropped his arm down by his side, letting me go. He walked backward, still looking at me, then he turned around and caught up with the rest of the class. I just stood there, feeling a change that I couldn't quite place, occur within me.
Minutes later I was in the garden, outside the school. The teacher said, “Miss Piper, I think it's your turn to read to us today, and please, no Poe.”
I took the poem I'd chosen with me to the literary rock, that was beside Mr. Mason. Really, it was just this big rock that sat in the flower garden, which lay hidden between four brick walls of the school. The students in Environmental kept the garden clean and tended to the plants. Mr. Mason liked coming out here to read certain works of Literature. When you looked upward, all you could see was sky. And below, all you saw were plants and flowers. No one knew it was here, unless they opened the door and stepped out here.
Walter sat in the back, on another large rock, with one leg pulled into him, his arms wrapped around it. He gazed at me again, while I read the poem, Mad Girl's Love Song by Sylvia Plath.
I could tell he was listening, watching, soaking it all in. He listened intently as though he'd never heard the poem in his life. As tough I were the composer of it, instead of Plath.
I didn't want to make any friends, I didn't want to speak to anyone. I wanted to remain invisible. I just wanted to get through this.
Most importantly of all, I didn't want to like him. But he stirred something awake, deep inside of me. The way he gazed at me, lit a flame. But it wasn't enough to keep me here, I wanted to take it and turn it into a roaring fire.
After we read our poems, we headed back to the classroom and Mr. Mason gave us our next assignment. On the way out of class, Paul—the weird guy who I'd first met while working at the movie theatre, pushed Walter and said, “You need to leave this school and disappear as quickly as you got here.”
Walter didn't even get angry, he just ignored him, then turned to me and said, “What's his problem?”
“I have no idea. I don't even know the guy. He just got here a month or so ago, but he's so strange.”
“Can I walk you to your next class?”
“I would say yes, but my next class is gym, since I quit cheerleading.”
“You used to be a cheerleader?”
“Mhm,” I said.
“You didn't strike me as that type of girl. Why did you quit?”
“Because I'm not that "type" of girl?”
“No, Ellie. I meant a girl who quits. I don't see you as a quitter. Some bitchy girl was mean to you, wasn't she?”
“Yeah,” I admitted. “More than that really. She slept with my boyfriend.”
“Marcus?”
I shook my head, “No. Declan. We're not together anymore.”
“So kick her ass, but don't quit cheerleading. Better yet, ignore her, she's not worth it. Neither is he. I'll see you later, okay?”
“Okay.” He headed for his next class.
I headed to gym, but Declan cornered me in the hallway, pushed me in to the janitor's closet, and pressed his palm hard against my mouth to keep me from screaming. The room smelled of pinesol, mildew, and dust. The tiny light in the room ebbed.
“I know your little secret, Ellie. You're not fooling me. Your boyfriend, Marcus, shoved me down on the train tracks. He showed me his large sharp fangs, threatened to rip me apart. I had him pinned down on the tracks. There was no way he could've gotten up, but—I started to feel weak. Before I knew it, my vision blurred. He had drained all of my energy, then he tossed me in to the woods. He moved so fast, so quickly, that he had time to do all of that, and still save you. He's a monster, a fucking monster. He's not human. Somehow, I think you know that.” He released me when he realized I wasn't fighting him.
“Well, no one's going to believe you.”
“Something strange is going on around here. Your sister Darcy, she's dead. But no one seems to remember that she died. No one but me. Marcus must have forgotten to erase my memory. Or something. People don't come back from the grave. I'm gonna find out what's going on, what he is. And I'm going to stop him.”
He opened the closet door and fled.
Everything felt surreal. Why had Declan remembered when no one else had?
I headed to gym, and asked the coach if I could just workout alone today. She approved. After changing in to my workout uniform, I went to the room that had the tumbling mats and a wall full of mirrors. I wanted to be alone for a while so I could process what was happening. I plugged my i-pod into the tape deck. Turning on the stereo, I selected my favorite work-out mix and began a set of flips and twists.
Occasionally, I'd look in to the mirror that echoed my reflection. I'd tell myself, “This isn't me. This isn't you. This isn't really you. Who are you?”
The last time I ran and flipped, anger lit my emotions afire, so I punched the mirror, shattering my image. My hand hurt a tad, but I didn't get any cuts or scratches, and I didn't bleed. From behind me, I heard a series of slow meticulous hand claps. A certain kind of fear crept up my spine, a fear that could only be elicited by the appearance of Giles. I spun around.
“Very good,” he said.
“What the hell are you doing here?” He wore that same top hat with the dirty gray trench coat.
“Ellie, it occurred to me that you have yet to fulfill your true purpose.”
I crossed my arms over my chest. “This is disappointing. Every shitty thing about my life disappears, yet you still remain.”
A sarcastic smile snuck across his creepy face. “Exactly why I like you Eleanor. You're the one with the spunk, the attitude, the energy, the fire.”
“Go away. I have things to do.”
“Tell me why he isn't dead.”
“Why who isn't dead?”
“Why haven't you driven a stake through his heart?”
“I don't know what you're talking about.”
“Oh, you do. The one you miss, your immortal and dangerous boyfriend?”
My heart rate increased causing my emotions to flare. “He isn't around here anymore. Also, he never proposed a threat to me.”
“You're fooling yourself. When he was with you, his only desire was to rip you in to pieces and drain every drop of your life force.”
My face scrunched in a mix of confused annoyance. “You're a sad, deranged old man.” I walked away from him, but Giles grabbed my arm, pulling me back.
“He's a monster! And you're in danger. He will rip you apart!”
Becoming angrier, I kicked him in the groin, which brought him to his knees. Then I twisted his arm behind his back, putting him in a choke hold with my other arm. “Last warning, fucker. Get lost. And don't try throwing any knives or daggers at my head, okay? Seriously not in the mood for it.” Then I released him. He struggled to catch his breath.
“You...need...to come...with me, so I can explain it all to you, and to the others.”
“Whoa, there's more who believe your psycho bullshit? Now I'm interested. This I'd love to see.”
“Meet me outside the school. My car's out front.”
“Um, I think not? I'm not leaving campus in a car with some creepy old man. How dumb do you think I am? Give me an address of where I should meet you, tell me what building. I'll drive myself there. I'll also make sure I let several people know my whereabouts, just in case.”
I couldn't believe I was about to listen to him again, although, why had I listened to him in the first place? Nothing in my life had made sense then, and it wasn't becoming any more clear now. It couldn't hurt to check out his theories, and maybe, just maybe, I would see Marcus again. The old man might really be a psycho, who'd kidnapped Marcus and chained him up in a basement somewhere for all I knew.
He handed me a business card with his name on it. Giles Mason Gertrude?
It also listed the address.
“Wow. Trying to be a somewhat legitimate psycho, I see. Got biz cards and everything. What sort of business you into? Kidnapping? Murder? Pedophilia?”
“We don't give our information to just anyone.”
“Oh gee, thanks. Just what you presume to be your naïve female high school victims, hmm? I'm honored that I'm the “chosen one” honestly, but sorry, I don't fit your criteria. I think I'll just report you to the police, along with this mysterious and conspicuous address. I also intend to report your voyeurism into the Girl's Locker-room and Gym.”
“Do as you wish, Eleanor.”
“Quit calling me by my first name. We're not exactly friends. It's getting a little creepy.”
“You know where to find me,” he said, glancing at the card in my hand, then back up at me. Then he disappeared.
Just then I heard a loud commotion coming from outside the gym, from the parking lot. I had no idea what was going on, but I heard a lot of yelling, screaming, and cheering. I swung the door open, stepping outside.
“What's going on?” I asked the girl next to me.
She smiled. “The new guy is driving Declan's car around the parking lot, pissing him off.”
I looked out across the parking lot. Walter drove Declan's 1969 Chevrolet Camero around, breaking every few seconds, teasing him, tempting him. He smiled from behind the wheel.
Declan flamed. He dropped his book bag, about to rush over to Walter, but Madison pulled him back.
“Don't go over there, he might run you over!”
Good I thought.
“He stole his keys out of his bag, during gym,” the girl laughed.
I crossed my arms over my chest, and watched in amusement. Walter revved the engine.
“Who the fuck has my car?” A crowd gathered to watch. They cheered Walter on, making Declan more angry. “I'm going to kick his ass!” Declan exclaimed.
Walter parked the car, turned off the engine, and climbed out. All the girls went wild.
“Oh my God, he's so gorgeous,' the girl standing next to me said. I didn't take my eyes off him.
Walter did something extremely daring. He walked directly over to Declan, dangling his keys in front of him, with a smirk on his face. “These belong to you?”
Declan's face was mad red. He balled his fist, ready to hit Walter in the face, but when he went to punch him, Walter sidestepped him, then tripped him with his foot. Declan hit the pavement. Walter pinned Declan down with his foot on the back of his neck. Declan didn't move. The crowd yelled and whistled.
“You going to calm down?” Declan submitted. Walter loosened his grip, and tossed his keys to the ground beside him. “Have a nice day, dickhead,” Walter said to him.
I didn't understand. Had Declan did something to Walter to make him mad? I mean, Walter just got here. How could Declan be his enemy? What had happened?
Walter walked away, eyes following him. He slid past the crowd, causing the girls to smile. He walked past me, but paused to look right at me, the way he had this morning, like I was the only other person there, then he disappeared back into the school.
“Did you see how he looked at you?” I almost didn't hear her question, because I was still staring after Walter, wondering why he did what he had. She broke the spell. I turned to her. “I'd love for a guy to look at me like that, I'd jump his bones,” she smiled.
“Do you know why he just did that?” I asked her.
“No clue,” she said. “But Declan's an asshole. Look how he treated you.”
God, did everyone know?
She saw my expression fade to sadness and hurt and she said, “Oh my God, I'm sorry, I shouldn't have said that.”
“It's all right,” I said.
“I'm Alexandra, people call me Alex.”
It was strange how she introduced herself, but I also felt bad over it, considering she had gone to this school just about as long as I had. I hadn't bothered to befriend her or anyone outside of Madison's crew, but look where that had gotten me. I guess I deserved to be alone.
I smiled. “I'm Eleanor, people call me Ellie.”
“I know,” she smiled again. “We have Calculus together. I think Madison's a bitch, too. See you in class.”
When I did get to Calculus class, Madison, who still sat behind me, made a snide comment.
“What, is Walter your new boyfriend now? What he did to Declan wasn't funny.”
“I think it was, and so do a lot of people.”
“Where's Marcus?”
“Fuck off Madison.”
“You know, Declan tells me he's monster. Is that what you prefer these days? Marcus the Monster?”
I ignored her.
“Declan tells me a lot of things. Like how your sister Darcy died. How are you getting away with this, Eleanor? Do you think people aren't going to eventually remember?”
“I don't know what you're talking about, Madison. You sound sick.”
“I hope she dies again. In fact I hope all of you die, including both your boyfriends.”
The fire underneath my skin boiled. I couldn't control myself any longer. I flew up out of my seat and smacked that bitch across the face as hard as I could. She rose out of her seat and attacked me. I tackled her to the ground, punching her. I wasn't into that hair pulling bullshit. I heard some guy yell Girl fight! I punched her so hard that I made her nose bleed. The teacher had to pull me off her.
“Eleanor Piper, go to the principal's office now!”
I smiled right at Madison. “Bitch,” I said. I looked up long enough to see Alex laughing.
I gathered my things and headed to the principal's office. It wasn't like I hadn't been before. When I got there, and sat down, I realized that Walter was sitting there, too.
He smiled when he saw me. “What are you doing here?”
“I punched Madison in the face until her nose bled,” I told him. “And I know why you're here.”
“Yeah, you saw didn't you?”
“Why did you do it?”
I didn't have time to get an answer, because the principal came over. “Eleanor Elizabeth Piper, it's you again. What did you do this time?”
“I hit Madison, so let's get this over with. Tell me what the punishment is going to be.”
“I wouldn't get rude with me, young lady. This is your third strike. You've skipped class, hit a student, stripped your cheer uniform off, down to your underwear during the homecoming game, not to mention several absences along with a line of other problems you've caused.”
Walter sat up, alert in his seat, smirking at all the things I had already done.
The principal turned to him, “You think this is funny, Mr. Wagner? This is your first day here, so tell me, why did you take Declan's car for a spin, then try to start a fight with him?”
“Well, you see, you have a lot of assholes who go to this school, so that's my answer.”
“You trying to be cute, Mr. Wagner?”
“I don't think I'm all that bad,” he smirked.
“I'm putting you both in in-school suspension for the next week.”
“Okay, so that's not a punishment. I won't have to look at them so you're actually doing me a favor.”
The principal narrowed his eyes at Walter. Lowering his face level with his, he said, “Don't tempt me Mr. Wagner, I will make your experience at this school a living hell.”
Walter's jaw tightened, his expression changing from amusement to a dare. He was pissed. He jumped out of his seat, glaring at the principal. On the way out of the office, he kicked the trash can, denting it.
“Is he the kind of company you want to keep around, Eleanor?”
“I've thought about it, and maybe,” I said.
“I'm tired of wasting my time on kids like you, I'm too old for this. You'll graduate this year and I won't have to deal with you anymore. Get out of here.”
I grabbed my bag, declaring the school day over for me. I exited the school on the west-side of the building, which faced the lonely road that trailed down beside the woods. The roof of the building enshadowed me. The sky was bright, and the woods were inviting.
It took me only five seconds to think about it, before I dashed across the field, off the school campus, submerging myself in the land of trees and leaves. The sun flared through the branches. I gazed up at the trees, searching for him, the familiar White Raven. He had to be here.
“I know you're here,” I told him. “You have to be. You didn't just leave me like this.” I spun around in a circle. You have to tell me what you did. I need answers, Marcus. You can't just bolt like that. My life can't be like this.” I walked farther in to the woods. “Are you there?”
I was greeted by nothing more than a slight breeze, which made me shiver. I sighed, then I heard footsteps, followed by an eerie voice.
“He's not here, but I am...”
I froze in place, slowly turning around. I nearly panicked at what, and who I saw, standing before me. My body quivered. Paul, the new guy who'd enrolled at school just a few weeks back, was covered in blood, his mouth, open wide, smiling at me. Sharp fangs red, he bit into a girl's flesh, who'd already been drained of blood, ripped her body apart, then tossed her remains aside. I wanted to scream, I wanted to run. But I couldn't move. The ripper dashed forward, towards me.
I was in shock, frozen, unable to respond. He was only five feet away now, when all of a sudden he burst into a black crow and flew over me. I exhaled the breath I'd been holding, then I felt my skin prickle. He transformed back into his human body. He stood directly behind me, his breath on my neck. He gathered my hair, pulling it aside.
He placed his mouth to my ear. “I'm not done with you, Eleanor. I'm just getting started. Oh, how I desire to kill you so violently, and quickly, but that would be no fun.”
I tried to breathe as slowly and evenly as I could, provided that I was caught in the woods with a vicious monster who wanted to rip me in two. “Sounds challenging,” I said. “It'd be so very easy to just kill me now, while I'm in your reach.”
He yanked my hair, pulling me back. “You think you're tough, don't you. I could tear you apart right now, and show you that there's no one here who can save you, but of course, you already know this. You're lucky, because my thirst has already been quenched. There's no room for you.” He pulled my hair harder this time, causing me pain, but I refused to squeal. It'd give him too much pleasure. “I want you to try and fight me.” He yanked my hair a third time. “I want you to try and stop me. And when you do, I'm going to kill you ruthlessly, along with anyone who tries to stop me. That goes for your little boyfriend, too.”
Was he talking about Marcus?
After viciously threatening me, he let me go. He transformed back into a bird, and flew out of sight. I gasped, then took off running. I ran all the way back to the school campus, not believing Paul, the guy I'd met while working at the theatre, the guy who'd tried to give me his number, who'd transferred to my school, and who'd sat by me in class once, was a violent ripper, who'd secretly watched me this entire time. What all did he know?
I had to finally solve what was happening. It was time to see Giles, after all.
I raced home, dug my keys out of the bottom of my purse. I cranked the yellow Volkswagen Beetle my dad had gotten me for my birthday. I drove across town.
The address Giles gave me led me to a building downtown, its entrance behind an alleyway. The sun had set when I arrived, with a deep blue afterglow lingering in the sky. I might have run, under any other circumstance, for I had to admit, this place gave me the creeps. But considering the events I'd seen already, being outside a rundown building at 5 pm in the afternoon was more on the normal side.
I parked my car in the last available slot. Climbing out, I headed for the door. I was ready to get this over with. I pulled the handle on the door, thinking it would open, but when it didn't, I knocked for entrance. A minute or so later, a tall, emaciated blond with deep shadows beneath his eyes, answered the door.
“You here to see Giles?” he said.
“Why else would I be here?” I mean, it wasn't like I lingered in the back of alleys on weekdays, knocking on random doors.
He moved back into the room, motioning for me to enter. The place smelled musky. I heard the sounds one might hear when entering a typical karate or boxing class.
“He's in the back. Follow me.”
I followed him to the very back of the room, where he pushed open a door. When he did, several faces turned to look at me.
The blond told me, “These are the newbies, the others are in the training rooms.”
Giles greeted me with, “Please have a seat, Eleanor, I'm glad you've finally decided to join us.”
All of the chairs were arranged in a circle, like the way you'd see them in an AA meeting or something. I took the last empty seat.
“Everyone else has already introduced themselves, why don't you share something?” He told me.
I felt uncomfortable. I counted the others. There were six girls and seven guys in this meeting. “Did Giles tell all of you that there are...monsters?” I asked them.
They all stared at me. A guy mumbled, “That's why we're here, like duh. This isn't afternoon counseling.”
The lanky blond guy sprawled out in the floor. The lighting in the room was faint. The shadows on the walls encircled me.
“But have any of you actually seen them?”
“Have you...seen them?” The guy said.
I was just about to open my mouth to speak, to tell them what I'd seen in the woods this very afternoon when Giles spoke up.
“You see, that's what I don't understand about you Eleanor.” He then addressed the others. “Ellie is a bit of a...skeptic, yet I don't see how she could be, when she has been dating one of these very monsters who threaten humanity.”
A girl, with long wavy hair shot me a look. “You're not that stupid, are you? I mean, you didn't know he was an Evermore , right?”
I turned to look at Giles. “Who even told you,” I spat.
“You really thought you could keep that a secret, did you?”
“You could've been ripped to pieces!” the girl exclaimed.
I turned to her. “But I wasn't. He wasn't a threat. He's not like all the others. I only came here because there's another guy...at my school...he's the monster you're all talking about. I was in the woods this afternoon, and—”
“So you're protecting him? You're going to actually protect your monster boyfriend? You're only here to save yourself.”
“It's not like that,” I said.
Giles said, “She is not going to betray us. It's too late for that. We all know that being a Corvidae hunter is in our blood. The moment she is face to face with him, and that sword is placed in her hands, she will slay him. It's an automatic response. There will be no thinking about it, or not doing it. She. Will. Kill. Him. She's already made the first step by coming here tonight.” He turned to me. “You can't run from who you are, Eleanor.”
I felt my heart sink as I realized what mistake I'd just made. There was no way I would ever be able to kill Marcus. I shouldn't have come here tonight. I should've found another way to kill Paul.
Giles told me, “You can get up out of that chair, right now, and leave if you'd like, but just know that if you do, there is no one out there who can save you from these monsters. You know they're real, Eleanor. Leaving here will be a grand mistake. I can see it in your eyes. So tell us, before we get started, what's it going to be?”
I thought about it for a second, about what Giles had said. The moment she is face to face with him, and that sword is placed in her hands, she will slay him. I took a deep breath and exhaled. As long as I never picked up the sword in his presence, I'd never have to worry about accidentally killing Marcus. Not picking up the sword would be easy enough.
“I'm staying,” I told him. I knew I had to. I knew that Paul wasn't going to stop ripping people open. I was the one who could stop him.
“Are you sure,” he said.
“Yes.”
“Good.” He turned to address us as a group. “There are some things all of you should know about these monsters we are destined to kill. Evermores is what they're called. They are violent shape-shifters, who shift from raven or crow, to man. And they can rip you apart with their sharp teeth, in mere seconds. They can kill you while they're feigning to be human, or while in their Corvidae form. Some of the Evermores are more sophisticated shifters, and can become more than one raven or crow at a time. Evermores are worse than vampires. In fact, it is rumored that they were the first original vampires. It's been told that in 1396, they originated as rippers. Violent, immortal creatures with a thirst for blood and flesh. When the very first vampire hunt began, these creatures escaped to a secluded island, where they met the Gargoyles. Since the Evermores had nothing from which to drink blood, the leader found a White Raven in the watch tower of the castle and bit him, thus turning the raven into a fanged, blood and flesh thirsty creature. The raven then bit all of the others in the leader's coven, turning them into raven shape-shifters. The ravens flew overseas, and found the dead bodies, that the Gargoyles had been protecting. Gargoyles have always protected the spirits of the dead, especially murder and suicide victims. The Evermores couldn't take it anymore—they had to quench their desire for flesh, so they fed upon the dead bodies, which angered the Gargoyle leader. He staked all of the men, then sat sail across the sea to find where they had come from. The leader of the Evermores explained his situation. He promised that his coven would not be violent, that they weren't like the others, and that they would, too, protect the dead, so the Gargoyles allowed them to stay on the island. It was later discovered that when the Gargoyle had staked the Evermores, they didn't die, they became crows instead of ravens. The Gargoyles then suggested that the leader demote all of his ravens to crows, so he did. He staked every one of them for he had decided that only the great leaders could ever be ravens. The leader who'd bitten the White Raven, went back and drank the raven's blood. Soon, he became a White Raven himself. Their thirst for blood eventually diminished with time. They became what they'd promised to be, watchers of the dead. The original leader was killed, as a punishment for allowing a vampire to change a mortal woman into a creature of the night. The Evermore coven became sinister. This was marked by the murder of the original White Raven, for a white raven never returned to lead the coven.
“Although they were among the first vampires on the earth, we refer to the Evermores as neolistic vampires, meaning they're new. They do not share any of the same traits with a normal vampire. They don't have sun allergies, or sleep in coffins, or drink blood, and turning someone into an Evermore is a complicated process that involves more than just biting them. If they rip you apart, you will die. That's it. And once these Evermores get a taste of blood, a frenzy develops inside them, causing them to rip apart anyone in sight. They are the most dangerous predators on the planet. It won't be too much longer before bodies, and parts of bodies, begin piling up. Their taste for blood will become ravenous, causing them to murder anyone in their path. It's our job to stop them.”
Giles turned to me, “Even the ravens who proclaim they're not evil, like your boyfriend, are liars, Miss Piper. One drop of blood is all he'd need to become a raving monster, and rip you apart.”
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