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The fires surrounding me were blazing—I felt as though my skin was melting from the heat of the flames. The towering buildings in this foreign city were reduced to a pile of steaming cinder and rubble. I stood there immobilized by the destruction around me, powerless to stop it. Horrific winged beasts circled around me in the black sky, like vultures searching for their next meal. In the distance, I could see giants as tall as mountains roaming the city, leaving more destruction in their wake. Somehow, all of that wasn't as unsettling as when I saw him - those startling eyes, glowing like embers, burning into me with a look of desperation that I still could not comprehend. Why did he stare at me like I was his salvation? Why did he elicit feelings of longing in me like no other? Talons gripped at his shoulders, causing him to thrash and reach in my direction. They dragged him away into the blackness of the night, and his screams penetrated me to my soul.

I woke up to the sounds of my own screaming, my unruly hair plastered to my skull by sweat, and my body racking in sobs at my lack of control. It felt like a memory given the vast number of times I had dreamt this exact scenario; I had been dreaming it for as long as I could remember. What did these dreams mean? Even though they were impossible, their constant recurrence had to signify something. Who was this man, and why did he arouse feelings in me that no other guy had come close to, even though we hadn't even met? I didn't even know if he existed, yet something deep down in my being screamed that he did. A part of me chastised myself for thinking something so ridiculous. It was just a dream; he wasn't real. Even still, another part hoped that he was real, and that one day, I would be able to give him what he so desperately pleaded for. 

This is what I thought about each night after the nightmare, after he was pulled away by creatures not meant for this world. I tried talking to my dad about it, but he just said that I had always had a vivid imagination and not to worry myself with unanswerable questions. Yeah, right, like that was going to happen. The world collapsing all around me was definitely something I could not ignore. What if I was envisioning the future? Was that even possible? I didn't dare tell anyone that I considered that—they would probably throw me in an insane asylum, which is where I felt I belonged after waking up from this ongoing nightmare. I couldn't prevent the end of the world from an institution so I silently dealt with my questions. No one would be able to help me anyway.

I looked at my phone, which read 4:38 AM. Damn, I still had two hours until I had to get ready for school, but I knew there was no way I would be falling back to sleep; I never did once I awoke from my dream. It always eluded me, taunting me by making me dwell on the disturbing images from my never-ending nightmare. Most nights, I wouldn't even try to sleep, I would just read on my Kindle, immersing myself in someone else's world until I had to get ready for school. I only had a few weeks until school ended, with my birthday being on the last day of school. My best friend, Kimber, was planning something for such an “epic night,” as she put it. Graduation and her BFF's birthday—that was something worth partying for, according to Kimber. But, then again, Kimber didn't need an excuse to party, and neither did I. I wasn't a good girl by any means. I made good grades throughout high school without even trying, but I did enjoy going out and having a good time, even if Dad didn't approve. He saw me as his perfect angel, who never even had a boyfriend. That wasn't even close to the truth, but who was I to crush his dreams? Little did he know, I had lost my virginity a while ago, but I would never break his heart by divulging that information to him. 

Ever since my mother had died while giving birth to me, he had put me on a pedestal. He even named me Brielle, which meant “exalted goddess.” Who could live up to that? Maybe some of the characters in the books that I read, who were still virgins at twenty-one and never had a real boyfriend until their true love magically appeared in their life, but not me. This was the real world, and it was definitely not like the books I engrossed myself in. 

As I straightened my hopeless hair after showering the filth that the nightmares always left behind, I gazed at my reflection in the mirror, scrutinizing every flaw. The only part of my face that I felt was worth looking at were my eyes; they were a hazel that changed on a daily basis, seemingly with my moods. Sometimes, they were a warm brown, usually when I was upset. Other times, typically when I was happy or content, they were a golden amber, surrounded by flecks of a vivacious green. I loved when my eyes looked like that because they made me feel beautiful and exotic. I liked to think that was what got the guys' attention, but I knew it was my “blessed chest,” as Kimber liked to call it, that got the attention of the male population at our high school, my current boyfriend included. We had been dating for almost two years and he still didn't compare to the guy in my dreams - how sad was that? All he ever wanted to do was sit around with his friends and smoke pot, which was so not my thing, but I had no other options at the moment. Being with him was better than being alone. Being alone meant more time to long for the man from my dreams, and boy, was he a man. His eyes alone made me weak in the knees, but add his muscles and golden skin on top of that, and I was done for. It was as if someone had taken all the qualities I was attracted to in a guy and put them into the perfect man, all to torture me since there was no way he could be real. Dreams like that didn't come true, but I still held on to the slightest hope that he was real. That Fate wasn't playing some cruel joke on me by making me dream every night of some perfect guy that didn't exist. 

I stared in the mirror, silently scolding myself for letting my thoughts turn to him. There was nothing I could do about it, so why get worked up over things I couldn't control? I looked at my phone—crap! I totally lost track of time and now I only had ten minutes to finish getting ready, and I wasn't even dressed yet! The lack of sleep and constant daydreaming were definitely taking their toll on me. I hastily threw my clothes on, a ruffled yellow tank top and a cute denim skirt before rushing down the stairs while awkwardly trying to put on my tan wedged platforms without falling. Dad was sitting at the dining table, drinking his coffee and reading the paper, his salt and pepper military-style hair peeking out over the top. His dark brown eyes looked up at me as he said, “Good morning, sunshine! How are you this morning?”

I didn't understand how he was such a morning person when I was the complete opposite. I despised mornings. I would much rather stay up late than wake up early, but most teenagers were probably that way. I made a mental note to schedule all of my college courses to be after 11 AM. “Oh wonderful, Daddy. I'm running late, as usual. How are you?” 

He chuckled at my sarcastic attitude, which made a small smile tug at my lips. He could bring anyone out of their funk with his laid-back personality. “Well, I won't keep you,” he said, as he kissed the top of my head. “Have a great day, sweetie. I love you.”

Even in my grouchy mood, I couldn't resist. I was a total “daddy's girl.” “I love you too, Daddy,” I proclaimed as I tiptoed to kiss his chin. “See you when you get home.”

My dad, Domenic De Luca, was the fire chief of our small island town of Avalon, which was located on the Santa Catalina Island of California. The approximate population was 3,500, but during the summer the visitor count entered the millions due to the desirable weather. The days are warm and the nights are cool, which is perfect in my opinion. The waters surrounding the island were always crystal clear and breathtaking, not like the water closer to the mainland of California. I loved my little piece of paradise, but I felt trapped at times because Dad refused to let me leave the island. My grandparents had bought me a boat, but it just sat in the harbor because Dad was adamant that I never step foot off of Avalon. He had taken me for rides, even taught me how to drive it, but we always stayed close to the harbor. He always gave the excuse that I had everything I needed on Avalon so there was no reason for me to go over to the mainland. There was absolutely no arguing with him when it came to that issue. I got my way with everything else, so I never put up that much of a fight when it came down to it. Besides, Dad asked for so little and gave so much, practically anything I wanted, so I didn't press the issue.

Once I turned eighteen, however, I was going to the mainland whether Dad liked it or not. I thought about how I could get off the island without him knowing as I sat through my boring-ass morning classes. The teachers droned on and on, all of them sounding like the adults in a Charlie Brown cartoon—blah, blah, blah, blah, blah, blah. I would've fallen asleep if my mind wasn't busy with thoughts of graduation and my birthday. Kimber had already planned to take me to a club in downtown Long Beach, which was the closest harbor to ours, but it would still take an hour to get there on the Catalina Express Fleet. Kimber wanted to take my boat, but I was still unsure since I didn't have much experience driving it. Kimber's argument was very convincing, especially since the latest scheduled Catalina Express trip was at 7 PM. We were definitely going to be out later than that, but I was afraid my dad would go check to see if the boat was at the dock when I was gone. “He trusts you, Brie. You've never given him a reason not to,” Kimber assured me at school during lunch, which only made me feel worse. 

“I know, but he has to suspect we are going to do something besides stay in Avalon for my eighteenth birthday. He's not that naïve,” I countered.

Kimber rolled her eyes, “You are an angel in his eyes. He is going to believe whatever you tell him, which is that we are going to a friend's graduation party, where we promise not to drink, and then you are spending the night at my house. If it makes you feel any better, that last part is technically not a lie.” 

I sighed, “I hate lying to him. He is such a good dad, and I already feel guilty for keeping so much from him.” 

“You can't stay in Avalon forever, Brie. Plus, you will technically be an adult so he can't force you to stay. What he doesn't know won't hurt him, right?”

“Maybe we could actually go to the party. We would still have fun, and it will probably be the last time we hang out with all of our friends together,” I proposed.

Kimber looked at me like I had sprouted wings and a third eye, arguing by saying, “Really, Brie? We have been to enough high school parties. We are both going to be eighteen, and we are going to celebrate your birthday and our graduation with something unforgettable, whether you want to or not!” 

“Fine. We will go wherever you want to go, Kimber, since it's your birthday,” I sarcastically joked.

Kimber feigned hurt, “I am thinking about you here, not me. You only live once, and this is an occasion worth breaking the rules for so no more arguing. Besides, I already found the perfect place to go,” she simply stated, then paused, waiting for the anticipation to overtake me.

I played along, asking, “And where would that be?” 

She answered, “Only one of the hottest twenty-one and up nightclubs in downtown Long Beach—Sevilla Night Club. They ar—"  

I interrupted her by asking, “You do know that we are not twenty-one, right? I mean, we are hot, but I doubt that's enough to make them let us in.” 

She continued, “Well if you didn't interrupt me, you would know that they are having a special eighteen and up event on the night of your birthday. A graduation/beginning of summer bash to kick off the summer. Isn't that perfect?!” 

“I know I'm perfect, but you don't have to make a big deal about it,” my boyfriend, Nathan, interrupts as he sits down with us. I roll my eyes when he puts his arm around me—it always makes me uncomfortable, like I'm cheating on the guy from my dreams. I know, I know, I have some serious issues.

Kimber scoffed, “Like I would really think you were perfect, you self-absorbed asshole!”

“Don't hate because I'm not falling at your feet like every other guy—I'm out of your league.”

Kimber started laughing hysterically, tears falling as she retorted, “You, out of my league? Ha! Both Brielle and I are out of your league, she's just too nice to dump your sorry ass!” 

I flushed, embarrassed, as Nathan looked back and forth between us. He and Kimber never got along, and he always expected me to take his side. His gaze landed on me as he said, “Aren't you going to defend me, Brie? Are you just going to let your bitch friend talk to me like that?!” 

“Both of you should stop arguing—you are causing a scene,” I pointed out. Everyone in the cafeteria was looking in our direction, waiting for something to happen that everyone could gossip about later.

“Fine, I'll stop arguing, but you have to choose—me or her,” he demanded.

I didn't even hesitate, “Her.”

Nathan's face turned to a mixture of shock, anger, and embarrassment. If he were a cartoon, smoke would be fuming from his ears. “You would choose her over me? Me?!”

“Yeah, she's my best friend, and has been since we were little. Plus, it's almost the end of school, and we will be moving on to better things. Did you really think this would last forever?” I replied.  

“You're right—I will move on to something better than you, skank,” he seethed. The juvenile crowd “ooohed” at that comment. Thank God I was almost done with this place.

“What did you just call her?!” Kimber interrupted.

“Stay out of this, bitch,” he replied.

“Oh, hell no, you did not just call me a bitch again,” Kimber said, standing up from the table, causing Nathan and I to rise, as well. She walked over to him and got in his face, both of them spewing obscenities at one another.

“Both of you, stop!” I yelled, trying to get in between them.

“Fuck you, slut!” Nathan screamed at me. That was it, the last straw. I was done with the insults and mistreatment. He had walked all over me for years—making me cry with his verbal abuse and yelling, and putting everything else before me. The sex wasn't even that good, and sometimes he guilt-tripped me into doing it when I didn't want to. I moved Kimber aside to stand right in front of him. “What did you say to me?” I asked, anger dripping from my words.

He looked me square in the eyes and repeated what he said, accentuating his words, “Fuck…you…slut. You ain't gonna do shi—" My fist cut the rest of his words off. He stumbled back, falling from my impact—huh, I didn't think I was strong enough to knock him down; it was probably my adrenaline. The crowd cheered as I looked down and said, “We're through.”

Kimber and I turned to walk away, both of us snickering. Nathan yelled out, “I was through with you a long time ago—I cheated on you with Lauren and Jenn! So, yeah, I'm done with you!”

I didn't even acknowledge him with a response. Surprisingly, I didn't really care. It hurt a little that he cheated on me, but I think I should have been more upset when my boyfriend of two years reveals that he cheated on me with two different girls. My emotions must be whacked to be totally fine with ending a long-term relationship, but admittedly, I'm not normal. Being infatuated with the man from my dreams ruins me for everyone else. I smiled as Kimber said, “That made my day—the look on his face when you decked him—priceless. Best thing that's happened all year!” 

I laughed. “It did feel good. He deserved it.”

“Let's not talk about that douche anymore. So what did you think about my plan for your birthday?” Kimber asked as we walked to our next class.

I thought back to her plan—it did sound like fun, and I couldn't deny that I was excited to be getting off the island. “I can't wait! Thank you so much for being an amazing friend,” I said, squeezing her tight.

“No problem. You know I would do anything for you. You're like the sister I never had, and I love you,” she shyly admitted while hugging me back.

“Stop it! You're going to make me cry! You know how emotional I am!” I exclaimed. I was always emotional, crying at movies, TV shows, and commercials—even when strangers cried, I would tear up. Kimber and Dad always made fun of my strong empathy and emotions, especially since I would also cry when I got angry. They both thought it was amusing, and that made me more upset because it made me feel like they didn't take me seriously. A plus side, however is that Dad hates to see me cry, so arguments usually end promptly with me being the victor in most cases. Sometimes I wished I could make myself cry, just so I could win the argument about leaving Avalon. I guess that doesn't really matter now since it will be happening on my birthday. 

I was slightly scared about visiting a foreign place away from the safety of my home, but the excitement of finally leaving Avalon to go to the mainland outweighed my fear. It was probably just nerves, coupled with my excitement making me feel anxious about leaving, especially since I had never been anywhere except Avalon. I told myself all of those feelings were to be expected given the circumstances. Even with my slight anxiety, I was already counting the days until my birthday arrived. It was undoubtedly going to be an unforgettable night.
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The crowd was cheering my name, but I couldn't think of anything but her face; her perfection tormented me day after day, night after night, when I awoke from my dreams, unable to save her. The paralyzing fear on her breathtaking face wrenched my insides every time, especially the tears falling from those gorgeous eyes, shining golden like glistening pools of honey that were rimmed and interspersed with specks of a vibrant green.

I needed to find her, to save her from the fate in the nightmare, but I had no idea where or who she was, not even her name. She could be across the country in New York for all I knew, so how was I going to find her? It didn't matter because I HAD to find her. I knew all too well that the creatures from my dreams were a reality, even though the majority of the world knew little of their existence, believing all of the creatures and magic to be myth. I knew the truth. I was an Elemental, trained to defend the world against the evils from those myths. My element was fire; I could create it, manipulate it, project it, and do just about anything with it. My favorite aspect was that I was impervious to it, so I could not be burned or hurt by it in any way. That was a huge advantage given the creatures I encounter. 

There are four classes of Elementals: Fire, Water, Air, and Earth, with each Elemental only able to control one element. The prophecy of our race tells of a day where there will be One who will be able to control all of the four classes of elements, and I was sorely disappointed that it wasn't me. I wanted to be the One, the ultimate Elemental who would wipe out evil and bring peace to this world. Whoever it was better be worthy. I still didn't understand how it was even possible, given that two elements were unable to be present in one Elemental, let alone all four, since the dominant element completely subdued the other element. My dad's Fire element subdued my mom's Air element, in my case. My best friend's parents were both Earth Elementals so there was no questioning which element he would inherit. 

Most Elementals married within their own element, especially since Elementals who didn't are cast out by the Elders, left unprotected by the magic of the Oracle of their community. It was bullshit in my opinion—how do you cast out your own people? The Elders feared Elementals having too much power by mixing the races, and no one questioned their authority, scared themselves of what an Elemental with too much power would bring. The Elders have even dismissed the Prophecy, directly given by the Oracle, because of their fear of the power the One would hold. No one is allowed to speak of the Prophecy or the One. Those that do are punished by a public whipping in the main courtyard. Who knows what they will do to the One when they are discovered.

I understood that fear was a very consuming emotion because I endured it every night when I am thrust from my nightmare, terrified of the visions, for the girl, and of my strong emotions for someone I have never met. I'm almost positive she's real—it is a trait of some Elementals to have visions of the future in dreams, especially if they reoccur on a regular basis. I wished they would give me some clue as to where I can find her. Even with the fear I have experienced, I still can't comprehend casting out your own to be vulnerable to the evils of our mythology. 

Hopefully those outcast have met their twin flame, giving them a better chance at protecting themselves. Your twin flame is the other half of your soul, whom Zeus literally cut and separated you from at the beginning of time for fear of your combined power. You spend your whole life searching for this person, driven to find them. When you find your twin flame and touch them, it is said that a spark of electricity ignites what feels like an inferno inside you, hence the twin flame reference, consuming you from the inside out. Supposedly, it's not as excruciating as it sounds—it's more like a pleasurable pain. I didn't really care to find out.

If an Elemental has found their twin flame, their powers are strengthened. We already have increased speed and strength, heightened senses, and delayed aging, but when you complete the soul reuniting process, which has three stages: trust, sex, and love, everything is further strengthened. The order in which the stages are completed does not matter, but once all are accomplished, there are some positive and negative consequences to the bond. The positives being halted aging, the ability to read each others' minds and feel each others' emotions, and immortality, in a sense. As long as one half lives, the other will live, as well. The negatives are extreme sickness and eventually death when apart for too long, the ability to feel the others pain, and death if your twin flame is killed. That consequence is not something to look forward to, but I may not even find my twin flame since I have been outcast with my parents since they decided to “taint the bloodlines” by marrying and having me. I'm not really a “true love” type of guy anyway. There are just too many hot women out there to be with one for all eternity. Although, with her, the literal girl of my dreams, it could be a completely different story. I have never seen a more divine example of perfection.

The number of twin flames finding one another has dwindled since the Elders have basically forbidden the various Elementals to marry outside their own race, however it does happen, as with my mom and dad. When on trial for their “crime” of marrying, they attempted to convince the Elders that they were twin flames, and that it was Fate, not them, who decided they were destined to be together. The Elders disregarded their testimony of course, claiming blasphemy, even when my parents showed the tattoo each half gets when their bond is completed, which is your twin flame's elemental symbol on the back of your neck. A white triangle with a horizontal line, slightly above the center, going through it symbolizes Air, an orange triangle symbolizes Fire, a blue, inverted triangle symbolizes Water, and a green, inverted triangle with a horizontal line, slightly below the center, going through it symbolizes Earth. The Elders actually accused them of going to get the symbols tattooed at a tattoo parlor to support their “heinous crime” and trick the community into accepting them. Needless to say, they were outcast. 

You would think that the prospect of immortality would cause the Elementals within the community to question the Elders, especially since the majority do not connect with their twin flame. Eventually, they settle for someone compatible within their element to marry and start a family with, even if they don't feel the passion and love one feels for their twin flame. 

There are many Elemental communities around the world, the main one being on Mt. Olympus in Greece, cloaked from the humans by magic. The one closest to where I lived in Long Beach, California is on the south end of the Santa Catalina Island. Each community has four Elders, one for each Element, except for the High Council in Mt. Olympus, which has eight since they handled major trials and occurrences within the Elemental world, and delivered direct instructions to all the lower Elders. I didn't have any desire to visit any of the communities, but I could be summoned at any time. Refusal to answer a summons resulted in involuntary teleportation by the Oracle, but most outcasts are left alone, so I don't think I have much to worry about. 

Elementals received their powers on their eighteenth birthday. Most are prepared by their parents for their powers, but since they will have little training on using their element, many are also trained to be able to defend themselves in some form of martial arts or fighting techniques. I was trained in mixed martial arts, which led to my current profession as a fighter in the UFC. I am undefeated in my career, which my mom says is cheating due to my enhanced strength and superior fighting skills, but she doesn't complain that much thanks to my salary. I loved my job, as well as the lifestyle that comes with it, including the fame, women, and traveling. 

The match bell rang, signaling the start of the first round and releasing me from my thoughts of her and the Elemental world. Damn daydreaming! I needed to focus on my fight, not think of her. I bounced on the balls of my feet, surveying my opponent, who stands no chance at defeating me. He's shorter than me, probably 5'10”, and he lacks the muscular definition and bulk size that I have. He could make up for it in speed, but that still doesn't matter—I always win. My adrenaline has already started to kick in; thoughts of her always do that to me. My opponent's blue eyes locked on mine as he moved in before throwing the first swing, which I side-stepped, causing him to stumble slightly. I took advantage, swiftly kicking him in the back and sending him into the fence surrounding our arena.

He pushed off the fence, rearing back to throw a right hook, which grazed my cheek, knocking me off balance a bit. I could have easily dodged that, but I had to put on a show, holding back my strength and speed so that no one discovers my abilities. I retaliated with a left jab, catching him square in the mouth and causing his bottom lip to split. Blood trickled down his chin as he charged me, readying for a punch. Before he could land it, I kicked his legs out from under him, then let gravity do the rest to bring him down to the mat. I immediately pinned his body to the ground, the sweat from both our bodies making it difficult to keep my grip on him as I attempted to lock him in an arm bar. I would much rather have her sweaty body underneath mine, submitting to me in a more pleasurable way. He elbowed me, jarring my attention back onto submitting him and away from her. My trainer yelled, “Thirty seconds left!! Focus, Vasquez!!”

Okay, playtime was over. I placed my right hand on my opponent's chest before wrapping my other arm around his right arm and interlocking both my arms together, trapping his arm between mine. I swept my left leg around the arm I had locked between my own, placing both my feet on the left side of him. He fought against me, but his waning strength was no match for my own. My triceps flexed as I held him in place, sweat glistening as it ran down my skin, and the crowd roared their approval.  

I sat on his right side, keeping my feet in their place on his left as I pulled his arm with me, flattening my legs against his torso. My left leg pinned his neck while my right pinned his chest. I leaned my body back, extending his arm further and inflicting intense strain on his elbow joint. I continued to lean back until he wisely tapped out after a few seconds. The bell sounded and the referee tapped me on the shoulder, signaling for me to let go.   

The crowd chanted, “Vasquez, Vasquez, Vasquez!” I continued my undefeated streak with the victory of this last match, and my team rushed me in the ring as I raised my hands in triumph. My best friend and one of my trainers, Zane, congratulated me as he asked, “So, where do you feel like celebrating tonight?”
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Getting ready in Kimber's bedroom, I was almost consumed with my excitement and anxiousness to go to the club. My long, golden brown hair is styled in big, sexy curls, and my make-up is to die for thanks to Kimber. She has complimented all of my features, especially my eyes, accentuating them with black eyeliner and making the greens and ambers pop in contrast. My dress—a strapless, hot pink, leopard print number that stops just above my mid-thigh—was  something I had to hide from Dad in my overnight bag. It was definitely not house party attire, and would have surely blown my cover. Kimber, in a stunning, teal, backless dress, was putting the finishing touches on her lip gloss. “Ready?” she asked me, fluffing her long, blonde hair one last time. 

“Yes!” I exclaimed, super excited. For some reason, I had a strange amount of energy today. I felt like I could run for miles, even though I hated to exercise. I attributed it to my nerves and excitement from the whole day.

Once we arrived at the harbor, I started getting nervous. What if the boat crashed? It was dark out, and I had never driven at night. What if I flipped it? Death by boating accident was not how I wanted to celebrate my eighteenth birthday. Kimber sensed my anxiety, and suggested, “I can drive if it will make you feel better.” 

Kimber's parents also had a boat, and they let her drive it to the mainland all of the time, so we decided to take it instead. It made more sense given she was a more experienced driver, and if my dad happened to come down to the docks, he wouldn't find mine missing. The cool, night air helped to calm my nerves, the ocean breeze soothing me like it always did. I tried to enjoy the ride over, finally able to obtain the freedom I had always wanted, but was never allowed to have. Stepping foot onto the Long Beach dock caused a liberating feeling to swell inside me—I was free, at least for a night, and I was going to take advantage of every second. 

We took a taxi from the harbor to the club since our shoes were not conducive to walking. Thanks to Kimber's remarkable power of persuasion, we skipped the line, much to the dismay of all of the people waiting in it. They marked our hands with that gaudy, black “X” in permanent marker, informing everyone that we were minors. It was already a little past 11 PM, and the club was packed wall to wall with people. The room was hued in shades of red, gold, and yellow, with modern white and red couches lining the walls, indicating VIP areas. Kimber pulled me onto the dance floor in the center of the room, with Usher's “Scream” playing in the background. As we danced, I caught sight of a guy watching us with a look that caused me to be uncomfortable. Kimber noticed my discomfort, and followed my gaze to the creepy man. Her eyes slightly widened for a split second, so fast that I was sure that I imagined it because they immediately set in a hard frown. She loudly spoke in my ear, flipping the guy her middle finger, “Let's go get something to drink at the bar.”

I nodded my agreement and followed her to the bar, holding her hand so we wouldn't get separated. That was the last thing I needed if there were more assholes like that, looking at me like I was their next conquest. 

When we made our way back to the dance floor, I didn't see the guy anymore, and I let out a sigh of relief. Kimber and I were dancing to LMFAO's “Shots,” when a large commotion of cheering from the VIP section closest to us caught my attention. When I turned my head to follow the noise, I was totally unprepared for what I saw—it was him, the guy from my dreams, and he was even more smoldering hot in person. He was wearing a fitted, black V-neck shirt that accentuated his muscles impeccably, paired with dark blue jeans that had to be tailored for him because they fit his ass perfectly. He was at least 6' tall, and his eyes weren't blazing orange like in my dream, they were more like the color of roasted almonds, warm and comforting. He had a short, black faux-hawk, the ends tipped in red. His goatee matched his base hair color, and I imagined pulling it to bring his lips to mine. I pinched myself because I had to be dreaming—there was no possible way he could be here in the real world. Could I really be that lucky? No fucking way. 

Kimber noticed that I stopped dancing and yelled over the music, “Hey, I brought you here to dance your ass off, not stand there all hypnotized! What are you—oh...” she trailed off, obviously catching sight of my dream guy, who was now staring back at me with a shocked expression that must have mirrored my own. 

He had two hot, blonde girls on either side of him, giggling and talking to him, even though he wasn't paying attention to them anymore. They rubbed their hands all over the muscles of his arms, sending a flare of jealously through me. I wanted to walk over there and pull them off of him by their hair, yet I stood there frozen. I felt just like in my dream, shocked and unsure of what to do. Do I go talk to him? What would I say? Hey, I've been dreaming of you for as long as I can remember. Yeah, right—he would think I was some lunatic. He was looking at me like he recognized me, but that wasn't possible; we had never met. Could he be having the same dreams as me? 

Kimber snapped me out of my thoughts by saying, “Damn, Brie! Do you know who that guy is?”

I shook my head, unable to speak, when she answered, “That's Jace Vasquez, the UFC fighter! And it looks like he's undressing you with his eyes! Why don't you go talk to him?” 

Before I could answer, someone grabbed me by the waist and started pulling me backwards, catching me off guard since I was absorbed in the guy from my dreams. My eyes locked on his, his expression turning from shock to rage in a split second. I could have sworn they started glowing orange like in my dream when he shoved the bimbos away and rushed after me. Kimber also wore a furious expression, her blue eyes shining a luminous turquoise, which I had never noticed before, as she pushed people out of the way to try to catch up to whoever was dragging me away. I screamed, but the sound of the music drowned it out as I tried to free myself from my attacker's grip. My attempts amounted to nothing compared to his strength, but I wasn't going to give up—I pried at his arms and kicked as he continued to drag me away. 

He turned me around so that I lost sight of Kimber and Jace. In their place was a large door with a red “EXIT” sign over it. I was sure it led to a dark, creepy alley, where my attacker planned to rape and murder me, but that plan seemed flawed with two people tailing him. 

He pushed me out the door, and I tripped in my high heels from the force, causing me to fall to the dirty asphalt. He barricaded the door with a dumpster, moving it like it weighed next to nothing. He turned to face me as I stumbled to stand up, and his eyes were glowing white, which startled me. He must be wearing those cosmetic contacts they use in movies and TV shows because eyes like that weren't human. He was probably wearing them so I wouldn't be able to describe him if I survived. I could hear banging from the other side of the door, but there was no way Kimber or Jace would be able to move the dumpster from inside.

As he started walking towards me, I recognized him as the asshole that was staring at me inside the club. I don't remember his eyes looking like that, but his face was the same. He quickened his pace, raising his arm in front of him as he got closer as if to grab me again. I felt like I was being pushed backwards, even though he wasn't touching me. I instinctively put my arms out in front of me in defense, and as soon as I did, he flew backwards about twenty feet. Perplexed, I wondered how that could have happened since he was standing about seven feet away from me a second ago. He also looked confused as he yelled, “Luke! Ryan! Get your asses out here and help me!”

A few seconds later, two men appeared at the end of the alley. They stalked towards us, their eyes fixated on me as they approached. I turned to run, knowing I would not be able to fight off three grown men, when one of them, Luke or Ryan, I don't know which, teased my initial attacker by saying, “Couldn't handle an Elemental that doesn't know how to use her powers, Kyle?” 

Their talk halted my escape—Elemental? What the hell was that? It was definitely not me—I didn't have any special powers, let alone talents, for that matter. They must be experimenting with drugs or something. My attacker, Kyle, answered, “She does know how—she just threw me back twenty feet without even trying!”

“That wasn't me! What are you lunatics talking about?!” I exclaimed. They were all psychotic if they believed the crazy things they were saying. 

“See—she doesn't even know about her powers. Her daddy probably never told her anything about the Elementals or the Prophecy,” one of the others answered.

“What do you know about my father? How dare you talk about him?!” I spat with anger. I was seething with rage. First, I'm dragged out of a club on my eighteenth birthday by some jerk, after just finding out that my dream guy is actually real. Now I'm trapped in an alley with three assholes who were talking about Elewhatevers and my dad. I glared at them, all three looking back at me with a mixture of astonishment and fear on their faces. I didn't know why, but I was going to use it to my advantage. I stretched my arm out, palm outward, mimicking what I saw Kyle do when I felt myself being pushed backwards a minute ago. I thought about lifting the three of them off the ground, and to my amazement, they started rising off the asphalt, making me certain that I was in a different nightmare for me to be able to do this. As I thought this, the dumpster flew against the wall of the alley, startling me and making me drop the men to the ground. Jace and Kimber ran out, stumbling over the three men beneath their feet. They looked down at them, then at me, with a questioning expression on their faces. Kimber spoke first, “What did you do, Brie?”

“I…I don't know. First, I think I threw that guy like twenty feet, and then I lifted all three off the ground by just raising my arm and thinking it. I think I'm losing my mind—someone must have put something in my drink.” 

Kimber laughed—she actually laughed! “You're not losing your mind, Brie. You've just been in the dark about our history.”

“Our history? You know what they're talking about?!” I asked incredulously.

“Yes, Brie, and I will explain all of it to you back at your house, along with your dad. He is going to be furious at me when he finds out what happened,” Kimber somberly stated.

“I think someone slipped all of you some drugs because you're all trippin'! What the fuck is going on?! How did I just do that?!” I angrily questioned.

“Calm down, Brie. Getting upset isn't going to help the situation. Take a deep breath,” Kimber instructed. 

“I don't need to calm down, I need fucking answers! Like now! What the fuck is going on?!”

“I'd like to know the same thing. I think we have our own things to talk about,” Jace said, his eyes locking on mine when I looked at him. They were no longer burning orange, but they were back to that beautiful mahogany brown.

I blushed at the intensity of his gaze. “All I know is that I need some answers. For one, who are these guys?” I asked, pointing in the direction of the men on the asphalt.

“Don't worry, I'll take care of them,” he said. He then proceeded to grab Kyle, who immediately started screaming in pain. Smoke was billowing up from where Jace's hands, which were glowing, touched him. He yelled, “If you ever come near Brielle or her family again, I WILL KILL YOU! That goes for you two, as well. Got it?!” 

“Yes, yes! Please let me go!” Kyle begged as he struggled to free himself of Jace's grasp. 

Jace shoved him to the ground next to Luke and Ryan. They immediately stood and helped Kyle get up before turning and starting to run down the alley. They didn't get far before Jace raised his hand, palm outward, and a fireball shot out of it. The fiery sphere hit Luke in the legs, causing him to fall and bring Ryan and Kyle down with him. The fire spread, covering all three of them, who writhed in agony on the alley floor. I stared in horror as Jace, whose eyes were fading from orange back to their normal earthy color, turned to Kimber, and said, “Go ahead and put them out, will you? I think they got the message.”

Kimber nodded. She looked at me, her eyes glowing turquoise again, then she turned and walked to where they were burning on the ground. She then raised her arms out over the men, palms downward, and water gushed out, drenching them and extinguishing the flames. “Next time, I won't put it out, so I would listen to what Jace told you. Stay away from my best friend,” she firmly stated as she walked back towards Jace and I. The trio slowly stood up and hobbled the rest of the way down the alley, disappearing from sight as they turned left around a corner. 

Jace closed the distance between us, causing my heart to start beating erratically. He had just set those guys on fire, and it didn't seem like he felt any remorse, which frightened me. It just seemed so cruel to me that he did that to them, even though he was protecting me. My emotions were all jumbled  and frenetic. I was scared of what Jace had just done, yet I was excited that he was real, not just a dream that my subconscious had conjured up. Above all else, I was extremely mystified by the events that just took place. I had no idea what was going on, and that caused some panic to rise in me. My best friend just made water stream from her hands! I thought I knew everything about Kimber; we had been inseparable since preschool, and here she was, manipulating elements. Apparently I could too, and I didn't even know how I did it. To top it off, my dream guy was standing not five feet from me, real, in the flesh. The pull to him was unbelievable—I just wanted to throw myself in his arms and hide from this new world I had been thrust into, even though we just met. It was all bewildering to me, almost too much to comprehend, and my thoughts were all over the place. I looked at Jace as my defenses took over and I accusingly asked, “How could you do that to them? You set them on fire!” 

“They deserved it, Brielle—they were trying to hurt you and do God knows what to you!” he countered, his toned jaw flexing.

“What you did doesn't bother you? You could have killed them!” I yelled.

“I would have if it meant keeping you safe!” Jace screamed back at me, the conviction in his voice taking me by surprise. 

“Why?” I softly asked him.

“You know why,” he calmly replied. I did know why; it was for the exact reason I would do the same for him, even though I knew him for less than an hour. I would probably do anything for him, which terrified me. How could I feel this way about him when we just met? 

“You have the dreams, too?” I rhetorically asked, even though I secretly feared his denial.

He stepped closer, only a couple of feet away from me. He smelled heavenly, like rain and citrus. “Every night. I've been trying to figure out a way to find you, to save you, and here you are. So close all this time, and I never knew,” he sadly said.

It was my turn to step closer. Tears pooled in my eyes as I said, “I didn't think you existed. I hoped that you did, but I thought I was crazy to believe that I could find you.” 

I reached out my hand to touch his face. When I did, a jolt of electricity sparked between us, spreading what felt like burning honey throughout every inch of my body. What was happening to me? Whatever it was, I didn't want it to stop. It was one of those pains that felt amazingly good, almost addictive. Jace's eyes widened as an astonished smile spread across his face. “Unbelievable,” he said as he grabbed a handful of my curls at the back of my head, pulling my face to his to crush his lips to mine. 

His kiss was desperate, just like his gaze in my nightmares, only multiplied. I opened his mouth with my tongue, tangling with his as our passion increased. I had never had a kiss come close to this one, and it had just started. He tasted exotic, a subtle sweetness present as he caressed my tongue with his. I clutched his shirt, twisting it in my hands as I tried to pull his body to become one with mine. Heat rushed in-between my thighs and pooled there, sending tendrils of burning warmth up my stomach. I never wanted this to end. The world could stop turning right now, and I would be oblivious, deliriously happy in Jace's lips.

“Ummm, I hate to break this up, but we better get going before more Elementals find Brie. I'm starting to sense some,” Kimber said awkwardly.

I broke the kiss, breathless and immediately longing for Jace's lips when I did. His expression told me that he regretted the abrupt ending, as well. I blushed, embarrassed that Kimber witnessed my steaming make-out session with a stranger. Well, a stranger to her, at least. 

“Kimber's right. We need to get you back to Avalon, where you are protected,” Jace declared.

“Will you come with us?” I pleaded, not wanting to leave Jace now that I had finally found him. My intense need for him frightened me, but the desire to hold onto him since we found each other trumped my fear. I didn't understand what was going on, but I was damn sure that I didn't want to let Jace go.

“Of course, I will. I basically have to now, whether you wanted me to or not,” he replied, a small smile playing on his full lips.

“What do you mean?” I asked, not understanding why he would have to come with me.

“You're his twin flame—the other half to his soul, Brie. We will explain it all when we get you home, but basically, you can't live without each other now,” Kimber stated.

I looked at Jace, who nodded, “It's true—that spark and burning sensation you felt when we touched was our souls recognizing each other as their other half, rejoining as one. We will not be able to be apart for more than a day, maybe less, or else we will both become painfully ill. We need each other to survive now. There is much more to explain, but we really need to get you back home. I promise I will answer all of your questions, and explain everything once we get there, okay?” he asked, taking my hand in his. There was a pleasurable tingling where his hand held mine, and I hoped it never went away.

“Okay,” I answered, believing what Jace had said. I had no clue why, but everything felt so right; Jace's hand holding mine, the idea that our souls were one, and even all the crazy talk about Elementals. I should have been scared out of my mind, but I wasn't even close to feeling that. Being with Jace made me feel complete, like I had been missing a part of me my whole life but never really realized it. I was probably in shock, delusional from the events of the night. Maybe it would all sink in later, and I'd finally cross the threshold over into insanity. 

We took a taxi back to the harbor, where we boarded Kimber's boat to head back to Avalon. Jace still held my hand, stroking the back of it with his thumb. I stared at him, still in disbelief that he was here with me. He caught me looking at him, and I turned away, blushing profusely. He raised my hand to his mouth, tenderly kissing where his thumb had just been caressing. Whatever was going to happen didn't matter now that I had Jace, and nothing was going to take him away from me, even if my nightmares portrayed otherwise. 
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I couldn't believe all that had occurred in just a few, short hours. I'd met my twin flame, who just happened to be the girl from my dreams. When I first saw her in the club, staring at me with a mixture of shock and longing in her eyes, I was awestruck. Her dress hugged every curve, accentuating her voluptuous breasts, perfect hips, and tight ass. Her long hair curled over her shoulders down to the middle of her back, and I just wanted to tangle my hands in it as I consumed her, starting with those full, pouty lips. I was probably drooling at the sight of her, all sound drowning out as we stared at each other. I could barely see her friend yelling in her ear, as she continued to hold my gaze, her eyes locked on mine with desire. I was just about to go to her when some asshole grabbed her and jerked her backwards, pulling her away from me like in my dreams. Her eyes, now etched with fear, still stayed locked onto mine as I started after them. I had never felt such rage before now, when I thought of someone else's hands on her, taking her away from me when I'd just found her. 

Her friend also hastily followed after them, but I quickly passed her, desperate to get to her before that monster touched her. He was an Elemental, I could feel it, but I didn't know how powerful or what element he controlled. He flipped her around, breaking our gaze before he shoved her out the back door, which infuriated me even more. The door slammed shut, and when I finally reached it, it wouldn't budge. Fuck! He must have barricaded it with something heavy if I couldn't push it using a normal amount of strength. 

Just then, her friend came up to the door. I could sense that she was an Elemental, and her eyes shone an illuminated turquoise, confirming my feeling. She looked at me and said, “So, the famous Jace Vasquez is an Elemental, huh?”

“And who are you?” I questioned, anxious to get the door opened as I pushed against it.

“Kimber Taylor. My best friend, Brielle, is the one out there. She has no idea she's an Elemental,” she answered.

“What?! What do you mean she doesn't know she's an Elemental?” I asked, my voice rising slightly.

“Her dad believes her to be the One from the Prophecy. He's kept her hidden in Avalon on the Santa Catalina Island, under the protection of the Oracle. He felt she would be safer if she knew nothing of Elementals until she turned eighteen, which was today,” she stated.

“She knows nothing about her powers?” I asked again.

“No,” Kimber sadly answered.

“Why would you take her off the island, especially knowing how vulnerable she is?!”

Kimber looked down at the ground, guilt obviously overtaking her. “I just wanted her to have fun before she was thrown into the craziness of our world. I didn't think anything would happen—it was only one night,” she replied dejectedly. 

I didn't respond. My need to get to Brielle multiplied knowing that she was defenseless against an older, experienced Elemental. I backed away from the door and took a deep breath as I closed my eyes. I could feel my aura drawing the energy from around me as I built up my strength. My muscles tensed as the extra power surged within them, and I slammed through the door, only to catch a glimpse of three men falling to the ground before I stumbled over them. I looked toward Brielle and saw her eyes glowing a pure silver, a color I'd never seen before in an Elemental's eyes. They quickly shifted back to that stunning hazel that seemed to hypnotize me. After making sure she was unharmed, I made sure that those guys would think twice about ever bothering her again. She looked at me horrified after I set them on fire. I couldn't stand to see that expression contorting her perfect features, especially because of me. She had yet to understand the dangers she was in, and the measures that needed to be taken to protect her.

That all changed when she touched me. The fire that ignited inside me was extremely intoxicating, like nothing I had ever felt before. It was like someone was dripping hot candle wax in my veins, and I felt like I was going to explode with pleasure. Brielle was feeling the same based on the blissful expression on her face. There was such desire in her eyes that I couldn't contain myself. I had to take her lips with mine, tangling my hand in her thick curls like I had fantasized about night after night.

She tasted so delicious, and I couldn't get enough of her sweet tongue on mine. Then it ended, way too soon, with Kimber reminding us that we needed to get Brielle safe back at home. I would have more of her deliciousness later, hopefully without any interruptions.

I hated how she was so confused about everything. She knew nothing about our race's history, so I felt terrible having to throw so much information on her at one time. Especially the part where we needed each other to survive. She took it better than I had expected, looking at me with such trust that I prayed I wouldn't let her down. She needed me, and I realized that I needed her as well. 

On the boat ride back to Avalon, I wondered what her father would say when I walked in the door with Brielle and Kimber. It seemed that he didn't want to accept that Brie was an Elemental, or that she was the One. So how would he feel about me walking in saying I was her twin flame?

Brielle cuddled up to my side, and everywhere that her skin touched mine tingled. I wondered if it would stay like that forever since my parents never mentioned it before. I cupped her face in my hands and tilted it up to mine. The moonlight reflected off her eyes, causing them to shine with a heavenly light. God, she was beautiful, and she was all mine. She closed her eyes, anticipating my kiss, as I slowly dropped my lips to hers. I felt the warmth swirling excitedly inside me as we reconnected, though not as strong as before. I parted her mouth with my tongue, seeking permission to deepen the kiss. She answered by taking my tongue and entangling it with hers. She ran her fingers through my hair before tugging on it when she reached the back of my head, quietly moaning with pleasure. My hormones went into overdrive, and I wanted to take her, all of her, right at that moment, but once again, we were interrupted by Kimber.

“What is with you two? Can't you keep your hands off each other for five seconds?!” she asked incredulously.

Brielle furiously blushed, her cheeks becoming stained a bright pink as she bit her bottom lip. Now that I wasn't consumed in her lips, something didn't feel right. Brielle straightened like she felt something too. I looked at Kimber, who was still driving the boat, “Do you feel something, Kimber?”

“Yeah, and I don't like it, either.”

In the distance, I could hear the sound of speedboats, at least three of them. Kimber sped up as she yelled, “I think you should drive, Jace. This is my territory, after all, and I can defend us better.”

“Does the Oracle's protection spread into the water?” I asked, rising with Brielle's hand in mine to walk to the front of the boat.

“I'm not sure. I think so because her dad would take her out in the boat, but not this far. Maybe about a mile outside the harbor, so that may be where it ends,” she answered.

“How much farther until we reach it?” I asked, anxious to reach the harbor before the approaching boats reached us.

“A few more miles, at least,” she answered. Damn, we weren't going to make it in time!

“Fuck! Brielle, stay by me!” I yelled. She nodded, and the fear in her eyes pained me. I didn't want her to fear anything now that we had found each other. I wanted her to know that I would always protect her, and that I would never let anything happen to her. 

“I'll go to the back and watch for them. I'll try to keep them back, but it depends on how many there are,” she stated.

I felt them closing in, and anger started coursing through my veins. They would not take Brielle from me again. The speedboat engines got increasingly louder as they caught up to us, and without looking I knew there were about twelve Elementals spread between four boats.

Kimber was creating huge waves, crashing them into the enemy boats, but the other Water Elementals quickly compensated by calming the waters before sending their own waves back to us. Three huge waves were about to crash into us, but they hit some sort of invisible barrier, and streamed over top of us and off to the sides instead. I looked to Kimber to see if she was erecting the protective shield around us, but she shook her head. We both looked to Brielle, whose eyes were shining a brilliant platinum. She had her arms extended over her head, supporting the invisible armor around the boat. I could see different Elementals throwing various attacks at us, but they all bounced harmlessly off.

I stared in awe as Brielle shoved her arms forward forcefully, causing an enormous wave to form that was at least sixty feet high. Sweat creased her brow as she pushed the wave until it overcame the boats, capsizing them and creating a vortex in the water, which sucked all the Elementals in until they were no longer visible. Then, her eyes rolled back in her head as she collapsed.
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My head was pounding as I started to stir from my sleep. I could feel a tingling sensation along the edge of my forehead as someone caressed my hair, and I heard a panicked voice pleading, “Please, please, mi amante, wake up. I just found you. I can't lose you. Not now, not ever.”

It was all coming back to me: the club, Jace, the Elementals in the alley, that touch, those kisses, and the boat. Oh my God, the boat! I had done some crazy shit on the boat to save us, and then blackness.

“Jace?” I hoarsely whispered, wondering how long I'd been out for my voice to sound like that.

“Yes, baby, I'm right here. Oh God, you don't know how happy I am that you're awake,” he said, relief flooding his voice. 

I opened my eyes, surprised that I was in my bedroom, and alone with Jace for that matter. I looked to him as I asked “What happened?”

Jace chuckled, a sound I was already falling in love with. “You collapsed after your stunt with the wave. Nothing we did would wake you, Brie. You have been passed out for nine hours—I have never been so scared in my life.”

“I'm sorry, I didn't mean to scare you,” I quietly said. “Why did I pass out?”

“I don't know for sure, but I think the exertion of using so much of your powers for the first time overwhelmed you. How did you do all that anyway? I've never seen an Elemental do that before,” he stated.

“I should be asking you that question—I don't even know what Elementals are capable of. I have no idea what's going on,” I answered.

“True. Maybe your instincts kicked in and took over. Let's get your dad and Kimber in here—they have been dying for you to wake up,” he said as he rose to open the door. I instantly ached for him once his touch vanished from my skin. How could I be feeling so strong for him after only a short time?

Seconds later, I heard the pounding of footsteps as Dad and Kimber rushed into my bedroom, relief relaxing their faces as they saw me. Jace followed behind them, his eyes finding mine and locking on them, like he was afraid I would blackout again if his gaze left me.

“Oh my God, sweetheart, how are you feeling? I was so worried about you!” my dad exclaimed.

“I'm fine, Dad, but I think I could've been better prepared if you had told me about the Elementals and our history. How could you keep something so monumental from me?!” 

“I was going to tell you everything today. How was I supposed to know that you would sneak off the island and run into a bunch of Elementals?” he replied, sending a perturbed look at Kimber, who just looked down at my bedroom floor.

“That's not an excuse! I have no idea what's going on—this is all overwhelming, and I'm still not entirely sure that this isn't some twisted nightmare. I feel like I'm losing my mind!” I retorted. Now that my adrenaline wasn't in full force, all my other emotions were hitting me like a ton of bricks.

“You're not losing your mind, Brie. We may have kept this from you, but we would never deliberately lie to you—all that you have seen, and everything we have told you is the truth,” Kimber replied.

“How can I trust you guys?! The only one I feel that I can trust is Jace, and I'm probably crazy for feeling that way since I just met him last night!” I yelled. My eyes went to Jace, and I immediately regretted what I said when I saw his pained expression. This wasn't his fault, and I didn't want him to feel like I was blaming him when the blame belonged on my dad and Kimber. The two people closest to me had been lying to me my whole life, and that thought caused my heart to clench in hurt. Tears sprang from the betrayal I felt as I said, “Look, you guys, I'm just scared. I wish you would have told me all of this a long time ago. You have basically lied to me my entire life, and that really hurts. You two mean so much to me, and just the fact that you could do that to me is like a knife to the heart.”

“We just wanted to protect you. I, for one, didn't want the Prophecy to come true. I thought that, maybe, if I hid you and kept everything from you, you would be forgotten. I didn't want this life for you,” Dad sadly admitted.

“Well, that's not your choice. I can make my own decisions now, and I want to know everything, especially about the twin flame thing,” I firmly stated. I needed my answers. I felt that if I didn't get them, I was going to break down from the rising fear, anger, and doubt welling inside me. The somewhat calm demeanor I was portraying was a defense, masking the madness coursing inside me, ready to rip me apart from the inside out. 

“I just can't believe all this—you supposedly meet your twin flame on the same day you receive your Elemental powers, and then you use two of them like no Elemental has ever done before,” he said.

“I am her twin flame - there is no denying it. I felt our souls recognizing each other, and I know she did, too,” Jace interjected. I blushed at the memory of Jace and I kissing, the warmth and electricity running though my veins was so arousing…focus, Brielle, focus!

“I saw it Mr. De Luca. Trust me, they are twin flames,” Kimber added.

Dad sighed, obviously not liking the idea of me meeting my twin flame, “I don't know where to start…” he trailed off.

“How about the Prophecy, and how you knew it was me,” I suggested.

He nodded, saying, “When your mother was pregnant with you, the Oracle appeared to us, reciting the Prophecy:

 

'A child will be born, who, within, 

the blood of Air, Earth, Fire and Water dwell, 

The Sky will fall to reclaim the Earth,

and bring forth the depths of Hell, 

Five will journey to the mountains cast from Medusa's gaze, 

To halt what Evil has been sent to raze.' 

 

She told your mother and I that you were the child in the Prophecy, and that she would place a protection spell around the island until you were 19 to order to protect you while you learned to use your powers,” Dad said.

“Do you know what it all means?” I asked.

“No, honey, I'm sorry. I was too afraid to research it for fear it would lead others to you through me. Technology can be traced so easily nowadays.”

“Okay, so what are Elementals? And what makes me the One from the Prophecy?” I asked.

“Elementals are descendants of the Greek Gods that are able to control one of the elements—Earth, Fire, Air, or Water. You can tell what element someone controls by the glow of their eyes. Air Elementals' eyes glow white, Water Elementals' glow turquoise, Fire Elementals' glow orange, and Earth Elementals' glow green. Our eyes glow whenever we use our powers or when we get extremely emotional,” Dad answered.

“So, Kimber is Water, and Jace is Fire. What are you, Daddy?” 

“I am also Water. The Oracle thought staying on the island would aid in my protection of you given that I am a Water Elemental,” he replied.

“What was Mom?” 

“Mom was an Earth Elemental, which is why we were outcast from the Elemental community here,” Dad said dejectedly. 

“Why does that matter?” I interrupted.

“Well, mixing of the Elements is forbidden. The Elders fear an Elemental, like you, would become too powerful by having the ability to manipulate multiple elements. There has never been an Elemental able to control more than one Element, even if their parents are different Elementals. Well, until you, sweetheart.”

“So, how did it happen with me?” I asked.

“Now, that is complicated. The Oracle told us that each of your grandparents was a child of the God that is associated with each element: Zeus, Hera, Hades, and Persephone are the Originating Gods of the Four Elements. Zeus is the God of Air, Hera is the Goddess of Earth, Hades is the God of Fire, and Persephone is the Goddess of Water. Nonno was Zeus' son, Nonni was Persephone's daughter, Grandpa was Hades' son, and Nana was Hera's daughter. You have all the elements in your blood, and since you are a descendent of each of the Originating Gods, the power within you is strong, even passed down through two generations,” Dad explained.

“Wait, so you're saying that my grandparents are Gods?” I asked skeptically. All of this was overwhelming, and slightly confusing.

“No, they're demigods, Brie. Geez, with all those Greek mythology books you read, I'm surprised you didn't know that,” Kimber teased.

“They are categorized as paranormal fiction, not reality. It is kinda hard to believe that the books I read are true. Oh my God, so the creatures in the books and my dreams are…” I trailed off.

“Real? Yes, they are, unfortunately,” Jace said, completing my train of thought.

“Wow. This is all so...crazy! There's nothing special about me—I can't believe I'm this One from the Prophecy,” I said, shocked by all the information I was receiving.  

“I can. I witnessed it last night—I have never seen anyone able to do the shit you did last night, Brie, and you don't even know what you're doing,” Kimber said.

Reality was starting to sink in. I was important, but I had no idea what I was doing. I was scared that I would let everyone down, and that was something I had no desire of doing. I tried to steer the conversation towards something a little lighter, “What about this twin flame business?” I asked.

Dad cleared his throat. “Well, um…that's a delicate matter, Brie,” he said, obviously uncomfortable.

“Do you mind if I explain it to her? In private?” Jace asked.

My dad looked like his emotions were warring between relief and concern. He obviously wasn't comfortable explaining the twin flame connection, but I doubt he liked the idea of Jace telling me alone, in my bedroom, about all the details of our bond.

“I don't think that is such a good idea since you have already heard so much information. I don't want you to get overwhelmed, honey,” Dad said, trying to avoid the situation.

“I want to know, Daddy. I'm feeling fine so don't worry. Don't you think I deserve to know the whole truth?” I asked, giving him my best “Daddy's Girl” face.

“Fine, but I don't want anything that would strengthen your bond happening in here, got it?” Dad declared more than asked, looking directly at Jace.

“Yes, sir,” he respectfully replied, which caused me to giggle.

“I mean it, Brielle,” he said seriously, locking onto my eyes with his.

“I know, Daddy, I'll behave. I don't think I'm in any condition to be doing anything anyway,” I told him.

“Stop right there. I don't want to hear anymore,” he said, waving his hands in front of him in surrender.

“Sorry, Daddy,” I chuckled as he left the room.

“Before I leave, I want to make sure you're okay,” Kimber said as she inspected my eyes, turning my head from side to side, and even feeling my forehead. I felt like a little kid again.

“I'm fine, Kimber, really, just a little tired,” I told her honestly.

“I don't know how you can be tired—you slept for half the day,” she teased.

“Being badass takes a lot out of you, you know? Oh, wait, you wouldn't,” I joked.

“Ha ha, very funny. I guess you are fine since you're back to your smart ass self,” she laughed.

“I am, now get out!” I playfully ordered.

“Your wish is my command, oh powerful One of the Prophecy,” she said mockingly, exiting and closing the door behind her.

“Finally! I thought they would never leave,” I laughed, turning my gaze to Jace.

He smiled, and my heart, no, my whole body warmed at the sight of it. I still didn't understand how I could feel the way I did for him since we just met last night. But, I guess we hadn't just met if you count all of the nights I dreamed about him over the years. I felt like I already knew him.

“We have a lot of catching up to do,” he said, taking my hand in his.
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“Tell me everything,” she requested.

“Where would you like me to start?” I asked her.

“Start with our souls recognizing each other,” she suggested.

That was something I would never forget. “Well, when two Elementals who are twin flames touch, what you felt is what happens to tell them that they are soul mates,” I replied.

She looked like she was remembering the moment, which caused me to get slightly turned on. The look on her face at the moment we first touched was so seductive and innocent at the same time.

“So why do we have twin flames, and what happens next?” she asked.

“To answer your first question, in the beginning, Zeus created man and woman as one, literally. We were one soul, one body, one mind, one everything. Zeus cut us in half, separating us for fear of our combined power. Our souls search for their other half, their twin flame, their twin soul, for all their life, some never finding it,” I answered.

“That's terrible,” she said, tears in her eyes.

“Hey, we found each other. It's okay, don't cry, please,” I pleaded. The sight of her crying struck a cord in me that I didn't understand. I still couldn't believe my feelings for her after only meeting last night, but the crushing fear at the sight of her collapsing revealed how intense I felt about her. My soul obviously remembered its twin, and these strong emotions were trying to convince the rest of me. 

“I'm sorry. I'm very emotional. The thought of other people not finding their twin flame is so sad,” she sniffled.

“I know it is, mi amante. I'm sorry,” I said as I caressed her cheek. God, touching her felt so good. 

“What does mi amante mean?” she asked.

“It means my lover or my flame in Spanish,” I admitted, slightly embarrassed, a feeling I was definitely not accustomed to. I never used pet names, but everything was different when it came to Brielle. 

She blushed, simply saying, “Oh, well, I like it.” She pulled me down to her, gently kissing my lips before smiling sweetly as she pulled away. 

“I'm glad you like it. Now, to answer your second question—there are stages to the completion of the bond, which are trust, love, and…” I trailed off, not wanting her to get the wrong idea when I mentioned the other stage. I was definitely thinking about it, but it wasn't the only thing I wanted from her, which was definitely a first for me. 

“And?” she questioned eagerly.

I cleared my throat. “Sex,” I mumbled.

She smirked, blushing slightly, as she asked, “What happens when those three steps are completed?”

“Many things. For one, we can read each others' minds, and sense where the other is if we get separated. We will be able to feel the other's pain and emotions, as well. Once we began the bonding process, we will get a tattoo on the back of our necks of the other's Elemental symbol. Mine is an orange triangle, so that is what you will get. I don't know what I will be getting since you can control all of the Elements. We will also be essentially immortal. We will no longer age, and cannot die as long as the other lives,” I answered. “There are some drawbacks, however,” I paused, waiting for her confirmation to continue.

“Such as?” she inquired.

“Well, like I told you last night, we cannot be apart for long without getting extremely sick. Most can't go for longer than a few hours without feeling some kind of pain when away from their twin flame. Our powers would be weakened, also. We will die if apart for too long, and if one of us dies, the other will, as well,” I somberly told her.

Her eyes welled with tears again, which I hated. “I'm sorry. I didn't mean to upset you, but you should know what we are getting in to,” I told her, pulling her to me and wrapping my arms around her. My need to protect her was so fierce, I knew I would never let anything happen to her.  

“I know, and I'm thankful that you're telling me since everything has been kept from me for so long, but the thought of losing you is devastating. I've had to relive you being taken from me over and over again in my nightmares. Every night, I would wake up, sobbing uncontrollably at my loss of you. It's like my soul already knew you were mine,” she confessed.

“I had the dreams, too, so I know how you feel. I'm sorry I wasn't there for you, but there is nothing that will keep me from you now. I will always protect you. You know that, right?” I asked her, stroking her hair to soothe her.

“I know,” she said, wrapping her arms tightly around me, resting her head on my chest. We sat in silence, and I buried my face in her neck, taking in her scent. She smelled exotic, like pomegranates and tangerines, a scent that was now my favorite because it would always remind me of her.

“So, what are we going to do about being away from one another since you don't live here? I obviously can't leave the island without putting us all in danger. I don't even know where you live.”

“I live in Long Beach, but I was thinking about renting a condo here so we wouldn't have to be apart,” I replied.

“You don't have to do that—I don't want you to uproot your life because of me,” she proclaimed.

“I want to. Besides I would do anything for you, mi amante,” I said, kissing her on the forehead. I couldn't believe I was feeling and saying such things. Just last night, before meeting Brielle, I was thinking about which of the girls I was going to take home with me from the club. Monogamy was never my thing, but now I couldn't stand to think of being with anyone but Brielle. Just the thought of another guy even touching her enraged me. I was never the jealous type—I would just move on to the next girl, no drama, no time wasted. I still didn't understand how I could feel so strongly for her, but I definitely knew not to question Fate.

She blushed, saying, “I don't want you to have to spend extra money because of me…this is all my fault!”

“Don't worry about money—I have plenty of money. There is only one you, Brielle De Luca. Besides it will be more convenient training you if I live here,” I said.

“Wait...what? You're going to train me?!” she excitedly asked.

“Of course—you need to learn how to defend yourself, and I am the best person to teach you, being an undefeated UFC fighter and all,” I said cockily. “I will also teach you more about controlling your Fire Element, and Kimber and your dad can teach you about using your Water Element.”

“What about Air and Earth?” she asked.

“We will have to figure that out later. I don't want you to take on more than you can handle—look what happened last night,” I pointed out.

“You're right. I'm just anxious to take control of my life now that I know all this—how important I am to our race,” she replied, weariness heavy in her voice.

“You are very important, which is why we have to take it slow and be careful. There are people, like the Elementals last night, that want to stop you from fulfilling the prophecy, and they will do anything,” I said, my anger rising.

“Why? I still don't understand what the whole prophecy means—what am I supposed to do?” 

“Well, it is said that the One that controls all of the Elements will be able to stop the Apocalypse. 'The Sky will fall to reclaim the Earth' is interpreted to mean that Uranus, the Sky, who was the first ruler and father to the Titans, wants to reclaim his wife, Gaia, who is the Earth, and the mother who created us all. When Uranus and Gaia ruled, many horrible creatures were created because of their union, including Cyclopes and Hekantonkheires, which are one hundred armed giants. Uranus hated his children, so he cast them into Tartarus, which upset Gaia, so she had one of her Titan sons, Cronus, castrate him,” I informed her.

“Ouch!” 

I chuckled, “Yeah, and from the blood of his castration came more terrible creatures, including Furies, Telchines, and Gigantes. Having Uranus return would not be a good thing—he would release them from the Underworld in order to attempt to overthrow Zeus and the Gods.”

“What's stopped him from returning already?” she questioned.

“Well, Zeus punished Atlas, a Titan who led a rebellion against him, by forcing him to hold Uranus up and keep him from merging with Gaia. It is said that Perseus, a Greek man from our race, used Medusa's head to turn Atlas to stone, and he is part of what is now the actual Atlas Mountains. That is the part of prophecy referring to 'the mountains cast from Medusa's gaze,' which is where you are supposed to go with four other Elementals to prevent Uranus from returning,” I concluded.

“Wow…I can't believe I'm capable of so much power. I'm not sure I can live up to this prophecy. I have no idea what I'm doing,” she said, astonished.

“I will help you every step of the way, so don't worry—we will get through this together,” I promised her.

“Thank you. It means so much to me that you're willing to help me even though you just met me. I don't know what I would do without you,” she admitted.

“We may have just met, but I have known you almost my whole life—you know that, mi amante. Our souls have known each other since time began, and our bond magnifies our connection, so never, ever, doubt what I feel and what I would do for you. I couldn't control it, even if I wanted to, which I don't,” I honestly told her.

She leaned against me, wrapping her arms around my waist. “I just can't believe you're actually mine,” she replied. “Do you know why we have the dreams?”

“Some Elementals have the gift of prophecy through dreams,” I answered.

“So, you're saying that what we've been dreaming is really going to happen?” she asked, bewildered and frightened.

“It's a version of the future. The future is always changing, and I don't plan on letting our nightmares become our future,” I said. “I will do everything I can to prevent it. I won't let anything hurt you.”

She nodded. “I know…I'm not going to let anything take you away from me,” she said, pausing. I wiped some tears from her cheekbones that had escaped from their beautiful pools of hazel. She looked up at me and asked, “When can we start training?” 

“Well, first, you need to recover from last night, and I have the perfect idea of how we can do that.”

“And what would that be?” she asked, her expression morphing from upset to intrigued as she anticipated what we would be doing.

“A nice lunch on the beach, and then looking at houses. I made an appointment with a realtor first thing this morning after everything that happened. I do not want to chance anything happening to you, and me not being here to protect you,” I concluded.

She smiled, the worry on her face erasing, “That sounds perfect—I can't wait! Get out so I can get ready!”

“Aww, can't I stay?” I joked.

“No! Now get out!” she laughed.

I pouted as I walked out. As I closed her door, a feeling of dread washed over me. What if I couldn't protect her? What if she was taken from me? Neither of us would survive it, and it would be all my fault. I wish I could talk to the Oracle about the dreams, and if there was a way to prevent them. There was no way I was letting them become reality.


[image: ]

 

 

 

I excitedly got ready after Jace left, still contemplating everything he had told me. Was I really the One the Prophecy spoke about? I didn't feel like I had the power of four Elements inside me, let alone the blood of the originating Gods of those Elements. When was the Prophecy supposed to occur? How was I supposed to stop a God? Of course I would think of all these questions after Jace left.

I needed to find out more, but for now, I was too excited that Jace and I would be having our first “date.” I was even more excited that he would be moving to Avalon to be with me. However, another part of me felt guilty that he was forced to move here because of his bond with me. I felt like he was stuck with me, and I wondered if he would really choose me if he had the option. 

I looked in the mirror and gasped—had Jace just seen me like this? I looked terrible! My hair was a mess of frizzy, weighed down curls, and my make-up that was so flawless the night before was the total opposite now. My eyeliner and mascara were smudged under both eyes, which were puffy and red. My foundation and concealer were non-existent, and my eyeshadow was rubbed off. I was going to kill Kimber for not cleaning me up before Jace saw me.

I quickly showered, washing away the residue from the night before. I thought about how wonderful it was to have found Jace, but how terrible it was to have been attacked. I was certain that I would be experiencing both of those feelings more frequently from now on, and I realized my life was going to be completely different. I wasn't quite sure how I felt about that yet, especially since I had been relatively comfortable with everything that had happened thus far. I don't think I was reacting the way a normal eighteen-year-old girl would, but obviously I am not normal. I always knew I was different, but that was an understatement given my newly discovered knowledge. 

After I finished showering, I blow-dried and straightened my hair before putting on a pink sundress with a pair of sparkly gladiator sandals. I applied some light make-up and some subtle shimmering lip balm to soften and accentuate my lips, hoping Jace would be kissing them soon.

I walked downstairs, where Dad, Kimber, and Jace were sitting in living room. Jace stood up and walked over to me, a huge grin plastered on his face. I shyly smiled, remembering that he had seen me in such a horrific state earlier, which embarrassed me, making my cheeks blaze with heat. Dad also rose, coming over and hugging me tightly as he said, “I'm so glad you are okay, sweetheart. I don't know what I would have done without you.”

“I've been hearing that a lot lately,” I joked.

“Very funny,” Kimber shouted from the couch.

“Jace told me your plans. Are you sure you are up for it?” he asked, his voice laced with concern.

“Yes, Daddy, I'm fine. I think I need a day out after all this madness,” I replied.

“Fine, but if you start feeling tired or dizzy, I want you to come straight home, OK?”

“I will, Daddy, stop worrying about me. I'm an adult now,” I reminded him.

“You are still my baby, and nothing will ever change the fact that I will always worry about you,” he said lovingly.

“I love you, Daddy. I will be fine—I'm protected on the island, remember?”

“Yes, but knowing you, you will try to sneak off again,” he retorted.

“I won't, Daddy,” I promised, giving him my innocent face.

“Alright then, have fun. Not too much fun, though,” he said, directing his eyes at Jace.

“Dad!” I exclaimed, exasperated and mortified with embarrassment. I grabbed Jace's hand and led him out the front door, yelling, “See you later, Kimber!”

As we walked down the sidewalk towards the beach, Jace threaded his fingers through my hand, something that felt so natural, like his hand was made for mine, which I guess it technically was. He was the best part of all this madness, and I knew that he was keeping me grounded—without him, I would surely go insane from all that I've learned. “I'm really sorry about my dad. I haven't really brought boyfriends around before so he's super defensive,” I honestly admitted.

“Well, I'm more than a boyfriend so don't worry about that,” he said, pausing.  “Have you never had a boyfriend before, or what?”

“Oh, I have had plenty of boyfriends—I just never brought them around,” I answered.

“Why is that?” he asked.

“Well, my dad has always held high expectations for me—he wanted me to focus on school, not dating, so I didn't want him to be disappointed in me for dating and ...” I stopped, not entirely sure how to discuss my sexual experience with Jace without being completely embarrassed.

“And?” he said, urging me to finish what I was saying.

“Having sex - I didn't want him to think less of me for having sex so young. He thinks I'm still a virgin, and I'm far from it,” I said, almost regretting it. I never regretted losing my virginity and having sex because it made up a part of who I was, which I didn't regret at all. I was a firm believer that every experience taught me something, even the experience of having sex. Still, I didn't like the thought of disappointing my dad. 

“How far from it?” Jace jokingly asked with a goofy smile on his face.

“You want to know my number?” I asked in disbelief.

“Your number? What does that have to do with sex?” he replied.

I laughed, saying, “I mean the number of guys I've been with, silly. That's how my friends and I refer to it—more discreet than coming out and asking, 'Hey, how many people have you had sex with?'”

“Oh,” he replied, laughing loudly. “In that case, yes, I want to know your number.”

I chewed on my lip nervously. I didn't want Jace to think I was some hoochie, but I'm sure with his fame and lifestyle, he has had his fair share of girls. “I've been with four guys,” I said nervously.

“And you just turned eighteen? Shame on you,” he joked, tickling my sides.

“Stop it! I hate being tickled!” I exclaimed, which only made him tickle me more. I elbowed him in his gut, which was nicely firm, managing to knock some air from his lungs. I took off running towards the beach, which I could now see from where we were. Jace quickly chased after me, picking me up laughing in his arms once he caught up to me. 

“No fair, you're a trained athlete,” I whined as he put me down, brushing the hair from my face, and kissing me gently on the lips as he did so. 

“Your turn now—what's your number?” I asked.

“Honestly, I don't remember. I've lost count,” he admitted, looking embarrassed.

“Oh my God, you man-whore! How can you not know your number?!” I teased.

“Many drunken nights and one night stands,” he replied.

“I hope you've been tested—I've seen the type of girls you attract,” I joked.

“Yeah, girls like you,” he playfully retorted.

“I am nothing like those girls! I can't believe you think that of me,” I said, feigning hurt.

He stopped, pulling me to him so our bodies were against each other, and everywhere he touched me tingled. He tilted my chin up with his finger so I would look him in the eyes as he said, “Brielle, you are more amazing than anyone I've ever been with—part of me was missing until I met you, and it's because my soul was missing yours. I never believed in the twin flame stuff because I didn't think I could feel the way I do about you with anyone. I never wanted that until you.”

I felt heat rushing to my cheeks and tears pooling in my eyes. He didn't want to be in this whole twin flame situation, and it was all my fault that he was stuck with me now. I broke our embrace, turning away so he wouldn't see my devastation. He wrapped his muscular arms around my waist, pulling me in to his torso before he kissed my neck, sending shivers up my spine. He turned me around to face him, his expression shifting to concern upon seeing my tear-stained face, “What's wrong, mi amante?” he questioned.

I took a deep breath to compose myself. “I'm sorry that you have to be stuck with me when you didn't want any of this. When you didn't want me,” I choked.

“What are you talking about? Did you not just hear what I said? I wasn't complete until I found you. All I ever wanted, ever since the dreams began, was to find you. You're my heart, my soul, my everything now. Don't you feel the same? Can't you feel it through our connection” he asked, searching my eyes with his.

“Of course I do! I always hoped I would find you one day, and I'm so glad I did, but I feel like I've taken your whole life away from you. You don't even have the choice of whether you want to be with me or not—you're just forced to because of our twin flame bond!” 

“I want you, bond or not! I wanted you before I even met you—none of the other girls have ever compared to you, and you were only a dream before. Now that you're a reality, there is no choice for me to make—it's always been you!” he said with conviction.

“What about your career? Your home? Your family and friends? Your life? You have to give it all up because of me!” I sadly pointed out. 

“I don't care about all that—you are my life now, and I couldn't be happier,” he said, caressing my face. “I don't want any life without you in it, Brielle.”

Jace then cupped my face in his hands, kissing the tears off both cheeks before bringing his mouth to mine. He kissed me urgently, desperate to show me the truth in his words. I parted his lips with my tongue, deepening the kiss, oblivious to our surroundings. All I wanted was Jace, and our connection simmered inside me, the heat rushing throughout my body as we kissed. I pulled him closer to me, wrapping my arms around his neck as his hands caressed my hips and sides. He snaked them around to grab my ass, which caused me to jump and break the kiss.

“I'm sorry, I just don't want to start something we can't finish. We are right in the middle of the sidewalk in my town,” I said. 

“You're right—it's just hard for me to resist you,” he replied, nibbling on my bottom lip.

I giggled, “Stop it. I have very little willpower right now!”

“I'm glad I have the same effect on you that you have on me,” he teased.

“Did you really mean what you said?” I asked, ruining our moment. I just had to know he really wanted me, that he wasn't forced to be with me because of the bond. I knew I would be crushed if he didn't truly want to be with me. 

“Every word,” he replied, looking deep into my eyes.

“I'm not a burden to you?”

“Not at all,” he laughed. “I can't wait to spend the rest of eternity together, cliché as it sounds.”

I sighed, full of relief. “I feel the same way—is that crazy? I barely know you.”

“We've known each other for a long time, mi amante. The dreams connected us before the bond did. I've been attached to you long before I met you—I feel like I've known you my whole life,” he responded. He was right—the bond was something that wasn't meant to be fought, even if I wanted to, which I didn't. Even just standing next to him, my body ached to be closer, to touch him, to feel him pressed against me. It was like he had some sort of gravitational pull on me, like a magnet to metal. He just felt like home to me.

“That's true—I always felt connected to you in the dreams, and I never felt the same for anyone that I felt for you,” I admitted.

“See? Stop all of this insecurity crap. You're mine, I'm yours—forever. Nothing will ever change that,” he said, running his fingers through my hair.

“Forever?” I questioned, somewhat skeptically. Guys usually ran from commitment, so to hear him say forever was unexpected, especially after just meeting last night.

“Until my last heartbeat,” he replied. “We better get moving—our appointment with the realtor is in an hour, and we still have to eat lunch.”

“Our appointment?” I playfully questioned.

“Yes, our appointment. I was hoping you would live with me—not right away, if you don't want to, but whenever you're ready,” he answered, a shy smile playing on his lips.

Joy flowed through me—he wanted me to live with him after all that I had already put him through. I jumped into his arms, wrapping mine around his neck and kissing him on the lips. “Of course I want to move in with you, but I don't know how we are going to convince my dad—he will definitely not like that idea.”

“I'm hoping he will understand since our twin flame connection will cause you to be sick and in pain, even if we are apart for just a night,” he said.

“I still don't know if I believe that myself. We might have to test that theory out, just to prove that I'm not insane for moving in with you after knowing you for one night. So where are you taking me to eat?” I asked, changing the subject.

“Anywhere you want to go, mi amante,” he answered.

“I feel like pizza—there's a little Italian bistro close to the beach that I like,” I suggested.

“That sounds great—lead the way,” he said, grabbing my hand and threading our fingers together. We walked the rest of the way towards the beach, and entered the little Italian bistro I frequented. I was still in disbelief that Jace just asked me to move in with him, and that he wanted to be with me. I couldn't believe I accepted his offer to move in without hesitation, but I knew what my heart was telling me, even if my brain was telling me I was being illogical. Nothing about my life seemed logical now, and I knew if I was going to get through this, I needed to accept my new reality, not question it. I felt that taking time to analyze things too much could mean life or death in the Elemental World. 

As we were seated, I decided we would use this date to get to know each other. Even though we knew each other for years in our dreams, we knew little about each other. “I know we are soul mates and all that, but I think we need to get to know each other better,” I stated.

“I agree—ask me anything you want,” he replied.

“Ok, when's your birthday?”

“September 20. And I know yours was yesterday, so June 3, right?” he asked.

“Right. How old are you?”

“Twenty-one. What's your favorite color?”

“Pink. What's yours?” I asked.

“Green—especially the green in your eyes,” he replied. 

I laughed, “You don't have to sweet-talk me, Jace. I'm already yours.”

“I know, but I don't want you to ever doubt my feelings for you, so I am going to sweet-talk and spoil you any chance I get,” he responded. 

I smiled, “I like the sound of that.” I had never been spoiled by any previous boyfriends, so this was all new to me. All of the guys I dated were self-centered, only doing things that benefited them. Dad always told me that I deserved to be treated like a princess by any man that I dated, and it seemed that Jace was planning to do just that. The waitress came up to take our order, and I ordered my usual—two slices of sausage, jalapeno, and pineapple pizza. Jace ordered three slices of pepperoni. When the waitress left, he gave me a curious look and said, “Sausage, jalapeno, and pineapple on a pizza? That's an odd combination.”

“What can I say, I'm unique,” I joked.

“That you are, mi amante,” he chuckled in response. “Any more questions?”

“Um... yes. What do you like to do in your spare time?”

“Well, I go to the gym and train most of the time, so I don't really have time for much else. What about you?”

“Well, I love to read—I'm a big nerd. Sometimes I can read two to three books in a day,” I replied. 

“Smart and beautiful—I hit the jackpot!” he exclaimed.

“I don't know about that—I think I'm the lucky one having a hot, famous UFC fighter as my soul mate,” I interjected.

“Yeah, I am pretty great,” he cockily joked. Our food arrived then, and we ate, joking and laughing like we had been together for years, which we had, in a sense. I still didn't understand how we felt so strongly for each other, even with our bond, but I didn't see the point in questioning it—I couldn't fight Fate, and I didn't want to. I had wished for Jace for so long, hoping he was real, and now that he was with me, I didn't plan to take a single day for granted. I was blessed to have the promise of love for all my life, and I wasn't going to sit around questioning it when I could feel it so strongly. Losing my mother had taught me not to take a single gift for granted, and Jace was definitely a gift. 

After we paid our bill, Jace took my hand and led me out of the bistro and towards the realtor's office, and excitement coursed through me. Jace, noticing my excitement, said, “I can't wait for you to see some of the places I picked out—I hope you like them.”

I was certain that anywhere with him would be absolutely perfect.
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I loved seeing the look of joy on Brielle's face, especially when I was the cause. I was still in shock that she wanted to live with me, and I was waiting to wake up from this dream that now seemed to be my life. I was going to take advantage of every moment I had with Brie, and this condo was a step in that direction.

I led Brielle into the realtor's office, which was decorated much like you would expect a beach house to be decorated. There were paintings of lighthouses, waves, and sailboats adorned on the walls, and a lighthouse lamp stood on an end table in between two sand-colored sofas. The receptionist looked up from her computer, smiling as she greeted us, “How may I help you?”

“Hi, I'm Jace Vasquez, and I have an appointment with Kelly at two o'clock,” I answered.

“I'll let her know you're here. Please have a seat,” she said, directing us to the sofas.

As we sat down, I draped my arm across Brielle's shoulders, caressing the arm opposite me. I would never get tired of the tingle that occurred every time we touched. She placed her hand on my thigh, lightly grazing it with her fingertips. Oh, the things I wanted to do to her when we had some privacy—I was hoping the condo would give us just that. She caught my smirk, and asked, “What are you thinking?”

I winked at her, chuckling, “You don't want to know what I'm thinking.”

She flushed, “I think I do.” She looked up at me, biting her bottom lip seductively, causing me to get slightly aroused. 

I growled softly, leaning in to whisper in her ear, “I was just thinking that I wanted to rip your clothes off and make passionate love to you.” I nipped her ear as I pulled away, causing her to moan slightly.

“How soon do you think we can move into the condo?” she asked, obviously as anxious as me to finish what we have started so many times.

“Hopefully tomorrow, if everything goes right today,” a voice interrupted our steaming thoughts. The voice continued, “Hi, I'm Kelly Shaw. It's a pleasure to meet you.” She stuck out her hand to shake mine, then Brielle's before continuing, “I have three listings meeting the requirements we discussed over the phone. Shall we?” 

I grabbed Brielle's hand and followed Kelly outside towards a golf cart, which I gathered to be the main form of transportation in Avalon, since I had only seen golf carts, no cars, around town.

“Our first stop is a little beach townhouse off Pebbly Beach Road, overlooking the harbor. It is off the main road a bit, giving a little bit of privacy from the many beach condos and townhouses around the harbor. I spoke with the owner, who is apparently a fan of yours, and they would be willing to rent it to you for six months at a price more affordable than the summer vacation home rental rate,” she informed us as she led the way into the townhouse. Once we entered, I heard Brielle take a deep breath as she surveyed our surroundings.

The first floor entered into the living room, which had light hardwood floors that complimented the warm, tan interior walls. Some of the walls were painted a soft turquoise color, giving the rooms splashes of color. A rich, coffee-colored leather sectional with teal throw pillows sat in the center of the living room, and a 60 inch flatscreen was mounted on the opposite wall. The kitchen had rich chocolate cabinets and granite countertops, along with new appliances Everything looked recently remodeled and modern. The downstairs bathroom had a tan tile on the floors and up the walls, with a sparkling turquoise back-splash. The guest bedroom was also decorated in hues of light teal and turquoise splashed against cream walls. 

Kelly led us upstairs to the master bedroom loft, which had the same cream-colored walls, but had splashes of greens, yellows and teals, reminding me of the colors that played in Brielle's beautiful eyes. The large queen sized bed had a dark chocolate sleigh frame, and my eyes found Brielle's, which swirled with desire. I was already thinking of the things we could be doing in that bed, and I would've taken her right then if Kelly wasn't there, yapping on and on about the view and contemporary design. Brielle blushed and broke our gaze, heading into the master bathroom, where she exclaimed, “Oh…my…God—look at this tub!” 

I followed her into the bathroom, which was huge. It had a separate garden jacuzzi bath tub, and a luxurious stand-up shower with a waterfall showerhead. The tile throughout was a creamy oatmeal color, with a jeweled back-splash that contained hues of yellow, green, and teal, complimenting the palette of the master bedroom. Brielle looked at me and said, “I love it, Jace! Can we get this one? Please?!”

“You don't want to look at the other ones?” I asked, making sure she was absolutely certain.

“No, this one is perfect. I don't need to look at any others,” she responded.

“Whatever you want, mi amante,” I said before turning to look at Kelly. “We'll take it—what do we need to do next?”

“Yay!” Brielle yelled, jumping onto me and wrapping her arms around my neck. “Thank you, thank you, thank you!” she continued.

“Anything for you,” I chuckled as I wrapped my arms around her.

Kelly interrupted, “Well, we can head back to the office, fill out some paperwork, and you can move in tomorrow.”

“That's wonderful!” Brielle chimed enthusiastically, a huge smile on her face. It quickly dissipated, a worried frown taking its place. 

“What's wrong, Brie? You change your mind?” I asked with concern.

“No, no, I love it—I'm just worried about how to tell my dad,” she answered.

“You let me worry about that, okay?” I said, rubbing her back.

“Okay,” she quietly replied, obviously still concerned.

We walked back outside to the golf cart, and Kelly drove us back to the realty office, which was only a few minutes away, like everywhere else in town. We went inside, and Kelly began gathering the necessary paperwork for the rental. After signing everything, we thanked her before exiting the office. As soon as we stepped outside, I pulled Brielle into a hug and picked her up off the sidewalk, twirling her around. I was happier than I had ever been, but I could sense her nervousness. “You know I'll always take care of you, right?” I asked.

“I know. I just don't want my dad to flip out and hurt you,” she replied.

“You don't have to move in right away. We can wait,” I suggested, even though that's not what I wanted. 

“No!” she yelled, surprising me. “I want to live with you. I've never been more sure of anything in my life,” she stated, looking up at me with those stunning eyes. I pulled her to me, crushing her lips with mine, showing her how much I needed her. She desperately kissed me back, grabbing my biceps and softly moaning against my lips, driving me insane. I rubbed my hands up and down her back, grabbing the back of her neck and pushing my tongue deeper into her mouth as I pulled her closer to me. She pulled away, lips swollen and red as she gasped for breath. “We need to stop doing that in public or we are going to get arrested for public indecency. I can't control myself much longer,” she admitted.

“I'm sorry—my fault. You are just too irresistible,” I told her. 

She laughed, “Thank you, you are too.” She grabbed my hand and led us in the direction of her house. “Let's get this over with,” she sighed. 

I clutched her hand tighter, rubbing circles on the back of it, hoping to calm her somewhat. I hated seeing her anxious, especially when I could feel it. I hadn't really noticed her emotions until now since we seemed to be in similar moods today, but I could tell now that it wasn't my anxiety I was feeling, it was Brielle's. “Have you noticed my emotions yet?” I asked her.

“Yeah, I have; it's strange, but I like it—most of the time it feels like they are mirroring my own, like just a minute ago, intensifying them,” she smirked. “But, now, I can feel that you are concerned but excited, which is helping with my anxiety.”

“You are handling all of this so well. I think most freak out in the beginning because they feel like they are losing themselves by being so connected with their twin flame,” I said.

“It all feels natural to me—you've been a part of me for so long, so I think that has a lot to do with it…can I ask you something?” she inquired.

“Anything—shoot,” I replied.

“What were your dreams like? We haven't really discussed them to see any similarities,” she pointed out.

I swallowed the lump that formed in my throat at her question. I hated thinking about the dreams, about the possibility of losing her, but she was right, we needed to discuss them. “Well, we are in a big city, with many evil creatures causing mass destruction. There are fires everywhere, and I keep trying to get to you, to save you, but you are taken away into the night by harpies,” I miserably recalled. 

“The overgrown vultures with women's heads?” she asked.

“That would be them,” I answered.

“Mine is similar, except you are dragged away into the dark by something I can't see, and I just stand there, frozen in fear,” she choked, tears filling her eyes.

“Hey, don't cry, I hate to see you upset, let alone feel it,” I said, wiping her tears with my thumbs. “Plus, we are almost to your house, and I don't want your dad thinking I made you cry.”

She wrapped her arms around my waist, burying her face in my chest. I kissed the top of her head and embraced her, trying to comfort her as much as possible. She sighed, squeezing me tight before releasing me, then she led me the rest of the way to her house. “Here goes nothing,” she exhaled.
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Fear seeped in my skin at the thought of what I was about to do—my dad was going to flip shit when I told him I was moving in with Jace, which I was, whether he approved or not. “Daddy?” I tentatively called out, hoping he wasn't home.

“In here, hun,” he answered from his study.

Damn it! I reluctantly pulled Jace with me to where Dad sat at his desk, browsing the internet on the computer. I knocked on the door frame, which caused him to turn around to face us.  He smiled, easing my anxiety slightly, but also sending guilt rushing through me—he was the best dad, and I didn't want to hurt him with my news. “Daddy, we have something to tell you,” I began.

“Well, you can't be pregnant since you just met yesterday,” he joked.

“Daddy!” I scolded, humiliated by embarrassment. Jace chuckled, saying “No, sir, you don't have to worry about that.”

“Good, I wouldn't want to kill someone I just met,” he said, entirely serious, eying Jace from head to toe. I wanted to die of shame right there and then to save me from this horrendous situation, but the thought of waking up to Jace every morning, wrapped in each other's arms, brought me back to my task at hand.

“Daddy, I want to move in with Jace—you already know that he's moving here to be closer to me. He's getting a townhouse on Pebbly Beach Road,” I explained, waiting for his reply.

He sighed, “I figured this would be coming, and my answer is no.”

“No? What do you mean 'no'? He's my twin flame, I can't live without him without being in pain—do you want me to be in pain, Daddy?” I questioned.

“I don't think being apart for just a night will cause you that much pain, Brielle. He just wants to get you into bed,” he accused.

“That is not true! Do you even know how much pain I would be in? Have you experienced it for yourself?” I asked, anger coursing through me.

“Well, no…your mother and I were always together once we met. We eloped,” he stated hesitantly.

“So how do you know what amount of pain I will be in? Do you want me to elope?” I asked.

“I don't know, and no, I do not want you to elope, but Brielle, you just met him. Are you sure you want to move in with him? You don't even know him,” he pointed out.

“I've dreamt of him every day for as long as I can remember, so I do know him,” I retorted.

“Really, Brielle, you're going to use one of those lines with me?” he asked.

“I mean for real, Dad, like I've actually had dreams with Jace in them every night. I just didn't know who he was,” I stated. 

“Your nightmares had him in them? That's even more reason for you not to move in with him!”

“He was trying to save me, Daddy, and I was trying to save him—that's why I would wake up so upset. We couldn't save each other,” I told him sadly. Jace pulled me to him, embracing me in the safety of his arms, trying to soothe the ragged emotions brought on by the thoughts of our nightmares.

“I will do everything I can to protect her, Mr. De Luca, I won't let anything happen to her. You know how twin flames feel for one another, so you can't doubt my feelings for Brielle,” he said firmly.

Dad stayed silent, his gaze darting back and forth between Jace and I. After several minutes of silence, I broke it, asking, “Don't you understand? You felt this way for Mom, right?”

He sighed, seeming to accept defeat. “Yes, I did, but you're my little girl, and I can't just let you go without a fight.”

“Daddy, I'm not moving across the country, we will just be down the street—but, if it will make you feel better, we can see if we can be apart for a night,” I suggested.

“Mi amante, I don't think that's a good idea,” Jace said.

“This is all hard to believe, and I need to experience it so that I don't feel like a lunatic for going along with everything so easily. Maybe since we will be asleep, it won't be that bad,” I told him.

“It would make me feel a whole lot better than just letting my daughter up and move in with someone she just met,” Dad added. 

Jace looked conflicted, but he just mumbled, “Fine.” 

“So, can Jace stay the night here? He can't move in until tomorrow, and he should be close by just in case.” 

“Hmm, I don't know how I feel about that…” Dad said, furrowing his brow. “If I agreed, he would have to sleep on the couch,” he continued.

“I can live with that,” Jace stated, “But, if I feel any distress or pain from her, I will be going up to her room.”

“If that's the case then fine, but no foolin' around—got  it?” Dad replied sternly. 

“Daddy, we would never disrespect you like that! I can't believe you would think that!” I exclaimed, offended and hurt by his thoughts.

“I don't, but I was a teenager once, and I know what the bond does to your hormones,” he justified.

“TMI, Dad, T…M…I! I don't want to know about that!” I shrieked, grabbing Jace and pulling him into the foyer towards the living room. Dad yelled from the office, “Love you, sweetie!” I could tell he enjoyed teasing me and making me uncomfortable, especially in front of Jace. 

“Once again, I am so sorry about my Dad,” I apologized to Jace.

He smirked, a dimple appearing above the right curve of his mouth, “I think it's funny—he's a cool dad. I'm not sure I would let my daughter's boyfriend spend the night when they just met.”

“Our situation is different. We can't really control the feelings of our bond obviously,” I pointed out.

“That's true, but I still wouldn't like it,” he replied. “Hey, I need to get some stuff from my place, but…” he trailed off, looking uneasy.

“I can't go with you because I'll be unprotected,” I pouted.

“I won't be gone long. I don't even know how long I can be away from you, but if I feel like you are in any pain, I'll come straight back, okay?”

“I guess we have no choice,” I responded. Just the thought of Jace leaving was tying my stomach in uncomfortable knots. 

He leaned his forehead against mine, and sighed, “This is going to be the hardest thing I've had to do, and it's something so simple. I can't believe how strongly I feel about you, Brie.”

“I know. Just the thought of you leaving is tearing me up inside,” I agreed.

“When I get back, I'll take you to dinner, okay?” he asked.

“You've done enough already—let me take care of dinner,” I suggested.

“Nothing I do will be enough; I will always want to do more. Dinner is no big deal so don't worry about it,” he said.

“No, I want to make you and my dad dinner. It will be a nice opportunity for you to get to know each other a little better,” I replied. 

“What did I tell you—beautiful and smart. That is a great idea,” he said affectionately. 

“Is there anything you're allergic to or don't like to eat? I don't want to make anything you don't like,” I said, already nervous about impressing Jace with my cooking skills.

“No allergies, but I'm not a big fan of seafood,” he admitted.

“Really? You live on the coast,” I joked.

“I like shrimp, but that's about it,” he replied.

“To be honest, that's the only seafood I like, too,” I said.

“And you're giving me a hard time?” he teased.

“Yep. Hurry up and go so you can come back to me,” I ordered.

“Geez, so bossy,” he replied, pulling me in for a hug. “I'll be back as soon as possible, okay?”

I nodded, leaning up to kiss him. “Take my boat. It will be faster than the ferry.”

He took my keys, kissing me again, “I better get going before I change my mind.”

“Can't you just call a moving company?” I asked hopefully.

“Well, all I need is my clothes and personal items, not any furniture. Plus, nothing is boxed up for them to move,” he pointed out.

“Fine, just go,” I said dejectedly. 

“I'll be right back, and then I'm never leaving you again,” he assured me.

“I'm going to hold you to that. Please be careful,” I pleaded.

“I will, mi amante. I'll see you soon,” he said, turning and walking away from me. It felt like a little piece of my heart was breaking with every step he took. He turned and looked at me as he opened the door, hesitating before he walked out. He suddenly let go of the door and turned around, quickly striding back and enveloping me in a steaming kiss. I urgently kissed him back, desperate for him to stay, but knowing he needed to leave. He tangled his hands in my hair, and I clutched the back of his shirt as he wrapped his tongue with mine. I pulled him closer to me, and I could feel his firmness pressing into my lower abdomen, causing me to shudder; I wanted him so badly, more than I had ever wanted anyone else. Remembering where we were, I broke the kiss, gasping for air. “What did we talk about earlier? Neither one of us has much control left, and my dad is right in the other room,” I reminded him.

He kissed my forehead and replied, “I know, I know, but you don't make it easy on me—you are irresistible to me. Let's try this again—I'll be back soon.” He kissed me gently one last time before turning to walk out the door, achieving his goal this time around. Sadness consumed me, and I couldn't believe how attached I was to him. My brain and heart were still warring over my easy acceptance of everything, of how I could feel so deeply for a man I just met, but I always followed my heart. I sighed before I went to find Dad, gloom clouding my mood. He was still in his office, surfing the internet. “Daddy?” 

He turned, concern covering his face once he saw my demeanor, “What's wrong, sweetheart?”

“Jace had to go to his house on the mainland to get his stuff. I feel like my heart is breaking,” I told him.

“It's just the bond, sweetie. Just keep reminding yourself he will be back soon. You know he didn't want to leave you, but you have to stay safe,” he said, attempting to comfort me.

“I know, I just hope the pain doesn't get too much worse—it's bad enough as it is,” I replied. We were never going to make it through the night if I was already feeling like this. “I'm going to go to the store to get some things to make the three of us dinner. Is there anything in particular that you feel like eating, Daddy?”

“Hmmm…I do love your stuffed chicken and risotto,” he answered.

“That sounds yummy. I hope Jace will like it,” I said.

“He will, honey. Here's some money for the groceries. Be careful,” he said.

“I will, Dad. I'll be back soon,” I promised.

“You know what? I think I'll go with you, just to be safe,” he said.

I rolled my eyes and sighed, “If I wasn't moving tomorrow, I would refuse to let you come with me, but I could use the company, I guess.”

He grabbed his keys, “Let's get going,” he said, walking towards the front door.

An uneasy feeling washed over me, causing me to stop. I clutched my stomach as tight knots jumbled around inside—it was that feeling you get when you feel like something is wrong, only it felt intensified. Dad noticed I wasn't following him and turned to see what was taking me so long, then immediately rushed to my side once seeing the position I was in. “What's wrong, Brie?” he asked urgently.

“I don't know—I just feel like something is wrong…like something bad is about to happen. Oh, Daddy, I hope it's not Jace,” I whimpered.

“It's probably just your souls missing each other. That's why Jace doesn't want to live away from you because of the pain you're starting to feel. It will only get worse as time passes,” he informed me.

“I hope that's all it is. I don't want anything to happen to him because of me,” I replied.

“He's a grown man, and a trained Elemental. He can take care of himself, Brielle,” he assured.

“You're right. Let's go,” I reluctantly replied, but the uneasiness remained. I still couldn't help the feeling that my gut told me that something bad was about to happen.
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Leaving Brielle was the hardest thing I have ever had to do, especially when she looked so damn vulnerable. When she looked that way, I wanted to take her in my arms and shut out the world, protecting her from anything that meant her harm. Her vulnerability also stoked a fire inside me, making me want to devour every inch of her, not stopping until we both were completely satisfied. I needed to hurry and get back to her. I could already feel discomfort from being away from her, on top of the anxiety and sadness I felt coming from her emotions, which made it worse.

Thank God there was no speed limit on the ocean, otherwise I would have been given a speeding ticket based on the speed I was going, but I needed to get back to Brielle as soon as possible. I reached Long Beach in record time, and docked Brielle's boat close to the shoreline. 

Once I got to my condo, I quickly packed my suitcases to the brim with all my clothes and personal items. Leaving Brielle was something I never wanted to do again, so I didn't plan on returning anytime soon. I heard my front door open, and I mentally reprimanded myself for not locking the door in my haste. I looked at the security camera feeds on the computer in my bedroom, and I saw the same three idiots from last night sneaking into my living room. I shook my head in disbelief because I thought my message was loud and clear last night, but I guess stupidity trumped logic in their case. 

I didn't know if they had followed me, or if they were just snooping around, trying to get clues to Brielle's whereabouts. I was going to have fun reminding them of my threat from last night.  

“Looking for something?” I asked as I revealed myself from the bedroom. From the look on their faces, I could tell that my second theory was the correct one; they had no clue that I was here.

The Elemental that took Brielle spoke first, “Actually, yeah, we're looking for your little girlfriend. Would you happen to know where she is?”

I chortled, “Are you mental? I would never tell you where she is.”

One of the other guys spoke next, “I was hoping you would say that. It would be much more entertaining to beat it out of you.”

“Yeah, you must be mental. Do you not know who I am?” I asked.

“I don't give a fuck who you are, but your undefeated record will be ended today, I promise you that,” the first guy spoke again.

I was done with talking. My hands lit up with flames, taking them by surprise. I guess they thought I would keep arguing back and forth until they were ready to fight. Wrong. I shot massive fireballs at each of them, striking two while the other dodged out of the way just in time. I felt a gush of air knock me into the wall, coming from the Air Elemental that took Brielle last night. I wondered what elements the other two controlled but they were too busy rolling on the floor, trying to quell the flames that were engulfing them. A good thing about Elemental's flames were that they were more difficult to extinguish, almost impossible unless you had Elemental abilities. I picked myself off the floor, torpedoing my flames at the last Elemental standing. He used his Air to divert my flames away from him, engulfing my couch. In the time he used to do so, I rapidly ran towards him, tackling him before he could redirect his attention back to me. I could feel the pressure of the air crushing me as he tried to get me to release him, but I fought through the pain and grabbed his face, searing his skin with the heat from my flames. The crushing force immediately lifted as he writhed in pain from the burns I was inflicting. Soon, the shock from the severity of the burns would render him unconscious, and then I could finish this confrontation. I could see his eyes rolling back as I felt another force throw me off into the breakfast bar of the kitchen. Great, another fucking Air Elemental. I looked up to see one of the two guys I hit earlier trying to help his friends up. His clothes were still smoking from my fireballs, and he was having trouble breathing. I felt another blast of wind pushing me back up against the bar, and I could see the unknown Elemental slowly rising, attempting to rejoin the fight. I felt the house start to shake, which indicated that the unknown Elemental was an Earth Elemental, making the ground underneath my house quake. His eyes weren't glowing, however so he wasn't the cause of the attack. I didn't have time to focus on who was, but suddenly, all attention shifted to the open front door as Zane walked in, eyes glowing like illuminated emeralds as he shook the earth. This surprised the two, conscious Elementals long enough for me to stride over to them and give one a right hook to the jaw, and kick the legs out from the other. I placed one hand on each of them, burning a hole through their shirts, causing burns to radiate outward over their chest. Zane walked over, levitating my marble table over the two Elementals and dropping it, incapacitating them. 

“Thanks for the help. How did you know I was here?” I asked.

“I came over to check on you since you disappeared last night. What's up with that?” he questioned.

“I met my twin flame last night at the club,” I answered.

Zane looked at me in disbelief, “You don't have to lie to me, Jace. We're boys.”

“I'm not lying. I came to get my stuff because I'm moving to Avalon so that we can be together. She's the One from the Prophecy, and on the island she's protected. We were attacked by the Three Stooges here last night, and then again on the way back to her house on her boat. She did some amazing shit last night to save us, and then she blacked out. I've never been more scared in my life, bro,” I told him.

“Wow, I can't believe it—Jace Vasquez, the eternal playboy, settling down,” he joked.

“I know, I know, I would have never pictured this in a million years. To make it more surreal, she's the girl from my nightmares,” I responded.

“That is some crazy shit, dude. So what's the bond like?” he asked.

“It's the most amazing feeling I've ever felt. I just want to be with her all the time and make her happy. Plus, I've never been more attracted to anyone in all my life—she causes a fire to burn inside me, and I want nothing more than to just make love to her. Actually make love to her, not hit it and quit it,” I confided. Suddenly, a streak of terror and pain overcomes me, and I know it's coming from Brielle. She must be feeling my injuries, which angers me because I never want her to be in pain, especially because of me. “Hey, will you take care of these guys—I need to get back to Brielle. I can already feel her pain from me being gone,” I asked.

“My pleasure,” he answered with a smirk. “Hey, call me later and let me know what's going on.”

“For sure, I want you to meet her. Also, if it's not too much to ask, will you help her with her Earth Element? Her dad has kept her in the dark about her powers, so she knows next to nothing on how to use them,” I informed him.

“Sure thing, man, just let me know when,” he replied.

“And I guess we need to cancel my upcoming fights until I figure everything out,” I said, disappointed. I loved fighting, but not as much as I loved Brielle. Wait…did that really just go through my mind? Did I love Brielle? She is my twin flame, but we just met. Everything I felt for her said yes, and there was no point denying the twin flame connection. You can't control what your heart and soul feels, and I wasn't planning to tempt Fate by questioning my connection with her. I was never going to take our bond for granted, that was for damn sure. I gathered my things from the bedroom, and met Zane out in the living room. He was surveying the damage, his green eyes roaming around the room.

“I'll get everything taken care of here. Get back to your flame,” Zane told me.

“Brielle's got a hot Water Elemental friend. Maybe I can hook you guys up,” I joked.

Zane chuckled, “Sounds good.”

I slapped him on the back, and headed out the door, glancing one last time at the mess that was now my condo. There were small fires on the couch, rug, and curtains, which Zane was putting out with my fire extinguisher. There were holes in my walls where I had been thrown into them, and a huge crack where I hit the bar. The three Elementals were still unconscious, and artwork, plants, and decorative items littered the floor. “Have fun,” I said sarcastically.

“Hey, thanks. You're the best friend ever,” he joked back as I walked out. 

I made it back to the harbor without further confrontations. I did notice that Brielle had called and texted me several times during all the commotion:

 

4:25 PM   Brielle:  Are you ok?! I feel pain from you

 

4:32 PM   Brielle:  Jace, what's going on?! What's wrong? I can feel that something is wrong. Please talk to me baby

 

4:56 PM   Me:  I'm fine coming home now sorry for scaring you

 

4:57 PM   Brielle:  Please hurry!

 

Once back at the Avalon harbor, I quickly ran back to Brielle's house, sore and aching from both my fight and my separation from her. I shoved open the door, dropped my suitcases on the floor, and went in search of Brielle. She practically ran into me as she rounded the corner, wrapping her arms around me and sobbing. “Where are you hurt? I can feel it,” she cried.

She pulled away, examining me from head to toe. I could feel that I had a few cuts on my head and arms, plus multiple bruises on my back. “Oh my God, Jace, you're bleeding! What the hell happened?!” she asked anxiously, pulling me to her again.

“Those three guys from last night came to my condo and we got into it,” I answered.

“Here, sit down and let me clean you up,” she instructed. I already felt ten times better just being back with her. She quickly came back, first aid kit in hand. She looked puzzled, saying, “Huh, the cuts on your head aren't bleeding anymore.” She gently pressed my forehead near one of the gashes, and relief swarmed the area where her fingers touched. Her eyes widened as she exclaimed, “Jace, the cuts are disappearing!” 

“What?” I responded. I got up to go to the bathroom and look in the mirror. Sure enough, the three cuts on my forehead were almost completely disappeared. Brielle followed me into the bathroom, a perplexed expression on her face. “That's something new…touch my arm,” I instructed. 

She did as I asked, and when she touched my arm, my wounds began to heal. That was something I never heard of happening between twin flames. I was certain it was because of Brielle's extraordinary powers. “You are amazing,” I said, cupping her cheeks and kissing her. “I missed you.”

“I missed you too. You have no idea how much. When I felt your pain, I wanted to go find you so bad. Never leave me again,” she pleaded, nuzzling her head into my chest.

“I'm not planning on it. I'm sorry you had to feel my pain. I could feel your fear and concern, too. Thank you for caring, mi amante,” I said sincerely. I inhaled, smelling something delicious coming from the kitchen, “Something smells good—what are you making?”

“Stuffed chicken with a white wine cream sauce and risotto with asparagus,” she answered. “It's almost ready.”

“Well, it smells and sounds delicious. I can't wait to try it,” I told her. She led me to the kitchen, and I noticed she was wearing a cute pink apron with cupcakes all over it. “You look adorable, by the way.” 

“Thank you. I can't believe I healed your injuries—that is definitely something that will come in handy. I wonder if I can do it to everyone,” she pondered aloud.

“We will have to test out that theory. I'm curious as to whether or not I can heal you; if it has something to do with our bond,” I contemplated.

“Have you heard of it before?”

“No, I was never told anything about being able to heal each other, but since you are the One, there are bound to be special traits unique to us,” I answered.

She resumed cooking, and the sight of her doing so made my heart warm. She glanced my way every few minutes or so, like she was afraid I would leave her again. I walked up behind her and wrapped my arms around her while she was stirring something on the stove, and I gently kissed her neck. “Dinner's ready. Can you help me set the table, please?” she asked, leaning back into my chest and turning her head to look up at me.

“Of course. Anything for you, mi amante,” I replied. We set the table before all sitting down to eat together. We talked about the incident at my condo, and Brielle was so relieved that Zane showed up when he did. Her dad was less than thrilled that they were trying to find Brielle through me, as was I, but Brielle reminded us that she was safe on the island. I shared my plans to train Brielle, which her Dad was not very fond of, but I argued that she would be safer if she knew how to defend herself, which he reluctantly agreed with. 

“I want to start on Monday, since we will be getting settled in to the beach house tomorrow. We need to pick up the keys in the morning,” I stated happily. I was ecstatic to have Brielle move in with me, especially if it meant we got some privacy.

“I'll call Kimber, and see when she can train me with,” Brielle said, clearing our dishes from the table. I stood up to take them from her, “Here, mi amante, let me take those for you. You've done enough with that wonderful meal. It was the most delicious thing I've ever eaten.”

“Stop it. You're just saying that to spare my feelings,” she replied.

“No, I'm not. I mean it,” I said, putting the dishes into the dishwasher.

“Really?” she asked.

“Really—it was the best meal I've ever had,” I answered, kissing her on the forehead.

“Thank you, that means a lot to me,” she said.

“No, thank you for that amazing meal,” I said genuinely, a smile across my face.

“Brielle, I think that Thursdays would be the best, if that works for Kimber,” her dad said from across the room. He came over to kiss her on the top of her head, “The food was delicious, as always, sweetie. I'll be in my office if you need me.”

“Okay, Daddy, love you,” Brielle told him. She turned to look at me, a shy smile spreading on her lips, “I rented some movies if you want to watch them before we go to bed.”

“That sounds good. I'll finish cleaning up in here, and you can put the first movie on,” I suggested.

“I'll help you. There are so many pots and utensils that I used to cook with, so it is definitely a two-person job,” she laughed. We cleaned the kitchen together, something that felt so natural. We snuggled up on the couch after we were done, and started watching one of the movies. Brielle's proximity to me sent my heart racing, and I wished we were in our house already. I just wanted to get this night over with since I was not looking forward to the withdrawal from our bond. Tomorrow could not come fast enough.
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I fought to keep my eyes open halfway through the second movie, but I was exhausted. All of the events of the day, especially the separation from Jace, had taken its toll on me. The terror that engulfed me when I felt the pain he was in was something I never wanted to experience again. It was as if a part of me was dying when he was hurt, and I was helpless to stop it. I knew where he was, but Dad refused to let me go help him, saying I would never make it in time. I cried, from both Jace's pain and the discomfort from the separation, and nothing could soothe me. My dad tried rubbing my back in circles to calm me, which normally worked when I was upset, but there was no consoling me. He paced back and forth in my room, cursing the Gods for doing this to his daughter. I started to calm down once I could feel that he was returning to me. I still couldn't believe that our connection was so strong that it could make me feel like I was the one getting injured, like I was directly being hit. I was surprised that I wasn't bleeding and bruised myself because of how realistic it felt.

Sleep finally overcame me while I was cuddled up against Jace's side, his arm draped over me. I felt so peaceful with him, and I was thankful he was brought into my life. I felt him lift me up, cradling me in his arms as he carried me up the stairs to my bedroom. He set me down gently on my bed and covered me with my comforter. As he began to pull away, I reached out and grabbed his arm, drowsily saying, “No, please don't leave me. Stay.”

“I'll be right downstairs—this was your idea, remember?”

“Now I'm regretting even suggesting it, but you're right. I'll see you in the morning” I murmured, eyes still closed.

He sighed, “I think it will be sooner than that.” Then, he kissed me on the forehead as he whispered, “Goodnight, mi amante.”

“Goodnight,” I sleepily replied. I heard his footsteps retreating down the stairs before I fell back to sleep.
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A dull pain in my stomach, along with a throbbing headache caused me to wake up. I rolled around on my bed, clenching my eyes shut, trying to block out the pain. Is this really what happens when we are apart? It's only been a few hours. There's no way we can be apart if these are the effects. 

Sweat formed on my forehead after I'd been writhing around in pain for about thirty minutes. My sheets were damp from my sweat and they were tangled around me. Where was Jace? If he was feeling my pain, he should have come up here already. I can't take much more of this. I'm just going to have to go to him.

I stood up to go downstairs, causing dizziness and nausea to wash over me. I clumsily ran to the bathroom and vomited, barely lifting the lid of the toilet in time. I leaned my head against the cool porcelain, trying to quell the fever overtaking me. I closed my eyes in another attempt to block out some of the pain, just before arms pulled me into a warm body.

Jace held me in his lap, and the pain began to melt away. I wouldn't believe it if I wasn't experiencing it firsthand, but his touch was the cure for whatever was ailing me. We sat there in silence for a few minutes before Jace said, “I didn't want you to feel any of that, but you are so stubborn. Believe me now, mi amante?” 

I nodded as the last of the pain relinquished, and exhaustion settled over me again. Jace lifted me up in his arms, carried me to my bed, and laid me down before covering me with the comforter. This time, he laid down next to me, joining me under the comforter instead of leaving me. I was too drained to appreciate that he had stripped down to only his boxer-briefs and muscle shirt before getting in my bed. I lethargically turned to face him, draping one leg over his and placing my arm over his torso. He turned his body to mirror mine, his mouth inches away from my lips before enveloping me in his arms. My left leg was sandwiched between his two muscular ones as he pressed a soft kiss to my lips. I still felt the tingling as I fell back asleep. 
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I startled awake, screaming at the top of my lungs. Jace sat up next to me, and I turned and sobbed into him, clutching onto him for dear life, afraid an unseen force would pull him away from me like in my dream. My dad ran into the room half-asleep and asked, “Another nightmare?”

Jace nodded, still trying to console me as he caressed my hair and whispered, “I'm right here, mi amante. I'm not going anywhere. Shhh, shhh. It's all over, now. Please stop crying. I hate the way you're feeling—it's tearing me up inside.”

“If you need me, I'll be in my room,” my dad said as he walked back out my door. 

I felt Jace's worry as he tried to calm me down. I took deep breaths, reminding myself that he was right there in my arms. His smell wafted around me, which helped to soothe me. “I'm sorry, it's just so real. Now that I have you, the fact that I lose you in my dreams is so much worse,” I choked.

“I wish I could make them go away so you won't feel like this anymore,” he said regrettably.

“Did you have yours, too?” I asked, still trembling from my onslaught of tears.

“Yes,” he answered, jaw clenching. I could feel his heart racing, as well as his anger and concern.

“How are you so calm? Totally opposite of me, obviously,” I said, gesturing to myself.

“As soon as I woke up and realized you were in my arms, I calmed down some,” he replied.

“That makes sense. Must be my uber sensitivity taking hold, I guess. I always wake up that way from the nightmare,” I stated. He kissed me, cradling me in his lap as he sat up taller in my bed. I felt so comforted and loved in his arms, and the rest of my negative emotions from the nightmare slowly faded away. He rubbed my back, saying, “It's been a rough night, but try and go back to sleep, mi amante. I'm right here.”

I nodded as I felt sleep creeping back up on me. Before I knew it, I was once again asleep in the security of Jace's arms, his heartbeat my perfect lullaby.
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I awoke the next morning, still held in the comfort of Jace's embrace. Light trickled in through my window, casting a heavenly glow throughout my room. I wondered what time it was. I felt fully rested, despite waking up from our separation and my nightmare in the middle of the night. I stared at Jace's perfect face, peaceful in his sleep, and I contemplated how I could be so blessed to have him as the other half of my soul. I probably should have been upset that I didn't get a say in the matter of who I spend the rest of my life with, but surprisingly I wasn't. I would have chosen Jace even if I was given the option—he had everything that I wanted in a man, and we got along so well.

I looked at my phone, which read 8:56 AM. I wanted to let Jace sleep a little longer since I woke him up last night, so I cautiously rose out of bed, careful not to disturb him before I went to my bathroom to take a shower.

When I was finished taking my shower, I realized I hadn't brought clothes into the bathroom with me. Oh, shit—what if Jace was awake? I didn't want him to see me like this, especially since I was in just a towel. We both had very little self-control left. I hoped he was still asleep as I peeked out of the bathroom…damn! He was already awake, sitting on the edge of my bed. What do I do now? I couldn't think of anything else to do so I stuck my head out and simply said, “Hey.”

Jace turned to look in my direction, and a smile lit his face when he saw me. “Good morning, beautiful. I sensed you were gone, which woke me up. Is everything okay?”

“I'm sorry I woke you up again. I just needed to shower. I feel gross after the nightmares. I forgot clothes so I, um, need you to go downstairs so I can get dressed,” I said awkwardly.

He chuckled, “How about we trade? I wanted to take a shower too.”

I blushed at the thought of him in the shower, completely naked and dripping wet—ahh, stop it, stop it! I scolded myself for thinking like a hormonal teenage boy, and answered, “Sure, that should be enough time for me to get dressed.”

“Great, I'm going to grab one of my bags from downstairs so I can change when I'm done,” he said, striding towards my bedroom door. “I'll be right back.”

When he shut the door, I hastily grabbed my silk, pink robe from the closet and put it on before he came back. Then, I started looking through my closet for clothes. I wanted something cute, but comfortable since we were going to be moving. I didn't have any boxes or luggage, since Dad never let me go anywhere, so it was going to be a challenge getting my stuff to the new house. 

Jace walked back in, interrupting my thoughts as he said, “I hope you're bringing that when we move.”

I flushed again when I noticed his gaze on my exposed thighs. “I'm sure I can find a place for it,” I flirted. 

He smiled and walked into the bathroom, closing the door behind him. I returned to going through my closet to find an outfit to wear, and finally settled on some black yoga pants and a pink halter top. I put on my pink, slip-on Converse before applying some light make-up at my vanity, then I fashioned my long hair in a side french braid while I waited for Jace to finish. He came out a few minutes later in a black Famous shirt, khaki cargo shorts, and slate gray Nikes. He walked over to me and pulled me into a hug as he asked, “Are you feeling better?”

“Yes, thanks to you. I don't usually calm down that easily,” I honestly replied.

“Well, that makes me feel good. At least I can help in some way. Are you hungry? Your dad was cooking breakfast downstairs,” he informed me.

“Sure, let's go eat,” I replied, and he grabbed my hand as I led the way downstairs. The smell of bacon and pancakes filled the air, and my stomach grumbled, which I hope Jace didn't hear. We walked into the kitchen, where my dad was flipping pancakes. Bacon was already arranged on a plate on the table, along with fresh fruit, juice, syrup and milk. My dad loved to make breakfast for me on the weekend, especially since we were usually in a rush out the door on weekday mornings. That was definitely something I would miss.  “Morning, sunshine,” he called out in his usual fashion.

I giggled, “Morning, Daddy. I'm sorry for waking you last night.”

“Nothing new sweetheart, don't worry about it,” he replied. “Sit down, I got a couple of blueberry pancakes coming right up.”

Jace and I sat down next to one another at the table. I poured myself a glass of apple juice as I scooped some fruit on my plate. Jace poured himself a glass of milk, and put three strips of bacon on his plate. I playfully grabbed a strip off of his plate and took a bite, smiling at him as I put it back. He laughed, stabbing at a piece of my fruit with his fork and then placing it in his mouth. Dad walked over with a plate stacked with blueberry pancakes and set it on the table. I placed one on my plate, and spooned my fruit on top. Jace let my dad get his pancakes first, then put two on his plate. He proceeded to drown them in syrup, causing me to laugh. He turned to look at me and asked, “What?”

“Do you want some pancakes with your syrup?” I teased. 

“Don't knock it 'til you try it,” he replied.

“No thanks, I don't want to go into diabetic shock,” I joked.

“Suit yourself,” he responded as he started cutting his pancakes into small squares. 

“So, I assume you were in her room because of the bond?” Dad asked.

“Oh Daddy, it was terrible—I felt so sick. The pain was so bad that it woke me up. I had fever, nausea, and a huge migraine. I fought it for a while before I threw up. Jace came, and as soon as he touched me, everything began to feel better. After a few minutes, it was like nothing had ever happened—I felt totally fine. I couldn't believe it.”

“I was afraid of that, but I just needed to make sure before I let you go,” he sighed. “Do you kids need help with moving anything today?” 

“All I really need is my clothes and bath stuff. Everything is already furnished there, so I don't need any of my furniture,” I answered.

“Oh, okay. I can transport everything you need in my truck,” he offered. Dad was one of the only residents with a vehicle, which was provided to him by the Fire Department for any heavy duty jobs that they might come across.

“That sounds good, Daddy. You can come inside and look around too,” I suggested. 

“Okay, pumpkin, sounds like a plan,” he stated, smiling as he took a bite of his pancakes. 

After we finished breakfast, Jace and I cleaned up the tornado of a mess that Dad left before going back upstairs to pack. I fit what I could in my backpack and the overnight bag that I used when I stayed over at Kimber's. I was able to pack all of my bath essentials, as well as a few outfits. “We'll have to make a few trips since I have a ton of clothes and shoes,” I told Jace. 

“We don't have to get it all today. It's not like we will never be over here again,” Jace pointed out.

“That's true. A bunch of it will fit in my Dad's truck though. We will need to get groceries, too.” I responded.

“Whatever you want mi amante,”he said, causing a smile to spread across my face. I loved when he called me that.

“I want to wash all of the linens, too. Who knows the last time they washed the bed sheets and towels,” I stated.

Jace laughed, “I'm sure they are clean, but knock yourself out. We can take this stuff, go get the keys, and then go to our house. You ready?”

I smiled at the thought—our house. I couldn't believe it, and I had never been happier. I hoped that Jace felt the same way, and sensing his emotions, he did. I let his joy and excitement wash over me, basking in the fact that I was the cause of it. I could also sense something else—was that…love? No, it couldn't be. How could he love me after two days? Then again, our relationship was not what I would consider normal, so it could be possible, given our connection. I wouldn't jump to any conclusions until I heard the words pass from his lips.“I'm ready. Daddy, we're leaving,” I yelled.

“Alright, sweetheart. Do you want me to load up the rest of your stuff?” he asked, walking out of his office. 

“No, we will come back and help you, Daddy. We have to get groceries and unpack this stuff. Then, we will be back,” I answered.

“Sounds good. Be safe,” he instructed, wrapping me tightly in a hug.

“Remember Daddy, we are only a couple of streets away—there is no reason to be upset,” I reminded him.

“I know, I know. I just wish you weren't so grown up already,” he said.

I giggled, “See you later, Daddy.” I went to grab Jace's hand, but he had both hands full with our combined belongings. “Let me help you,” I said, reaching for my bags. 

“I got it. Just open the door for me,” he replied.

I sighed as I opened the door. “Men are so stubborn,” I muttered.

“I heard that,” Jace said jokingly.

“You are,” I pointed out, chuckling. We walked side-by-side on the sidewalk towards the realtor's office to pick up the keys. Jace didn't seem to have any trouble carrying our bags, but I still felt bad for not contributing. “Just let me carry one of my bags,” I said, reaching for my overnight bag.

He released it as he shook his head at me and smiled, displaying the dimple I loved. “And I'm the stubborn one,” he joked.

I stuck my tongue out at him as we continued to walk. “Do you think we could get some training in today?” I asked hopefully.

“Maybe, if you're up for it,” he teased.

“Why wouldn't I be up for it?” 

“That's for me to know, and you to find out,” he said flirtatiously. We were at the realtor's office now, and Jace held the door open for me with his free hand. The receptionist smiled warmly at us before saying, “I'll let Kelly know you're here.” She stood up and walked down a hallway towards the back of the office. 

We sat down in the same place as yesterday, and I felt like my excitement was going to overtake me. Every second felt like a minute, and time seemed to drag on and on, even though only a few minutes had passed when Kelly entered to greet us. “I have your keys. I'll take you over there if you'd like,” she offered.

“That would be great, Kelly, thanks,” Jace replied. Once on the golf cart, it only took another few minutes until we were at our house. I practically jumped off, bouncing excitedly as Jace gathered our bags. He looked at me, shaking his head and laughing.

“Here you go—there are two sets of keys. I hope you enjoy,” she said, handing me the keys. 

“Thank you so much,” I replied, anxious to get inside our home. I turned and sped toward the door, hurriedly opening it so Jace could get all of our stuff inside without having to stand and wait on me. He carried everything upstairs, setting it down next to one of the dressers. Where we were sunk in, and suddenly I was flustered as thoughts of what we could be doing in this room flooded me. All were things I really wanted to do, but my lack of experience compared to Jace's worried me. I was afraid I would disappoint him. He must have felt my panic and worry because I felt his concern as he walked over to me. “What's wrong, mi amante? You still want this right?” he asked hesitantly.

“Of course I do! I'm just worried about…“ I trailed off, not wanting to admit how embarrassed I was.

“Worried about what?” he asked, cupping my face, forcing me to look at him.

I sighed, burrowing my head in his chest and trying to avoid saying what was bothering me. “Brielle, please tell me. I hate when you feel this way,” he pleaded.

I looked up at him. His warm eyes soothed me as he looked at me with such adoration. “I just don't want to disappoint you. You know…in bed,” I confessed.

He looked slightly shocked, replying, “You could never disappoint me, not with the way I feel about you. Just kissing you is amazing. I can only imagine what sex with you will be like.”

“I'm not as experienced as you. What if I suck?” I asked. 

“Not possible,” he replied, laughing. “It doesn't matter if I've been with more people. It will be like nothing either of us has experienced before because of our connection. Our bodies, minds, and souls will entwine as one, and we will be able to feel each other on a deeper level. It's supposed to be mind-blowing.”

“Now I'm definitely worried I won't live up to it,” I said, only half-joking.

“If you're not ready, we can wait,” he said.

“I don't want to wait,” I replied shyly, biting my lower lip.

Jace's eyes lit up. “Are you sure?” he asked.

“I'm sure. Even though I'm nervous, I can barely control myself around you. I want you so bad,” I flirted.

“Same here,” he replied, kissing me. “I want our first time to be special, and I have a few things in mind to make sure that it is. Let's get this stuff unpacked, and then we can go back to your dad's to get more of your things. After that, we can go get groceries, come home, and get settled in.”

“Okay, I'll call my dad. I should probably text Kimber, too. I haven't talked to her since yesterday morning,” I replied. I took out my phone and brought up my message strand with Kimber:

 

1:48 PM   Me:  Sorry I haven't called, I've been busy. Jace and I just moved into a beach house! You'll have to come over tomorrow; I will be busy tonight ;P love ya

 

I sent the message and smiled. I could not wait for tonight!
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The rest of the day dragged on and on. It seemed like everything was in slow motion, keeping me from my night with Brielle. I wanted everything to be perfect for her tonight. Even though neither of us were virgins, it was still our first time together and I wanted it to be special. 

I was preparing dinner as Brielle continued to unpack our stuff upstairs. Shrimp simmered in a lemon butter sauce that I had made, and the bowtie pasta was just about done. The vegetable medley was finished roasting, as well. I drained the pasta and tossed it with the sauce, then set it aside to cool off. I set some garlic bread and salad on the table, which I had set with some plates we had bought from a specialty store in town today. I heard Brielle walking down the stairs as I turned to bring the rest of the food to the table. “You're just in time,” I smiled.

“It smells delicious, Jace.  I can't believe you did all this for me,” she said gratefully.

“I'd do anything for you, mi amante. I've already told you that,” I said, kissing her on the nose. “Now sit, and I'll get everything served.”

“Yes, sir!” she joked, saluting me.

I chuckled as I served us both, and then sat down to eat. “Did you talk to Kimber?” I asked.

“I texted her. She texted back saying she was going to come over tomorrow,” she replied.

“I should text Zane and see if he can come over tomorrow, too. He's my best friend, and an Earth Elemental. He's the one I want to help train you,” I said. 

“Are you sure we can trust him?” she asked, concern lining her face.

“Yes—he's my best friend. We've known each other since we were kids, and he helped me with those guys yesterday. I trust him with my life,” I replied. Brielle nodded, but I could feel that she was still unsure. I couldn't blame her, especially with everything she had to absorb in such a short time frame. Plus, all the Elementals she had met besides her dad, Kimber, and I had tried to harm her, so I expected her to be apprehensive. 

“You know I would never let anyone, including Zane, hurt you, right? Even though he's been my best friend for so long, you come first. If he did anything to harm you, I would kill him,” I told her. The realization that I would do that was jarring. Even though we had just met, I was willing to do anything for her, even kill my best friend…just wow. The depth of feelings associated with our bond was unbelievable. If I wasn't feeling them firsthand, I would be more than a little skeptical at someone describing them to me, especially how fast and furious they manifest. 

“I know. Even if I don't necessarily trust him, I trust you,” she responded. “Where did you learn to cook?” she asked, changing the subject.

“My mom made me take Home Economics and an elective cooking course in high school. She said she wanted me to be able to cook for myself when I moved out, not just live off fast food.”

“Smart woman,” Brielle replied with a smirk. We finished eating, and I suggested that Brielle go upstairs and take a bath in the garden tub she loved so much while I cleaned up. She happily obliged, and I quickly cleaned the kitchen before going upstairs to get everything ready for tonight. I placed candles throughout the room on the nightstands, dressers, and railing to the loft. I spread pink rose petals on our new, freshly-washed comforter that Brielle insisted we buy, and also on the floor from the bathroom door to the bed. I dimmed the lights, and tried to decide where I should wait. Should I lie down or should I sit on the edge of the bed? Should I take my shirt off? I decided to just sit on the bed, fully-clothed. I didn't want Brielle to think I only wanted one thing. I heard the bathtub draining, and I felt Brielle's nervousness and excitement, which increased my own. For some reason, Brielle made me nervous, something no woman had ever made me feel. I wanted to live up to the expectations that came along with my experience, and I definitely did not want to disappoint her.

The door opened, and Brielle strolled out in a sexy lingerie set—she had on a black and pink zebra print bra, paired with a matching set of boy shorts trimmed with pink lace. I'm sure my mouth was hanging on the floor as I gazed over her body—she was my perfection. Her alluring legs were topped by slightly thick thighs, leading up to luscious hips, and a small, but firm ass. Her slender waist was just right, not too thick, not too thin, and her loose curls dripped water down her voluptuous chest. I immediately got up and walked over to where she stood in the door-frame before crushing her lips with mine. I tangled my hands in her wet locks as I pushed her up against the wall. She grabbed the sides of my shirt and forcibly tugged up to get it off. Our lips separated as we pulled the shirt over my head, and I reconnected my mouth with her neck, taking in her sweet scent as I trailed kisses down her collarbone to her breasts. She tipped her head back against the wall, letting out a soft moan as I gently kissed her along her chest, my tongue tasting all that I could of her. She wrapped her legs around me as I pressed her up against the wall, her hands running through my hair, slightly pulling at the back. I nipped at her breasts, causing her to arch her body towards me off the wall. My hands trailed from her ass up her back to her bra, which I unhooked and let fall to the floor. 

Her breasts were even more appealing without the bra—her soft, pink nipples were so enticing that I had to take one in my mouth, instantly causing it to stiffen. I gently sucked, using one of my hands to massage its twin. I glanced up at Brielle, whose eyes were closed, pleasure coating her face. I wrapped my arms around to support her as I took her off the wall and to the bed, gently laying her down. She looked up at me with such desire in her eyes, exuding sexual want, which caused my dick to harden more. “Do you have protection?” she asked seductively.

I nodded—I was always prepared. I took the condom out of my wallet and she frowned. “Is it latex?” she asked.

“I think so, why?” I replied.

“I'm allergic to latex,” she said, brows furrowing. 

Damn! “So what do you want to do?” I asked.

“I'm on the pill, so pregnancy isn't an issue, but…” she paused. 

“I promise I'm clean. I have to get tested frequently in the UFC so I always use protection. If I contract something, I can't fight, so I never risk it,” I interrupted. She smiled, my answer obviously pleasing her. She separated her legs, allowing me to ease in between them. I admired her form as I ran my hands over her body, so beautiful, created just for me. She unbuttoned my jeans, and I stood back up to take them off. I resumed my position between her legs, and she pulled me to her by my shoulders, kissing me passionately, her tongue dancing with mine. I rubbed my hands along the curves of her body, stopping to caress her breasts. She grabbed my cock as she slipped her hand under my boxers, causing me to shudder from her touch. She stroked it steadily as we breathlessly kissed, and I needed to remove all barriers between us so I could feel every inch of her. I shoved my boxers down my legs, kicking them off my feet. She arched her back so I could shimmy her panties down her legs before throwing them to the floor. 

I pressed my body back to hers, our connection erupting like a volcano within. Everywhere our bodies touched softly hummed with electricity, a pleasant tingle streaming over our skin. Brielle pressed her lips to my collarbone, kissing and biting me along my neck and chest. I groaned as she grabbed my fully hardened length, resuming her stroking from earlier. My fingers found her core, and I rubbed her moist warmth with my fingers. She trembled against me as my fingers glided in and out of her, causing her to stroke me harder and faster. My mouth collided with hers, my tongue plunging into her mouth as we fondled each other. I groaned as she moved my hand and maneuvered my dick to her slick opening. I pulled back slightly, teasing her by hovering over her entrance and rubbing against her clit. She growled, wrapping her legs around my waist and pulling me to her as she looked at me mischievously. I went to enter her, but she pulled back, locking her legs against my hips and preventing my entrance, teasing me with a taste of my own medicine.

I smugly grinned at her, lowering my mouth to her breasts and running my tongue along the mounds of her chest, grazing my teeth against her nipples. I circled my tongue around them, alternating between, the sensation causing her to relax her legs slightly as she arched her body towards me. She once again grabbed my length and guided it to her opening. This time, I sank deep into her, causing us both to shudder with my first stroke. She fisted my hair, moaning as I plunged in and out of her. I grabbed the back of her head, tugging her hair softly as I pressed our lips together. Our emotions connected as our souls melded as one, and the sensations of our sex intensified with our bond. The spark that had surfaced when we first touched turned into an inferno when I entered her, and it continued to build with each thrust, threatening to burst like a supernova. I pumped slower, but harder, and Brielle dug her nails into my shoulders, arching her hips up, causing her pussy to moisten and tighten around me, which brought us both closer to the brink of climax. I gazed in her eyes, allowing all the raw sensations swirling through our bond to overtake me. An overwhelming amount of love pulsed through our connection, and I could feel it deep in both of our souls. Tears welled in both our eyes, and Brielle's looked like ponds of liquid honey splattered with greens and browns, threatening to overflow onto her face. I tenderly kissed her before I softly spoke against her lips, “I love you, Brielle.”

She exhaled, the barrier holding back her tears shattering as she replied, “I love you, too, Jace.” I wiped away her tears with my thumbs, kissing the path they streaked down her cheeks. Our souls hummed with pleasure through our bond, and I could feel the moderate burning on the back of my neck as our tattoo started to form. I disregarded it, concerned only with Brielle's pleasure as I held her close to me, thrusting deeper as she moaned with ecstasy. I buried my face in her neck, letting her scent envelop me. She kissed my neck, and rubbed her hands up and down my back, still arched against me. I felt how close we both were to climax, which encouraged me to plunge harder and faster. Brielle yelled, “Yes! Yes! I feel it, Jace! Don't stop!” I groaned—I loved hearing my name pass her lips with such pleasure. She arched her back more, and after a few more thrusts, I felt her release, her warmth coating me as she screamed out, fisting the sheets in her hands. I continued to thrust as she orgasmed, causing me to come, spilling myself into her as I collapsed. Both of us panted breathlessly against each other as our bond continue to pulse with euphoria. I shifted to the side so I wouldn't crush her with my weight, and she shifted to face me, maneuvering her hips to keep me inside her.

She stroked my face, looking in my eyes and smiling lovingly at me. “That was incredible,” she said. “I've never felt anything like that before. You were right; it was like everything connected, and I felt you deep in my soul. I can't believe you feel that strongly about me,” she said, more tears clouding her eyes.

I embraced her as I told her, “No more tears. I hate seeing you cry.”  

“I'm sorry. You know I'm emotional, especially when it involves you,” she admitted.  

“I love you, mi amante,” I said, caressing her cheek with the back of my hand.

“I love you, too,” she replied. I softly kissed her as she wrapped her legs around me, nudging me deeper inside her. I felt another burning as the tattoo formed more from the completion of the sex stage. “What is burning me?” Brielle asked irritably, reaching for her neck.

“It's our tattoo—it was burning earlier because we completed the love stage, and it's burning now because we completed the sex stage,” I answered. “One more stage, and it will seal our bond.”

“Trust, right? But I already trust you,” she stated.

“I know, but we both have to demonstrate our trust in one another in some way to complete the stage,” I said.

“Oh. Hey, I need to clean up, you want to join me in the shower?” she asked suggestively, rocking her hips against me.

“Sure,” I said, pulling myself gently out of her. She hopped up off the bed and awkwardly walked to the shower. I followed, enjoying my view of her—she was a masterpiece, and she was all mine. 


[image: ]

 

 

 

The first night in our house was unquestionably memorable—I would never forget it. Falling asleep in Jace's arms after we had sex in the shower was pure bliss. No nightmares came to me that night, and I awoke thoroughly rested. I rubbed at my neck, which itched slightly, and wondered what the tattoo that was now there looked like. Jace and I were both so distracted that we hadn't taken the time to examine them. I turned around to face Jace, my movements causing his eyes to slowly flutter open. He smirked as he saw me, mumbling, “Good morning, beautiful.”

“Good morning,” I replied. God, I could get used to this—waking up to this gorgeous man every morning would never get old. “I wanted to take a look at our tattoos when we get up since we were preoccupied last night,” I teased.

Jace chuckled. “Turn around—I can look at yours now. Then, you can look at mine.” 

I complied and gathered my hair to lift it up off my neck. Jace gasped as he brushed his finger across my neck. “Wow…you have the Ultimate Unity symbol,” he informed me.

“What does that mean? I thought I was supposed to get your symbol,” I replied.

“It means 'All That Is'. No other Elemental has ever had that symbol,” he answered, leading me to the bathroom. He positioned us both in front of the mirror and handed me my large hand mirror so I could look at the back of my neck. The tattoo was of two triangles, one standard triangle, the other inverted—the inverted triangle covered the standard one, and they were both a faint silver. I handed the mirror to Jace, and he looked at his in the same manner. His tattoo was identical to mine. He stared in awe at his reflection in the mirror, then at me. “I guess you are special, huh?” he joked.

“What does this mean? I mean I know what it means, but what does this mean for us?” I asked.

“I don't really know—I think only the Oracle and the Elders would know, and I'm not sure either would tell us anything. The Elders won't, and the Oracle might, but only at her own leisure,” he replied.

“At her own leisure?”

“Yeah, she will summon us when it is time. It could be anytime now since you turned 18 and inherited your powers.”

“Well that's just great. I have to just wait around for her to summon me while other Elementals are trying to kill me, and Uranus is planning on reclaiming Gaia? We don't even know when it's going to happen, and I'm not even trained! I feel like I have no control over my own life!” I said, raising my voice.

“Yes you do, but there's no point getting upset over things you can't control, mi amante. Something we can control is beginning your training today if that would make you feel better,” he suggested with a shy smile.

“That's a start, I guess,” I mumbled.

“Well then, get ready. We need some breakfast before we start,” he said, patting me lightly on the butt. I put on a black racerback workout shirt and black shorts, thinking they would be the most practical for training. Jace had chosen the same color palette as me, opting for a black muscle shirt and black gym shorts. He looked divine, his broad arms showing off their sculpted muscles with no sleeves to contain them. He crossed them, smirking at me staring at him. “Like what you see?” he asked smugly.

“Maybe,” I teased. I'm sure he knew I loved every part of him after last night. I went to the bathroom to brush my teeth and wash my face, Jace copying my routine in the adjoining sink. I put my hair up in a tight bun, hoping it would stay out of my face during training. Jace pulled my lips to his, our minty breaths tangling in one another's mouths. I mumbled against his lips, “We will never accomplish anything if we keep this up.”

“Oh, I think we can accomplish quite a bit,” he joked suggestively. The kiss continued, our passion flaring as he lifted me onto the counter. I wrapped my arms around his shoulders, my legs around his waist as he groaned into my mouth. He broke the kiss, caressing my face as he said, “We better start training before I won't allow you to leave our bedroom.” He led me downstairs, and I made us some toast and eggs before we went into our backyard to train. 

“So, where do we start?” I asked.

“Well, first, we can practice summoning your fire. It's pretty easy—all you have to do is visualize the fire in your hands, like this,” he said, demonstrating. He held his hands out to his sides, slightly raised. His eyes began to shift to a vibrant orange, warning that he was about to utilize his powers. Flames ignited in his palms, and then extinguished from his silent command. “You try,” he instructed.

I mimicked his stance, and visualized fire in my hands. Nothing happened, and I looked to Jace for an explanation. He shrugged his shoulders, “Try again.”

I did as he requested, with the same end result. I tried again and again, and still nothing. About twenty minutes had passed, and I sighed in frustration, “What am I doing wrong?”

“I don't know. You have to vividly visualize the fire. Feel the heat, see the flames, and will it to be in your hands,” he instructed.

I shook my hands, trying to release the tension I built up from my failed attempts. I took a deep breath and closed my eyes, replaying Jace's words in my mind—feel the heat, see the flames, feel the heat, see the flames. I visualized a campfire, flames bright and flickering, and I willed it to be in my hands. A few seconds later, I felt warmth in my hands. I opened my eyes and glanced down at my hands, which were now ablaze with flames. I startled from the sight, gasping and  causing the flames to extinguish. I sighed with disappointment, “I suck.”

Jace laughed. “You do not suck. You created the flames after only a few attempts, which is great given you had no prior knowledge of manipulating elements. I think fire is the hardest element to control because it's difficult to picture your hands engulfed in flames since your natural instinct is to put it out.”

“That makes sense. I want to try again,” I stated.

“Determined—that's my girl,” Jace praised.

I once again repeated the instructions Jace had given me in my head. The flames manifested quicker this time, and I was careful to maintain my composure so I wouldn't put out the flames. I looked at Jace, who smiled proudly at me, and nodded his head. I stared in awe at my hands, wondering how my skin was not burned by the flames emitted by them. “What do I do now?” I asked, eager to complete my next task.

“See if you can throw a fireball and hit that rock over there,” he instructed, gesturing to a large rock at the edge of our yard. “Just visualize a ball of fire projecting from your hand and landing on that rock.”

I did as Jace said, picturing a ball of fire shooting out of my hand and hitting the rock. My first attempt shot out, only to land about five feet from me. The next three shot up into the sky. After another half-hour of attempts, I finally hit the rock before slumping to my knees in exhaustion. Jace was instantly by my side, concern etching his face. “I'm sorry, mi amante. I shouldn't have pushed you to do so much so fast,” he said, sorrow flooding his voice.

“I'm fine, just tired is all. I wouldn't have stopped until I hit that rock anyway,” I admitted. I tried to stand, but my vision faltered, and my legs buckled. Jace caught me, steadying me before scooping me up into his arms. “Easy, baby, I've got you. I won't let you fall.”

I wrapped my arms around his neck, leaning my head against his chest. “Too late, I've already fallen,” I said.

“Huh?” he asked in confusion.

“For you, silly,” I replied, giggling at my corniness. 

He laughed, realizing what I meant. “I love you,” he said, kissing me on the forehead.

I yawned, “Until my last heartbeat.” Using elements was draining, and I wasn't sure how I was going to overcome the exhaustion that seemed to take over whenever I used my powers. I couldn't stop the apocalypse if I fainted during my battle with Uranus. Fear started to build in me at the thought that I wouldn't be able to do all of this, but, right now, all I could focus on was sleep. I closed my eyes, and I felt Jace walking up the steps to our loft. By the time we reached the top, I was fast asleep.
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When I awoke, I saw Jace sitting in the rocking chair next to the window of our bedroom that overlooked the ocean. He rose when he saw my eyes open, relief filling his own. “How do you feel?” he asked.

“Much better. How long did I sleep?” I asked. 

“Only a couple of hours. Are you hungry? I can make us some lunch if you are.”

I nodded. Besides exhaustion, using my powers also caused me to be hungry. I carefully swung my legs over the side of the bed and shakily stood. Jace was by my side, ready to catch me if I stumbled. Thankfully, I didn't—I hated feeling weak and helpless, and the blacking out and exhaustion made me feel just that.

After lunch, I received a text from Kimber:

 

1:13 PM   Kimber:  Hey, is it safe to come over now? Or am I going to be scarred for life by the sight of you and Jace's naked bodies?

 

1:13 PM   Me:  LOL very funny you can come by now

 

1:14 PM   Kimber:  K :) I'll be there in 5

 

“Kimber's on her way over here now,” I told Jace.

“Good, Zane is on his way, too,” he replied. I stiffened, slightly apprehensive of a stranger coming to our home. “Remember, you are protected while on the island. No one can harm you. I wouldn't let anyone touch you anyway, so you have nothing to fear,” he reminded me. 

“I know, I just ...” I trailed off, the doorbell interrupting my thoughts. As I jumped up to get the door, I heard Kimber banging and yelling on the other side, “Open up, bitches!”

I laughed as I opened the door, “So eloquent, Kimber—what a way to greet your best friend. You got here quick.”

“I was at my dad's boat in the harbor. So, are you ready for some training?” Kimber asked, stepping inside. I closed and locked the door behind her as Jace walked up.

“I think she's had enough training for today.”

“I'm fine. I want to train some more,” I insisted. Jace frowned, knowing this was an argument he would not win.

“Trouble in paradise, already?” Kimber jokingly asked.

“I almost blacked out again today, so Jace is just a little worried. I'm all good now,” I assured her.

He crossed his arms, sternly saying, “Fine, but we take it a little bit at a time. If you feel drained, we need to stop. I don't want you blacking out again.”

“Yes, Dad,” I answered sarcastically. Jace rolled his eyes at my mocking as we walked outside to the backyard. The smell of the salty sea breeze from the ocean reached me when we stepped onto the patio. I could also see the edge of the harbor from where we stood, the blue water glistening in the sun, reminding me of how much I loved the view. The sun's rays warmed my skin, and the breeze cooled it in contrast pleasantly.

“So, I guess we can start by seeing if you can manipulate water in the basic ways. Try letting it stream from your hands like I did the other night. Hold them out like this,” she instructed, stretching her arms out in front of her, palms down, just as she did when she put the fire out in the alley. “Think about a waterfall in your hands,” she continued.

I did as she instructed, and opposite of what happened with the fire, water fell from my hands on my first attempt. “Huh, I wonder why it happened so easy this time—it took like twenty minutes last time to even get a flame,” I pondered.

“Maybe since you have already summoned water before, it came easier to you. Like I've said before, I think fire is the hardest element to control, so that could be another reason why it's easier,” Jace offered. 

“Since it was so easy, let's move on to something more difficult,” Kimber stated. “Try making it rain—think about the water molecules in the clouds, and call them down to your will,” she continued, as if it were a common thing to do. I stared at her baffled for a few seconds, but remembered this was an everyday thing for her. I did as she asked, thinking about the clouds above us becoming heavy, full of water, and cascading down to the ground. Nothing happened for a few minutes, but I refused to give up, so I concentrated harder on rain pouring from the sky. I trained my eyes on the sky, focusing on the clouds, still white and fluffy. I became frustrated, adamant to complete my task, as I continued to strengthen my concentration. I thought of a thunderstorm, rain pouring, wind blowing, and after a few seconds, the clouds darkened, and thunder crashed in the distance. The rain began to pour down, soaking us all, the wind whipping the trees around us. Jace and Kimber stared at me in disbelief, shock and wonder dominating their features. This concerned me, so I cleared my mind, banishing the thoughts of the thunderstorm, which immediately began to recede back into the clouds. The sky morphed from a deep gray back to its trademark blue, betraying the fact that a storm had even happened. I approached Jace, and asked, “Did I do something wrong?”

He shook his head, “No mi amante, I've just never seen anyone control the weather like that before—your power is astounding.”

“But Kimber told me to make it rain. Can't all Water Elementals do that?” I asked.

Kimber answered, “Not like that—we can cause a moderate rainfall, but we can't cause a full blown storm, Brie.”

I sighed—why did I have to be such a freak? Jace's phone rang, interrupting my pity party. He strode up to me and kissed me, saying, “You are not a freak. You are amazing.” It was my turn to stare at him in shock as he answered his phone, a big grin plastered on his face. Did he just read my mind? I know that was an effect of our bond, but we didn't fully complete the bond yet, so how was that possible already? I hadn't heard any of his thoughts yet, so I didn't know what to think.

Jace hung up as he said, “Zane just arrived. He's on his way from the harbor, so he should be here in a few minutes.”

“Who's Zane?” Kimber asked.

“Jace's best friend—he's an Earth Elemental, and Jace asked him to help train me,” I replied. 

“I wonder if he's hot,” Kimber contemplated. Leave it to her to worry about hot guys when the end of the world was looming on the horizon. I looked at her incredulously, causing her to ask, “What?”

I shook my head, laughing softly, “You never cease to amaze me.”

“Yeah, I kinda have that effect on people,” she said, only half-joking, causing me to burst out laughing. I heard Jace and another guy's voice, who I assumed to be Zane, and our laughter subsided. I regained my composure, focusing on the source of the new voice. A tall, attractive, black man stood next to Jace, his eyes a light green, contrasting beautifully against his milk chocolate skin. He was leaner than Jace, and extremely toned, not having an inch of fat anywhere on his body. His hair was buzzed almost bald, and he had a gleaming, white smile. I heard Kimber inhale at the sight of him, and I smirked; guys never took Kimber off-guard. I stepped forward to introduce myself, “Hi, I'm Brielle, and this is my best friend, Kimber.”

He took my hand, firmly shaking it, “I'm Zane. I've heard a lot about you from Jace.” He smiled warmly at me, and then looked to Kimber. Their eyes locked, and I could see the attraction immediately. Zane extended his hand to Kimber, who almost hypnotically placed her hand in his. Instantly I could see the pleasure emanating from their shocked faces as they touched. After a few seconds, Zane cupped Kimber's face in his hands, leaning down to kiss her lips. I looked up at Jace, who was now standing next to me with a stunned expression on his face. He looked at me and nodded, answering my unspoken question. We were witnessing our best friends recognizing their twin flame.


[image: ]

 

 

 

“Well, this is interesting,” I said. I proceeded to clear my throat to interrupt Kimber and Zane's now full-blown make-out session. They both turned to look in my direction, and a smile radiated from both of their swollen lips. Zane spoke first, “I would have come sooner if I knew this was going to happen. I would've never thought I would meet my twin flame, especially only a few days after you met yours.”

“Now I know why you two couldn't keep your hands off each other the other night,” Kimber joked. Brielle giggled and Zane chuckled slightly. “That feeling is amazing,” she continued.

“Just wait until you have sex,” Brielle blurted out, immediately becoming red and covering her mouth with her hand, which caused all of us to erupt in laughter. She seemed so innocent, yet I knew she was anything but. 

“This has to mean something right? What are the odds of our best friends being twin flames?” Brielle asked. “Maybe they are part of the five in the prophecy.”

“Could be—it would make sense, especially being that Kimber, Zane, and I control three of the four elements. That makes me think that the fifth would be an Air Elemental based on that theory,” I answered.

“I wonder who it is, and how we are supposed to find them,” Brielle contemplated aloud. “I don't know any other Elementals but you guys.”

“I don't know, either. We have to take this one step at a time. Right now, let's focus on training,” I stated. 

“So, where do we start?” Brielle asked Zane. He pulled away from Kimber reluctantly to approach Brielle. 

“Well, the easiest thing to do would be to shake the ground. Just visualize a small earthquake beneath you,” he instructed. Brielle closed her eyes, obeying his directions. Sure enough, the ground trembled softly beneath her, causing her face to light up with delight. “I did it! This time was easier than the last. I think I'm getting the hang of this,” she chimed happily.  

“Good, now let's try lifting that rock over there,” Zane said, referring to the rock Brielle had hit with her fireball earlier in the day. She did that with ease, as well, the success adding to her happiness. By the end of Zane's tutorial, Brielle had moved large rocks, uprooted some small trees, and caused a small earthquake that spanned the whole backyard. I couldn't believe how amazing and powerful she was as I gazed at her proudly. Zane praised her after they were finished, saying she was a natural. He walked over to me, leaving Kimber and Brielle chatting and giggling. “She's picking up everything pretty fast,” he said. 

“Thanks, bro, I really appreciate your help. I just want her to be able to protect herself in anything we may come across,” I responded.

“She'll be fine. She's very powerful, and she's just getting started,” he observed. 

“I know, but I just worry about her. This prophecy thing is scary for both of us,” I said.

“Do you really think we are a part of the Prophecy?” Zane asked.

“I'm not sure, but I don't think you and Kimber being twin flames is a coincidence. It has to have something to do with Brielle and I,” I responded. 

“That's awesome! I'm practically famous—Zane, the Earth Elemental from the Prophecy—I can already see my name in the headlines,” he joked.

I laughed. “So, what are you going to do about Kimber? You can't be apart now—trust me when I say it's a terrible feeling being away from Brielle. It's like I'm suffocating and I've just had the shit beat out of me. She made us try to spend the night apart, and we couldn't do it. We both got so sick from just a few hours apart.”

“No shit? We are going to talk about that at dinner tonight and figure everything out. I still can't believe it,” he replied.

“I know, it's crazy right? Just a few days ago we were glorified bachelors, and now we have our twin flames. The bond is amazing, especially during sex, just like Brielle mentioned earlier,” I told him.

Zane chuckled, “I can't wait. The feelings I have for her are unlike anything I've ever felt, and we only met a few hours ago. How can that be possible?”

“Are you seriously asking that after everything we've been exposed to? I can shoot flames out of my hands for fuck's sake!” I joked.

“True that. I'll text you tomorrow, see if Brielle needs any more practice,” he said as Kimber walked up next to him. “Later, man,” he said as they walked out, hand in hand. Kimber turned to wave good-bye as they walked in through the patio door. Brielle waved back as she came up next to me, linking our hands together. “This is all so insane,” she laughed.

“It has been an eventful day. Zane's a great guy, so no need to worry about Kimber,” I told her as we walked inside.

“It's not Kimber I'm worried about. I hope Zane will be able to handle her,” she replied. 

“He likes a challenge so I'm sure he will be fine. How do you feel?” I asked, worried about how much she had been exerting herself today.

“Great, actually. The more I learn, the easier using my powers get. I'm anxious to see what else I can do. I wonder if I can combine my powers, or control all weather like I did with that storm,” she pondered excitedly. “Hey, did you read my mind earlier? It's like you knew I was thinking that I was a freak.”

“I hear pieces of what you're thinking since the bond isn't fully complete yet. Have you heard any of mine?” I asked.

“No, but I've been busy harnessing my astounding powers all day,” she joked sarcastically. I laughed, pulling her to me and kissing her forehead. “You were amazing today,” I praised.

“Well, being so amazing has caused me to be hungry. I was thinking we could go eat, and then have my dad meet us on the beach to practice more. I figured it would be best to practice with the waves at night, when we won't be seen as easily,” she stated. 

“That's a good idea, but are you sure? I don't want you overdoing things,” I said with concern.

“I'm fine, my love. I feel like something is strengthening me now that I'm getting control of my powers,” she replied.

I reluctantly nodded. She was so happy, and she didn't look tired at all. In fact, she looked energized—I wondered why since she had done so much today. Maybe she was learning to harness the energy from around her like many Elementals did. “Have you felt like you've been pulling energy from around you?” I asked.

She silently considered my question, her mouth pursed and upturned to one side in thought, which was so sexy to me. “I have felt like I've been drawing energy from somewhere, but I figured it was our bond.”

“Well, some Elementals are able to pull energy from around them, but they usually are expertly trained. I'm able to do it, but it seems as though you are doing it subconsciously,” I stated.

“That's a good thing, right?” she asked.

“Yeah, hopefully you won't get drained and blackout again. I hate when that happens to you—it scares the shit out of me. I feel our connection weaken, and I feel like I'm losing you,” I said sadly, pulling her into my arms. I squeezed her tight, burying my face in her neck and breathing in her scent. She wrapped her arms around my waist and sighed, “I'm so sorry, Jace. I had no idea that's what it felt like. I promise to be more careful. I won't overexert myself.” 

“No, I want you to do whatever you have to do to protect yourself. Do not hold back if someone is trying to hurt you,” I firmly stated.

“But, what if I pass out again? I don't want you to feel that way again,” she protested.

“I'd rather you pass out than have both of us die, mi amante,” I said somberly. She nodded shakily.

“I'm sorry if I scared you, but if one of us dies, so does the other. I will do anything to protect you,” I stated.

“Me too. Until our last heartbeat,” she replied softly. I tilted her chin to gently kiss her lips. “So, where do you want to go eat?” I asked, changing the subject. I didn't want to keep thinking about Brielle being hurt in any way.

“Buffalo Nickel is pretty good, and it's right down the street,” she answered. 

“Sounds good, let's get going,” I said, taking her hand. No matter what our path crossed, I was determined to keep Brielle safe. Nothing would take her from me. 
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The ocean breeze skimmed lightly against my skin, leaving a cool tingle in its wake. It was a stark contrast to the fiery tingle Jace's touch set off. I faced the ocean, marveling at the dark, inky waves that flowed against the pale sand, only to be sucked back into the sea's dark depths. My phone beeped, interrupting my thoughts, and I looked to see a text from Dad:

 

9:32 PM   Daddy:  Just parked, be there in a second.

 

I don't think he wanted to admit it, but I knew he was excited about using his powers after such a long time. He had immediately texted me back saying that he would help me train tonight, no arguments or questions asked, which was unlike him when it came to important matters like this.

Jace walked up behind me and wrapped his arms around me as I resumed my stare into the endless black of the night sea. The moonlight cast an illuminating sheen over the top of the water, giving it an otherworldly look. I could stand out here forever with him holding me like this, with this view as our backdrop. Out of the corner of my eye, I could see Dad walk up, and I pulled away from Jace to go hug him. “Hi, Daddy,” I greeted.

“Hey, pumpkin,” he replied, kissing the top of my head. “You ready to start? I don't want you out here too late.”

“Daddy, I'm an adult now. Plus, I can control all of the elements, so I think I'll be okay,” I said sarcastically. He smirked, and Jace chuckled softly under his breath. 

“Well, let's get started,” he said, moving toward the ocean. He took a deep breath, inhaling the salty sea air. He instantly relaxed, the ocean seeming to have a soothing effect on him. He turned, motioning for me to join him at the water's edge.  I complied, Jace flanking me as we walked to where my dad stood. He extended his hands towards the water, causing the waves to swell bigger with his power. He raised his hands over his head, the waves rising up to form a wall of water. Then, he shoved his arms forward, causing the wall of water to do the same, splashing with great force back into itself. He looked at me as he said, “You try.”

I did as he requested, forming a water wall with little effort. The more I used my powers, the easier it was to summon and control them. I wanted to be able to manipulate them as quick and effortlessly as Jace did, which I knew would take more time, but I was proud of the progress I was making. 

“OK, now try to make a vortex like you did the other night,” Dad instructed. 

I nodded, then focused my mind on a section of the water. I imagined it churning rapidly in circles, swirling down into its depths. I could see a little piece of that section start to swirl, causing a domino effect of the waters surrounding it. Soon, I had a vortex that spanned about 6 feet in diameter. I willed it to spread, and it obeyed, doubling in size. My dad looked at me with a look of fear, causing me to relinquish the vortex. “What's wrong, Daddy?”

“Nothing, sweetheart, you are just so powerful. Any Elemental supporting Uranus will be seeking you, wanting to destroy you,” he said somberly.

“That's not going to happen,” Jace said, a hint of anger in his voice. “No one will touch her. Ever.”

My dad nodded, swallowing a lump in his throat. “I'm sorry, honey, I didn't mean to scare you.”

Well, mission failed—I was now terrified. If I didn't have Jace I would probably go insane. Having to deal with my powers, the nightmares, and Elementals wanting to kill me would undoubtedly make me lose my mind if Jace wasn't by my side. I had to be strong for him. I wouldn't let anything happen to the people I cared about, and being afraid would not help me protect them. My dad interrupted my train of thought, saying, “Go ahead and play around with the water. See what else you can do.”

I continued to think as I did what my dad said. I was protected on the island, but what about my dad? What about Kimber and Jace? They could be hurt or killed because of me! Rage swarmed within me, consuming my insides, as I thought about how they would suffer if I was unprepared. I would not be weak or ignorant anymore—I would make sure the Elementals seeking me out had something to fear. As my rage subsided, a whooshing sound filled my ears, as well as my dad and Jace yelling for me to stop. I looked towards the once normal ocean, and my eyes widened in shock—a small hurricane lay before me, about a quarter mile away. The water spiraled upwards, the wind churning around it forcefully. Wind whipped sand and salt water around us, stinging my face and eyes. What had I done? However I managed to do it, I needed to stop it now. I blanked my mind, and the hurricane crashed down into the ocean. I gasped, wondering how I managed to create a hurricane—I wasn't even thinking about that. Jace and my dad both stood in shock staring at the open air that once held the hurricane. I tried to lighten the mood by joking, “Well, there's somethin' you don't see every day.”

Jace turned to look at me, his shock replaced by awe, as he said, “Brie, I think you just combined your elements.”

“What?!”

“Just now, you combined water and air. How did you do that?”

“I…I don't know. I wasn't even thinking about it. I was so angry thinking about how you could be hurt because of me. I wasn't even paying attention to what I was doing”

“It was like you were in a trance—we were screaming at you, but you couldn't hear. You had me so worried,” Jace said, enveloping me in a hug. “Well, now we know you can combine your elements. We should practice that more—it will give you a huge advantage in fighting.”

“Wow, kiddo, you really are the One. I didn't want to believe it, but there's no denying it,” Dad said regrettably.

“I know it's not what you wanted, Daddy. I'm so sorry,” I said, choking back a sob. Don't be weak, I thought—no tears, no tears, no tears. I inhaled, willing back the tears. Jace stared at me, giving me a soft smile. He mouthed, I love you. You're amazing, making me feel slightly better. 

My dad walked over to us. “Sweetie, I don't care if you can shoot fire out of your eyes. You are all your mother and I ever wanted. I just don't want you to go through all the pain and hardship that being the One entails. But, you are strong, and I'm so proud of you.”

I hugged him, “Thank you, Daddy. That means a lot to me. I don't know what I'd do if you didn't support me.”

“I'll always support you, no matter what,” he assured me. “I'd better get going. I'm exhausted after just watching that display of power.”

“Okay, Daddy, I'll call you tomorrow.” 

“Bye, sweetheart.” He squeezed me tight one last time before turning and walking away. When he was gone, I turned to face Jace as I asked, “Should we keep practicing?”

“I was thinking we could practice some fighting tactics. The sand will cushion any falls, plus there aren't people around to think I'm attacking you.”

“Good idea. Where do we start?”

“Well, I'm going to show you how to get out of different holds that attackers can put you in to try and immobilize you. Come behind me and wrap your arms around me,” he instructed. I did as he said, feeling silly because there was no way I could immobilize Jace. He was almost twice my size, and his arms were the size of my legs.

We practiced different evasive moves for about an hour, and I made up my mind that if anyone ever grabbed me, I could use any one of my elements to get them off much more effectively than my weak defensive techniques. It was still good knowledge to have, and I loved seeing Jace in his element—he was a born fighter. We faced off, and Jace challenged me to attack him, motioning me forward with his hands. I went low, aiming for the legs like he had just taught me. He easily deflected my attack, swooping me in his arms, then dropping and pinning me to the ground. “Well, it's a good thing you have amazing powers because you would not stand a chance based on your fighting skills,” he teased. 

“Hey!” I said, giggling and trying to wiggle out of his grasp. He pinned my arms above my head, and I immediately became self-conscious—I was sweaty, covered in sand, and I probably smelled like fish from being by the ocean for so long. Still, he looked at me with so much desire as he brought his mouth to mine. He parted my lips with his tongue, deepening the kiss by lacing our tongues together. My phone beeped loudly, indicating I had a new text message, but I ignored it. My focus solely on the beautiful man on top of me. I struggled to free my hands so I could roam them all over his body, but he held tighter, arousing and infuriating me at the same time. I bit his bottom lip, and wrapped my legs around him, planning to roll him over using my hips. I succeeded only in arousing both of us further by grinding myself against him, unable to roll him over like I wanted to. I started to hear distant laughter, and Jace broke the kiss to look in the direction of the sound. “It's probably from the bar farther down the beach. It's getting late,” I said. I looked at my phone, indicating the time was a little after midnight. Definitely drunk people making their way home, I thought.

He nodded. “Let's get going. We will finish this later,” he said seductively. He helped me up, and I dusted what sand I could off of me. We walked hand in hand back to our house, and I kicked my shoes off by the door. Jace locked up everything as I went upstairs to take a shower. Just as I stepped in, the water streaming over me and rinsing away the sand, I heard Jace walk in. I turned to look at him as he was removing his shirt, and my breath caught at the sight of his body. His arms and shoulders were defined, and his smooth chest was broad and sculpted. His stomach was contoured with a six-pack, but was not overly rigid with muscle. He stepped out of his shorts and boxer briefs, smirking at me as I watched him. I took in the length of him, and wondered how he fit inside me so comfortably when he was so large. Maybe it was just that I liked the type of pleasurable pain he inflicted.

He joined me in the shower, and I studied him further. He had tattoos on both arms, one arm with a beautiful tribal piece, not some common, mundane one you see on every other guy. His was detailed, similar to the one that wrestler, The Rock, had on his arm, but not identical. His other arm had part of a huge dragon, which continued onto his back, covering the area from his shoulder down to below his ribs. The dragon was breathing fire that turned into a phoenix that claimed the other half of his upper back. I had always wanted tattoos, but Dad would never let me get one until I turned 18. I planned to get one as soon as I had time, but who knows when that would be with the craziness that was now my life. 

He eyed me hungrily right before he pressed his lips to mine. He pushed me up against the wall of the shower as his mouth claimed mine, our tongues intertwining in passion. His hands roamed all over my body as the water cascaded over us, and I arched my body against him. He moaned into my mouth, breaking the kiss to nip and suck on my neck and collarbone. I laid my head back against the tile, relishing in his touch as his teeth grazed my skin. I ran my hands over his chest and shoulders as his mouth explored me, venturing down to my breasts. He took one into his mouth, causing me to gasp in pleasure. I stroked his erection, and his breathing became labored as he clutched me to him while he sucked my nipples. He gently pulled each with his teeth before claiming them with his mouth, making sure to give each breast equal attention.

I wrapped my legs around him as he supported my weight against the tile wall. His cock rubbed against my moist warmth, and I ached for him to plunge deep into me. He teased me as he rocked back and forth, his arousal stroking mine but not venturing inside. He continued to torture me, circling my opening with his shaft, his head slightly entering me, then immediately pulling back out. I growled in frustration, repositioning my hips as his tip once again teased my entrance. I pulled him to me with my legs, causing him to immerse into my slick center. We groaned in unison, finally obtaining what we sought as he thrust harder into me. He clasped my ass, bringing me closer to him so he could drive deeper inside me as I grabbed his shoulders, digging my nails into them. He captured my mouth as he continued to thrust, slow but hard, and I gasped each time from the force he used. The pain he inflicted was the ultimate pleasure. 

I felt our connection thrumming through my entire body. It was like we were one—our souls and minds coalesced as Jace's body fused with mine, our skin flush against one another, and his thoughts and feelings became joined with my own. The combined emotion would have brought me to my knees if Jace wasn't holding me upright. Even with his strength, I could feel him trembling against me from the intensity of our bond. He released my ass and clasped my face in his hands, his body still supporting me by pressing me up against the wall as he kissed me breathlessly. Fire burned through me from the contact of Jace's skin on mine, blissfully cooled by the water from the shower, leaving a tingling sensation from their combination. My pleasure was climbing higher and higher, almost on the precipice of climax, and Jace's face strained from holding back his. “Don't hold back, my love, please. I want it all, give it to me,” I moaned.

He groaned in response as he began to pump into me harder and faster. He wrapped his arms around me, one hand in my hair, the other sprawled against my lower back, as he buried his face in my neck. He thrust deeper into me, sending us both into ecstasy as he drove into me, spilling his arousal and filling me with warmth. He rested his forehead against mine as we caught our breath. His eyes bore into mine, specks of orange interspersed amongst the warm brown. “I love you,” he spoke softly. 

I smiled. “I love you, too,” I replied. My legs wobbled as he set me down gently on the shower floor. His eyes focused on something behind me, and he smirked. I turned my head, and gaped in surprise at the small crack in the tile where Jace had pinned me. I turned back to look at him, lifting my eyebrow to in silent question. He chuckled, “I guess I don't know my own strength.” His expression changed to concern as he asked, “Did I hurt you?” 

“I don't think so,” I replied. He motioned for me to turn around, and swore under his breath, “Fuck!”

“What?” I asked anxiously.

“You have bruises on your back. I'm so sorry, baby.”

I laughed, causing him to frown. “What? I liked it,” I said mischievously. “I don't even feel anything.”

His features loosened slightly, but he still looked at me guiltily. “Turn around again,” he said. He gently placed his hands on my back, and I heard him gasp a few seconds later. I craned my neck to look at him, his eyes wide in the familiar face of awe he frequently displayed around me. “What now?” I asked.

“The bruises are disappearing, just like when you healed me.”

“So you can heal me too, apparently. That should come in handy,” I raised my eyebrows suggestively at him.

“Don't even think about it. I'm going to be much gentler with you from now on.”

“What?! Why?! You can heal me so what does it matter if you're rough with me? I didn't even feel it!”

“I don't like hurting you,” he replied.

“You don't! I don't want you to hold back from me—I like it rough,” I insisted. Obviously. Every second of our sex was incredible, to say the least, and I didn't want to change anything about the passion we shared. I'd be damn if he restrained himself because he was afraid to hurt me.  

He smirked. “I'll think about it,” he said, stepping out of the shower and wrapping a towel around his waist. The water trickling down his golden skin silently begged for me to lick it off, inch by inch. I flushed, clearing the delicious thoughts from my head and focusing back on our little argument. Jace locked his eyes on mine, and smirked, revealing his dimple. I narrowed my eyes at him in challenge and grumbled, “We'll see about that.” 
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Brielle had thoroughly exhausted herself today. She was snuggled into my side, snoring softly with her head on my chest over my heart, and her arm draped over my stomach—it  was so damn adorable. I went over what had happened this evening, my brain too wired to sleep. Brielle had created a hurricane—a fucking hurricane! I was so proud of the progress she was making, and she was demonstrating that she would be a force to be reckoned with. 

Even with the magnitude of her powers, I was still anxious about facing Uranus. I wondered who, or what, was attempting to help him return, and how it benefited them. Uranus reuniting with Gaia would unleash all sorts of hell. He could release his “children” from the Underworld, along with many other horrific creatures that dwelt in the depths of Tartarus. The humans would be gravely unprepared for that.

My thoughts drifted to the “Five” in the prophecy. I knew that four of the five had to be Brielle, Zane, Kimber, and myself because of all the circumstances surrounding us—Kimber being Brielle's best friend, Zane being my best friend and Kimber's twin flame. Then, Kimber, Zane, and I each represented a different element, and I assumed that four of the five would have to represent each of the elements, complimenting Brielle, the fifth and all-powerful Elemental. That left an Air Elemental, and I didn't know any Air Elementals except my mother. She might have answers, but I couldn't leave Brielle to visit her, nor could I take Brielle with me off the island. A phone call would have to do.

My phone beeped, notifying me that I had a text message; I reached for my phone on the nightstand, careful not to wake up Brielle. The text was from Zane:

 

2:14 AM   Zane:  You were right bro the sex was AMAZING!

 

2:15 AM   Me:  Told ya lol and it only gets better did you take her back to your place

 

2:15 AM   Zane:  Yea she still lives with her parents so we couldn't do anything there lol but Kimber is somethin else she's crazy

 

2:16 AM   Me:  LMAO good crazy I hope

 

2:16 AM   Zane:  Definitely good crazy she can do some tricks I've never even seen lol

 

2:16 AM   Me:  I do not even wanna know I have my hands full over here lol 

 

2:17 AM   Zane:  Speaking of which, do you want us over there tomorrow to train again

 

2:17 AM   Me:  Nah spend some time with Kimber and enjoy it we have a lot in store for us soon 

 

2:18 AM   Zane:  Alright bro be safe let us know if anything comes up

 

I put my phone back on the nightstand, and smiled. I was happy that Zane had found his twin flame, and that he was able to experience with Kimber what Brielle and I shared. God, when did I turn so sappy? I needed to stop being so transparent with my emotions or they would definitely be used against Brielle and I. I didn't want other Elementals to target her to try to use her against me. I knew that would end any confrontation because I would give anything they wanted to keep her safe and unharmed. 

I wish the damn Oracle would hurry up and come see Brielle, hopefully giving her more information on her part in the Prophecy. I wondered if the Oracle would report Brielle's existence to the High Council, and how they would react. If they thought they were going to punish Brielle, they had another thing coming. I would tear them apart before they got the chance to touch her. 

Just then, my wish was granted—the air in front of our bed started to distort and tremble. I instinctively covered Brielle to protect her, but I knew the Oracle meant her no harm. Smoke swirled from the ground up as the Oracle appeared where the air was distorted. “Hello, Jace Vasquez, Elemental of Fire,” she addressed.

I stepped out of bed and bowed in respect. “Oracle,” I responded.

“Wake your flame. This matter concerns her,” she instructed. I did as she said, gently nudging Brielle until she woke up. She rubbed her eyes and yawned. “What time is it Jace? It's still dark outside.”

“Mi amante, the Oracle has come to speak with you,” I told her. She opened her eyes and took in the scene in our bedroom. Her eyes widened at the glowing woman in front of her. She looked to me for reassurance, and I nodded my head. She got out of bed to stand next to me, her eyes locked on the Oracle.

“Hello, Brielle De Luca, All That Is. I understand you have some questions to ask of me.”

Brielle hesitated before answering, “Yes I do. Can I stop my nightmares from happening? From losing Jace?”

“The future can always be changed, my child.” 

“How do I stop it?”

“That I cannot say—it is your path to follow,” the Oracle answered cryptically. I could feel my anger rising along with Brielle's. I reached out to touch her, hoping to calm her. Don't, I thought, trying to reach her mind with my own. Our bond wasn't fully complete yet, but it seemed that strong thoughts could reach through at times. She looked to me, fury and sadness etched on her face. She turned back to the Oracle before angrily asking, “Is this how you are going to answer all of my questions? If so, there is no point in me asking them.”

The Oracle chuckled. “I like your spirit, child. I do not wish to upset you, but I cannot tell you how to alter the future. I cannot interfere with your destiny—you must find your own way.”

“I don't want to find my own way if it means losing Jace,” she replied.

“Let your heart guide you, and love will prevail. Our time is limited, but I know there are other answers you seek.”

“Yes. How am I supposed to defeat Uranus? He's a God, and I am only human.”

“You are much more powerful than you know. With time, you will possess the skills needed to defeat Ouranos, along with the aid of the other four in the Prophecy. Your great-grandparents will also assist you.”

“My great-grandparents? They will help?”

“Yes, my child. Not many would benefit from Ouranos returning. You will find that most will offer their aid along your journey.”

“When will this happen? How will we know when it is time to make our journey?”

“On November 3. The final eclipse of the year occurs on this day, and it is a rare hybrid eclipse between a total and annular eclipse.”

“Why does that matter?”

“Evil is strengthened during eclipses, and the location where Uranus is imprisoned will be caught in the moon's umbral shadow, the dark inner shadow cast during an eclipse from which you must be in to see it. The increased power from the eclipse will help free Uranus, but other factors will also come into play.”

“But you aren't going to tell us, are you?”

The Oracle smiled. “No, my dear. I cannot.”

Brielle shook her head. “Is there anything you can tell us that will help us? Please?”

“Always follow your heart, my child. Remember that in any obstacle you face. The power within you is unlike any other, and even if you are confronted with an enemy that seems unbeatable, nothing is a match for the One. Not even a God. I must go. I enjoyed meeting you, All That Is.” Then, she disappeared in a swirl of smoke and light.

“But, wait...” Brielle started, but then stopped. She looked at me confused. “How can I be more powerful than a God?”

“I don't know, mi amante, but I believe in you.” I kissed the top of her head before continuing, “Let's go back to sleep. We have almost five months to figure out what to do, so let's not worry about it now.”

“Does she always do that? Just up and disappear in the middle of a conversation?”

“Yes, but I have a feeling she will be back.” I threw myself back into bed, and Brielle followed suit. I enveloped her in my arms and released a sigh—she had to deal with so much in such a short period of time, and she was handling everything very well in my opinion.

“Jace, what if I let everyone down? What if I can't stop the end of the world? It will be all my fault.” 

“No, it won't because we will stop it. I never lose,” I replied.

“I'm serious, Jace!”

“I am too, Brie. You heard the Oracle—nothing can stop you, not even a God. We will stop it. Together. I will not lose you,” I said fiercely. 

Brielle didn't reply. She sighed before rolling over to face away from me. I pulled her into me, molding my body to fit hers as I wrapped my arms around her. I kissed her neck, and she snuggled closer against me. “Promise me,” she whispered.

“I promise, mi amante,” I answered. She didn't respond. Soon, I heard her breathing become heavy, and I was relieved sleep found her. I was worried that it would elude her with everything running through her mind. Soon after, sleep overcame me, as well.

 

[image: ]

 

I awoke to an empty bed, and the smell of bacon wafted up to the room. I went downstairs to find Brielle cooking breakfast. “Good morning, beautiful,” I said. 

“Morning, babe,” she replied. “Hungry?”

I nodded. “Whatcha' making?”

“French toast and bacon. I have some fruit, too.”

“You okay? I know everything with the Oracle is a lot to take in,” I said.

“Yeah, I'm fine,” she replied.

“Are you sure?”

“Yes, baby,” she chuckled. “I just have to accept all this. I can't sit around and mope about it. I am not going to lose you, and I can't prevent the nightmares by avoiding everything.”

“You're amazing. You are taking everything so well,” I said. 

“Thank you,” she said with a quirky smile. “Time to eat,” she continued before giving me a quick kiss. She set down a plate of French toast, bacon, and fruit at the table, and I sat down to start eating. She came back to bring me a glass of orange juice, as well as a plate with fruit and one piece of French toast for herself. 

After we finished breakfast, we went upstairs to get ready for another day of training. Brielle removed her shirt, revealing nothing but bare skin underneath. Her back was to me, but even her shoulder blades and back enticed me. I walked over to her, and trailed kisses from her ear down to her shoulder. She leaned her head back onto my chest, and I slowly moved my hands around to massage her breasts. She moaned lightly, tilting her head to join her mouth with mine. My tongue ventured inside, tangling with hers as she turned to face me. I cupped her ass as she ran her hand down inside my shorts to grasp my hardening erection. She stroked slowly, increasing my arousal as I broke our kiss to remove my shirt. I pressed our bodies together, reveling in the touch of her bare skin on mine, her soft breasts flush against my chest. I reclaimed her mouth, biting and sucking her lips as our passion intensified. I pulled down her shorts and panties as we continued to kiss, but then the doorbell rang, interrupting our foreplay. We broke away from each other, and I silently cursed whoever was at the door. “Are you fucking kidding me?” I mumbled as I put my shirt back on and started down the stairs, leaving Brielle flushed and naked. I turned around and rushed back to her, pulling her to me and kissing her fiercely. She wrapped her arms around my neck as she deepened the kiss, plunging her tongue in my mouth. I groaned lightly, returning the kiss with matching intensity. The doorbell rang again, and reminded me of our distraction. “Damn it,” I grunted as I made my way down the stairs and to the door. I looked out the peephole and saw Brielle's dad and some girl that looked to be around my age. I opened the door, and Brielle's dad greeted me with a forced smile. “Hey, Jace, can we come in?” 

“Of course, Mr. De Luca, our home is your home,” I said as I stepped aside so they could walk in. Brielle was coming down the stairs as her dad and the girl sat down on the couch, and I couldn't help but notice the flush still on her cheeks and her slightly swollen lips.

“Hi, Daddy. Can I get you and your…friend something to drink?” Brielle asked. 

“No, but thank you, sweetheart. Both of you sit down. I have something important to talk to you about,” Mr. De Luca announced.

Brielle looked at me uneasily as we sat down on the couch opposite where her dad and the strange girl sat. Her dark, almost black, hair was cut slightly below her chin, and it became shorter as it angled back towards the back of her head. It reminded of the style that Spice Girl that's married to David Beckham has. Her blue eyes contrasted against her dark hair and pale skin. She stared at Brielle as Mr. De Luca cleared his throat before he spoke.

“So, Brielle, I uh, want to introduce you to your sister. This is Kiera,” he said, gesturing towards the girl next to him.

Brielle's mouth dropped open, and she sat in stunned silence. She blinked a few times in disbelief, like her eyes were playing tricks on her. “Daddy, what are you talking about?” she asked.

“Honey, I don't know how best to explain this to you, but before your mom and I met, she was previously married to another Elemental from her hometown. They were high school sweethearts, and your mom accidentally became pregnant. Your grandpa was strict so he insisted that they get married before Kiera was born. After a few years, things weren't working out—they were constantly fighting, and your mother didn't want that kind of environment for Kiera, so she filed for divorce. I was still in the Air Force back then, and I happened to meet your mother while I was stationed in her town. She didn't really want anything to do with me since her divorce wasn't finalized yet. I reached out to give her my number in case she changed her mind, and when our fingers brushed, our connection ignited. There was no fighting it after that.”

“Wow…uh…I don't even know what to say,” Brielle responded. After several seconds of silence, Brielle accusingly asked, “And Mom abandoned Kiera, just like that?”

“Well, no, honey, it's…complicated—I stayed in your mom's town to be with her after I was discharged. We tried to take it slow since she was newly divorced, but as you know, the bond is hard to fight. We got married after a few months of being together, and became pregnant with you a couple of months after that. We were so happy, and then the Oracle appeared to us one night when your mother was about 7 months pregnant, and told us about you and the Prophecy. She instructed us to move to Avalon after your birth so that she could protect you on the island. She told your mother that she needed to leave Kiera behind so that both of you would be better protected. She said Kiera would be extremely important to you in the future, but you were both a risk to each other until your powers surfaced. Your mother was so distraught, and refused to leave Kiera. The Oracle reminded her that the fate of the world rested on you, and that your mother needed to think about more than just herself and our family. We spoke to Kiera's father, and he agreed to take custody of Kiera so that your mother and I could move you to Avalon. It was the hardest thing your mother ever had to do, but we had to do what was best for mankind. I never told you because we needed to protect both of you. If anyone found out that you had a sister, they could hurt her to get to you, and we couldn't risk it,” he replied.

Brielle now had tears in her eyes, which darted back and forth between her dad and her sister. Her gaze finally settled on Kiera as she softly said, “I'm so sorry. This is all my fault.”

“That's not totally true. You didn't do any of this on purpose, so if anything, it's only indirectly your fault,” Kiera replied with a small smile, trying to lighten the mood with her teasing.

Brielle snorted, then covered her nose and mouth with her hands. Kiera burst out laughing and the tension in the room eased some. Brielle stood to walk over to Kiera, and offered her hand as she introduced herself, “Brielle De Luca.”

Kiera stood up and pushed Brielle's hand out of the way to pull her into a hug instead. A surprised Brielle returned the gesture and wrapped her arms around her sister. “Kiera Midas,” she replied. “It's good to meet you, little sis.”

When they separated, Brielle sat back down next to me. “So, not to be rude, but why are you here?” she asked.

Her dad answered, “The Oracle appeared to Kiera a few days ago and instructed her to find you. Her dad had my contact information and gave it to her so she could find us.”

“What did the Oracle tell you?”

“She said that I needed to aid you on your journey, and that I should find you immediately,” Kiera answered.

“Wait…are you an Air Elemental?” Brielle interrupted.

“How did you know that?” Kiera asked.

“Well, five Elementals are supposed to journey together to fulfill the prophecy. We think we need someone representing each element to accompany Brielle, and so far, we have each element except for Air. So it seems that you may be our missing link,” I answered. 

“Interesting,” she replied. “This is all so surreal.”

“Tell me about it,” Brielle joked. “I can't believe I have a sister.”

“Me neither. My dad never told me anything, and I was too young to remember why Mom left.”

“I'm so sorry I took her away from you. She ended up dying because of me,” Brielle said sadly.

“Brielle, don't start,” her dad warned. “That was not your fault—you had no control over it.” 

“He's right. I don't blame you, and you shouldn't blame yourself either,” Kiera added.

Brielle sighed and nodded her head. “Wait…Daddy, if you and Mom were twin flames, how are you still alive?”

Her dad sighed, “I've asked myself that ever since you were born. To be honest, I don't know. When she died, I felt like a part of me died too. Even your mother's mark disappeared from my neck. It's all so strange. I never was the same after that, and no other Elementals have ever heard of it. I can only guess that it has something to do with you, sweetie.”

“Me? But, why?”

“I've tried to rationalize how I survived and the only explanation I could come up with is that a piece of her lived on through you, enough that would keep me alive to raise you.”

“Maybe the Oracle knows,” Brielle pondered aloud.

“She might, but the last time she visited me was before you were born. I haven't had a chance to ask her.”

Kiera interrupted, “Let's not talk about this right now. We have more important things to discuss, like what we are going to do to prepare to kick Uranus' ass!”

Brielle laughed. “Well we were just about to train out back if you're up to joining us today,” Brielle said.

“I don't know Brielle, she has had a very long trip. Plus, we need to figure out where she will be staying,” Mr. De Luca argued.

“She can stay with us—we have the room, and it will be good for us to get to know each other,” Brielle replied.

“Does that work for you, Kiera?” he asked.

“I think so, as long as I'm not imposing on anyone,” she answered.

“You won't be. I've always wanted a sister!” Brielle squealed.

“I'll get your stuff from my house and bring it over,” Mr. De Luca said as he stood up. “I'll be back shortly.”

Brielle, Kiera, and I walked into the backyard. We updated Kiera on our progress so far, and told her about the Oracle's visit last night.

“Only five months, huh?” she asked.

“Yeah, but I'm a fast learner. I plan to be prepared long before the deadline,” Brielle answered confidently.

“Well, at least Air is an easy element to work with. It's so fluid and relaxed so you should have no problem controlling it. I think it is the most beneficial element to have, but I guess I may be a bit biased,” Kiera said.

“Why is that? Not the biased part, but about Air being the most beneficial,” I asked.

“Many reasons—first, you can use the air to create a shield around you, which comes in very handy during battle. Second, controlling air allows you to be able to manipulate the atmosphere and some weather. I'm able to make it cold, so I think with your abilities, you could combine air and water to not only make it cold, but to create ice.”

“Really? You think I could do that?”

“I think it's worth a try. But, first, you need to learn the basics,” Kiera said. “When you are using Air, you use the air molecules around you. Concentrate on feeling them around you now,” she instructed. 

Brielle nodded and closed her eyes. After a few seconds, her eyes reopened and a broad smile formed on her face as she spoke, “I feel them! It's like they are dancing in the air.”

“That's a good way to describe it,” Kiera chuckled. “Now, I want you to pull the molecules and group them in front of you, like you are making a wall.”

Brielle's eyes started to turn silver as she concentrated on her task. The air seemed to thicken in front of her after a few seconds. Kiera noticed and said, “Great! I can see your wall. Now, I want you to push the wall out while keeping the air molecules grouped together.”

Brielle put her hand to her chest, and then thrust it out directly in front of her. Kiera moved to stand in Brielle's path, and was immediately thrown backwards about fifteen feet. She seemed to float down when she landed instead of crashing to the ground from the force. She laughed as she stood up and dusted the dirt off her butt and legs. “You did it!” she exclaimed.

“Why did you do that?! I could have hurt you!” Brielle exclaimed as she ran over to Kiera.

“We had to test it out, and I know how to cushion my fall using the air so I'm the best test subject,” Kiera explained.

“You should have told me what you were going to do. I thought I hurt you,” Brielle said.

“Nah, I'm fine. You would have held back if you knew I was your target, and we need to see what you are capable of,” Kiera replied.

“She's very capable—her powers get stronger each day so you need to be more careful. She could seriously hurt you,” I warned.

Kiera rolled her eyes. “She's still learning, and I am a trained Elemental—I think I can handle myself,” she said defensively. 

“You have yet to see the extent of her powers so don't underestimate her. Brielle created a hurricane yesterday—a hurricane! I think that's an advanced technique, even for you,” I retorted. 

“Really, Brie?! That's amazing!” Kiera said in awe. “Let's try something a little more difficult. How about we work on defense tactics, and then we can work on ice.”

“Sounds good—I haven't really learned many defensive moves with the other elements,” Brielle replied.

“Well, the other elements are more offensive than defensive, so that's probably why. Jace, come stand in front of Brie,” Kiera instructed.

I did as she asked. “What Element are you?”

“Fire.”

“Ok, I want you to throw a fireball at Brielle,” she said casually. 

“Excuse me?” I responded. 

“She needs to learn to protect herself against other Elementals. Since we have a person for each Elemental, we should use it to our advantage. Brielle should practice defending against different Elemental attacks,” she replied.

“No way, I will not risk hurting her. Are you crazy?”

“She has a point Jace. I should learn how to defend myself,” Brielle said.

“This is ridiculous! You could get hurt!”

“I can get hurt on the journey if I'm unprepared,” she countered.

“I will protect you. No one will touch you!” 

“You can't protect both of us all of the time. You could get injured.”

“I don't care as long as you're protected,” I argued.

“I do! Do you think I want you to get hurt?!” she interrupted. 

“No, but you can heal me, so I'll be fine,” I countered.

“You can heal me, too, if anything happens. I'll be okay, my love. You know I need to be prepared.”

I roughly ran my hands through my hair. She was right, but I couldn't live with myself if I hurt her again. Last night was an accident, but seeing those bruises on her caused by me pissed me off. Even though I healed her, I didn't feel much better. “I can't, Brie. If you can't block my fire…if I burned you ...” I trailed off, unable to finish my sentence.

“Well, then we can start with a little less volatile element,” Mr. De Luca interjected as he walked from the house into our backyard. “She'll only get wet if she can't block my water attacks.”

I looked between the three of them; Mr. De Luca looked nervous, Kiera looked bored, and Brielle looked at me expectantly, no doubt hoping I agreed. “Fine,” I said in defeat.

Brielle hugged me excitedly, then whispered in my ear, “I'll be fine. Don't worry.”

“Not possible—I worry about you all the time.”

She laughed as she walked back to her dad and Kiera. Kiera gave her instructions on keeping her shield up and intact during an attack. Brielle followed all directions, and as her dad threw water balls at her, they burst against her invisible shield. 

“That's great Brie! Now, I want you to try to erect two shields. I'm going to attack from one side, while your dad attacks from the other. It may seem difficult but, over time it will become just like normal multitasking; just think of it that way. Like cooking and talking on the phone at the same time, okay?”

“Sure, let's try it,” Brielle replied. She held both arms out towards her “attackers” and waited for their onslaught. Kiera started first, picking up rocks with her Air and tossing them at Brielle. Just like with her dad's water balls, they bounced off, some back in Kiera's direction. Her dad started with his attack, and Brielle moved her shield accordingly to block him. They both continued to attack Brielle, and it took all I had to keep from interfering. Brielle struggled under their assault after several minutes, and several water balls and rocks broke through her shields before she reinforced them. As I was about to stop this stupid exercise, the ground started to shake beneath me, throwing everyone but Brielle off balance. Kiera and Mr. De Luca stumbled before being thrown backwards as Brielle thrust a wall of air at each of them. She leaned over, bracing her hands on her knees as she caught her breath. I ran over to her, and assessed her for any injuries. She had several small cuts on her arms and legs, and she was drenched by her dad's water. “I told you this was a bad idea,” I scolded as I placed my hands on her arms to heal her cuts.

“No, it was fun,” she said through heavy breaths. “And I didn't even pass out.”

I chuckled softly. She was something else that was for sure. “What am I missing?” I asked as I knelt to heal her legs next.

“Well, I can't just ask our enemies to stop when I get tired, can I? So, I ended it,” she replied. I looked at her in disbelief. “What? I was gentle. You guys are fine, right?” she yelled to her dad and Kiera.

“Yeah, just peachy,” Kiera answered sarcastically. She walked over to us, and said, “Seriously, though, that was awesome. Combining offense and defense is no small feat. Good work.”

Her dad walked up next, “Next time, let's use a safe word to end things, alright sweetheart?”

She laughed, “I can't do that with the enemy, Daddy. I didn't want to hold my shield up until I passed out, so that was the first thing that came to mind. I'm sorry.”

“Don't be. You need to learn to defend yourself, and you did a great job doing just that. I gotta go, but I'll see you later, sweet pea,” he said as he kissed her on the cheek. 

“I think it's time for a break,” I suggested. “Are you guys hungry? It's almost lunch time.” 

“Using my powers always makes me hungry,” Brielle said before giggling. “But, I need to get cleaned up first. Why don't you order a pizza? It should get here by the time I'm finished.”

“Sounds good, mi amante,” I said, leaning down to give her a kiss.

“Where's my room?” Kiera asked, interrupting our kiss. She had gathered her suitcases from the living room where Mr. De Luca had dropped them off. Brielle pulled away and led Kiera to the guest bedroom. I overheard Brielle talking as she was getting Kiera settled, “If you need anything, let us know, OK? The bathroom is to your left when you walk out.” She came back out, and I patted her on the butt when she walked past me to go to the stairs. She shyly smiled at me as she walked up to our room, and I could hardly control myself from following her. I reminded myself about ordering the pizza; I could have my dessert later.
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I have a sister, a freakin' sister! My brain was attempting to make sense of the life-changing news Dad threw in my lap earlier; another thing he kept from me. The shower was relaxing my tense muscles, but my emotions were a completely different story. I thought of how Kiera had our mom taken away from her because of me and the damn Prophecy. I thought of how I never knew that I had a sister, and how I would never know my mother. I cried—for my mom, for Kiera, and for me. The raw emotion spilled out of me, and I was unable to contain it after holding back all morning. Tears ran down my face, only to be washed away by the downpour of the shower. The water was soothing, and I was so absorbed in my sorrow, that I didn't even hear Jace come into the bathroom, let alone in the shower with me. His warm arms enveloped me as he pulled me into him, his familiar warmth comforting me. “What's wrong, baby? I can feel your sadness,” he said.

I bowed my head, afraid to speak because I knew more tears would surface. He tilted my chin, lifting my eyes to his and capturing me in his warm gaze. His chocolate eyes bore into mine, silently begging me to speak. “Please, mi amante, let me in. Let me help you,” he pleaded. 

I wasn't ready to talk about it yet, but I knew how he could help me. I brought his face down to mine, joining our lips together. He was reluctant at first, knowing I was trying to distract both of us from the source of my distress. I parted his lips with my tongue, intertwining with his as my mouth desperately consumed him. He gave in, hopefully realizing that the passion from our bond would best soothe my ragged emotions. I pressed my body against him, his firm, strong frame a stark, but perfect contrast to my delicate one. He dragged his lips to my jawline, nipping and trailing his tongue along it before capturing my mouth again. I shuddered from his touch, which left numbing tingles in its wake. I raised one of my legs to wrap around his hip, rubbing my arousal against his. Jace growled as he grabbed the underside of the thigh straddling his hip and pressed his cock hard against me. I moaned in response, pushing him back until he sat on the small ledge that protruded from one wall of the shower. I straddled him, grinding on his thick length, blissfully tormenting us both. He took one of my breasts in his mouth, sucking and flicking my nipple with his tongue while massaging the other with his hand. He pulled it tight, rubbing it between his index finger and thumb. I whimpered his name, which further excited him—he pulled my hair with his free hand and sucked harder on my breast. I became slick with moisture as I continued to rub against his dick. The combination of pleasure I was experiencing was overwhelming, especially with our connection pulsing throughout every inch of me, expelling tremors of bliss within. I loved feeling that Jace and I were one. That my love for him was equal to his love for me, that he needed me as much I needed him. And I needed him desperately. I repositioned myself so that his head was at my entrance, then I plunged down to bury him inside me. We groaned together as I began to ride him, pausing occasionally to lift myself up until he almost came out of me before thrusting myself back down until he filled me again. He grabbed my ass, encouraging my movements as he moaned my name. I could feel my climax approaching, so I thrust harder and faster as I rode him.

“Oh God, Brie. You are so wet,” he growled. He nibbled at my collarbone, and clutched my body to him as his teeth grazed along my chest. I orgasmed, my body shuddering against his in pleasure before becoming lax. Jace picked me up, never withdrawing from inside me as he turned me around and pressed me up against the wall. He thrust in and out of me, and the sensation leftover from my orgasm intensified, causing ripples of ecstasy. Even still, I could feel he was holding back, undoubtedly thinking about our episode from yesterday, worried he would hurt me again. “Don't hold back, Jace, I need it. I need you, all of you,” I pleaded. He groaned in response, but continued to hold back as he lightly delved into me.

“Please, baby, please,” I moaned. I dug my fingers into his shoulder blades and grazed my teeth against his neck. I knew his resolve was slipping, and I began to suck on his earlobe. I played with it with my tongue, and his moaning let me know that he was warring with himself. I growled in his ear, “Baby, please. Fuck me harder!”

I arched my back and repositioned my hips, knowing the slight movement gave us both more pleasure. Jace shouted, “God damn it, Brie!” My breasts were in his face, and he nipped at both of them as he began to thrust harder and faster. He braced his arm behind my back against the wall, removing me from it. I smiled, knowing he was giving in. “Yes, yes, yes!” I yelled.

He pounded into me, finally succumbing to what we both wanted, his width stretching and filling me. He groaned as he came inside me, his warmth spreading within my center. He held me to him as we both caught our breath. Then, he lightly kissed me as he set me down. I grinned mischievously at him as I said, “Told ya.”

“Yeah, yeah, you win. I can't resist you,” he admitted as he grabbed my loofah and began to wash me. I giggled when he went over my ticklish spots, but sobered as he asked me, “So are you going to tell me why you were crying now?”

I sighed, “Everything overwhelmed me—Kiera, thinking about my mom, and the Prophecy. I also hate the fact that my dad has lied to me about so much all of my life.”

“Oh, so no big deal, right?” he joked.

I splashed him with water, then switched roles and started washing him. “Ha, ha, very funny. I just feel terrible for taking my mom away from Kiera, and I'm also angry that my sister was kept from me. I had to grow up without my mother and my sister because of this stupid Prophecy.”

“You can't live in the past, Brie—you have to live in the present. Kiera is here now, and hopefully you can make up for lost time. You have your Dad, Kimber, and me, too. We are all here for you.”

“I know, thank you. I don't know what I'd do without you. I love you.”

“I love you, too, mi amante, until my last heartbeat. Do you feel better now?” he asked, caressing my face.

“Yes. You gave me just what I needed, and more,” I said flirtatiously.

“Well, I'm glad to have been of service. I'm available anytime,” he flirted back. We finished showering, then hurriedly got ready and rushed downstairs. I was hungrier now after our steamy shower session, and I hoped the pizza had arrived. Thankfully, it had, and Kiera yelled to us from her room, “It's about time! The pizza is probably cold by now.”

My cheeks heated in embarrassment. Jace chuckled as he grabbed a slice of pizza and handed it to me. I grumbled my thanks as I grabbed a plate and another slice before sitting down at the table. Jace sat next to me, and we ate in comfortable silence. Just being next to him caused our bond to hum happily. When we were finished, I cleared our plates and told Jace I was going to check on Kiera. I knocked on her open door, and she responded, “Come in.”

“Hey, I just wanted to see how you were settling in. Do you need anything?”

“No, I'm good. I might need some ear plugs, though,” she teased.

“Sorry about that. Our bond gets out of control sometimes,” I replied.

“I wouldn't know. Is it as great as everyone says it is?”

I sat down on the bed next to her. “It's amazing. Unlike anything I've ever felt before—especially when we…you know. He really does complete me, as cliché as it sounds.”

“It sounds like a dream come true. I can't wait until I find my twin flame,” she said, then paused. “So, I think we have some catching up to do little sis.”

I nodded, “I agree. I can't believe I've had a sister this whole time. How old are you?”

“I'm 23. You just turned 18, right?” 

“Yeah, last Friday. Where are you from?”

“Born and raised in Sacramento.”

“You look just like Mom. Well, at least in the pictures I've seen of her.”

“Yeah, that's what my dad says. And when your dad picked me up from the harbor, his expression pretty much said it all,” Kiera replied, laughing.

“What did he say?”

“Not much, but he was stuttering quite a bit. He finally managed to introduce himself, and then get me here.”

“Well, I'm glad you decided to come. I need all of the help that I can get,” I joked.

“You seem to be doing just fine. Especially with your twin flame,” she said as she winked at me.

“Yeah, he's definitely the best thing to come out of all this craziness. I don't know what I would do without him.”

“He's that UFC fighter, right? Jace Vasquez?”

I chuckled, “Yeah, that's him. I'd never even heard of him before, but everyone else seems to know who he is.” 

“Well, he's pretty famous on the mainland. He fights all over California. My dad loves watching UFC fights, so I've seen him a few times on T.V.”

“He had to stop fighting because of me. I can't leave the island and we can't be apart so he moved here and canceled all of his upcoming fights. I feel so bad.”

“Why? Don't tell me that you can't see how in love with you he is. He's totally head over heels for you!”

“I know, I know. I just feel guilty that he had to uproot his whole life for me.”

“Well, I don't think he minds, so stop worrying. Life is too short to take anything for granted. Enjoy every moment you have together.”

She was right. I was going to cherish what Jace and I had. Some people go their whole life without finding their true love, and I was lucky enough to find my soul mate at eighteen, let alone live for eternity with him. “Thanks. It's nice to hear an outside opinion other than just Jace's. He's like obligated to say those things,” I joked. 

“Yeah, I guess he is,” she replied, softly chuckling. “What do you think about the Prophecy?” she asked, changing the subject.

“I think I'm still in shock about it. I can't believe I have to defeat a God. I have no idea what I'm supposed to do.”

“It's some pretty heavy shit. I've heard stories linked to the Prophecy about you being able to harness Akasha,” she said excitedly.

“What?! You mean the fifth element?”

She nodded her head enthusiastically.

“Akasha, the pure energy of celestial beings and the heavens, also known as Aether?”

“So, you've heard of it?”

“Well, yeah, I've read about it in my mythology books, but never anything involving me controlling it,” I replied.

“It would definitely help us. We are going to need something pretty powerful to stop a God.”

I didn't respond—my brain was going a mile a minute analyzing this new information. Could I really be capable of harnessing Akasha, the purest form of all matter? I've read that Akasha is what stars and some planets are made of. How could I control something that volatile? I can barely control my own powers, let alone the raw energy that is Akasha. I wonder if the Oracle knew anything about this. I guess it didn't matter if she did since she wouldn't tell me anyway. She would just answer me with some cryptic nonsense. I needed to see what Jace thought. 

“Hey, are you alright? You spaced out over there,” Kiera said with concern.

“Yeah, I was just thinking about everything. I need to talk to Jace,” I said, pausing. “Are you sure you have everything you need in here?”  

“Yep, thanks for letting me stay here. I think it would be awkward staying at your dad's.”

I stood up and moved toward the door. “Yeah, it probably would considering you are like Mom's twin,” I joked. We both laughed. “Remember, let me know if you need anything.”

“I will. Thanks again, little sis.”

I turned to walk out the door, a warm smile on my face. I had a sister, and a cool one at that, not one of those snobby, I'm too good for you, older sisters. I went in search of Jace, and found him out in the backyard, shooting fireballs at the large rock I practiced on yesterday. He was so graceful, and I hoped that I could eventually use my powers as fluidly as he used his. “Hey,” I called out to him.

He stopped his shooting and turned towards me, a huge grin taking over his mouth when we locked eyes. Butterflies swarmed my insides, and the familiar tingle spread throughout my body. “Hey beautiful, how was your girl talk?”

“It was good. Kiera is really cool,” I replied, pausing to bite my lower lip.

“Go on. I can tell there is something you want to talk to me about.”

“How do you know me so well already?” 

He shrugged, smirking. “A perk of our bond, mi amante. Now out with it,” he coaxed.

I released a breath before starting, “Well, Kiera mentioned that she heard that I would be able to harness Akasha. Have you heard anything like that?”

He remained silent for a few moments before replying, “Not anything having to do with you.”

“Well, what do you think about it?”

“I'm not sure. Akasha is pure energy, so I don't know how safe it would be for you to use it, or if it's even a possibility.”

“Yeah, but it would definitely give us an advantage. I wanted to do some research on it, see if we can find out more about harnessing it.” 

“I don't know if that's a good idea, Brie. You should focus on controlling the powers you already have first.”

“Yeah, you're right,” I said, pausing. “But do you think that there's a chance I could be able to?”

“With you, anything is possible. Your powers could be limitless,” he replied. 

“I just want to be as prepared as possible, you know? Use any resource available to us.”

“At what cost, Brie? You could be hurt, or even worse, killed, by trying to harness Akasha!” he said, raising his voice.

“If I can't figure out how to stop Uranus, we'll all be dead anyway!” I screamed back at him, fighting tears. I didn't understand his outburst; he was being strange ever since I brought up Akasha. “What aren't you telling me, Jace?”

His jaw tightened slightly, and I knew him well enough to know that something was bothering him. He looked torn as he seemed to decide whether or not to respond to my question. After a few seconds, he sighed, and then said, “I've heard rumors about the One being able to harness Akasha, but I think it's an old wives' tale.”

“Then why are you so upset? And why in the hell did you lie to me?!”

“I just didn't want you getting any ideas about trying it—it's too dangerous.”

“You let me make my own decisions. I will do what needs to be done to save the world.”

“But, Bri—”

“Don't,” I spat, cutting him off. I stalked away from him out of our backyard and towards a secluded area of the beach to train by myself. The thing I hated most was being lied to, and it hurt me that Jace did just that to me. Lying to me would never earn my trust. How were we supposed to complete the bond if I couldn't fully trust him? I shook the thoughts from my head as I found an enclosed area in between two sand dunes where no one would be able to see me. I wanted to practice more with my Air, specifically with how to lift things using the air like Kiera did.

There were several small shells and rocks strewn around the sand that would be perfect to practice with. I focused on a medium-sized shell, and visualized it lifting in my mind. Nothing. I tried pushing from underneath it with the air, but that just caused it to shoot straight up, with no control whatsoever. As I was concentrating on a smaller shell, I heard the sound of sand softly crunching beneath footsteps. “Go away, Jace,” I yelled.

“You and Loverboy having problems?” responded a familiar voice. I turned around to see a bruised Kyle standing on top of one of the sand dunes. 

“What do you want, Kyle? You can't touch me here,” I reminded him.

“I know, but the same circumstances don't apply to your flame. Now why would you walk off by yourself and leave him vulnerable like that?”

Fear gripped me like a vice, almost choking me. Jace could take care of himself, unless he was outnumbered. I needed to get out of there and find Jace. Hopefully, they hadn't figured out where our house was. “Don't touch him,” I seethed.

“Oops, too late,” he replied, snickering. I was done standing around and talking. As soon as I decided to move, I felt pain in my upper arms, like someone was grabbing me forcefully, but nothing was touching me. Then, I felt a sharp sting in my jaw—damn it! They already had him! I needed to get to Jace, and as I made my way from between the sand dunes, Kyle stopped me, “Not so fast. I think you shou—"

I didn't let him finish—I blasted him with a fireball, and he immediately fell to the floor in an attempt to put out the flames. From what Jace had told me, Elemental flames were almost impossible to extinguish. I flung him with my Air over several sand dunes and rushed back the way I came. I ran as fast as I could, tripping over the soft sand and falling several times. I could hear the sounds of a scuffle, and saw five figures in the distance. I pushed myself harder, and soon I could see Jace fighting off four other men. He was shooting fireballs in all their directions, and the men retaliated with their own elements. Two put out the flames with a stream of water, one forced it up into the sky with his Air, and the last one was just dodging Jace's attacks. He was probably the one causing the ground to shake under Jace, knocking him off balance. My own back ached when he fell to the ground, and as he was thrown off-guard, the Air Elemental lifted Jace and threw him into the ocean. The Water Elementals then forced the water to submerge Jace, keeping him from surfacing. 

This is exactly what I feared would happen, and it was all my fault. Rage consumed me, dominating my other emotions as it took control. When I was close enough, I shook the earth violently to shove them all on their asses. From the surprised expressions on their faces, they hadn't seen me approach. I glanced over to make sure Jace had been able to come up for air, and then I resumed my assault. The men had composed themselves, and were preparing to counterattack, but I had other things in mind. I commanded the wind to blow ferociously, whipping a frenzy around the four Elementals. Sand, rocks, and shells pelted them from every direction, and I erected a protective shield to keep from being injured by my own attack. I directed the wind to circulate around the men before I lifted them up into the beginnings of my tornado. I forced them to ram into each other as they were tossed around inside, spinning faster and faster as I increased the velocity and intensity. Their bodies went limp from the barrage of wind and objects whirling around and into them inside the funnel. 

The tornado disappeared as swiftly as I had manifested it. I dropped the four, unconscious Elementals to the ground from about twenty-five feet up, each landing awkwardly from the fall. I rushed out to Jace, who was lying on the beach, waves lapping up to his stomach before receding back out into the ocean. He was lying so still that I feared he was dead, but since my heart was still beating, I knew that wasn't the case. Still, the sight of Jace lying unmoving caused emotions to surface that I had never felt before. Fear, concern, grief, and anger ravaged my body, causing me to tremble from their intensity. I shakily checked his body for injuries, and found several head wounds and bruises to his torso, along with what looked to be a broken rib. I didn't see anything that would render him unconscious, but I thought back to when he was submerged, and realized he probably had water in his lungs. Tears streamed down my face as I began CPR, and after my third set of breaths and chest compressions, Jace finally coughed up the water. He was still dazed, and before I could heal the rest of his injuries, someone pulled him out from under me.

“You, bitch!” Kyle screamed as he tried to drag Jace away from me. He smelled like burnt meat and fabric, and his skin was blistered from burns on his arms and neck. Part of his shirt had been singed away, revealing more burns on his chest. Nothing mattered to me but saving Jace, and my fury once again peaked. I erected a protective shield around Jace, causing Kyle's hand to bounce away from where he once held onto him. I focused on the feelings conjured by this incident, letting the hate, fear, and anger boil within me as I harnessed power, increasing it for my attack. The air vibrated around me, rippling outward with the force of an explosion and sending Kyle backwards into the ocean, about sixty feet away. I returned to Jace, who was now clutching his side where the broken rib was. In return, my side felt like a knife was plunged into it, and I could only imagine what Jace felt. I gently placed my hands on his ribs, causing him to wince. Slowly, I could feel his rib mending itself and popping back into place. I healed the rest of his injuries and then helped him stand up. I softly kissed his lips before we made our way back to the house in silence. I knew his pride was hurt because I saved him, but he would have to get over it. 

I led Jace up to our bedroom after answering a multitude of questions from Kiera. I laid him down on our bed after removing his wet clothes, deciding that a bath was probably a bad idea considering he almost drowned. Oh my God, he almost drowned! Tears once again flooded my eyes at the fact that I almost lost him because I stormed off like some bratty child over something so insignificant. The angry expression on his face softened when he saw my tears. He pulled me down next to him and I buried my face in the side of his chest, my head right under his armpit. “I'm so sorry, baby, so sorry,” I cried.

“It's okay, mi amante, I'm fine,” he replied, trying to soothe me.

“No, it's not okay! You almost died because of my stupid tantrum!” I sobbed.

“Well, I didn't because you were there to save me. I think you made up for it.” 

“I'll never make up for it. Nothing could ever justify you almost dying.”

“Almost dying—the key word being almost. You saved me, baby. Now let's move on and get over it. We have bigger problems ahead of us. You have to be prepared that I may almost die several times during our journey.”

“No! I promised I would never let anything happen to you. Then I go and leave us both vulnerable to an attack!” 

I continued to cry as Jace unsuccessfully tried to calm me down. Never had I ever been this inconsolable, even after waking from the nightmares, but Jace almost dying because of something I did had struck me deep down in our shared soul.   Feeling our bond start to slip away from me during the attack was something I never wanted to endure again—I had been so focused on fighting that I couldn't even grasp the severity of it. Now that everything was over, I was assaulted by the raw emotions raging through me, releasing themselves through my tears and racking my body in sobs. He held me to him, my head propped on his chest as he stroked my hair, but it was no use. The day was taxing on my emotions, and what happened  was more than I could bear. I was so distraught, I couldn't understand anything that Jace was saying to try to calm me, and, eventually, I cried myself to sleep.
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Damn it! I hated when she cried, especially when I couldn't console her. I didn't know what to do since my touch didn't seem to be helping to ease her distress. I was thankful she was sleeping, since using her powers to rescue me surely drained her. I was the one that needed to be the rescuer, to be strong enough to protect her, not the other way around. I wondered if those asshats knew where we lived. They were so close to our home when they attacked, so they must have an idea. I needed to take extra precautions—have a security system installed like the one at my condo, complete with motion sensors, and cameras surrounding the perimeter. At least they couldn't harm Brielle here. If they could, I would have to hire a 24/7 bodyguard to follow her around, and she would hate that. 

I loathed that they were using me to get to her. We both knew we were each other's biggest weakness, and so did everyone else that knew we were twin flames. I hoped that Brielle's display would deter another attack, at least for a few days. I wasn't even sure if all of those guys made it out alive—she fucked them up good. She seemed to be favoring Air now that she had learned to use it. I would have to ask her when she woke up. I gazed down at her, my heart wrenching every time she would suck in a few short, shallow breaths like she was still sobbing, even in her sleep.

As soon as she woke up, we needed to discuss Akasha. I regretted lying to her about it, but I only wanted to protect her. Truth was, I had heard the rumors of the One being able to harness Akasha, and I was terrified that Brielle harnessing that much pure energy would kill her. Even with the rumors, I had never heard how she would be able to harness it. I decided I would do some research on the internet, see what I could find. Most would probably be myth, but sometimes what people thought to be myth was in actuality, the truth. I also needed to find out what exactly Kiera had been told, and who had divulged the information to her.

Before I went to talk to Kiera, I decided to call Zane. I slipped out from under Brielle, careful not to disturb her restless slumber. I went downstairs, and called Zane.

“What's up, bro?” he greeted.

“Nothing much. I need a favor,” I replied.

“Everything alright?”

“Yeah, I need you to call the security company and make an appointment for them to come to the new house and install a full package here. More Elementals attacked today,” I replied.

“Is everyone okay?” 

“Yeah, Brielle took care of them,” I answered. I didn't want to discuss my attack, so I didn't go into detail.

“I'll take care of it, bro. No worries.”

“Appreciate it. I need one more favor. Can you see what you can find out about Akasha? I know you have some reliable historian contacts,” I said. Zane's parents were close friends with some Elemental historians in the Mt. Olympus community, so I knew they could find out viable information concerning Akasha, and if the One could harness it somehow.

“I'll see what I can find out. Why do you want to know about Akasha?” 

“We've heard rumors that Brielle might be able to harness it.”

“No shit? This Prophecy gets crazier and crazier. I'll let you know if I find out anything.” 

“Thanks. Hit me up later.”

“Sure thing. Late,” he ended. I hung up the phone, and then sought out Kiera. I knocked on her door, and she got up from her bed to greet me in the open doorway, “What's up?”

“I need to talk to you,” I replied.

“Sure, come on in. Mi casa is su casa, literally,” she attempted to joke. I walked in and sat down on the small loveseat on the far side of the room. She sat down on her bed, opposite me. “So, what do you need to talk to me about,” she asked nervously, rubbing her palms against her jeans.

“Akasha,” I plainly stated.

“Oh…what about it?” she asked, playing dumb.

“You know what. What does it have to do with Brielle? I know you talked to her about it.”

“I don't know what you're talking about,” she lied.

“Really? Then, why does Brielle suddenly have the idea in her head that she is capable of harnessing Akasha, only hours after you arrived?”

She squirmed in her seat on the bed, “I may have heard some rumors, but it's just silly gossip.”

“Tell me what you know. Brielle could be in danger.”

“Danger?! But, how? She doesn't even know how to harness it!” she exclaimed. 

“You know how many more Elementals would be after her if they found out she could harness Akasha?” She shook her head, but said nothing. “Look, I don't know who you're protecting, but I don't give a shit. Brielle is my twin flame, not to mention your sister. She could get hurt, even killed because of this. I need to know what you know, and how reliable your source is.”

She looked down at the floor in shame, before softly answering, “I can't tell you who my source is, but they are very reliable. They said that the One would be able to harness Akasha by combining the energies of the four elements.”

“That's all you know? That's all your source told you?” I asked in disbelief. 

“They also said that the elements must be balanced in order for Akasha to be harnessed—using too much of any given element will not work. She also must pull from the energy surrounding her. That's all I know, I swear,” Kiera replied.   

I thought about this new information. Would Brielle be able to harness Akasha without hurting herself? It would definitely be a valuable resource, but not at the expense of her well-being. I decided to wait until I heard from Zane. I didn't want Brielle to start practicing until I had done some thorough research. My phone snapped me out of my thoughts as it beeped. I checked the text message from Zane:

 

4:07 PM   Zane:  Installers will be out tomorrow between 8 and 12  

 

I stood to leave and Kiera asked, “Will Brie be okay, Jace? I never thought this information would put her in danger.”

“I will keep her safe. Tell your source not to discuss this matter with anyone else. The last thing we need is more Elementals finding out.”

“Okay, I will,” she said as I walked out into the hallway. I went back upstairs to find Brielle on the balcony, gazing out into the ocean. I walked up behind her and wrapped my arms around her waist before kissing the top of her head. “I'm sorry,” she whispered.

“There is nothing for you to be sorry for, mi amante. Stop blaming yourself.”

She whirled around, her tear-streaked face breaking my heart. “How can I not blame myself?! Those guys came here because of me! They hurt you because of me! You almost died because of me!” she screamed. 

“But you saved me—that's all that matters. You can't dwell on this, mi amante. We have to focus on what's to come. Like perfecting your powers and harnessing Akasha,” I replied. 

She had her mouth open to argue, but she stiffened in surprise when I threw that last part about Akasha in there. She was speechless for a few moments, but then she said, “Harnessing Akasha? You said earlier that you didn't want me to attempt that.”

“I know, but are you going to listen to me?” I asked.

“Well, no, bu—" 

I interrupted her, “Then, I want to be there to make sure you're safe during the whole process. I have Zane researching Akasha, and after he gets back to me, we can start. In the meantime, we need to strengthen your powers more. They are crucial to harnessing Akasha.”

I expected her to ask how I knew that, but she didn't. She was obviously so excited that I was allowing her to practice with Akasha that she didn't bother asking any more questions. She looked up at me, and her excited demeanor shifted to sadness. She pressed her cheek against my chest, wrapping her arms around my waist, and clutching the back of my shirt in her hands. “I thought I lost you,” she whispered. She pulled me tighter to her, as if she were afraid I would disappear into thin air. “Jace, I don't know what I would have done if…if you…if I couldn't ...” 

“Shh, I'm right here, mi amante. You saved my life. I intend to spend eternity with you, so I'm not planning on going anywhere,” I reassured her as I caressed her cheek. I took her face in my hands and lifted it as I brought mine down. I softly kissed her lips before leaning my forehead against hers. She sighed, hopefully releasing the guilt that was plaguing her. We stood there for a few minutes, enjoying the peace of the moment before she playfully asked, “Did you see me kick those guys' asses?”

I chuckled as I shook my head. “I was incapacitated at the time,” I replied sarcastically.

“Hey, it's not my fault you can't hang,” she joked. “You should have seen the bad-ass tornado I created.”

“A tornado, huh? Seems like you are favoring Air now,” I speculated.

“Yeah, it's really easy to use—it's like I just think it and it happens. I don't have to concentrate as much like I do with the other elements.”

“Aw, I was hoping you would favor fire,” I said, sticking my bottom lip out in a pout.

“Sorry, fire is very stubborn. It kinda reminds me of someone I know,” she teased. 

“Yourself?” I retorted playfully. She lightly punched my arm as she giggled. 

“Can we practice more before dinner? I'd like to try and make ice,” she stated.

“Are you sure you're up to it? I don't want you overexerting yourself like you always do,” I replied. 

She rolled her eyes, “Blah, blah, blah. Our enemies are not going to relent during a fight just because I'm tired. We talked about this earlier,” she said as she grabbed my hand and pulled me down the stairs.

“I know, but you don't have to always push yourself to your limits, Brie.”

“Yes, I do! I can't let anything else happen to you. You don't understand how it feels...” 

“How it feels to what, Brie? To almost lose you?! To feel powerless when you are taken from me in my nightmares, knowing that may be the future if I'm not strong enough to protect you?!”

She didn't respond. She knew I understood what she meant. That I understood that feeling of helplessness that permeated our dreams, and the consuming need we shared about protecting each other. I reached out to her, pulling her into my arms, “Brie, I know how you feel. We can do this together. You don't have to carry this burden on your own.”

“Fine, then help me make ice,” she replied bitterly. She pulled away from me to walk to Kiera's door, calling her to help us before continuing outside into our backyard. I followed, cursing her stubbornness, and wondering if it would prove to be a blessing or a curse.
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We had spent almost a week practicing all of my elements. I was determined to master them so that I could harness Akasha. Jace wasn't very fond of the idea, but I needed to be stronger to fulfill the Prophecy. I needed to be stronger so a repeat of that awful day didn't occur. I would not, fuck that, I could not lose Jace. I refocused my thoughts to fusing the air and water molecules I had gathered together in the palm of my hand—they wove together fluidly now since I had been diligently practicing everyday from morning to night. The next step was to chill them enough to freeze into a solid ball of ice, which I found to be a formidable weapon. It was hard and dense, and it packed a strong impact despite its size. Its contact also left frostbite in its wake, which was another huge advantage.

I was also experimenting with other methods of attack. I had been trying to conjure up a wall of ice and thrust it out in a wave, but it was proving to be a difficult feat. I threw my newly formed ball of ice at a nearby palm tree in our yard, and it burst, leaving a patch of frostbite on the trunk. I rolled my shoulders, trying to alleviate some tension before attempting my ice wall again. Jace walked over to me from the side and started to rub my shoulders, “Tense, mi amante?”

“Now what would I have to be tense about?” I asked sarcastically. “I just want to be able to do this wall thing,” I continued.

“Maybe you should start with an easier task—like a wall of water or fire. Ice seems very difficult to manipulate. You should gradually work up to that,” he suggested.

“I could try it. I've pretty much mastered the basic elements,” I replied. Which I had—I just had to think about the element I wanted and it easily manifested now. Jace and Dad were extremely impressed with my progress, but I wanted to learn more. I had to. The nightmares still tormenting Jace and I, waking one or both of us in the middle of almost every night, were the motivation for me to become as powerful as possible. The more I could manipulate the elements, the more attainable the prospect of harnessing Akasha became. Then, I would be strong enough to defeat anything.

I stepped away from Jace before turning back to say, “Since you favor fire, I will try a wall of that first.” 

I willed the fire in front of me first. I extended my hand, where the flame effortlessly appeared. I fanned it out in front of me, summoning more to form the wall I sought. Once the wall was formed, I formed a similar wall of air behind the flames, and then I shoved them both out.

The air blew out the flames, much to my frustration. I let out a groan of exasperation as Kiera offered, “You need a barrier between the air and fire.”

“What do you mean? What kind of barrier?” I asked.

“Like a shield between the two to separate them. Just conjure a shield between them so that the air doesn't extinguish the fire,” she replied.

I did as she said, repeating the same steps as before, except this time I formed a shield between the wall of air and the wall of fire. I thrust them all out at once, careful to keep each intact, and they did as I intended. The air pushed against the shield which expelled the wall of fire outward, setting an inferno to life in its path before engulfing one of the trees in flames. Kiera and I rushed to extinguish it with our Air, but the flames were stubborn, consuming every inch of the tree as it spread wildly from the base upward. I added Water to my Air to create a spray, mimicking a fire hose, and I slowly doused the flames until they were reduced to ashes.  

I felt like collapsing, but I willed myself to stay upright. I could not afford to be weak anymore, and I didn't want Jace to worry more than he already did. I squeezed my eyes shut as the dizziness tried to overtake me, but I fought against it. Once I was sure I was fine, I turned and walked over confidently to Jace, “Pretty impressive, huh?”

He chuckled, “And dangerous, too.”

“You think everything is dangerous,” I commented back. 

“Usually it is when you're involved. But, yes, that was very impressive, not to mention effective.”

I beamed under his praise, especially given the recent events when I failed him. He didn't blame me for his assault, but I think I blamed myself enough for the both of us. The memory flooded back, streaming pain through me, like razors ripping at my insides. I fought back the tears, not wanting Jace to see me cry. He would think that everything was too overwhelming for me, and would make us slow down, if not stop, for a day or so. I couldn't do that. Practicing gave me an outlet for my anguish, keeping me from being overcome with guilt and grief. I knew my emotions were extreme, but Jace had explained that our bond heightened everything, including our feelings, which explained the depth of pain that I felt because of almost losing him. It would take me longer to get over my remorse, but I hoped it would be soon. I didn't want to put any strain on my relationship with Jace. He was my light in all of this darkness.

“Have you heard from Zane about Akasha? I want to start practicing already,” I said, wanting a distraction from my depressing thoughts.

“Just talked to him a little while ago. I was waiting until you took a break to talk to you about it,” he said.

“What?! You should have told me as soon as you found out! I could have been practicing already!” I exclaimed, punching his arm, which I'm sure hurt my hand more than his firm bicep.

“Sorry!” he replied, putting his hands up in surrender. He pulled me to him and nuzzled my neck as he whispered, “Forgive me?”

A traitorous smiled found its way on my lips. I couldn't stay upset with Jace for very long, and his soft lips on my neck made it even more difficult. “Of course I forgive you,” I mumbled softly, enjoying the warmth of his kisses on my neck.

“Get a room!” Kiera yelled from across the yard. Jace antagonized her more by grabbing my ass firmly with both hands and planting a steaming kiss on my lips. I broke away from him laughing and blushing a vivid shade of pink. I motioned for Kiera to come over to us as I yelled, “Jace finally heard back from Zane!” When she joined us, I turned my attention to Jace, eagerly asking, “So, what did he say?” 

“You can ask him yourself when he and Kimber get here. They are coming over this afternoon. He wanted to explain everything in detail.” 

My heart raced in excitement. I hadn't seen Kimber in over a week, which was probably the longest we'd ever gone without seeing each other. I felt bad that I'd been so busy that I wasn't able to text or call her. I'm pretty sure she was busy strengthening her bond with Zane, so hopefully she wouldn't be too upset with me. “What time?” I asked anxiously.

“He said after lunch,” Jace replied.

“Speaking of lunch, I'm starving,” Kiera said.

I nodded as I agreed. “Me too. I'll make us something,” I said as I walked into the house.  
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Kimber and Zane arrived about an hour after we finished lunch. Kimber greeted me by saying, “What the fuck?! You can't call or text your best friend anymore?”

“Nice to see you, too. I could ask you the same thing, you know? Too busy tangled up in Zane's sheets to call or text me?” I jokingly accused. 

“Fine, let's just admit we are both wrong, and get over it,” she paused, slightly smiling. “How have you been?” she asked, pulling me into a hug. 

“Oh, you know, being ambushed by Elementals, finding out I have a long lost sister, and being visited by the Oracle. No biggie,” I replied sarcastically.

“Wha…what?! You have a sister?! The Oracle came to see you?! You were ambushed?! Were you hurt?! Why didn't you call me?! Tell me what happened!” she exclaimed.

I proceeded to tell her the events of the past week, including Jace's attack, which I cried through. She was enraptured in my story, silent through my whole account while listening to every detail. When I was finally finished, she simply said, “Wow.”

“Yeah, we've been busy,” I replied, sniffling. I wiped the tears from my face as a concerned Jace watched me from across the room as he talked to Zane. I gave him a small smile, which he returned with one of his own, but the concern never left his eyes.

“I'm so sorry I haven't been here for you. I feel terrible,” Kimber replied sadly. 

“It's not your fault. Don't beat yourself up about it.”

“I should have been here for you, though. How can I make it up to you?” she asked.

“You don't need to make it up to me. You accompanying us on this asinine journey is enough.”

“I won't let you down, I promise,” she said, grasping my hands in hers. 

“I know,” I said pulling her into another hug. “I want to hear what Zane found out,” I told her before I stood up and walked over to Jace and Zane. Jace opened his arms to me, and I gladly entered his embrace. He wrapped his arms around me, and kissed the top of my head. “You okay, mi amante?” 

I nodded, and then turned around to face Zane, my back now against Jace's torso. I looked up at Zane as I asked, “What did you learn?”

“Let's all sit down so I can explain everything,” he replied. We all sat in the living room, and my leg bounced up and down nervously as I waited for him to continue. “I don't even know where to start,” Zane said. He blew out his breath before continuing, “Not much is documented on Akasha, however, what is mentioned is amazing. Akasha is said to be pure energy, so powerful that some say it can obliterate anything it touches. Some have described it as similar to Zeus' lightning bolt, only more powerful. The problem with all the theories is that they are mainly speculation since no one has ever seen Akasha.”

“Is there any research on Akasha and Brielle?” Jace asked.

“There's some. They have documented that the One will be able to harness Akasha, which is thought to be the only way to defeat a God. Many believe this is why the Elders discount the Prophecy since their main purpose is to serve the Gods. They don't want any opposition or threat to them.”

“So they just want Uranus to come back and unleash Hell?” I asked.

“No, but they believe the Gods will protect them in exchange for their servitude.”

Jace laughed, “That's ridiculous. The Gods will do what they have to protect themselves. They will not waste their time trying to save any of us.”

“It gets worse. My contacts said that they have heard the Elders discussing disposing of the One.”
“Disposing? What do you mean disposing?” Jace asked angrily. 

“Listen, bro, don't kill the messenger. They are searching for Brielle, but they still don't know who she is. They disregarded the Prophecy for so long, so they didn't bother searching for the One. The Elders sense the surge of power since Brielle awakened, but they haven't been able to place her, which I think is partly due to the protection of the Oracle. But, if they find her, they plan to capture her and, uh…” he trailed off, obviously uncomfortable with what he planned to say next.

“What Zane? They plan to do what?!” Jace roared.

Zane stayed silent, staring at his feet. “Please, bro, just tell me,” Jace said, slightly calmer than before. 

“They plan to kill her,” Zane said softly, bordering on a whisper. Jace swiftly stood and proceeded to punch a hole through the wall between the living room and dining room before storming out of the house and into the backyard. 

“Maybe I should go talk to him,” Zane offered. 

“No, he needs to destroy some shit and blow off some steam. You know how he gets sometimes. Tell me how I can harness Akasha,” I stated. Jace was furious, I could feel it. I should be feeling the same, but for some reason I was almost numb, my only sense of emotion streaming from Jace.  

“Well, there is no evidence on whether or not this is possible, but it is said that the One must merge all of their Elements and pull the fusion into themselves. From then on, they will be able to summon Akasha.”

“That seems too simple. There has to be more to it,” I contemplated aloud.

“If you believe the theories, you are the only one with the genetic structure capable of harnessing Akasha. There probably is more to it that isn't documented. I'm sorry that I can't be of more help,” Zane apologized.

“You gave me more information than I had half an hour ago, so thank you,” I replied. “I better go check on Jace,” I said. I copied his path, minus the wall-punch, and found him angrily shooting fireballs at one of the larger rocks near the edge of our backyard. I cautiously approached, and called out to him from a few feet away, “Wanna talk about it?”

The fireballs ceased as he turned to look at me. Our gazes locked as I waited for him to respond. After a couple of minutes, he finally replied, “Aren't you upset?”

“A little, but nothing compares to the way I felt when I almost lost you,” I answered. I knew I should be furious, that I should be sobbing my eyes out or screaming at the top of my lungs because of what Zane had just told me. Ever since that day, I couldn't focus on my emotions. I had put up a wall to keep the sadness, guilt, and anger with myself from escaping and drowning me like those Elementals almost drowned Jace. 

“Are you still hung up on that?” he asked, scoffing in disbelief. After a few seconds, he screamed, “I'M FINE!!! GET OVER IT BRIELLE!!!”

I stared at him in shock. He had never yelled at me like that before. Tears consumed my eyes as I turned and started back toward the house. I did not need this on top of everything else I was trying to deal with. I was barely holding it together as it is. Jace ran to catch up to me, blocking my path as he apologized, “I'm sorry, mi amante. Let's talk. Please?”

I tried to maneuver around him, but he managed to stop me each time. I huffed in frustration, and conceded to talking to him. “What?” I asked, angrily. I could feel my fury overpowering his as his emotions morphed to regret and concern.

“Look, I'm sorry I yelled at you, but I'm just angry. Everyone is trying to take you away from me, to hurt you, maybe even kill you, and you're still fixated on my near death experience. I'm not what matters here, Brie.”

“You are what matters to me! You're everything! Don't you get that?! I don't care about the Prophecy, the Elders, or the Gods—I care about you!” I shouted back. 

“Then why the obsession with your powers and Akasha?”

“Because I wasn't strong enough to protect you last time! I need to be stronger!”

Jace opened his mouth to speak, but changed his mind and closed it. He pulled me to him, and just held me in silence. I could hear his heart thudding as my head pressed against his chest. Nothing else mattered to me besides the beat of his heart, my home. I closed my eyes and let the precious sound envelop me, drowning out everything else. Once his heart ceased beating, the same fate would befall mine. Even if I could live without him, I wouldn't want to now. Hell, I wouldn't be able to after everything. The years of dreams, the love we've shared, and all we've experienced together in such a short time has interconnected us so deeply that there is no possible way to separate one from the other. Our souls would never survive it. 

“I love you. We'll get through this,” he whispered, breaking the silence.

“Promise?” I asked softly.

“I promise, mi amante. You know I will never let anything happen to you,” he replied. 

“I know,” was my simple response. And I did know. There was no doubt about it—engrained in every fiber of my being was the fact that we both would protect each other with our lives. I looked up into his beautiful, warm eyes, my chin resting on his chest as I gave him a small smile. “Are you ready to go back inside?” I asked.

“Yeah. I'm sorry I reacted that way, but you are my weakness. Everything else I can handle.”

I laughed softly, “You're my weakness, too. I'm afraid that has been, and will continue to be, used against me.”

We started walking back into the house, hand in hand. Zane and Kimber were still in the living room, concern written on both their faces. As we reached the living room, Zane stood and said, “I'm sorry, bro, I didn't mean to upset you. Just relaying the info.”

“I know, man. I'm the one that should be sorry. This is not your fault, at all. I shouldn't take it out on you,” Jace replied apologetically. 

“No worries. I would be furious if you told me that about Kimber. I'd probably uproot the whole house,” he joked.

We all laughed, severing most of the tension in the room. Zane filled Jace in on what he missed after he left the room. Jace was skeptical, and started a barrage of questions, which Zane didn't have answers to. This left both of them frustrated, and Zane decided to leave and do more research. Kimber promised she'd text me if Zane found anything, but Jace insisted that Zane call him immediately with any new information. Kimber and I both rolled our eyes and smiled. We both knew that she was still going to text me, no matter what Jace or Zane said. 

After they left, I was eager to talk to Jace about his thoughts on Akasha with the new information, limited as it was. Plus, we still had some hours left to practice some more, and I didn't want to waste any time. If Elementals, the Elders, and Uranus were coming for me, I was going to be prepared. “So, what do you think about everything?” I asked Jace as we sat together on the couch. 

Jace released his breath in a huff. “I'm not thrilled about it. I don't like the idea of using your body as a vessel for Akasha, and I definitely don't like that the Elders want to capture and possibly kill you.”

“If Zane is right, my body is made for Akasha, so there's nothing to worry about.”

“I'm not willing to test our lives on a theory,” he commented.

Jace was right. If I accidentally killed myself harnessing Akasha, I would be signing his death certificate, also. I shouldn't be so careless, but I had to protect us. If I didn't train, if I didn't fulfill the Prophecy, we would both be dead anyway.

“You have to trust me. I know I can do this,” I pleaded. 

He sighed, which I caused him to do a lot, and took my hand in his, “If anything happens to you Brie, I swear to God, I will…” 

I stopped him, putting my free hand to his lips, “Nothing will happen to me. Stop being so negative.”

“Fine, let's go practice before I change my mind,” he said in defeat.

“Thank you, thank you, thank you!” I squealed in excitement as I jumped and wrapped my legs around his waist. I wrapped my arms around his neck and quickly kissed him before untangling myself and sprinting into the backyard, with Jace laughing as he trailed behind me.
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The night sky was completely black, the stars seemingly devoid of light, and the stench of sulfur permeated the air. I could hear screeching, along with the flapping of wings, but the poisoned atmosphere stung my eyes, blurring them and obscuring my vision. It didn't matter, I knew she was there. I could feel her fear wrenching my soul apart. I rubbed at my eyes, clearing them well enough to see the Cyclops restraining her, keeping her from coming to me. Tears streamed down her face as she fought against him, her powers almost completely drained, the silver in her eyes diminished. 

Some invisible barrier was preventing me from reaching her. I threw myself against it, only to be thrown back ten feet. I got back up, and threw myself at it again and again, bruising my body to no avail. I pounded against my invisible prison, desperate to save her. I threw fireball after fireball, which bounced back effortlessly, some hitting me harmlessly before landing on the earth. As I reared back to throw myself again, the Cyclops threw her up into the talons of a Harpie, who dragged her up into the dark night until I could no longer see her. “NOOOO!!!!!!!” I screamed as I sat up, back in my bed. I gasped for air as I frantically checked for Brielle, who was surprisingly undisturbed by my outburst. She slept peacefully next to me, and my rapidly beating heart calmed some. I usually didn't wake her, but this nightmare rattled me to my core; I needed to hold her, to feel her heart beat, to hear her lungs breathe in air. 

I lightly traced the edges of her face with the backs of my fingers, caressing her soft, creamy skin. Her eyes fluttered open, taking a few seconds to adjust before registering my face. She softly smiled, and snuggled closer to me. I breathed in her scent, letting it envelop and soothe my tumultuous emotions. I savored the feel of her skin against mine, cherishing the fact that she was with me, even if the nightmares foretold otherwise. I ran my fingers through her hair, and she responded with a sound of pleasure, almost like a purr. Then she asked, “Everything okay, my love?”

“Yeah, just the nightmare. Really got to me this time,” I replied.

“Wanna talk about it?” she mumbled, her cheek pressed under mine. The warmth of her skin comforted me more, knowing she was safe and warm with life, not cold from the grasp of death. 

“Nah. Go back to sleep, mi amante. I just needed to hold you. I'm sorry for waking you,” I said, kissing her on the forehead.

“I wake you with mine all the time so don't apologize. I love you.”

“Until my last heartbeat,” I said, stifling a yawn. I didn't want to go back to sleep, my need to protect Brielle opposing my exhaustion. Even though I tried to fight it, sleep eventually overcame me.
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I awoke with Brielle still safely nestled in my arms, and I exhaled a sigh of relief. I had to keep reminding myself that it was just a nightmare, but it was difficult since it felt so real. Brielle continued to slumber in my embrace, and I remained in my position so she could sleep a little longer.

After about twenty minutes, Brielle finally stirred, shifting and stretching against me. Her eyes opened, and her gaze found mine, a blush creeping onto her cheeks. “Been awake long?” she asked.

“Not too long. How'd you sleep?”

“Good. Did you sleep better after your nightmare?”

“Yeah, surprisingly I did. All thanks to you,” I replied.

“Me? I didn't do anything.”

“Just letting me hold you was enough,” I said. She smiled softly and hugged me, her hips pressing against my morning wood as her breasts pushed against my chest. She looked at me and gave me a mischievous smile before rubbing her hips into mine. I grabbed her ass and pushed harder against her, my dick pressing firmly against her pelvis. I tried to take her mouth with mine, but she stopped me, pushing back on my shoulders with her hands. I gave her a questioning look, to which she replied, “I need to brush my teeth first. I don't want you to taste my morning breath.” Before I could protest and tell her I didn't care, she wriggled out of my grasp and rolled off the bed, striding into the bathroom giggling. “You should brush yours, too,” she called out. I huffed and got out of bed, making my way into the bathroom, as well. She was already busy brushing her teeth, and I hurriedly grabbed my toothbrush, applied some toothpaste, and started brushing, as well. When I finished, she was washing her face, bent over the sink with her ass peeking out of her boy shorts as she splashed water onto her face. I went behind her and rubbed against her, causing her to jump slightly in surprise. She blindly searched for a towel, feeling against the wall for one. Once she found it and dried her face, she stared at me through the mirror as I ground my erection against her ass. She closed her eyes in pleasure and braced herself against the counter as I continued, still bent over the sink. I pushed her tank top up her back, rubbing my hands along her smooth skin as I continued to slide her shirt off. She aided my efforts by straightening and raising her arms over her head, freeing her breasts as her shirt finally came off. I gazed at her gorgeous form in the mirror, silently praising the Gods that she was mine. 

I turned her around so that we were face to face, bare chests mirroring one another. Her lips crashed with mine as I started pushing her back towards our bed. Once the back of her legs pressed against the mattress, I whirled her around and pushed her gently down on the bed before covering her exposed back with my body. I straddled her as I rained kisses from the base of her neck down her spine and back up again. I rose up off of her and pulled her boy shorts off, along with my boxers before pulling her to the edge of the bed, spreading her legs before entering her slowly from behind. She gasped loudly as she clutched the sheets while I thrust slowly in and out of her, grasping her hips for deeper penetration. This position made her walls clench against me tighter, her warmth squeezing my length blissfully. Her head was tilted upwards, causing her hair to drape down her back like a curtain. I leaned over and grabbed a handful of her soft locks, pulling it as I continued to rock inside her. 

I ached for more contact, to gaze upon her face, her breasts, every inch of her heavenly form. I reluctantly withdrew myself from her tight embrace before flipping her over and picking her up. She wrapped her legs around me as I positioned us in the center of our bed and entered her again, my arousal fitting snugly inside hers. The feel of her warm, moist sex around me was the perfect pleasure as I plunged in and out of her. I appraised her body, reveling in her beauty as my eyes took in every inch of her silken skin. Her shimmering eyes locked on mine as her fingers dug into my triceps, gripping tighter with each of my thrusts. Our connection pulsed throughout every nerve, intensifying our passion as it always did, jolting flares of sensation emerging wherever our bodies touched. 

Each of her moans brought me closer to climax, especially when she lifted her hips up, tightening her pussy around my length. I slowed my pace, not wanting to end either of our pleasure yet. Brielle clasped my face in her hands, bringing my lips down to hers. I greedily claimed her mouth, stroking her tongue with mine and consuming her luscious taste. I paused periodically to nip and suck on her bottom lip as I continued to stroke in and out of her. She yelled out in ecstasy, her body trembling as her orgasm overcame her. Everything about her—her scent, her taste, her touch, overwhelmed me, and I finally succumbed to the release only she could bring me, groaning out as I came inside her. I felt her walls throbbing against me as we both lay motionless and panting, our passionate exchange leaving us both exhausted. 

Brielle smiled lazily at me, tracing her fingertips along my back as we lay pressed against each other. “I hope it's always like that,” she said.

“It will be,” I assured her. “Twin flames are passionate in every way until death.”

“Well, at least we have that to look forward to if I can fulfill the prophecy,” she said, semi-joking. I knew her joking and sarcasm were defense mechanisms to brush off how she really felt.

“Hey,” I said, tilting her by the chin to look in my eyes, “you will. I believe in you.”

“At least one of us does,” she sighed.

“Stop being so hard on yourself. It's only been a couple of weeks since you first learned what an Elemental was. Now you can control all four elements with ease, and are so close to harnessing Akasha. I am very proud of you,” I praised, cupping her cheek in my hand. She leaned into my palm and closed her eyes as she snuggled against it.

“Thank you. I still need to practice, though. We better get started.”

After getting dressed and eating breakfast, we headed into the backyard to practice. I tried to think of ways that I could help Brielle, but I kept drawing a blank. Zane hadn't heard any more new information, so we had nothing else to go on but what he had already told us. 

Brielle started by pulling some Earth into her palm as the base of her ball; dirt, small rocks, and sand swirled above her open hand. She called for her Water next, which swirled fluidly above the Earth. Her brows furrowed in concentration as she summoned her Air next, which whirled angrily over the water, causing tiny waves to ripple on its surface. Sweat beaded on her forehead as she strained to keep the opposing elements under control.

“Babe, maybe you shou…” I tried to warn.

“SHHH!!” she yelled back, keeping her focus on the elements within her hand. She summoned her Fire to finish her elemental concoction, which raged furiously on top of all the other Elements. The Elements moved independently of each other, not wanting to taint themselves by touching. Brielle struggled to meld the elements together, but they repelled from one another, disobeying her will. She gritted her teeth in stubborn determination as she continued to combine her elements. She had never accomplished this much thus far, and I knew she wouldn't quit until she passed out. The elements began to pulsate with light as Brielle proceeded in her attempt to merge them together, the display motivating her more. She brought both her hands together, cradling the ball of elements, which now spun wildly and shone with intense light, making the individual elements indistinguishable from each other.  

I stood there dumbfounded by the scenario. Brielle was about to harness Akasha, and I didn't know whether I should be afraid or excited. The air around us began to tremble, and in a split second, I was blasted by a blinding light, simultaneously being thrown back by a momentous force. I landed about twenty feet from where I was standing, and I scrambled to my feet, immediately searching for Brielle. She was pushing herself up off the ground as my gaze found her. I sighed with relief and made my way over to her. She smiled as she exclaimed, “Did you fucking see that! That was just…amazing! Was that Akasha?”

I chuckled at her expression—she looked like a little kid at a candy store. “I don't know, but I've never seen anything like it.”

“It had to be! I mean, if it wasn't Akasha, then what the hell was it?”

“Well, whatever it is, don't even think about pulling it into yourself,” I warned. She looked at me and rolled her eyes. “I mean it, Brielle. Imagine what that would have done inside you.”

“I still need to learn to control it anyway. After I do, we can discuss the next step,” she replied.

“As long as the next step doesn't involve pulling that thing into your body,” I remarked.

She sighed, staying silent for a few moments, her face lost in contemplation. Then, her face lit up with unexplained joy. “Hey, you want to take a break? There's something I want to show you,” she said, looking at me expectantly.

“Sure, it would be nice to take a break from your tedious training schedule,” I teased, tousling her hair. She grabbed my hand and threaded her fingers through mine, pulling me towards the beach. We walked along the sand for a mile or so before Brielle changed our course, heading away from the ocean toward the lush hillside in the distance. I hadn't seen much of Avalon, so this scenery was all new to me, and very different from the cityscape of Long Beach.

“There's a bunch of hiking trails through the hillside. There's a special place I want to take you to, if you don't mind,” she said, slightly blushing. 

“I don't mind at all,” I replied, bringing her hand up to my lips and kissing the back of it. 

We continued walking, and Brielle informed me that the trails ran from our side of the island all the way to the other. Some led to small isolated beaches, while others led to small canyons. Brielle took a trail off to the right, which sloped upward, and I couldn't help but wonder where we were headed.

“So, what is this special place?” I asked.

“If I told you that, it wouldn't be a surprise, would it?” She laughed, bringing a smile to my face. I didn't push it since she was so excited about taking me to her special place, and I didn't want to ruin her surprise. 

We trekked on the same path for another mile or so before the trail leveled, and a dense group of foliage came into view. We followed the trail, which led through an array of trees, plants, and flowers. The sunlight shone through small gaps between the tree branches, speckling the ground with patches of light. 

“We're almost there,” Brielle indicated, but I couldn't see anything outside of the trees. After a few more yards, we broke through into a grassy clearing nestled upon a waterfall.

“Wow,” I said, gazing up to the top of the waterfall. I estimated it was about sixty-five feet tall. “Is there a way to the top?” I continued.

Brielle nodded excitedly, pulling me by the hand towards a steep trail leading up the side of the waterfall. Once we reached the top, we made our way to the edge, peering over into the pool at the bottom. Brielle sat bordering the river that fed the waterfall, looking out over the ocean in deep thought. “This is my sanctuary. I  come here a lot when I need to think. Nobody knows about it, not even Kimber,” she said.

I sat beside her, wrapping an arm around her waist and pulling her next to me. “Thank you for sharing this with me,” I whispered, resting my chin on her shoulder. I turned her so that her back was to my chest, her body in between my legs, as we sat in silence overlooking the beautiful sea. The sun was high in the sky, its rays glittering like diamonds on the ocean's waves. Brielle leaned her head back against my chest, and I wrapped my arms around hers, which were holding her knees to her chest. 

After a few more minutes of silence, Brielle turned her face to me and softly said, “I've never wanted to share this with anyone. Not until you.” 

I cupped her face in my hands as I kissed her softly, our lips barely pressing against one another. I leaned my forehead to hers, closing my eyes and letting the sensation of our bond envelop me. It was hard to just sit and enjoy each other back home with everything that was going, especially now that Kiera lived with us. The warmth of our connection was so comforting, and it just felt like home. Brielle was my true home; no matter where we were, as long as she was with me, I would be home. Nothing else mattered. She was my strength, my reason for being, even before we met. My subconscious knew that, connecting us through our mutual nightmare. 

Her stomach rumbled, interrupting our peaceful silence. I tried to contain my laughter, but it slipped through, causing a scowl to form on Brielle's face. “Are you ready to go, mi amante? Sounds like you are ready for lunch.”

“Not yet. I want to do something before we leave,” she replied. She moved to the edge, too close for my liking, and I reached out to grab her and pull her back to me, but she moved out of my grasp, giggling.

“What are you doing, Brielle? Get away from there!”

“Do you trust me?” she asked.

“What?” I asked, in stunned disbelief.

“Do you trust me?” she repeated.

“Of course I do, now get over here!” I demanded.

“No, you come here,” she countered calmly.

“Are you crazy, Brie? What if we fall?”

“Just trust me.”

I really didn't want to. Heights was one of my secret fears, and even though this was a small waterfall, it was still tall in comparison to me. 

“Please,” she pleaded softly, looking at me with hazel puppy eyes. I scoffed in displeasure as I walked to where she stood.

“Can we go now?” I asked uneasily, the height obviously affecting me.

“Yeah, as soon as we jump.”

“Excuse me?” She did not just say that.

“We can go as soon as we jump down,” she repeated, looking over into the pool at the base.

“I am not jumping! Have you lost your mind?!”

“You trust me, right?”

“Well, yeah, but…” 

“Then, there's no buts. Jump with me,” she requested as she extended her hand. My heart beat furiously against my chest and my pulse raced as I warred between my choices. I chose to go with my heart, trusting my soul mate, even though my brain screamed that she was crazy and for me to turn around and run back down the incline. I took her hand, intertwining our fingers, and stepped to the edge. 

“Ready?” she asked. 

I nodded reluctantly. She smiled lovingly at me and squeezed my hand in reassurance. “Trust me, my love. On three—one…two…three!”

We leaped off the edge, falling fast towards what I was sure would be our deaths. After a few agonizing seconds, we splashed into the cool waters at the base of the waterfall. The impact was jarring, knocking the air out of my lungs, but it was also exhilarating. I had never done anything that gave me a rush of adrenaline like that, not even fighting. Our momentum plunged us deeper, almost to the bottom of the pool before we were able to counter it and kick back up to break the surface of the water. We both gasped for air, seeking to refill our depleted lungs. We laughed as we made eye contact, the thrill invigorating our spirits. I felt a burning on the back of my neck that I instinctively reached for. When I found nothing there, I suddenly realized we had just completed our final stage: trust.

Brielle reached for her neck, grimacing before understanding dawned on her face. Then, her face lit up with a huge smile as she said, “Jace, our bond! It's complete now, right?”

I nodded, “Now our connection is at its strongest. We should be able to share our thoughts, and we will feel each other's emotions and pain more. We aren't going to age anymore either.”

She threw her arms around my neck and giggled happily, as we floated in the water. Then, her expression shifted to puzzlement, “Wait—how come I already felt your pain and emotions?”

“You know, I never thought about that. But, I think everything with the One involved is going to be different. Our bond is probably stronger than everyone else's, so maybe that was why we were able to do things before the connection was complete,” I explained.

“And how did you trusting me to jump off demonstrate both of us trusting the other?”

“I think you bringing me here demonstrated your trust since you have never showed anyone else your special place. Then, when I jumped it completed the stage.”

“So, you're mine forever now, huh?”

“I've been yours since before we met,” I answered sheepishly. 

“Yeah, that's why you can't remember how many girls you've slept with,” Brielle scoffed.

“Hey, those girls didn't mean anything, but a guy has needs,” I joked. Brielle proceeded to splash me in the face, catching me off guard and effectively flooding my mouth and eyes with water. I coughed out the liquid, then grabbed Brielle and threw her about five feet away from me. She entered the water with a splash, popping back up almost instantly after submerging. 

“Oh, you asked for it!' she taunted playfully. Suddenly, I felt myself rising up, a huge wave forming beneath me. It pushed me upward, about seven feet high, then it pushed me backwards, sending me somersaulting into the water. The wave continued to flip me several times under the water before it relented, allowing me to come up for air finally. I choked out water, and then greedily replaced it with air. I put my hands up in surrender as I said, “Okay, okay, you win. But you have an unfair advantage.”

She stuck her tongue out at me before swimming over to where the wave had carried me. As soon as she was close enough, I reached out, and pulled her to me, nuzzling my face in her neck. “I'm going to have to punish you for that later,” I teased.

“Promise?” she teased back, giving me a seductive smile. I didn't reply. Instead, I thought about all of the things I wanted to do to her when we got home. Her mouthed opened into the shape of an “O” and her cheeks flushed cherry red.

“Let's go!” she said, unwrapping herself from around my waist and swimming towards the clearing. I followed her, chuckling from her reaction and enthusiasm for going home. Once we reached the shore, I pushed Brielle up and out of the water before hoisting myself out. She grabbed my hand and started speed-walking back towards the trail. I couldn't wait to play out the thoughts that were running through both of our minds.
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It had been a couple days since Jace and I had fully bonded that I tried to harness Akasha again. Not because I didn't want to, but because Jace insisted that I practice controlling my Elements better since I almost blew us up. Whatever. 

As I was getting dressed for training, eager to try to harness Akasha after so long, my phone beeped, letting me know I had a text. My phone was lying on the bed, and I scooped it up as I flopped myself down on the comforter. It was from Kimber:

 

9:12 AM   Kimber:  Hey, can we come over? It's kinda urgent

 

9:13 AM   Me:  Yeah, is everything ok?

 

9:14 AM   Kimber:  Be over in a sec

 

“JACE!” I yelled downstairs. 

“WHAT?” he yelled back from the living room. 

Get your ass up here now, I told him with my mind. I was still adjusting to dealing with hearing someone else's thoughts along with my own, as well as having someone else hear my private thoughts. I was learning to control what I wanted Jace to know. A girl needs her secrets, right? We were both working on putting up some kind of barrier in our minds, which we added to our daily training schedule. A few seconds later, I heard footsteps coming up the stairs. This mind-reading thing did have its perks though.

“So, what did you make me come up here for? You should be downstairs bugging me to go outside and train.”

“Kimber send me a text saying she and Zane were going to come over. They had something urgent to tell us.”

“Of course they do,” he joked sarcastically. “Never a dull moment with you involved.”

“I resent that,” I said, feigning offense. “None of this is my fault.”

“I know, I know, I'm only teasing you,” he said plopping himself down on the bed next to me. He bundled me up in his arms, his warmth wrapping around me like my own personal blanket. Our bond responded stronger ever since we completed the last stage, and it was pleasantly tingling over my skin, causing me to close my eyes in bliss.

“I don't think this will ever get old,” I remarked. “Even for all of eternity.”

“I think you're right. I never thought I would get to experience this with anyone. You have truly been a blessing in my life, mi amante.” 

“I don't think you'll be saying that in a few months,” I joked. He chuckled, and his laughter was infectious, causing me to join mine with his.   

The doorbell rang, interrupting our joy. I looked at our security feeds on the wall to see Kimber and Zane standing on our porch. I ran down to greet them, Jace following closely behind. 

“Hey, what's up,” I asked as soon as I opened the door. I could see the strain in their faces, something obviously troubling them. Fuck, what now?

Kimber hugged me as she said, “Let's go sit down and talk.”

“Don't tell me you're breaking up with me Kimber,” I joked, attempting to lighten the mood. She smiled weakly, probably for my benefit, before I turned to make the way to our dining room. 

“What's going on, bro?” Jace asked worriedly. 

“Well, I got a heads-up from my contact in the community. They heard that the Elders are planning to summon you and Brielle.”

“So? What's wrong with that?” I asked, confused as to why this would be so urgent.

“You are not exactly popular in the community, Brie. Anyone who even talks about the Prophecy is whipped, so what do you think they would do with the actual One?”

“Well, we don't have to go, right?” I asked, looking at Jace. His stern expression told me otherwise. “Jace, what does this mean?”

“Nothing. We won't be going,” he replied, his jaw tensed. 

“You know you can't do that. They will come for both of you,” Zane said. 

“I don't care. I will kill them before they take her!” Jace seethed. “You know what they plan to do to her—you told us yourself. I will not let that happen!”

We sat in silence for a few strained moments before I broke the quiet, saying, “I appreciate you telling us. I don't know the politics of the community, but I'm sure you could get in serious trouble for relaying the information to us. Thank you.”

“No problem. I'm really sorry to bring such bad news, but I wanted you guys to know. We are here if you need us,” Zane offered.

“No, you've done enough. I don't want to endanger you any more than you already are,” I replied.

“I insist, Brie. If you need anything, do not hesitate to contact us. You guys are our best friends. We are with you through thick and thin,” Kimber added.

Jace still hadn't said anything. His emotions were all over the place, ranging from angry to worried, from worried to frustrated, and back again. The one that affected me the most was fear. He was deathly afraid of losing me. His fear choked me, causing tears to pool in my eyes. I didn't want him to see my reaction, so I took a deep breath and willed them back, only a few escaping from my lids. I quickly tried to discreetly wipe them away, but Jace had already seen, and his angry look intensified.

“On a brighter note, Jace and I completed our bond,” I said, changing the subject to something less depressing. Just the thought of eternity with him made me so happy, and I would be damned if anyone was going to take that away from me. 

“That's awesome! I'm so happy for you, Brie!” Kimber said, giving me a hug. Zane slapped Jace on the back, pulling him in for one of those weird guy hug/handshake things. 

“Well, we better get to training,” I said, standing up from the table. Kimber and Zane followed suit, and I walked them to the door. Just as they were exiting, I thought of something I had been wanting to ask Zane. “Hey, Zane, can I ask you a question?”

“Of course. Shoot,” he replied.

“Can you use your Element to control plants? Like make them grow?” I was trying to learn everything about my Elements before attempting Akasha again—I needed to perfect them if I wanted to succeed. I needed to succeed, especially with the news we were just given.

“Yeah, but it's not that cool of a power except for being able to grow roots and vines, then use them to grab people—that's always fun,” he replied with a chuckle. 

“I'll have to practice that. I think it will come in handy.”

“If you need any help, let me know,” Zane replied.

“See ya later, girlie,” Kimber called as they were walking away. Jace and I both waved in response before shutting the door. Jace sighed as he leaned back against it, and opened his arms for me to enter. I happily obliged, wrapping my arms around his middle and laying my head in my favorite spot—over his heart. It beat steadily, its rhythm my favorite melody in the whole world. He kissed the top of my head before murmuring, “I'll never let anything happen to you.”

I didn't say anything, but I knew he could hear my thoughts. I had no doubt that he would protect me. I would do the same for him, and that was why I needed to be stronger.

“You don't have to worry about protecting me, mi amante. I can take care of both of us,” he replied to my thought.

“Still, I want to be prepared for any situation, and being able to harness Akasha will prepare me for anything.”

“I know, I know. I just don't want you to get hurt, but you're right. Let's go practice,” he said, releasing me from his embrace. Kiera stopped us as we walked past her bedroom, saying, “Hey, you okay? I heard the convo and wanted to make sure you were alright.”

“Yeah, I'm good. Nothing Jace and I can't handle.”

“I have something that might cheer you up—I found out more about Akasha from my source.”

“Really?! What?!” I asked with excitement.

“Well, I found out that after pulling your combined Elements into yourself, then you will be able to call forth Akasha just like you do your other Elements. It will severely drain you, and your powers, so you need to be careful.”

“Wow, well, that's good to know. I wouldn't want to leave myself vulnerable after using it. I wonder if Jace could help me regenerate since he can heal me. That would be extremely helpful,” I remarked.

“It would, but let's not get our hopes up. Let's focus on one thing at a time. Like pulling that Elemental death ball into yourself without killing both of us,” Jace said sarcastically.

I rolled my eyes and walked out the back door. I made my way to my normal training spot and began pulling my Earth into my palm, hoping the most stable element of the four would provide a solid base for my “death ball,” as Jace so eloquently put it. The dirt gathered in my palm, appearing out of thin air. It still amazed me that I was capable of doing things like this. You are what is amazing, I heard Jace's voice in my head say. I turned to see him staring at me from across the yard, the trademark smirk that I loved visible on his lips. God, he was so fine—how did I get so lucky? I could hear his laughter in my head before he said, I'm the lucky one. Now get back to work.

I concentrated on calling my Water, pooling it on top of the dirt. They repelled at first, as always, but I forced them to touch. Next, I called my Fire, even though it was the most volatile, because I thought having two, more stable elements bordering it would help to balance it. I quickly piled my Air on top, hoping to quell the Fire's raging flames before it overpowered the other elements. The flames died down some, enough to give me the time I needed to start to fuse them together. I began to swirl them around each other, encapsulating them in an air bubble so they wouldn't escape. They revolved faster around one another, colliding at some points and sending off sparks of light. As the velocity increased, the orb began to pulse with light before finally being engulfed by it. The light was so vivid that I had to close my eyes, my sight overloaded by the brightness. I struggled with the intensity of the ball, and I feared that it would explode like last time. I took deep breaths in and out, attempting to calm myself so that I would be able to complete this whole process. I would not fail again.

I felt Jace walk up behind me, his presence instantly soothing me. He lined my arms with his, placing them on the outside of mine. I could feel his energy infuse me through our bond, and I knew that I could accomplish this with his help. I don't know why I didn't think of this to begin with. He was my rock, my other half; it made sense that I would need him for something so powerful. He pressed his torso to my back, supporting me in more ways than one as I started to bring the ball towards my chest. His power invigorated me, giving me the last push I needed to merge the orb with my body. I saw a brilliant burst of light, along with the feeling of an excruciating burning, like someone had poured acid all over me. I screamed, or at least I thought I did, but all sound was drowned out, and I couldn't hear anything but a loud ringing in my ears. Oh God, what have I done? I clutched at my chest, wondering if I had made a terrible mistake, images of Jace flashing behind my closed lids before blackness coated me like tar.   
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I was floating somewhere, a place I had never been before. A glistening pool lay beneath me, reflecting a perfect blue sky. I felt at peace—wait, did I die? Oh no…no, no, no, I can't be dead! I still had so much to do, and…Jace. Tears flooded my eyes, flowing freely as I thought of my soul mate. I already felt lost without him with me, my heart splintering into tiny shards of its former self. Hold up! If I was dead, then he would be, too and we would be here together, right? I wasn't dead, I couldn't be, so where was I, and how was I going to get back home? I found the edge of the pool I was in, and lifted myself out. I took in my surroundings, trying to piece together where I was. Beautiful cherry blossom trees filled the landscape, green grass their luscious carpet. In the distance, I could see a huge mountain range, extending upward into the clouds, lost from view. If I wasn't so distraught, I would be in awe from the breathtaking scenery, but the tears clouding my vision distorted my beautiful surroundings anyway. 

I surveyed the landscape, wondering what direction I should go in. I started walking where my gut told me, hoping I would soon find a way to get back to Jace. I walked for what seemed like hours, even though it was maybe thirty minutes, before I slumped to the ground in sorrow, the weight of Jace's absence overcoming me. I alternated between sobbing and screaming, until my eyes burned and my throat was raw, and then I screamed and sobbed even louder. I chided myself for being so weak, and ordered myself to get back up and find my way out. I wasn't going to get back to Jace by lying on the ground crying.

By the time I had walked to my destination, which was a cherry blossom tree that towered over the others, I was exhausted. I had to have walked at least six miles, and I was still no closer to figuring out how to get home. I looked the short distance to the now closer mountain range; with my luck, I would have to climb to the top of the mountain to get out. I began my trek, hoping I had the energy to make it to the peak of the mountain. 

I collapsed at the top, the walk not as long as I expected, but draining nonetheless. I slowly inhaled and exhaled, trying to regain my bearings. When I looked up, my jaw dropped, and the breath I had just regained left me again, the sight of the God before me leaving me immobilized. His hair was long, wavy, and pure white. His eyes were an electrifying blue, so luminous that they were actually glowing. I tried to speak, but no words came out. I was literally stunned into silence.

“I have been waiting for you, my child,” he spoke.

“You…you have?” 

He chuckled softly before replying, “Yes, I have. Your existence is of great importance to me—you are my great-granddaughter after all.”

What the? So I knew one of my great-grandfathers was Hades, but this God before me didn't strike me as the God of the Underworld. He was too poised and polished. That left…Zeus.

“Zeus?” I asked. Seems like I was capable of only one or two word utterances as of now. Way to impress, Brie.

“Correct. Do I frighten you?” 

“Well, uh…you are kind of intimidating.” At least that was a more complete statement. 

“I apologize. Would you like me to change my appearance? To something more modern and less intimidating, as you say?”

“No…I…uh…you don't have to do that for me,” I stammered. 

He smiled warmly, obviously amused by my awkwardness. “Well, I bet you are wondering why and how you have arrived here.”

I nodded eagerly, desperately hoping he would be able to send me home.

“The process of Akasha is extensive, to say the least. This is the final stage of the process, where you are gifted with the power of Akasha,” he said. 

“So, I don't have it already? I mean, I pulled the orb into my chest and everything went black.”

“Ah, yes, I assume that part was quite excruciating. No, you do not have it yet, and the process of obtaining it is even more agonizing. Do you still want the power?”

“Of course! What do I need to do?” I replied without hesitation.

“You do not care that it will cause unimaginable pain?” he asked curiously. 

“No…well, yes, but I have to. I have to defeat Uranus and protect humanity. There is no other option.”

“You are definitely unique, my child. I am very pleased that I had a hand in creating you,” he said. “Now, let us begin.”

“You are going to give me Akasha?”

“Of course. I am the mighty Zeus, and the power of Akasha is similar to my lightning bolt, only stronger. I was chosen for the task of bestowing the power to the One.”

“Wait…why wouldn't you keep the power for yourself?” I asked, suspicious as to why a God wouldn't want ultimate power.

“Because I am not meant to be all-powerful. All of the Gods have limited power so that we will not destroy the universe. One God with ultimate power would be…disastrous. The Moirai have a design for us all, even the Gods,” he replied. 

“The Moirai?” I questioned.

“The Moirai are the Three Fates. Clotho is the spinner of the Thread of Life—she decided that you were to be born. Lachesis, is the measurer of the Thread of Life—she decides how long a person will live, as well as their destiny. Atropos is the cutter of the Thread of Life—she determines how and when a person will die. She is the reason your father lived, even though your mother perished.”

“Wait…so my father lived because of this Atropos?”

“Atropos needed your father to live so that you could fulfill the Prophecy, which they created. She couldn't allow him to die because of his bond with your mother.”

“Why couldn't they just keep both of my parents alive?” I sadly asked.

“I do not know. The Moirai do not justify their decisions to anyone. They orchestrate all life, and are more powerful than even I.”

“Oh,” was my simpleton response. Great, back to one word utterances. 

Zeus laughed. “You are amusing, my child. And yes, I can read your mind. Do not trouble yourself with the Moirai. We will discuss them further when we meet another time. Now, let's get started. As I said, this will be painful, but when you awaken, you will be reunited with your twin flame. Do not waste this gift you are receiving. Are you ready?”

I nodded, anticipation consuming me. I closed my eyes as I waited for Zeus' instructions. 

“It was a pleasure meeting you, Brielle De Luca,” he said before I felt his fingers touch my temples. I was instantly jolted with electricity, my body convulsing as I fell to the ground before the God's feet. The current traveled up and down my body, leaving no area unexposed by the searing hot pain. It was like I was attached to a live wire, constantly being surged with electricity throughout every part of my body. My chest constricted, making breathing immensely difficult. I gasped for air, only to be rewarded with sharp, stabbing pains in my lungs. I felt like my skin had been removed, only to be replaced by alcohol being poured all over my exposed muscles and tissue. I screamed, tears streaming down my face, until my voice left me. He was right—I could have never imagined pain like this. I had to be dying. There was no way I could endure this much and survive it. I sent a silent message to Jace, letting him know that I was sorry and that I loved him. That I was so blessed to have had him in my life. I prayed to pass out, to be relieved of the agony, but it took what seemed like days for the blackness to finally overtake me again.
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Oh…my…God, what the fuck was happening to her?! I lay next to Brielle on the bed, clenching my teeth and writhing in pain. A sheen of sweat covered my entire body, making my clothes uncomfortably stick to me. I gripped the sheets in my hands, trying to stifle the pain I was experiencing. I felt like I was being sliced with razors, and I didn't know what to do to make any of it stop. I knew the pain was coming from Brielle. I prayed that she couldn't feel anything in her unconscious state, but the tiny whimpers she made occasionally told me otherwise. I wished that I could take away her pain, to take the full brunt of whatever she was feeling away from her, but I just lay there helpless, not knowing what to do. 

Time passed slowly as I waited for her to awaken. The only thing that grounded me was that she had a steady pulse, and her breathing was regular. It had been at least ten hours that she had been like this, and I prayed over and over again that she would come back to me, only to be answered with silence and the occasional whimper of pain. 

I knew this was a bad idea, but she never listened. That amount of power was too much for any person to handle, even though she was the One. I tried to be angry with her, but my concern and love for her quickly trumped any feelings of anger. All I wanted was for her to wake up, to open those gorgeous eyes and smile at me. She whimpered again, her face scrunched in pain, and I pounded my fist against the bed as the wave of her pain hit me. I had never felt anything like it, and I had endured many injuries throughout my fighting career, as well as fights with Elementals. It was as if someone was trying to filet my skin from my bones with a scorching hot knife. Moisture pooled in my eyes as I gritted my teeth from the pain.

“Jace,” Brielle whimpered, eyes still closed. “I'm sorry…I love you,” she continued, several tears dripping down the sides of her face.

“Baby, wake up, I'm right here. Please wake up!” I said as I softly pulled her into my lap, cradling her as more tears streamed down my face, stemming from a different form of pain. The physical pain I was enduring paled in comparison to the emotional one I was feeling right now at the thought of losing her.

“I was so blessed to have you in my life. You were the best thing that ever happened to me,” she murmured, her eyes still closed and furrowed in pain. No, no, no…why was she talking like that?!

“Brielle, I'm right here! Wake up!” I repeated more forcefully, shaking her. “Wake up, mi amante, please! You can't leave me!”

Her body went limper, if that was even possible, and I felt the breath leave her. “NO!!! NO!!! BRIELLE!!! BRIELLE!!!” I screamed, bringing my head down to hers and pressing her cheek to mine—it was burning up, impossibly hot, even for me. I rocked her against me, silently begging for her to wake up, as our tears mixed on our joined faces. I took her face in my hands and kissed her lips, willing her to wake up. I caressed her face and stroked her hair, still silently praying she would come back. I realized that the pain was gone, but it didn't make any sense. If she was dead and the pain was gone, how was I still alive? This was the only thought that kept me from completely losing it, even though I was only hanging on by a fraying thread.

Then, her whole body jerked, and I felt the pain slowly returning, building steadily back to full force. It took all I had not to drop her, but if these were our last moments, I wanted to be holding her, to feel her against me. My place was with her, my soul intertwined with hers until the end, which seemed to be sooner than we had wanted. She started convulsing, and I held her tighter to me as I choked through my sobs, “I love you, Brielle, mi amante, until my last heartbeat. You are the light in my darkness, the sunrise in my life, the missing piece that completes my soul. I was broken until I found you, your existence making mine worthwhile. There is so much more that I don't even know how to express in words, but I know you can feel the never-ending depth of my love for you. I'm sorry I didn't protect you better.”

Dots spotted my vision, dizziness settling like a fog around me. The pain was unbearable, and I wished for, as well as cursed the relief of death. I was not going to give up. I would endure any pain imaginable if it meant that I kept Brielle. I fought against the dizziness and blackness creeping up on me, straining to keep my arms wrapped around Brielle. I tried to focus on her perfect face, but I was slowly losing the battle of consciousness. I felt my body swaying as a bright light coming from her blinded me right before the darkness defeated me.
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My eyes blinked open, trying to adjust to the darkness in the room. Night must have fallen since I blacked out. As my mind cleared, I instinctively reached for Brielle, finding her on my left side, her head resting on my stomach. I eased out from under her, eager to turn the lights on and check on her since we somehow miraculously survived whatever caused the pain we suffered. My eyes once again struggled to adjust, this time to the light flooding the room. My eyes flitted to Brielle's prone form, and I quickly rushed to the bed to flip her over carefully. To my relief, her chest rose and fell, and I slowly caressed her face, attempting to wake her. She stirred, her eyes fluttering behind her closed lids before she slowly opened them, blinking several times. She finally registered my face, a relieved but sad smile gracing her lips as she sat up to wrap her arms around my neck.

“Oh, Jace,” she sobbed into my shoulder.

“Shhh, mi amante, it's okay, I'm right here.”

She pulled back to look at me, her bottom lip quivering, as she perused over my face to assure herself I was really there. 

“What happened?” I asked, still unsure as to what had occurred following Brielle's blackout. 

“After I blacked out, I woke up in what I assume is Mt. Olympus because I met Zeus. I climbed this moun…”

“Wait, what?” I interrupted.

“Zeus. He was waiting for me when I reached the top of this mountain.”

“Really? Zeus, the ruler of the Gods?”

“Yes, now will you let me finish?” she asked exasperated. I nodded for her to continue.

“Well, as I was saying,” she said, glaring at me, “Zeus was at the top of this mountain that I climbed. He told me how The Three Fates had created the Prophecy, and how Atropos saved my dad from dying so that I could fulfill the Prophecy. Then he said that he would give me the power of Akasha, if I still wanted it. I said yes, he touched my temples, and BAM!”

“Is that what all that pain was from?”

“You felt all that?” she asked, guilt etched on her face.

“Yeah, I did. I thought you were dying,” I said morosely, taking her hand and pressing her palm to my lips.

“I thought I was dying, too. The worst part was the thought that I would never get to see you again. I…I talked to you, and…” she trailed off, her tears cutting off the rest of her words. 

“I know. I heard you,” I said, pausing. “That's what scared me the most was when I heard you talking like that.”

“I'm so sorry,” she said, wrapping her arms around my neck once again. “I heard you, too,” she said, pulling away to look into my eyes.

“I meant every word,” I softly replied, gazing back at her.

In an instant, she crushed her lips to mine, pushing me back on the bed. Our mutual need was evident after what just occurred. I tangled my fingers in her hair, relishing in her, all of her; the way her skin felt against mine, the way she smelled, the way she tasted. Precious gifts that I almost lost that I never wanted to take for granted. I parted her lips with my tongue, her sweetness flooding my mouth. She moaned in appreciation as our tongues continued to lace together, desperate to taste every bit of each other. 

I rolled her over, my mouth never leaving hers as I positioned myself between her legs. I could hear her thoughts as she told me that she loved me, and I relayed the same back to her. It was unnecessary, however since our love was pulsing intensely through our bond. There was no way she couldn't feel how much I loved her, how much she meant to me, especially since it was deeper than before. I didn't think that was possible—almost losing her made her that much more precious to me.  

My hand slid under her shirt and up to grab her breasts. Her nipples instantly hardened under my touch and her desire rippled through our bond, causing my dick to throb. I pushed her shirt up, exposing her bra, as I continued to caress her silky skin. My mouth left hers reluctantly, exchanging her lips for her breast. I began to unfasten her bra when I heard the front door hitting the wall.

“BRIELLE!!!!” shouted Kiera. I heard her running up the stairs, and Brielle pulled her shirt down and squirmed out from under me. We both stood up as Kiera reached the top of the stairs. 

“Your dad is gone,” she said breathlessly.  

“What?!” Brielle asked in disbelief. “What do you mean he's gone?!”

Kiera held up a paper that resembled parchment—old, yellowed, and worn. She handed it to Brielle, whose eyes scanned the page speedily. Her amber eyes glistened with tears as she handed the paper to me, and braced herself on the dresser as she took deep breaths. The page read:

 

If you want to see your father again, you will willingly surrender yourself to the Council. You have three days before we kill him. Do not try to use your powers against us when you arrive, or else he will die. 

 

When I looked up from the page, Brielle had slumped to the floor with her back against the dresser. Tears streaked her face as she stared off at a spot on the wall, dazed by the news of her father's kidnapping. “We'll get him back, mi amante, I promise,” I said, trying to ease her concern.

“What are we going to do?” Kiera asked.

“Brielle and I are going to go get him, of course,” I replied.

“You can't do that! It's a total trap!”

“I know, but we have no other choice. We have to rescue him.”

Silence settled over us. We knew we were walking into a trap, but we had no other options. Brielle abruptly stood, startling both Kiera and I. “Let's think of a plan. I'm going to kill those fucking bastards,” she vowed. 
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I was fucking furious. I wouldn't be surprised if smoke was billowing from my body. I clenched my hands to keep from summoning my powers and destroying something. How dare they take my dad?! They must have a serious death wish to do something so foolish as to fuck with me. I would make them regret ever laying a finger on my dad. 

After discussing several plans, Jace and I decided that we would head to the Elemental community first thing in the morning. Kiera wanted to join us, but we quickly squashed that idea, convincing her that someone needed to watch the house and inform us of any suspicious activity while we were gone. I debated on whether or not to tell Kimber and Zane, but I didn't want anyone else placed in danger because of me.

We woke up early, preparing two backpacks with bottles of water, plenty of snacks, and changes of clothes. Jace said that the hike there would take half a day, but if we took my boat, we would get there in less than two hours. The boat would also give us a quick escape route, but that was if no one found it while we were rescuing my dad. If that happened, we would have to resort to walking. 

As we set off on the boat, I sent a text to Kimber to let her know about our plan, just in case we didn't make it back:

 

8:12 AM   Me:  My dad was kidnapped Jace and I are going to rescue him now 

 

8:13 AM   Kimber:  WTF?! We are coming over 

 

8:14 AM   Me:  We already left

 

My phone immediately started ringing, and I looked at Jace, debating if I should answer it. His phone began to ring, as well, and we both chuckled softly. “Should we answer it?” I asked.

“Nah, they will be pissed, but at least they are safe. We can deal with them when we get back.”

I nodded, feeling guilty about not answering Kimber's call. My phone began to ring again, and I decided to silence it. Kimber blowing up my phone would definitely annihilate any element of stealth. 

I thought about what I could possibly do to rescue my dad without sacrificing myself. Not only because of the obvious reason of not wanting to die, but my death meant Jace's death. The thought of that made me so sick that I felt like vomiting. The bumpy waves didn't help either, but the cool ocean air felt blissful on my heated skin. I closed my eyes as I slowly inhaled and exhaled, willing my nausea away. I needed to be at my best if I wanted to get all of us out alive. 

“We're almost there!” Jace shouted over the noise of the engine and ocean. Butterflies consumed my stomach as my nerves raced with fear and anticipation—we only had one shot at success. If we failed…I didn't even want to think about failure. As cliché as it sounded, failure was not an option.

Jace slowed the boat to a stop, about seventy-five feet from the shore, which had no dock. I turned to look at him as he approached me, a question evident on his face. “We have two options: anchor the boat out here and swim, or dock it on the shore. Which do you want to do?”

I contemplated our options, thinking about the various conditions that my dad could possibly be in. If he was injured or weak, swimming out to the boat would not be possible. Either way, the boat could be stolen, but the easiest getaway seemed to be to dock it on the shore. 

“I agree,” Jace said after hearing my thoughts. He resumed navigating the boat, pulling us up to the shore. He threw the anchor on the sand after stopping the boat when it was a little more than halfway on the beach, the stern still slightly submerged in the water. 

Jace grabbed our backpacks, throwing them on the sand before jumping off the boat. He turned and offered me his hand when he landed on the sandy shore. He helped me down, ever the gentlemen, never letting go until I was firmly planted on the ground. “Thank you.”

“You're welcome. Ready to do this?” he replied. 

“Not really, but we have to. No turning back now.” I said, threading our fingers together. “Lead the way,” I continued, motioning to the forest of trees before us with my free hand. 

We entered into the shadows cast by the towering trees, and I instantly went on the defensive. My eyes darted in all directions, looking for any sort of movement. I awaited an impending ambush, certain the Elders would have sent soldiers to intercept us. My hand instinctively tightened around Jace's, as my thoughts drifted to every scenario possible, from both of us being caught in one of those nets strung up in a tree to falling into a pit hidden by leaves and brush. Jace chuckled, “Stop thinking like that, mi amante, you will make yourself go crazy.”

“I can't help it. We are knowingly walking into a trap! We could both die, Jace, and I…I can't…” I trailed off, choking back a sob.

“Hey, we are not going to die. I won't let anything happen to you,” he said, pulling me into his muscular arms.

I sighed, closing my eyes and listening to his heartbeat, which always soothed me. “I'm sorry for freaking out. I'm just slightly overwhelmed.”

“Really? I never would have guessed that,” he teased. I punched him lightly in his abdomen, and was rewarded with a grunt of pain. He cupped my face and tilted it up to his, kissing me ever so softly. He brushed his thumb over my bottom lip before asking, “Ready to go?”

My mind screamed no, but I nodded anyway. Jace interlocked our fingers and we continued our journey through the thick vegetation. We walked for about a half a mile before Jace abruptly stopped, stiffening and pulling me behind him, effectively blocking me with his stocky body. I turned around, putting my back to his and taking the defensive stance Jace taught me. 

“Well, well, well, look who we have here,” a familiar voice called out. I looked around, trying to place the voice, when Kyle appeared from the direction we came with four unfamiliar guys. 

“Why do you insist on getting your ass beat?” Jace taunted, turning around to face Kyle and his goons. He pulled me behind him again and I rolled my eyes and stepped next to him. He glared at me from the corner of his eye, but I stood my ground, staring Kyle down.

“I could ask you the same thing, Vasquez. Last time I checked, my men kicked the shit out of you before your anomaly of a girlfriend saved your ass.”

I felt Jace's rage rising as he spat, “Let's go then! You, me, right here, right now! One on one!”

Kyle laughed, “I don't think so.” He motioned towards his henchmen, “Get them!” he shouted, spittle flying from his mouth.

“Don't you ever learn?” I laughed before I erected a shield around Jace and I. Of course the idiots rushing towards us ran right into it, bouncing back and landing on their asses, which caused my laughter to intensify. I started forming ice in my palm, waiting for the perfect opportunity to lower my shield and attack. They all stood up, unsure of what to do since they couldn't penetrate my shield.

“You have to get tired some time, bitch, and when you do, we will show you no mer—” 

He didn't finish, his words cut short by the force of my air shoving him and his men back on their asses. I lowered my shield, extending both my hands and bringing forth an icy blast, freezing a few of them, including Kyle, into living ice sculptures within a matter of seconds. The ice spread rapidly from the point of impact outward to cocoon their entire bodies.

I looked over at Jace, giving him a smug smile. He rolled his eyes, “Yes, yes, you are the shit,” he said, giving me a playful grin before setting his hands ablaze with flames. The remaining men stood paralyzed with fear as Jace said, “My turn.”

He shot flames out of both his hands, engulfing the men in his scorching fire. They ran about wildly, crashing into each other and falling to the ground. I turned away as the fire ate at their skin, leaving scathing burns, the once normal flesh morphing into a distorted version of its former self. 

“Damn, your flames are a lot stronger,” I pointed out. 

“Yeah, our completed bond makes us stronger. It probably helped you with Akasha, too.”

“Things have been a easier since then,” I admitted.

“You were already amazing before. Now you're pure perfection,” he flirted.

I took the hand of the arm around my shoulder and kissed the back of it as we began walking again. He smirked at me, revealing that dimple that I love. We continued to walk in silence, shutting out all distractions to detect any other Elementals in the surrounding vicinity. After walking for about twenty minutes, I began to get suspicious—things were quiet. Elementals from the community should be swarming us right now, yet I couldn't hear anything but birds and bugs chirping within the foliage. 

Jace's thoughts confirmed my own. “We're getting close. Just stay sharp,” he instructed.

In the distance, I saw a large structure with four interconnecting towers that formed an impossibly high stone wall. We continued toward it, my panic rising with every step we took. Once we escaped the confines of the expanse of trees, I was able to survey the building more thoroughly, and it did nothing to ease my anxiety. The structure loomed over us, intimidation laid with every brick, daring anyone to attempt an attack. It reminded me of a medieval castle—the only things missing were the drawbridge and moat. In their place was a cobblestone path leading to a set of steel doors, at least fifteen feet tall. Two, muscular men dressed in full body armor stood on either side of the doors. Neither were armed, and I knew that they didn't need weapons to inflict damage. 

Jace grabbed my hand as we walked towards the doors. I squeezed it tightly, hanging on to him for dear life. I could see several cameras scanning various vantage points as we approached. As we reached the two men, Jace spoke, “We are here to see the Elders. I'm Jace Vasquez, and this is Brielle De Luca. You have her father being held captive.”

The man on the right touched an earpiece in his right ear, listening intently for a few seconds before addressing us, “They are expecting you. Two guards will escort you once you enter the doors.” He then returned to his stoic position as the doors opened slowly. I could see an open courtyard beyond the doors with several people moving about inside. Two more guards stood waiting for us just inside the doors as we entered. When we were a few feet away from them, they both turned silently and began walking, which was our only indication that we were to follow them. 

As we walked, people turned and stared at us, making it obvious that we were not a part of their community. The courtyard led to what I assumed was their version of a neighborhood. Small, “cookie-cutter” houses lined the cobblestone pathway—they looked surprisingly modern compared to what we had already seen of the community. All the homes were made of wood that was painted in a shade of sage green. 

We came to another identical pathway that ran perpendicular to the one we were on. I looked in both directions and saw more “streets” lined with houses, but each street was different than the one we were on. The one directly to the left contained houses that were made of a deep orange brick. The street to the right was composed of houses that were a pale shade of blue. The street on the other side of that one displayed houses that were pure white. After a few seconds, it dawned on me that the homes seemed to be separated by Elements. The green homes were Earth, the orange were Fire, the blue were Water, and the white were Air. Talk about segregation! Did these people have any input in the happenings of the community? My gut told me no. The streets continued to alternate in the same pattern, ending with what looked like new construction at the far end of the neighborhood.

The next section of the community we came to was a market, filled with various vendors selling fruits, vegetables, breads and meats. Other vendors sold clothes, jewelry, and art. It seemed like the community had every necessity that the Elementals here needed. People traveled from vendor to vendor, much like you would window shop in a mall, stopping occasionally to buy items while perusing over others before moving on to the next stand. 

We came to another larger courtyard that bordered an expansive palace. The cobblestone that we had traveled on thus far transformed to a sleek, flawless, white marble pathway, leading all the way to the massive gold doors of the stately mansion. Expertly manicured gardens sat on either side of the pathway, boasting various fruit trees, exotic plants, and freshwater ponds. If I wasn't there due to such deplorable circumstances, I would have enjoyed the beautiful ambiance. 

Once inside the golden doorway, my heart rate skyrocketed. I knew this was it. This was where our fate would be decided. The grand ballroom before me boasted white, marble pillars, each decorated in hues of white, blue, green, and orange cloth, representing each of the Elements. The entryway that we were standing in branched off into two lengthy hallways, and I wondered where each led to. Was my dad being held prisoner down one of these hallways? We walked forward, entering the ballroom fully, and I saw four thrones at the far end of the room, each occupied by who I assumed were the Elders. There were two men and two women; each exuded authority and intimidation, and I told myself to be strong. I would not be pushed around. The closer we got, the tighter Jace's grip on my hand became. I squeezed backed reassuringly, and was so grateful for his presence to make me stronger.

When we were about fifteen feet from the thrones, the two guards came to a halt before quickly bowing before the Elders. I assessed their appearance as we stood before them. They all had long, gray hair that ended mid-back. The two women had theirs braided flawlessly, while the men had theirs pulled back in a loose ponytail. Both women had pale skin and ice blue eyes, matching their cold demeanor. Their looks were so similar except that one had light freckles over her cheeks. The man in the second throne had mocha skin and dark brown eyes, almost black, while the other male had bright green eyes with an olive complexion. The guards faced us as they started formal introductions.

“Presenting Elemental Elder of Air, Anastacia Corwin,” the guard on the left spoke as the woman with the freckles stood. She glared at me harshly, her ice eyes shooting daggers that I'm sure she wished pierced my heart. 

The male with dark eyes stood next as he was introduced, “Presenting Elemental Elder of Earth, Demetrius Sloane.”

The second woman was introduced next as Gwenyth Monroe, Elder of Fire and lastly, we learned that the man with the green eyes was Marcus Alexander, Elder of Water. After they were all seated and the guards took their positions by their thrones, I wasted no time in making my intentions known by questioning, “Where is my father?”

“How dare you speak when you are not spoken to?!” Demetrius asked in disgust.

I stood my ground and calmly responded, “I do not belong to your community. I do not know of, nor do I need to follow any of your rules. Now where is my father?”

Marcus chuckled before answering, “What makes you so sure that we will release him?”

“I am here, just like you asked. Your note said tha—"

“We know what we said, however that does not mean that we will follow through. We have you now so why should we release your father?”

I seethed inside as I spat, “So I won't kill you right now where you sit.”

“Yet another reason to keep your father here—collateral to keep you from doing anything drastic,” replied Demetrius. He snapped his fingers, and from a hallway to the left of the thrones came two guards half-dragging my dad between them. My hands and jaw clenched in rage as I moved to run towards him, and Gwenyth spoke for the first time, “Don't.”

I froze—not because of her words, but because of what I saw. A large knife, about six inches long, was pressed to my dad's throat. Moisture brimmed on my eyelids as I watched my dad's life being threatened because of me. I inhaled deeply, forcing the tears back down, and steeled myself for what I was about to do. I would not stand here and do nothing. Jace spoke in my head, Don't. 

In a heartbeat, I flung out my hand and constructed a force-field around my dad, which knocked the man holding the knife to his throat about five feet away. I gathered my Akasha in the opposite hand and directed it at the Elders. It came easily than I expected it to, feeling as if it were a fluid extension of me. I felt Jace at my back, the heat radiating from him indicating he had lit his hands with his fire, ready to protect me.

Marcus stood up abruptly, “How dare you threaten us?!” he roared.

“Let's just get one thing straight. I am the one with the power here. Let my father go, and I will spare you.”

“No one makes demands of us, abomination! You would be well to know your place,” Anastacia spat, her voice raised in anger. 

I sent my Akasha into one of the pillars near the thrones, effectively reducing it to a smoldering pile of ash. The shock mixed with fear on their faces informed me that I had solidified my point. “I know my place. Let us go before your fate matches that of the pillar's.”

“Would you rather us send a small army to capture you once you arrive back at home? Would you like that kind of devastation to be brought upon your family and friends because of you?” Gwenyth asked calculatingly after a few tense moments of silence.

Fuck! I didn't want that. My mind searched for a solution before I spoke it aloud,  “Let my father go. As long as his and my family's safety are guaranteed, we will stay willingly.”

“Brielle, no!” my father shouted from inside his protective bubble. I ignored his pleading glance, knowing it would break my resolve. I kept my eyes locked on Gwenyth, the one who had issued the threat. I wondered if she was the leader, or if they made decisions equally.

“Fine. Your family's safety is guaranteed, contingent upon your compliance here.”

“If I find out otherwise, you will regret it,” I warned. She only smirked in response.

“Her father is free to go—no one is to harm him. Understood?” she asked the guards in the room. They all silently nodded. I released my dad's shield, but kept Akasha blazing fiercely in my hand, daring them to make a move against us. My dad ran up to me, tears threatening to spill over his red-rimmed eyes. “Brielle, you don't have to do this. We can protect each other together,” he pleaded.

My own eyes began to mimic his, tears begging to be freed. I needed to be strong. I couldn't let him get hurt. “Daddy, you've protected me my whole life. It's my turn now,” I told him gently. 

He pulled me into his arms, hugging my tightly and kissing the tip of my nose, just like he used to when I was little. The gesture caused a rogue tear to escape its watery prison and flee down my cheek. “I love you, Daddy. Now go before they change their minds.”

“I won't leave you,” he cried, tears flowing freely now as he clutched me to him.

“If he doesn't wish to leave, he is more than welcome to stay as prisoner with you,” Gwenyth said heartlessly, a smug expression on her face.

“No!! He's leaving. Daddy, go! Now!” I screamed, trying to push him off me. 

“Guards, apprehend our former prisoner. It seems like he would like to extend his stay,” Demetrius instructed. 

The guards began to move towards us apprehensively, and I flung them back with my Air as I screamed, “NO!!!”

They started to get back up as I turned to my dad and said, “I'm sorry, Daddy. I love you.”

A confused look crossed his face as I gently forced him from me using my Air. He fought against it, making the tears I'd been holding back pour out onto my flushed cheeks. “Don't Brielle! Please stop. Stop!” he yelled as he continued to struggle against my Element. Even though I wanted to stop and fold myself into his arms, to have him cradle me like he did when I was a baby, I didn't. I forced myself to push him away for his own safety, even though his cries broke my heart. I didn't stop until the two guards by the door grabbed him and escorted him out. Then, I fell to my knees and sobbed into my lap, my hair spilling into my face and exposing my neck.

“What is that?!”Anastacia asked in disbelief. “Bring her here!”

Two guards restrained Jace as another grabbed me. Jace wildly thrashed against the guards, his rage increasing when the guard threw me to my knees in front of the Elders. He broke free, throwing a fireball and narrowly missing Demetrius as two more guards rushed to help the other guards restrain him again. Marcus grabbed my thick mane of curls and pulled it upward to provide a better view of my neck. 

“It's not possible,” Marcus spoke, barely above a whisper. He directed his attention to the guards holding Jace, “Bring him here!”

Jace was put in the same position I was, his muscles rigid and tense as he strained against the weight of the guards bearing down on him. 

“Obviously they had it tattooed it on themselves. There is no way this abomination is worthy of the Ultimate Unity symbol,” Demetrius speculated.

There was no point in arguing. Nothing we said would change their close-minded views, but the arrogance in me couldn't stay silent as I said, “I am the One, whether you want to believe it or not. This symbol was meant for me and my soul mate.”

They all sucked in a breath of disgust. “Blasphemy! You are not of the same Element, so it is not possible for you to be twin flames. Someone as disrespectful as you could not be the One,” Demetrius retorted. 

“I thought there was no such being as the One. Just like there is no Prophecy,” I sarcastically rebutted. 

Demetrius slapped me, actually slapped me like some teenage girl would. This sent Jace into an uproar, kicking, screaming, and aimlessly throwing fire balls around the room. His eyes blazed a vibrant orange, his fury evident in every pore of his body. I'm fine, I told him, but it didn't calm him like I wanted. He was already over the edge of rationality. 

“Take them both to separate cells,” Anastacia said before pausing a moment. “On opposite sides of the dungeon,” she added.

Jace was too consumed with rage to speak, so I argued, “We can't be apart! We need to be with each other, you know that!”

“I do not know what you speak of. Only twin flames need one another to survive, and it is not possible for you two to be twin flames, therefore you will be fine.”

I fought against my guard, but he was at least double my size, his arms the size of my legs. Jace was being dragged to the right hallway, and I was being pulled in the opposite direction.

“No!!! I need to be with him!! We will die without each other!! Please!!” I begged, once again sobbing. I hated being so vulnerable, but they were using my biggest weakness against me. I tried to pry myself free as Jace disappeared around the corner of the hallway. Panic filled me, and I used my fire to burn the guard with my hands. He yelped and instinctively let go, giving me the freedom to run. As I ran past the Elders in the direction of where they had taken Jace, Gwenyth addressed me, “Your dad is still on the premises. Should I have them bring him back?”

I skidded to a halt, deterred from my destination. Fuck! I was getting tired of this ultimatum shit. I rolled my eyes and told myself I would get to Jace later. They couldn't keep me from him. Just like they couldn't keep us here. I just needed to give my dad enough time to get back home safely, which would take at least a day's walk since I'm sure they weren't offering him any form of transportation. Then, we could get out of here, preferably burning this palace to the ground.
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I don't know how long I screamed for, but my throat felt like I had swallowed sandpaper. I was like a toddler throwing a tantrum, but I didn't care. When that fucking bastard struck Brielle, I saw red. I had never been so enraged in all my life. Once they threw me in my cell, I set everything on fire before throwing it against the cinderblock walls and cell bars. They are morons for thinking that they can contain Brielle and I in these weak-ass cells. Both of us could melt the bars with our Fire, and Brielle could do God knows what else with her other Elements.  

I don't know how long Brielle planned to keep up this game and stay here. I asked my question in her mind, and she responded, Just long enough to make sure my dad is back home safe.

Well, that should take only a day, but in his weakened state it might take two days, depending on how often he rests, and if he gets lost. Hopefully he knows the area well enough so that he doesn't get lost, then we would have another problem on our hands. How will we know he's home?

I sent a text to Kiera to let her know he would be on his way home. She is supposed to text me when he gets there, she replied.

Okay. How are you doing?

I'm in some disgusting cell, but I'm fine. What are we going to do without each other? I'm already starting to feel sick and it's only been about an hour, she said.

I'll find you tonight, I promise. We won't be apart for long.

She didn't reply, but I could feel her worry and sadness. Don't worry, mi amante. I'll find you.

That's not what I'm worried about. There are five guards posted outside my cell.

So? They are no match for you, I reminded her.

Well, one of them has a weird gun I've never seen before, and it doesn't look like a normal human made it.

What does it look like? 

Well, it looks like a shotgun, except that the end of the barrel has two points with a yellow light pulsing between them.

Great, now we had to deal with Elemental technology on top of those annoying guards. Brielle may be the One, but she was not impervious to weapons. We needed to be cautious with this new variable thrown in. If anything happens, just erect your shield. It should protect you like always. Or better yet, fry them with your Akasha, I suggested.

We talked for a couple of hours, trying to formulate a plan for our escape. We debated whether we should visit the archives before leaving to gain more insight on the Prophecy and Brielle, and by the time night fell, we were still undecided about if we wanted to take the risk or not. Our conversation was interrupted when one of the guards brought me a measly meal of what looked like stale bread, expired meat, and rotten vegetables. Before the guard left, I said, “I need to see my flame. We can't spend the night apart.”

That dickhead didn't even acknowledge me before he exited the jail, slamming the iron door behind him. Would the Elders even care if we died? If they wanted us dead, they could have done it by now, so why risk it? I had a feeling they wanted to find a way to harness Brielle's power, but transferring Elements had never been possible before. Your Element was engineered to your genetic make-up, and your body wouldn't be capable of sustaining a different Element. But, with the technology nowadays who knows what they could be capable of.

How's your meal? I asked Brielle.

Awful! I'd rather starve. Jace, I don't feel good. I need you, she moaned in discomfort.  

I know, baby. Are the guards still there? 

Yeah, they haven't left. What are we going to do? 

I don't know, but I'll find a way to get to y- 

A sudden cramp in my stomach cut off my words. I braced myself against the far wall and slid down, resting my head against it. I didn't know what time it was, but our separation was starting to take full effect. It was worse than when Brielle made us spend the night apart. My head throbbed, like someone was pounding a hammer around the inside of my skull. Another cramp assaulted my stomach, sending a wave of nausea through me. I barely made it to the toilet before I started to vomit, but unlike other times I have vomited, I didn't feel better after it. I felt worse. I lay on the floor, hoping the cool concrete would relieve my now feverish body. I estimated that Brielle and I had been apart for roughly six or seven hours. If the symptoms kept progressing, I don't know how long we could suffer before…I wasn't even going to think about that. It wasn't going to happen.

A pain in between my eyes forced me to shut them in search of relief. Seconds later, a distant, piercing scream shot them open. The voice producing the scream was all too familiar—Brielle. I jumped up, ignoring the pain radiating through my body as I began slamming on the bars, desperate to get to Brielle. Her scream continued, causing me to roar in anger.

I'm coming, baby, hold on! I told her. Her only response was screaming and whimpering in my head, fueling my desperation and rage more. I placed my hands on the hinges of the cell door, the fierce heat melting through the metal. I kicked the door off of the frame and stepped out of the cell, immediately hunching over as a severe jolting pain in my head hit me. I grabbed my head and fell to my knees, my jaw clenched from the pain. I felt as if someone was stabbing a huge, electrified butcher knife in the back of my skull. Another of Brielle's shrill cries pierced the air, forcing me to my feet. I took off running, stumbling and swerving through the hallway I had been dragged down, battling against the constant pain swarming my body. I burst through the foyer we had entered when we arrived, startling two guards by the door, who immediately began to pursue me. I followed Brielle's shrieks down the opposite hallway, her agonizing sounds becoming closer and closer as I ran. I lit the carpet and walls behind me on fire, creating an obstacle to block the guards chasing me. I sped faster through the hall, seeing a door similar to the one that led to my jail. I barreled through the door, the scene before me not what I expected. Brielle was lying on the ground in the fetal position, moaning in pain, however her guards were also on the floor, unconscious. I found the keys on one of the guards and opened her cell, rushing to her side and instantly cradling her in my arms. The pain began to subside as we held each other, and we both sighed in relief.

What happened to the guards? I silently asked after a few moments of blissful relief.

I sucked the oxygen in the room into a shield with me, and they eventually passed out. I was so blinded by pain and fury that I had to make them suffer for keeping us apart. 

We sat in silence, enjoying the tingle of our bond as we held each other.

“Jace, that was awful. I thought we were dying,” she finally sobbed into my chest as she clutched the back of my shirt.

“I know, I'm sorry you ever had to feel that. I never planned for us to be apart because of the pain. I don't plan for us to experience it again. Are you ready to leave?” I asked as I wiped tears from her cheeks.

“Kiera hasn't text me that my dad is back yet. I don't want to risk him being recaptured,” she replied sadly.

“I don't think we can stand another night like this, and they definitely aren't letting us stay together. Maybe we sh—" 

“What is the meaning of this?!” the female Elder, Gwenyth asked angrily, her eyes scanning the unmoving bodies of the guards. The other Elders and four more guards stood behind her. 

“We already told you we couldn't be separated. I needed to get to her, so I did.”

“This facade of the two of you being twin flames needs to be ended. You will be publicly punished in the courtyard tomorrow for your continuous blasphemy. As for right now, I think I know a suitable consequence for your disregard of our rules. Grab the girl first,” she ordered.

“Don't touch her!” I growled, blocking Brielle with my body.

“Fine, grab him first. Then, he can watch when it's her turn.”

One guard started to come into the cell and I immediately went into my fighting stance as he approached. He lunged for me and I met his advance with a swift right hook, landing it square in his jaw. His eyes rolled back in his head as he plummeted to the cell floor. I kicked his body back to the doorway of the cell, effectively making my point.

“Oh, for heaven's sake, all three of you get him!” the taller male Elder, Demetrius ordered. 

The three guards obeyed, stepping over their fallen comrade as I readied my Fire for an attack. A fireball sparked to life in my hand, and I threw it at the guard directly in front, but he dodged it, anticipating my attack. I was flung backwards and pinned to the wall as I watched my fireball smack the second guard square in the chest. He flailed around frantically, fueling the fire and making it spread more rapidly across his body. Dumbass. I tried to free myself from the wall, but I couldn't. Fuck, I hated Air Elementals and their cowardly tactics. I wish they would just fight me like a real man. 

I was abruptly released from my hold on the wall; Brielle used her Air to lift all three guards, sending them up to crash into the ceiling before slamming them back down into the concrete floor. Her eyes shone silver, her face a mask of rage, as she repeated this several times before leaving them on the floor, all unconscious. She turned her steel gaze to the Elders, who all looked baffled at the guards strewn about the jail cell. Her hand began to glow as she summoned her Akasha, the orb of light steadily increasing in size with each passing second. She outstretched her hand towards the Elders, daring them to attack. 

“I wouldn't do that it I were you. We still have guards tracking your father. One word from us and they will bring him back here,” Gwenyth said.

Brielle's eyes narrowed in frustration as she held her ground. “Leave him out of this. All we are asking for is to stay in a cell together. You can do as you wish to us as long as we are together.”

“You are in no place to make requests. Your arrangements will stay the same, and you will accept the punishment we have chosen. Unless you want us to exact the punishment on your father instead,” Demetrius threatened. 

Brielle let her hand drop in defeat before issuing a threat of her own, “You will pay for everything you have done to me and my family. I promise you that.” 

The Elders laughed before Marcus responded, “Time for your first punishment. Kneel down on the floor and expose that mark on your neck.”

“What for?!” I countered. I did not want them touching Brielle, but I knew she would do anything to save her father.

“To remove that imposter Ultimate Unity tattoo, of course,” he replied, brandishing a scalpel. 

Fear and fury pulsed through me as Brielle's emotions and mine mixed inside of me. “You will not touch her!” I screamed as I moved towards them, adamant about protecting my flame. I was thrown back by Anastacia, her eyes white as I was once again pinned to the wall. Fucking Air Elementals! I struggled to get down as Gwenyth and Demetruis grabbed Brielle and forced her to her knees. Everyone in the room knew she could destroy us all with a flick of her wrist, but she let them manhandle her anyway to save her family. She may be selfless, but I'm not. I continued to thrash and scream profanities as Marcus neared her with the scalpel in hand. He grabbed Brielle's hair and yanked it up, exposing her neck and eliciting a yelp of pain from Brielle. 

“I'M GOING TO KILL YOU!!!!” I bellowed, but none of them looked in my direction, each focused on their task. Marcus angled the blade, inching it carefully towards the delicate skin on the back of Brielle's neck. He sunk the blade deep in her flesh, causing Brielle to cry out as he dragged it across her skin, making a square incision. I screamed with her, from the combination of her pain and my rage creating a new level of emotion in me that was indescribable. I had never been so infuriated, helpless, and broken at any point in my life. All I could do is watch as they hurt my Brielle, my flame. They removed the square of skin with our mark, leaving a bloody patch of exposed muscle that I could feel throbbing with searing pain through our bond. The Elders released her, letting her fall to the floor like a rag doll. Blood continued to stream from the wound as she pressed on it with her hand, attempting to stop the blood flow. I continued to thrash wildly, desperate to get to her and heal her.

“Don't worry, you're next. I'm so glad that you're eager to do this,” Marcus sarcastically said.

I was dropped to the floor, but still held in place. Marcus approached me and forced my head down to gain access to my neck. I didn't fight, wanting to expedite the process so that I could get to Brielle as soon as possible. He repeated the process on me, digging the blade in my skin and stripping my flesh. I gritted my teeth, not wanting to please them further with my screams of pain. Brielle cried out in agony as she experienced the pain again coupled with the pain still reverberating in her wound. I could see the tears streaming down the sides of her face as she writhed in her blood on the floor, and I begged for them to let me go to her as I yelled, “Please just let me go to her!!” 

“You will be taken back to your cell at once,” Anastacia ordered as three more guards entered the cell. The blood dripping steadily down my neck reminded me of my weakening state, but I refused to be taken from Brielle without a fight. I threw up a wall of flame, blocking them from getting to Brielle as I made my way to her. I kept it up as I held the back of her neck, and I began to feel lightheaded, the efforts of everything wearing me down. Brielle sat up as my wall began to falter, but she quickly fueled my fire with hers, keeping it erect. She braced her hand on my neck, and the pain started to subside after a few seconds. The amount of blood on both our necks would hopefully conceal that we healed each other. I didn't want the Elders to find out that piece of information, at least not right away. I directed my attention to Brielle, and I clasped her face in my hands before I pressed my lips to hers, trying to get as much of her as I could before they separated us. I felt her hands grab the back of my head as she slid her tongue in between my parted lips, mirroring my passion by deepening our kiss. Our bliss lasted only momentarily before hands grabbed me by the shoulders and pulled me backwards, dragging me away from Brielle. I began to struggle, but Brielle's voice caused me to stop as she pleaded, Don't fight, baby, please. I'll get to you later. I can't stand to see you fight them again. 

I can't leave you again! I don't want you to be in any more pain, I argued. I locked eyes with her and my determination crumbled; those warm honey eyes could make me do anything. They glistened with unshed tears, begging me to stop. Reluctantly, I stopped struggling, holding Brielle's gaze as they dragged me away. I love you, I told her right before she was out of my sight. 

Until my last heartbeat, she replied. 

I was thrown back in my jail cell again, and I wondered how long it would be until morning. I would make them all suffer before we escaped tomorrow. 
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I stared at the ceiling, jarred awake from my nightmare. I couldn't believe that I still had tears left to cry, but they dripped down my temples onto the dirty cot beneath me. Without Jace there to comfort me, the fear creeping into my bones caused a shudder to tremble through my body. Now I was covered in sweat and my dried blood since those asshats wouldn't let me shower. I didn't know what time it was, but now that I was awake, the pain from my separation from Jace was returning, causing me to clench my eyes shut in an attempt to temper some of the hurt. I imagine this is what a drug addict goes through when they suffer withdrawals because he is the only remedy to this pain. I leaned over the side of the cot just as I began to vomit, which was the worst side effect in my opinion. I hated to throw up, absolutely hated it. My throat burned and the taste left in my mouth was disgusting. I needed to get out of here now.

I opened one eye to survey my guard detail. Six guards for little ol' me, and it still wouldn't be enough. I began to suck the air from the room again in preparation to find Jace. I was pleasantly surprised when this trick worked earlier, and now I would use my silent and invisible attack to my advantage whenever more direct attacks failed.

“She's fucking doing it again!” one of the guards yelled, coughing and gasping for air. They clumsily rushed for the door at once, panic thwarting their escape as they shoved and pushed each other as they all tried to get out of the jail. I smiled as they slumped to the floor, succumbing to unconsciousness as I stood on my wobbly legs. I froze the lock on my cell door before kicking it against the opposite wall and shattering it. I leaned against the wall as more pain enveloped me, seeping in through every pore. I took a deep breath in and let it out several times, willing the pain to subside. God, it was like someone was raking a knife all along my insides and pouring bleach in the fresh wounds. I slowly walked to the door, stepping around the pile of guards in my path. I cracked the door, peering outside to check for more guards. There were none that I could see so I stepped out from behind the door before shutting it behind me.

I crept down the hallway, straining to hear any noise coming from in front of me. Dim light coming through the windows informed me that it must be close to dawn. Most of the guards would be sleeping still. I quickened my pace when the foyer came into view, empty of the guards who were posted there earlier. I ran once I entered the foyer, knowing Jace would be on the other end of the hallway I was now in. I reached the door to his jail, and I gathered my Air since it was the quickest attack method. I shoved the door open with wind, throwing the two guards inside against the back wall, knocking them out. I went to retrieve the keys from one of the guard's pockets, and then I threw both into the cell next to us and slammed the door, trapping them inside. 

I rushed to Jace's cell, fumbling with the keys as I hastily tried to unlock his door. I finally opened it, and we both collided as I threw myself into his arms. He pulled me down with him onto his cot, putting my back to the wall. He leaned his forehead against mine before tenderly pressing a kiss to my lips. I closed my eyes and sighed in relief as the pain evaporated from my body, and within seconds, exhaustion set in and sleep consumed me.
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I was once again jolted awake, but from a different source. The Elders had thrown me from the cot onto the floor. I didn't see Jace, and I assumed he had been taken out to the courtyard already. I was so tired of their shit, so I flung the four of them back against the cell bars, watching with amusement as they scrambled to get off the floor.

“How dare you?!” Anastacia spat. I chuckled in response, infuriating her more and provoking her to use her Air against me in the same manner, throwing me against the wall. I landed on the cot as pieces of dust and fragments of cinderblock crumbled on me from my impact. 

“I'm going to enjoy punishing you in front of the community today. Maybe it will teach you some humility and respect,” Marcus said as he walked over to me. “How's your neck?” he asked as he grabbed the back of my neck. His smug smile disappeared as his expression changed to surprise when I didn't flinch in pain. He grabbed the back of my hair and pushed my head between my legs. I heard him intake a deep breath as the others shuffled over to see my unharmed neck, complete with my tattoo. 

“How…” Gwenyth trailed off as she exhaled a shaky breath.

“It does not matter, we will cut it off again in the courtyard to display the lengths of their blasphemy in front of everyone,” Demetrius offered.   

Marcus pulled my head back, still clutching my hair as he forced me to stand and walk out of the cell.

“Where's Jace?” I growled.

“He's already prepared in the courtyard. We will begin once we arrive,” Gwenyth answered as she and the two remaining Elders followed Marcus and I. I was led through the hallway into the foyer and out into the day. The sunlight was a welcome sight, reminding me that the time for our escape was near. I was taken down the stairs and into the packed courtyard, my eyes searching for Jace. It didn't take me long to find him—he was shirtless, strung up by his arms on a stage between two large, wooden posts. Four guards were stationed on both sides of him, and two had those strange guns that I had seen in my cell. Once he saw me, he began to yell and flail against his restraints, his desperation to get to me apparent. One of the guards roughly punched Jace in the stomach, causing him to flinch in pain as I clutched at my middle. Panic gripped me as I struggled to free myself from Marcus' grasp, but he pulled my hair tighter as he forced me up the steps of the wooden stage. He shoved me down once we reached the top of the platform and I braced my fall with my forearms. Marcus and the other Elders walked to the middle of the stage, where Marcus addressed the crowd, “Today, we have two Elementals in need of punishment for their blasphemous lies. They mark themselves with the Ultimate Unity symbol, and the female claims to be the One.” 

A collective gasp sounded from the audience before they all began to talk at once, causing Marcus to bellow, “SILENCE!!!”

A hush fell over the crowd as Marcus once again began speaking, “The punishment for them both will be to strip them of their self-inflicted markings and twenty lashings each.”

Lashings, really? I guess we were back to the Roman Empire days. Marcus motioned to a guard behind me who grabbed me by the upper arm and hauled me to where the Elders stood, his fingernails digging in my skin as he roughly guided me. Marcus pulled out a sleek knife with a slim, jeweled handle, causing dread to fill me. The pain from last night returned as I remembered every second of their cruel torture. It was one thing to cut me, but to remove the symbol of the bond Jace and I shared—that brought the pain to a deeper level. I was so afraid that it might not reappear, but when it did, I was relieved that it healed back in its rightful place.

Gwenyth held my head down, just as she did last night, with Demetrius bracing my arms in case I tried to flail them around or escape. I could hear Jace fighting against his bonds again as he screamed for the Elders to get away from me. I felt Marcus push the hair away from my neck right before he ripped the blade into my skin, the familiar agony reverberating down my spine. I bit my lip, not wanting to please them by crying out. The coppery tang of my blood assaulted my mouth, which was a welcome distraction since I was desperately trying not to focus on the pain. Tears formed in my eyes as the knife cut through my skin, leaving a searing sting that throbbed and burned intensely. Once he was finished, the lingering pain intensified when he grabbed me by the neck. I inhaled sharply before crying out in agony, causing Jace to buck and thrash more wildly against the chains that held him. The posts holding him began to shake, but the guards braced them, holding them steady. 

Marcus turned me to face Jace, who was red with anger. Sweat beaded down his sculpted body as he continued to fight against his restraints. Marcus whispered harshly in my ear, “You are going to watch as we break your beloved. Then, we will rip the mark from his body when he is too weak to even fight us.”

He dug his fingers into my neck, bringing me to my knees as I shrieked in pain. Jace roared in fury before screaming my name and thrashing harder against his chains. Demetrius then positioned himself about ten feet from Jace's back, a whip held in his right hand. Fear strangled the air from my lungs as I anticipated what was going to happen next. I moved to stand, to prevent this torture from happening to Jace, but Marcus clenched his hand tighter, causing my eyes to blur from the intense pain. I blinked the haze from eyes, focusing on the whip that Demetrius now held above his head. He brought it down forcefully, and the resounding clap against Jace's skin echoed through the courtyard. An excruciating pain spread across my back diagonally, and the breath left me as the next one came, almost directly on top of the first. The tears I'd been holding back spilled onto my cheeks as the pain compounded tremendously. I looked up through blurred eyes at Jace's back, the open, bloody slashes shattering my heart. I sobbed his name as another crack of the whip impacted his raw, bleeding back, sending another shockwave of pain across my own. A piercing scream left Jace after several more impacts, the sound so heart-wrenching that it released a raging fury within me. I ignored the pain as I shoved Marcus off with my Air, sending him soaring off the stage and into the crowd. Demetrius continued to whip Jace, unaware of his impending death by my hands. The sky darkened as I began to pull my Elements to me, the intense emotion in me fueling my powers to a higher level. The air whipped and pulsed around me, causing the people in the crowd to run in a panicked frenzy from the courtyard. The guards with the weapons both fired at me, sending a luminescent yellow stream of light. The first shot connected with my leg, sending me down to one knee as the other bullet flew past my right ear. Adrenaline coursed through my veins, numbing me to the impact of the bullet as I lifted the guards up into the air. I twirled them around higher and higher before slamming them down from at least three stories high, each of their bodies landing in a sickening thud on the ground. Blood pooled under their broken forms as I directed my attention to the Elders. Demetrius was frozen in place, whip still in hand, as he stared upon me with fear. I flung the whip from his grasp, and he stumbled as he attempted to rejoin Gwenyth and Anastacia, who held the same stunned, fearful expression as him. 

The ground quaked beneath me as I stood back up, causing the stage to tremble. Rain poured down ferociously, pelting them with force. I shielded Jace with my Air, forming a protective barrier around him. He was slumped over, his chin resting on his chest with his eyes closed. I hoped he was passed out and unable to feel the radiating pain I felt through our bond. I narrowed my gaze to the three Elders before flinging them into the center of the courtyard with a flick of my hand. They tried to get up and run away, but I cracked a bolt of lightning directly in front of their path, halting their movement. I pooled my Akasha in my hand as I stalked towards them. I stepped over an unconscious Marcus, who seemed to have been trampled by the fleeing crowd judging by the awkward position of his limbs. I cast another lightning bolt by the Elders' feet, and they fell backward in shock, looking up at me with pleading eyes.

Gwenyth held up her hands and released a ball of flame in my direction, which I quickly froze with my ice. It fell to the floor and shattered, tiny shards of ice spraying from the point of impact. Anastacia lifted me with her Air, then threw me back about ten feet, where I landed on the crumbled earth. Roots burst forth from the ground, wrapping around my limbs and pinning me to the dirt. 

I heard Demetrius' laughter as he continued to tighten the roots around me, holding me to the ground. The Elders advanced towards me, no doubt thinking that they had bested me based on the smile that they shared. Fire whizzed past me, catching Demetrius in the chest and knocking him back on the ground. The roots loosened due to his lack of attention, and I forced them to release me with my own Earth. 

As I stood, I turned and saw Jace haphazardly throwing fire from his position on the stage, arms still tied to the posts. I turned back and directed my attention to Gwenyth and Anastacia, who were trying to extinguish the flames on Demetrius, which had already begun to char his skin. He screamed in agony as the fire spread to his face, Jace's flames leaving him unidentifiable. The two women looked up at me as they both raised their hands, preparing to attack. I sent my ice to capture their hands and legs, leaving them incapacitated as I prepared my own assault.

I smirked as the roles were now reversed. They looked so pitiful, drenched and trembling from the biting rain, but I would show them no mercy, and I knew they were too proud to ask for it. “I told you I would make you pay,” I said with finality. I threw my arm up, sending my Akasha soaring up into the sky. I controlled it as it sailed upward, about twenty stories high, before I pulled it back down again, barreling towards the Earth, directly at the Elders. It impacted, engulfing the ground in a bright light and sending out a blast of energy that threw everything, including me, away from the center of impact. I landed on my aching back, about thirty feet away. I struggled to get up, my body drained from injuries and the power I expelled. The rain stopped, and I managed to stand after several attempts, wobbling from the effort. My eyes widened as I took in the scene before me—the area where the Elders stood was now a huge crater, about thirty-five feet in diameter and five feet deep. Smoke billowed up from the fractured earth, showing no trace of the Elders except the still unconscious Marcus. 

I turned and limped towards the stage, which had now crumbled to the ground. I fell several times, each time requiring a tremendous effort for me to get back up. The last fall forced me to crawl the rest of the way to the stage, and up the steps to the platform. I dragged myself to Jace, who was still tied to the posts, which were now strewn across the broken stage. He lay unconscious, face down on the rubble, and I shakily melted the chains on his wrists, which were bloody and ragged. I immediately placed both hands on each of his wrists to heal his wounds before moving to his back, where open, gaping lacerations glared at me angrily. I gently place my hands over his shredded skin, which still oozed blood. My tears dropped onto his torn flesh as I healed each gash until his skin restored to its flawless form. I flipped him over and strained to pull him into my lap, but finally managed to cradle his stout upper body in my arms. I caressed his face with the back of my knuckles, gently trying to wake him from his unconsciousness. More tears dripped onto his face as I thought of the pain I put him through. The pain that I could have prevented if I had just left yesterday like he wanted to. 

Jace began to stir as I continued to caress his striking face, and his eyes flitted open. His gaze found mine and a small smile graced his mouth as he reached up to rub his thumb over my cheek before lightly stroking my bottom lip. “Saved me again, huh?” he joked hoarsely, his voice sounding like someone had scraped the inside of his throat with a dull, serrated knife. 

I sucked in my bottom lip as more tears threatened to spill over. I leaned down as I pulled Jace up to meet me, clutching him to my chest as I buried my face in his neck and sobbed, “I'm so sorry, baby. This is all my fault!”

His chest rumbled against me with his laughter as he chuckled, “It is not. Stop blaming yourself for what those assholes did. You had to protect your dad and your family.”

“But you are the most important person to me, and I let them hurt you. I'm a horrible twin flame,” I moaned. 

“You are not—I wouldn't trade you for anyone. You are exactly what I dreamed of, what I wished for,” he said as he sat up, reversing our roles by cradling me in his lap. He placed a hand on my neck, healing the jagged square of open flesh left from Marcus. 

“Is our mark still there?” I asked softly.

“Yes, why wouldn't it be?”

“I was just afraid it wouldn't come back from so much trauma,” I replied. 

He continued to hold me as he lightly threaded his fingers through my matted hair. I relaxed into him, letting the sound of his heartbeat erase the events of the past twenty-four hours. The sound of his life, our life, thrumming steadily would always pacify me. After a few peaceful moments, he asked, “You ready to go home, mi amante?” 

I nodded, eager to get home and make everything up to Jace. He smiled as he saw my thoughts, and lifted me up in his arms. “Let's go home,” he said as he set me down on my feet once we were off the stage. I winced as the wound on my leg throbbed, the adrenaline almost completely gone from me, allowing the pain to force its way through. “What's wrong, mi amante?”

“My leg. I got shot with that weird gun,” I answered.

He knelt down to look at my leg. My muscle was exposed beneath the knee and the skin surrounding it was swollen and red. Bordering the redness, my skin took on a purplish hue, almost like a bruise. Pus oozed from the wound, mixing with my blood as it trailed down my shin. Jace placed his hands over the area, the pressure causing me to bite my lip and whimper in pain. After a few agonizing seconds, the pain vanished and my skin healed, no trace of injury left behind. “Better?” Jace asked.

“Much. Thank the Gods that you can heal me, otherwise I don't think I'd be able to walk. That is some weapon,” I replied. It scared me to think about the Elementals having technology that advanced. What else could they be working on? Maybe Jace could ask Zane if his contacts knew anything. Jace interlaced our fingers, putting my thoughts on hold as he led me back through the courtyard, towards the village.

“Wait,” I said, stopping. I suddenly remembered one more thing that I wanted to do, and I turned and pulled him toward the palace. 

“What are you doing?” 

I thought about destroying the building, decimating it to the ground, but decided against it. What if valuable information about me or the Prophecy was held inside? Jace heard my thoughts and said, “All the important documents are housed elsewhere, so don't worry about that.”

I smiled as I led him to the base of the stairs leading up to the palace. I slowly ascended, contemplating how I would destroy this retched place. Once I reached the top, I decided to use my Earth for my method of destruction. I concentrated on the ground beneath the palace, ordering it to bend to my will as I summoned an earthquake to shatter the ground supporting the Elders' home. The palace swayed back and forth, fighting against the force before collapsing to the earth. The ground depressed from the trauma, forming a cavity that the palace fragmented into. Dust and debris swirled from the heap of rock, wood, and metal as the once grand structure finally settled into the dirt. 

“Now I'm ready,” I said, looking up at Jace. He draped his arm around my shoulder and kissed me on my temple before leading me back through the courtyard to the village.

“Wait, I have one more thing I want to do, too,” Jace said as he stopped and pivoted us around. He walked towards Marcus, who had turned over onto his back and was now clutching his obviously broken arm. His right ankle also appeared to be broken. He caught sight of us, and a mixture of fear and anger set on his face. “This is all your fault, abomination. You will be punished for your actions here today,” he seethed. 

“I made you a promise last night, and I never break my promises,” Jace calmly spoke. He grabbed Marcus by the throat, lifting him up and cutting off his oxygen, causing his face to turn various shades of red and purple. His throat sizzled from Jace's fire searing into his skin, and he thrashed about, his feet dangling from Jace suspending him in the air. After a few torturous seconds, Marcus went limp, his head lax against his shoulder, his chest no longer struggling for air. Jace dropped him to the ground before grabbing my hand and walking us away from the scene. I feared we would be confronted by guards or an angry mob of people, but the village was almost deserted, except for a few guards who went about their business. I saw people peeking through their windows as we passed their homes, and I realized they were probably terrified of us. Hopefully, my demonstration would send the message to never threaten my family again. 
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By some miracle, our boat was where we left it. Hopefully, that was a sign that we held the Gods' favor because I was positive that it would have been stolen. I guess such a secluded area provided some protection, as well. Brielle was thrilled that we didn't have to walk.Neither one of us was in any shape to travel the long trek back. 

Brielle fell asleep about ten minutes into the ride back. We were exhausted, and I planned on the both of us resting for a few days once we got home. I sped all the way back to the dock, anxious to get Brielle safe in our house. I was going to tighten security, just as a precaution since we probably pissed off a lot of people back at the community.  

Once I docked, I gently lifted Brielle from the seat where she had fallen asleep and carried her out of the boat. She stirred when I stepped clumsily on the dock, and drowsily murmured, “My dad. Need to see my dad.” 

“Shhh, we will, baby. Go back to sleep.”

Her eyes opened and she wiggled in my arms as she replied, “No, I'm good. I need to check on my dad. Put me down, please.”

I sighed as I put her down, “You need to rest, mi amante.”

“I'm fine. That nap really helped,” she yawned. I gave her a skeptical look, to which she replied, “I promise I'll rest when we get home.”

“Can we at least get cleaned up first? We are both covered in blood. Don't you think we will freak your dad out?”

She looked torn as she thought about our appearance. I know she was anxious to check on her dad, but I brought up a valid point. We both looked like we had committed murder, especially since we had no visible wounds to account for the blood. 

“Fine, but I'm going over there right after I shower. When we get back, I'll sleep,” she said as she began briskly walking towards our house. She called over her shoulder, “We need to charge our phones too, then let Kimber and Zane know that we are okay.”

“We can text them later tonight, after you've rested,” I said, giving her a stern look.

She rolled her eyes, “Believe me, I want to rest. You're not going to have to force me.” 

“Yeah, sure. You are more stubborn than I am. You would probably train tonight if I let you,” I teased. 

“Whatever, I am not stubborn,” she retorted as we walked into the house. I snorted from behind her, and she turned and gave me a scathing look. Kiera rushed out of her bedroom and her eyes widened as she took in our appearance. “Oh my God, what happened to you!?” she exclaimed as she wrapped her arms tightly around Brielle.

“I'll explain it all later. How's my dad?” Brielle asked anxiously. 

“He's fine. He got back early this morning, so he said he was going to sleep. I tried to call and text you, but you never answered,” Kiera replied.

“I know. My phone died late last night so I couldn't contact you. I'm just glad he's safe,” Brielle said with relief. 

“Did anything happen while we were gone? Did anyone come to the house?” I asked.

“Not really. Kimber and Zane came over, though. They were super pissed off that you left by yourselves, but that was it. It's been so peaceful without the two of you here,” Kiera teased.

“We missed you, too,” Brielle sarcastically teased back. “We are going to take a shower now, and then head over to my dad's if you want to come,” she continued. 

“Yeah, you look a hot mess. And why don't you have a shirt, Jace?”

“Long story. You probably don't even want to know,” I replied. I didn't really want to discuss our experience with the Elders, especially since Brielle had to save my ass once again. I guess that was something that I had to get used to since she was so powerful, but in the bedroom, I would put her in her place. Brielle glanced at me out of the corner of her eye as Kiera rambled, and she smirked at my last thought. Anytime, baby, she thought as she projected various images of us having sex in my mind.

“You guys are doing that telepathy thing, aren't you?” Kiera asked. 

“Yeah, sorry, it's kind of a habit now. What were you saying?” Brielle asked.  

“Forget it. We'll talk later. Go clean yourself up, and then we can go to your dad's.” She turned to walk away, but turned back towards us and said, “I'm glad you're okay, Brie. You too, Jace.”

Upstairs, I started the shower as Brielle undressed. Her hair, shoulders, neck, and upper back were all caked with dried blood. She stepped in the shower and immediately the water stained red as it poured off of her. Her immaculate body didn't deserve to be tainted by injury and blood, and the fact the Elders inflicted such upon her angered me. I stripped my clothes and entered the shower, my own blood staining the water darker as it streamed off of me. Brielle had already begun lathering her hair with shampoo, attempting to remove the tangles caused by the dried blood. I grabbed her loofah and covered it with soap so that I could wash the blood off her back and shoulders. I began rubbing it in a circular motion on her back as I scrubbed the remaining blood off and revealed her beautiful skin, still unblemished despite the injuries she had suffered. Our symbol remained proudly on her neck, and I smiled as I thought of our completed bond. Brielle turned around and pressed her forehead against mine as her thoughts drifted to our bond, as well. “I love you,” she whispered.

“Until my last heartbeat,” I responded before softly pressing my lips to hers. She took the loofah from me before turning me around to wash my back and shoulders, removing the blood that coated me from the whipping. “I'm so sorry,” Brielle choked, her thoughts filled with images of my assault.

“Don't think about it, mi amante. I don't blame you, and you shouldn't either. Are we going to have this discussion every time I get hurt?”

“It kills me every time you're hurt, especially when it's because of me. If only I cou—"

“Stop,” I interrupted. “It is not your fault. I love you.”

She sighed and continued washing the blood off of me. After we had thoroughly cleansed ourselves, letting the last of the blood swirl down the drain, we exited the shower and got ready to go over to Brielle's dad's house.

Brielle practically ran there, eager to see her dad, as Kiera and I trailed behind her. Once at the door, she used her key to enter, yelling, “Daddy, are you home?!”

“In my office, sweetheart!” he shouted back. I could feel Brielle's anxiety wash away to relief as she flew down the hall into the office. Kiera trailed behind me as we followed Brielle, walking in as they were wrapped in a hug. “I'm so sorry, Daddy, I had to,” Brielle sobbed as tears dampened her dad's shirt. 

“I know, baby, I know. But don't you ever do that again, you hear me?” 

“I can't promise anything. I won't let anyone hurt you,” Brielle replied.

“Honey, you can't risk billions of lives just for me. I'm only one man.”

“Let's not talk about this right now. How are you feeling? Did they hurt you?”Brielle asked.

“Nothing but a few bumps and bruises. I was only the bait to get you so they didn't rough me up too much. Did they hurt you?” he asked.

“No,” Brielle lied. “They would be stupid to try,” she laughed. I knew she didn't want him knowing what transpired back at the palace, and I'm sure he didn't want to know the real truth. 

By the look he gave Brielle, I could tell that he wasn't buying her lies. He just sighed as he said, “I'm glad you're okay. I don't know what I would have done if something happened to you. How did you escape?”

“I used Akasha. They had Ja—”

“Wait, you used what?” Mr. De Luca interrupted.

“Akasha. I finally figured out how to harness it.”

“And how was that?” he asked skeptically.

“That's not the point, the point is that I killed the Elders, and then we escaped,” she blurted out. Once she realized what she said, a look of regret crossed her face as I heard her thoughts scream, Fuck! 

“You killed the Elders, Brielle?! How could you do that?!” he exclaimed.

“Trust me, you don't even want to know what we went through that led to that. I did what I had to do to protect us.”

“Brielle, there will be repercussions for your actions. Did you not think about that?!”

Brielle was pissed. Her anger coursed through my body, clashing with my worry that stemmed from what Mr. De Luca just said. I hadn't even thought about what would happen to Brielle because of our actions at the community. 

“No, Daddy, I didn't. I was a little preoccupied with saving Jace and I from being tortured, and possibly murdered,” she spat. 

His face blanched white from hearing that. “Tortured? Tell me what happened,” he demanded.

“It's best that you don't know, Daddy. Please don't make me tell you,” Brielle pleaded, her eyes glazed with tears. 

Mr. De Luca silently debated for several seconds, obviously conflicted, before he reluctantly said, “Fine, you don't have to tell me today, but you will tell me eventually. Got it?”

She nodded, visibly shaken by the recent memory of the events that transpired earlier today. I walked over to her and took her in my arms, wrapping her in my embrace. She clutched the back of my shirt, crushing me to her in desperation. I didn't think I could handle what she was going through if the roles had been reversed. Seeing Brielle whipped would have completely broken me. Her strength and resilience was amazing, making me love her so much more. She began to sob against me, shuddering as her tears soaked my shirt and ripped my heart apart. I had to force down the tears that threatened to spill over from her emotions overwhelming mine. “I'm going to take her home—she needs to rest,” I croaked.  

He nodded as I lifted her into my arms and carried her out of the office. Before I walked out the front door, he tapped me on the shoulder, causing me to turn to face him. Tears ran down his face as he said, “Please take care of her, Jace. She's my baby girl.”

“I will, Mr. De Luca. I'll let you know if we need anything,” I replied. Brielle had burrowed her head into my chest, and her wracking sobs had dissipated to soft sniffling and quick intakes of breath. As I walked out, I looked down upon her beautiful face. Her eyes were closed, her breathing no longer ragged, and I knew sleep would find her before we reached home. 
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I was lying next to Brielle, who was sound asleep in our bed. She had fallen asleep right before we turned the corner of our street, just like I had thought. I loved watching her sleep—she was so peaceful. Gone was the stress of the Prophecy, of everything that weighed down on her daily. I wish she didn't have to go through all of this.

My mind raced with thoughts of the repercussions Mr. De Luca had mentioned. Would the High Council in Mt. Olympus summon us? What punishment would they decide for us? I would have to ask Zane if he had heard anything from his contacts there.

Finally, the events of the past two days caught up to me, and I drifted off to sleep, only to be awakened shortly after by Brielle's piercing screams. 
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My arms are elevated, held in place above my head by invisible bonds that I struggle against. My muscles burn as gravity causes my arms to sag from the strain. My knees are bloody from constantly being rubbed against the dirty, dank cement floor, and my body slumps from fatigue, trying to compensate for the weight that my arms have the burden of bearing. My powers have been drained somehow, but I still feel them weakly flickering within me, trapped somehow in my own body. 

My head rests against my chest, my eyes closed in exhaustion. There is nothing for me to see anymore, my prison has already been committed to memory. Black stone walls embedded with skeletons and the images of demons surround me as I am forced to kneel in between two ornate, pewter thrones. A blood red carpet extends from the doorway to the steps leading up to the platform where the thrones and I sit, the carpet's regal quality contrasting against the inferior floor.  Sleek chandeliers dot the black ceiling, the lights shining like stars against the night sky.  

The doors are thrust open, the sound causing my head to jerk up. My captor strides in and makes his way towards me, an evil smirk plastered on his face. He is dressed impeccably in a black designer suit, his shoulder-length black hair slick back into a ponytail at the base of his neck. His eyes flicker orange, reminding me of Jace. I can feel him coming, even though our bond is waning due to reasons unknown to me. 

“Your flame is almost here. How he has survived my realm is astonishing,” my captor snidely remarks. “At least you will get to die together, and then your power will be mine,” he continues.

Jace is almost here, and the thought of seeing him both thrills and sickens me because I know he is walking into a deathtrap. Tears burn my swollen eyes as I think of his death, of our forever cut short. I wonder if the Moirai had this planned for us all along, if Atropos is hovering over our threads of life right now, just waiting to shred our existence. 

The doors burst open again, and the sight of my love invigorates me. I can feel our bond strengthening, slowly gaining some vibrancy back just from being in the same room. He is bruised and bloody, but still breathing, still alive. 

“Let her go!” he demands as he stalks toward my captor and I. He raises his hand and shoots a ball of fire at my captor, who disappears. He reappears directly in front of me, blocking me from Jace.

“Big mistake,” he coldly says. He raises his arms out to the sides, and the room trembles. The skeletons and demons in the walls burst out, hundreds of them converging on Jace. His fireballs are shooting in all directions, eliminating some targets, but nowhere near enough. He is removed from my sight, forced underneath the mass of creatures overtaking him. I love you, mi amante, until my last heartbeat, he says in my mind.

I scream, fighting against my invisible shackles, until I feel our last heartbeat.
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I bolt upright, screaming at the top of my lungs. Arms wrap around me and I fight against them, bucking and thrashing wildly, desperate to get to Jace.

“Mi amante, stop. It's just me. You had another nightmare,” I hear a familiar voice say. My racing heart begins to calm some as I open my eyes and take in my surroundings; I'm sitting on our bed, tangled up in the covers. The arms holding me are Jace's, and I almost weep with relief.

The tears start flowing when I remember the nightmare. Never before has my nightmare changed; the images within them have always been constant. Never before have I actually seen Jace die, or felt our shared life slip away. I never wanted to feel that void, to feel as if my heart was literally broken as our love was stolen away.

I clung to Jace, sobbing against him. God, I hated how weak I have become, but the emotions within me are impossible to ignore. They are too intense, reducing me to a crying, frail little girl. What a waste of the powers I was given. 

Jace rubbed my back in a circular motion, as he did every night to calm me down from the nightmares. “Really got to you this time, huh?” he questioned.

“It was different, Jace. A new nightmare—it was so much worse. It felt so real,” I choked, tears still streaming down my cheeks. 

“Tell me what happened.”

I reluctantly relayed my nightmare to Jace, after refusing several times. He stayed silent afterward, just holding me, giving me the comfort I needed. I listened to his heartbeat, letting it remind me that it was only a dream. We were both still alive, still together. 

“I think your captor was Hades. He fits the description you gave,” he said after a few minutes.

“What?! You mean my great-grandfather? Why would he do that to me? I'm his family!”

“Mi amante, Gods have thousands upon thousands of descendants. We usually mean nothing to them. Plus, Hades is evil. I wouldn't be surprised if he was helping Uranus return.”

I started to ask why, but I thought of the reasons he would want that. He could take over the world if his prisoners were unleashed. He could extend his realm unto ours. 

Jace nodded, agreeing with my thoughts. I could feel his worry compounding with mine over my nightmare. Having an enemy like Hades was a nightmare in itself. 

I didn't want to think about the nightmare anymore. My emotions were all over the place because of it, but the one that stood out above all others was my overwhelming need for Jace. I don't know if it was so intense because of how realistic his loss was to me, but I needed to connect with him now, to feel him become one with me and shatter the remnants of the despair the nightmares created. 

I turned to face him before I tugged his shirt up to uncover his beautiful torso. I ran my hands over his smooth chest as I pushed him back to lay down on our bed before straddling him. I removed my shirt and bra, then pressed my chest to his and took his lips with mine. The familiar fire lit within me, coursing through my body and begging for more fuel. His tongue parted my lips and found mine, entwining them in their seductive dance. He ran his hands up and down my back before trailing them around my front to cup my breasts, using his thumbs to stroke each of my nipples until they stiffened with arousal. He removed his hands and grasped my hips, moving me upward so he could take my breast in his mouth. He slowly circled his tongue around my nipple before biting it softly, eliciting a gasp from my mouth. He placed soft kisses along the sensitive skin of my mounds, causing tingles of pleasure wherever his lips pressed. I ground myself against his hard length, which strained against his jeans, waiting to be freed. I fumbled with the button of his jeans, eager to get his pants off and get him inside me. He maneuvered me on his lap to strip my shorts and panties off as he reclaimed my mouth with his. Our tongues tangled as he lifted me up to take off his jeans, kicking them off once they were down at his calves. He released me, setting me back down on his hardness—I rocked against it, my clit rubbing against his cock as I moved back and forth. He growled as he nipped at the base of my jaw, and his desire poured through me. I smiled seductively at the thought of unraveling him, teasing him until he couldn't take anymore, but I wanted him just as bad as he wanted me, and I didn't want to wait any longer. I grabbed his length and placed his tip at my slick entrance before I slowly lowered myself onto him, feeling every inch as I slid down all the way to his base until he filled me, causing us both to groan from the sensation. Pleasure ripped through me as I rode his length, rolling my hips against him. He felt so perfect inside me, and our bond began to blossom as we fully connected. He was everywhere, filling me with his emotions and joining our hearts and souls as one. Our passion and love consumed me as I pressed against him, deeply kissing him as tears lightly trickled down my cheeks. God, I loved him so much, and feeling his mutual love for me touched me in the depths of my soul. I thrust softly against him as he caressed my face, breaking the kiss to look me in the eyes. Orange swirled throughout the brown, showing his emotions deepening as we made love. I love you, he softly spoke in my mind. 

I love you, I responded. Those three little words didn't even come close to describing what we were feeling, but no words could express the layers and depth of what we had, of what we felt for one another. No one could even understand unless they experienced it themselves. I held his half-lidded gaze as I continued to slowly stroke against him, pouring all of myself into our bond. I increased my pace as my climax neared, our combined passion and pleasure pushing me closer and closer to sexual bliss. Jace placed his thumb against my clit and firmly caressed it in circles. I leaned my head back and moaned from his contact, causing him to rub faster. I clutched his chest, digging my nails in as my orgasm swept over me, sending shudders through my body, inside and out. Jace swiftly flipped me, pinning me underneath him as he began to plunge in and out of me. My legs trembled involuntarily as he lengthened my orgasm, prolonging my pleasure by thrusting slowly into me. He crushed his lips to mine as a moan escaped me, and I hungrily devoured his mouth, never able to get enough of him. He ran his hands all over my body, leaving a fiery tingle wherever he touched, stoking the inferno inside both of us. He hooked his arm underneath my right knee and brought it up near my shoulders as he pinned both my arms with his other hand. I arched my breasts into his face, which he greedily claimed with his mouth, moving from one to the other as he nibbled and sucked, eliciting moans from us both. He trailed his tongue up my neck before tracing his tongue over my lips, teasing me before he delved inside. Our tongues eagerly laced together as we enjoyed the sweet, hot taste of each other. He groaned in my mouth and bit my bottom lip as he came inside me, coating me with his creamy release. He gathered me in his arms before rolling to the side and holding me to him, his half-hard length still inside me. He lightly traced his fingers in swirls along my back as he smiled lazily at me. 

“What time is it?” I asked through my sex-induced haze. Jace grabbed his phone from the nightstand and turned it on. When it powered up, several chimes sounded, indicating he had a few missed messages. “It's 8:20,” he replied. 

I stretched, and even after my few hours of slumber, I was still tired. Our escapade didn't help with my fatigue either. I didn't want to go back to sleep, given the fact the images of my nightmare still shuffled in my brain, taunting me. It can't be real, it just can't. “Hey, we won't let it happen, mi amante,” Jace said, hearing my thoughts and sensing my unease. 

“Jace, it can't…we can't…” I trailed off, biting back a sob. He pulled me to him, and stroked my hair softly as he repeated, “We won't let it happen. I promise.”

I sighed against him, the feel of his body so comforting against mine. “We should call Kimber and Zane,” I suggested, reaching for my phone and powering it on.

“They're going to be pissed,” he chuckled. He eased himself out of me, and we both got up to go clean up in the bathroom. After we were both dressed, Jace in his black workout shorts and matching muscle shirt, and me in my pink zebra pajama shorts and black tank top, we both scrolled through our missed messages and calls. I had several irate voicemails and texts from Kimber, and Jace had the same from Zane. I decided to text Kimber instead of calling, not wanting to be screamed at over the phone:

 

8:29PM   Me:  Hey, we're back want to come over?

 

I didn't receive a reply, but a few minutes later, I heard a loud banging on our door. The monitor showed Kimber and Zane standing outside, and neither looked happy. Bracing myself for Kimber's onslaught, I went downstairs to answer the door with Jace following behind me. I opened the door, and caught the heated gaze of a furious Kimber. “What the fuck, Brielle?!”

Damn, she must be mad to be using my full name. I defensively replied, “Don't start, Kimber. You know I had to go.”

“You shouldn't have run off by yourselves. What if something happened to you?” she choked, eyes glossy with tears. Kimber rarely cried, and her show of emotion caused my own eyes to water. “I don't know whether to hug you or slap the crap out of you,” she continued.

I outstretched my arms, and she walked into me, squeezing around my waist tightly. “Don't ever fucking do that to me again,” she demanded.

I didn't reply, knowing that I would do almost anything to keep her out of danger, including a repeat of what I did yesterday. I saw Zane and Jace clasp hands and hug. Zane said, “Bro, don't be doing stupid shit like that. We have your back through anything. Call us next time.”

“Alright, fine. Can you do me a favor?”

“Oh, so now you want a favor,” Zane joked. Jace rolled his eyes, waiting for Zane to answer. “Of course, bro, what's up?” Zane continued. 

“I need you to keep an ear out for anything with the High Council,” Jace replied.

“What am I listening for?” Zane asked, wanting clarification. Jace explained what had happened at the community, and relayed his fears of the High Council seeking retribution against us. 

“I'll definitely keep my ears open. This shit is serious,” Zane said after Jace finished. 

“Don't remind me. It's almost inevitable that they will summon us, but knowing when and what to expect will help,” Jace replied.

“Best believe we will be going with you,” Zane commented.

“No way. You don't need to be punished for our actions. They'd probably imprison you just for associating with us,” I said, thinking about the narrow-minded views of the council on the island. 

“Then so be it. We are going with you. End of discussion,” Kimber said.

“Kimb—" I started, but she held up her hand to shush me. I glared at her, but I knew once she made up her mind, there was no changing it. She was so like me, I thought, smiling. 

“We will get to that when the time comes,” Jace said. “I could use a drink,” he continued, trying to change the subject.

“We could go to The Landing. It'd be nice to hang out and chill for a change,” Kimber suggested. 

“True that,” Zane added.

I looked at Jace, silently asking him through our telepathy if we could go. He smiled and nodded, and I excitedly jumped up to go change. “Yay! I haven't been out since “the night,” I said, making air quotation marks with my fingers. “I'm going to invite Kiera,” I continued. I walked to her room and stuck my head inside the open door. “Hey, you want to come have some drinks with us? We are going to a bar down the street.”

“I'd love to,” Kiera replied, rising up off her bed. “I'll get ready.”

“Great! I'll see you in a bit,” I replied as I walked out the door. As I walked by Jace, Kimber, and Zane, I called over my shoulder, “I'm going to get ready.” 

“Us too,” Kimber said. “We'll meet you there in thirty,” she continued. I heard the front door open and close as I reached our loft, followed by the sounds of footsteps up the stairs. I was in the closet when the footsteps ceased, and I peeked out to make sure it was just Jace, and not some intruder. He smirked at me, hearing my thoughts about an intruder. “You know I have the best security system here. You don't need to worry about intruders.”

“What can I say, I'm slightly paranoid.”

“Slightly?” he questioned, raising an eyebrow at me. 

“I think I'm justified given the circumstances,” I playfully retorted. 

“Truth,” he chuckled. “But, tonight, I don't want you to think about any of that. I want us to have a normal, fun night out like a regular couple.” 

Fat chance, I thought. Everything weighed on me constantly, almost like I had an OCD obsession that wouldn't let me relax my mind. I perused over my clothes, trying to find a suitable outfit for tonight. I was going to try my best to have fun like a normal eighteen-year-old girl would. I had a feeling that this was going to be one of the last times that we had a night out for awhile.
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Brielle was more than a little tipsy, thanks to Kiera sneaking Brie drinks of her Hurricane. The girls were dancing in the middle of the courtyard as Zane and I watched, drinking our Coronas. The spacious area had a DJ set up, and quite a crowd had formed to enjoy the music. Avalon didn't have a club, so this was probably the closest locals got to the club experience if they didn't want to leave the island.

I loved seeing Brielle relax and have fun. Kimber was twirling her around and around, and Brielle was giggling hysterically. Kimber finally let go, and Brielle stumbled from a combination of the alcohol and dizziness. Some guy caught her, and I waited for him to release her once she regained her balance before I intervened. He held her by her wrist, trying to pull her back to him as she tried to pull away. Irrational anger filled me as I stood and made my way over to them, tunnel vision narrowing my sights on him. I heard Zane calling after me, but I didn't stop. I knew I was overreacting because of the bond, but the hormones inside me screamed for me to make it known that Brielle was mine.

The guy's back was to me so he didn't see my approach, but Brielle did, which made her try harder to get away from him. Her thoughts told me that she didn't want me to get into a fight with this guy, but if he didn't let go, I was going to break his fucking arm. When I reached him, I grabbed his forearm and seethed, “Let her go!”

“Who are you, her father?” he said in a drunken slur. 

“No, I'm her boyfriend, and if you don't want to get your ass beat, I suggest you let go now.”

“I'm not done talking to her yet,” he replied. Wrong fucking answer. 

“Jace, please, he's drunk. He doesn't mean anything by it,” Brielle said, trying to diffuse the situation.

“How about I take you home and show you how a real ma-,” he said before I cut him off, punching him in the nose with my free hand. He instinctively let go of Brielle to reach for his gushing nose, and I pulled her to me. Her touch stifled my anger some, and I began to calm down. The guy's friends helped him up, holding him back when he tried to charge me. One of them said, “Dude, that's Jace Vasquez. You just got punched in the nose by Jace Vasquez!”

“I don't care who the fuck he is! Let me go!” he yelled as blood continued to spew out of his nose. His friends pulled him out of the courtyard into the parking lot, saving him from more public embarrassment. Brielle walked backwards, pulling me to the dance floor as she said, “Dance with me before we get thrown out.”

We were now in the middle of the crowd of dancing bodies, and she turned and started slowly grinding her ass against me as she swayed to the music of Rihanna's “Birthday Cake.” I placed my hands on her hips as she continued to rub her ass into me, and I moved with her movements. My dick hardened in arousal from Brielle's sensual dancing, and I pressed it against her ass as we continued to dance. I moved my hands to the inside of her thighs, causing her to lean her head back and quietly moan. Our dance was about to turn x-rated if we didn't cool down. Brielle tilted her head, bringing her mouth to mine, her tongue grazing my lips as I heard cat calls along with Kimber yelling, “Get a room!”

Brielle flipped Kimber the middle finger as she continued to kiss me very inappropriately. She turned around to wrap her leg around my waist, causing Zane, Kimber, and Kiera to roar with laughter. We reluctantly stopped dancing to rejoin our friends at the table, who teased us about our near sex show. We ordered two more rounds of drinks before paying our tab and leaving.

Before we parted ways in the parking lot, I reminded Zane to let me know if he hears anything involving us and the High Council. Brielle was leaning on me for support as we walked home, and I ended up carrying her when we were about halfway there. As I laid her in bed, I asked her, “Did you have fun tonight, mi amante?”

“Mmmm hmmm, I did. Thank you,” she slurred, eyes closed and ready to fall into a drunken slumber. 

“You're welcome,” I said as I pressed a soft kiss on her lips. I stripped my shirt and pants before climbing under the covers with Brielle. I fell asleep to thoughts that tonight might be our last fun night for a long time.
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The next morning, I was awakened by the sound of vomiting. Both my stomach and head ached from the combined effects of alcohol consumption by Brielle and I.

I made my way to the bathroom where Brielle leaned against the toilet. I slumped down next to her and pulled the hair out of her face.

“I didn't even drink that much…damn Hurricanes,” she moaned.

I chuckled, “You are feeling the effects of our combined drinking efforts so it's worse than a normal hangover.”

“You could've warned me, jerk.”

“You're just a lightweight,” I teased. “It's not that bad.”

She flipped me off, just like she did to Kimber last night. I started laughing as I rose off the floor. “Want me to run you a bath, mi amante?”

“That would be wonderful,” she mumbled. 

After I got Brielle into the bathtub, I went downstairs to fix us a late breakfast. Brielle came down just as I was flipping over the bacon. She groaned, “I don't want to eat anything. Especially greasy eggs and bacon.”

“Greasy food is the best cure for a hangover, next to more alcohol.”

“I don't know if I believe that. If I eat that, I'm going to throw it all back up. I just want some hot tea,” she replied as she started going through the cabinets. She grabbed a coffee mug and filled it with water before putting it in the microwave. Even though she didn't want to eat, I made her a plate and set it on the table before sitting down with my own. She stared at her plate with distaste as she leaned against the counter waiting for the microwave to finish. Once it beeped, she took her mug out and began to steep her tea bag into the steaming water. She brought the mug, honey, and sugar over to the table as she sat down in the chair next to mine. She leaned over to lay her head on my shoulder as she groaned in discomfort. I chuckled as I wrapped my free arm around her, teasing her as I whispered, “Lightweight.”

She jabbed me in the ribs with her fingers, causing us both to jerk slightly in response. “Damn it, I forget that I feel what I do to you now,” she grumbled. Ever since we completed the bond, she could feel the slightest things that were done to me, even bug bites and small scratches.

I laughed in reply as she took out the tea bag and added honey and sugar to her mug. Kiera stumbled out of her room, and mumbled, “Damn Hurricanes.”

“Tell me about it. I'm never drinking another Hurricane as long as I live,” Brielle added. 

“Ugh, how can you eat?” Kiera asked me.

“That's what I said,” Brielle quipped.

“I'm not a baby like you two. Plus, greasy food helps with hangovers.”

“Whatever, not if I throw it all back up,” she retorted. 

“Suit yourself, but I know from experience. Once you get over the idea of how gross it is eating it right now, you will feel so much better, I promise.”

“Fine, I'll eat,” Brielle conceded. “The tea is helping ease my stomach so I think I can keep it down.”

Kiera grabbed a soda from the refrigerator and plopped down on the couch. “This is the best remedy for me.” 

“Just thinking about the carbonation makes me sick,” Brielle replied after she took her first small bite. I took my plate and put it in the dishwasher before making my way back to sit with Brielle as she pushed her food around on her plate. Just as I was about to sit down, the air began to distort next to the dining room table. I reflexively jumped up and blocked Brielle with my body as the Oracle shimmered into place. Brielle stood up next to me and held onto my bicep as we waited to be addressed. 

“Hello again, Brielle. Jace. Kiera,” she addressed us individually.

“Oracle,” we each replied back, almost in unison.

“I am sorry, but I am here to escort you to the High Council, Brielle and Jace. You have been summoned.”

“For what?” I asked even though I know the answer already.

“For the murders of the Elder Council of the Santa Catalina Island.”

“Murder?! We were both defending ourselves!!” Brielle shrieked in anger. I tried to calm her by wrapping my arm around her and pulling her into my side, but the anger and fear pouring through my body from her didn't ease.

“That is not how the High Council views it. You will be able to defend yourselves at your trial.” 

“Trial? Oh my God…Jace, what's going to happen to us?” Brielle stammered. 

“I don't know,” I answered, directing my attention to the Oracle. “And you're not going to tell us, right?”

“I cannot. But, I will tell you that your journey does not end there.”

“Well, I guess that's something,” I shrugged in disappointment. 

“Before we go, I have a question that I would like to ask you. I forgot to ask the last time we met, and it's been bothering me ever since,” Brielle stated.

“Of course. Please proceed with your question.”

“Are the five in the Prophecy, Jace, Kiera, Kimber, Zane, and myself? We thought that with all the circumstances surrounding us that it made sense, especially since they each represent one of the Elements.”

The Oracle smiled, “You have deduced correctly. Your companions will aid you greatly in your journey. Do not be afraid to trust and rely on them throughout this endeavor.”

Brielle sighed before asking, “How much time do we have?”

“We must go now. You may change your attire, but that is all.”

Brielle nodded before turning to go towards the stairs. I followed her up to our loft, and we both dressed slowly, attempting to prolong the inevitable. As soon as we were dressed, Brielle plowed into me, wrapping her arms around my waist, and pressing her head against my chest. Her thoughts were running wildly, from us being imprisoned again to being executed on the spot.

“Mi amante, don't think like that. Stay positive. We were defending ourselves. The trial is just a technicality,” I said, attempting to comfort her. 

“I can hear your thoughts. You aren't so sure about that.”

She was right, I wasn't. I didn't know what the outcome of the trial would be. The High Council has been disregarding the Prophecy just like the other Elder Councils. I wasn't sure that the trial wasn't just a ploy to get Brielle in their clutches.

“We have to trust what the Oracle says—if our journey doesn't end there, then it can't be that bad. At least not death or imprisonment.”

“I hope so,” she sighed. She looked up and pressed a sweet, soft kiss on my lips.

“Ready?” I asked unenthusiastically.

“No, but we have no choice,” she replied, pulling away from me and walking towards the stairs. I threaded my fingers through hers as we walked down the stairs together, where a bleary-eyed Kiera and the Oracle awaited us.

“Tell my dad what happened, OK? I don't know when we'll be back, but it will be soon,” Brielle said as she pulled Kiera into a hug. 

“It is time,” the Oracle spoke. Brielle broke away from her sister and we walked hand-in-hand to where the Oracle stood. She placed a hand on each of our shoulders and closed her eyes. I'd never been transported to the High Council before, so I was unsure as to what it would feel like, but it wasn't what I expected. My skin prickled, and white light invaded my vision until it was all that I could see. Then, in an instant, we were standing in a small, empty room with white marble walls lined with gold. There were no chairs, tables, desks, bookshelves, or wall art—simply nothing. 

Brielle swayed next to me before vomiting on the pristine, white granite floor. Dizziness and nausea fought me as I struggled to stand still and keep my breakfast in my stomach.

“Teleportation is jarring for your equilibrium. You may experience nausea, dizziness, accelerated heart rate, and body temperature fluctuations. Extreme cases experience seizures, stroke and heart attack,” the Oracle informed us.

“That would've been nice to know beforehand,” Brielle snapped as she braced her hands on her knees while taking deep breaths. I slowly walked to the wall and placed my forehead against the cool surface of the marble to quell the effects from the teleportation.

“This will be your holding cell until the High Council is ready to see you,” the Oracle informed us.

“How long will that be?” I asked as I turned to face her.

“It may be minutes, it may be hours,” she replied vaguely, as usual. I rolled my eyes at her response, and I heard Brielle scoff her disapproval. 

“I will see you in the Court,” the Oracle added before fading from our sight. I turned back and replaced my forehead  on the wall. 

“Are you sure she's not against us, too?” Brielle asked semi-sarcastically. 

It took too much effort for me to talk so I replied in her mind, No, mi amante. The Oracle is bound by many rules, especially here with the High Council. Do not take it personal.

Our lives could be on the line here. How is that not personal?! They could sentence us to death for all we know, and she's handing us to them on a silver platter!

There is nothing we can do—there are guidelines set in pl—

Fuck their guidelines, Jace! I'm not going to just let them decide my fate while I sit around and do nothing! I don't even know why I agreed to come here.

You had no choice. She would have made you whether you agreed to or not.

I would have liked to see her try. 

Brielle, stop acting like this. We need to be in this together, not angry at each other.

She sighed and paced the room, not responding to me verbally or telepathically. I leaned against the wall as I waited for her to calm down. After several minutes, she walked over to me and linked her arms around my neck as she said, “I'm sorry. I'm just scared.”

“I know, mi amante. We will get through this, I promise.”

The door opened suddenly, and anxiety gripped me at the thought of the trial facing the High Council. A young woman, maybe a little older than us walked in with cleaning supplies. She cleaned the floor where Brielle had thrown up, restoring it to its polished appearance. As she turned to leave, Brielle called out, “Miss, do you know when they are going to come for us?”

The woman ignored Brielle, never even glancing in our direction or stopping before she walked out the door. 

“Well, I guess we're going to be here awhile,” Brielle said as she sat on the floor, scooting backwards until her back met the wall. I sat next to her and rested my arm around her shoulders before laying my head against the wall. Brielle set her head on my shoulder as she sighed. 

We sat there together as seconds turned to minutes and minutes dragged into hours. My phone read 3:27 PM, which meant we had been waiting about four hours. 

Brielle had resorted to pacing around the room, nervously biting her fingernails. Just as I was about to stand up and stop her, the door opened and the same woman from earlier walked in. “It is time,” she said.

We followed her out the door and through a series of hallways, all of which were decorated with paintings of various Gods and Goddesses. Brielle stiffened, her grip on my hand tightening as we passed the portrait of Hades, and her fear shot through me, the strength of it making my breath hitch. The depiction was identical to the man she described as the captor from her nightmare. She stopped and turned to me, the fear evident in her eyes as she said, “Jace, that's him…that's the man from my nightmare.”

“Keep walking,” the woman escorting us sternly instructed. We resumed walking and I tried to comfort her by caressing her hand where my thumb rested. I brought her hand to my mouth and pressed a kiss to the back of it as I told her, Don't worry, we won't let it happen. I love you.

I love you, too. 

The rest of the walk was silent, except for our footsteps. We turned down a hallway that ended with a large set of golden doors, and a lump formed in my throat. So many things could go wrong, and I worried that I wasn't strong enough to protect Brielle here. I pushed the thoughts from my mind. I couldn't afford to think that way. I had to be positive, to believe that we would make it out of here unscathed. I had to be strong enough for her. 

We stopped in front of the doors as the woman entered a code on a panel to the left of doorway. The doors opened automatically, and the woman remained next to the control panel. Two guards appeared, stalking towards us, and I instinctively pulled Brielle closer to me. “Let's go,” they ordered as they took up positions on either side of us. 

We inched forward, dragging out the inevitable as we walked at a snail's pace. We crossed the threshold into the High Council's Court, and I prayed the Gods were in our favor.
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The Court was the largest room I had ever set foot in. It was enormous, with giant pillars towering up to a ceiling at least forty feet above my head. The ceiling domed upward in the center, and a huge painting of all of the Gods spread within the dome. Floor to ceiling windows were housed throughout the walls, which were each embellished with a mural depicting an Element. 

Eight gold thrones sat parallel to the far wall, which was adorned with bright flames emblazoned in hues of red, yellow, and orange. I glanced back at the wall behind us, which had waves swirling in various shades of blue. The wall to our left displayed clouds in tones of white and gray set against a pale blue sky. The wall to our right boasted trees, plants, and earth in tints of green and brown, along with mixtures of the two. 

The guards continued to escort us towards the thrones, eliciting a feeling of deja vu from yesterday. Had it really only been yesterday that I had to watch Jace whipped after having our mark stripped from my flesh? A shudder ran through me at the thoughts of yesterday's events. 

The benches lining the aisle we were walking down were packed with people, no doubt here to see the One be tortured and possibly executed. My mind was dominated by thoughts of what the High Council would do to us. Would they kill us both on the spot? Imprison us in some otherworldly jail? Or my worst fear, separate us until we died. 

Stop thinking like that, Jace scolded.

I can't help it!

Just think happy thoughts, he replied. All of a sudden, a animated slideshow of Jace and I played in my head, with some images portraying memories, while others looked like glimpses of our future—Jace and I dressed in a wedding gown and tuxedo, us making love on our wedding night, Jace kissing my huge, pregnant belly, and then Jace and I each holding a baby. Tears welled in my eyes from the images, and I looked at Jace, who had a sad smile on his face. They are supposed to make you happy, mi amante, not make you cry, he said as he squeezed my hand tighter. 

They're perfect, Jace. I will cherish them forever, I replied as we stopped before the High Council. It didn't matter what we had to go through because the images Jace had shown me would always give me hope and determination. Nothing was going to prevent me from creating those memories with Jace. I wiped my eyes, and stood tall, waiting to hear their judgments against us. The Oracle shimmered into place next to me, giving me a small smirk before turning to face the High Council. 

The High Council consisted of four males and four females, all of which had pure, long white hair. Jace had told me earlier that each Element was represented by both genders, and they were seated as such, each wearing a robe in their Elemental color with their Elemental symbol displayed proudly in the center. The two Air Elders were seated to the far left, their white robes looking like an extension of their snowy locks. To the right of them sat the two Fire Elders, followed by the Earth Elders, and finally the Water Elders anchored the High Council on the far right.

The male Fire Elder stood before addressing the court, “We are here today to pass judgment on the two Elementals before us, Jace Vasquez and Brielle De Luca, on the counts of blasphemy, assault, destruction of property, and four counts of first degree murder.”

The crowd went into an uproar, yelling obscenities at us and booing. I rolled my eyes at the display as the male Fire Elder yelled, “ORDER! Order in the court!”

All sound lowered to a murmur before completely extinguishing. The Fire Elder continued, “We have several witness statements supporting the charges, along with witness testimony. How do you plead?”

“Not guilty. We were defen—"

“Silence! We do not wish to hear your lies!”

The Oracle spoke next, “They have the right to defend themselves.”

“You are lucky to not be standing trial with them for your blasphemy regarding your so-called prophecy,” the female Water Elder spat. 

“The Prophecy is real. The One stands before you now,” the Oracle countered.

The crowd gasped and began to talk all at once, just like the crowd back on Santa Catalina. Murmurs of “the One'” sounded all around us before the male Earth Elder stood and yelled, “Lies! All lies! Do not listen to her!”

One person in the crowd stood and shouted, “But she is our Oracle. She knows all!”

“We hereby strip her of her power. She is no longer our Oracle, and believing her lies will result in penalty,” the female Fire Elder stated in a desperate attempt to regain control. The crowd was on the verge of rioting, out of control with people arguing for and against the High Council. 

“You hold no such authority. Only the Gods can strip me of my power,” the Oracle calmly stated. Fights started to break out in the Court, the mob mentality fully taking hold of the crowd as they threw punches and kicks.

“You,” the male Fire Elder seethed as he pointed at me, “this is all your fault! You are guilty! Seize her!”

Jace moved in front of me, blocking me from the advancing guards. His hands blazed with fire as I armed myself with my Akasha. Audible gasps reverberated around us from the sight of Akasha lighting up my palms. “The One!” was shouted from all directions, but my focus was on the High Council, who all stood and directed their attention to us. Their eyes were all illuminated with their respective color as they summoned their Elements in preparation to attack us.

Jace was already engaged in battle with the guards, shooting fireballs and dodging Water and Earth attacks. More guards rushed in from side doors, and fear took hold of me as I saw that several of them held the Elemental guns we had seen back on the island. I wasn't sure if my Air shield would deflect the bullets, but I would keep it up as long as I could.

I erected my shield around Jace and I just as the High Council directed their hands toward us. I concentrated on our invisible armor as the various assaults pelted the outside. At first, all of the attacks, including the bullets, ricocheted off the exterior, but the constant barrage deteriorated the strength of my Air. I focused everything I had into our force-field as spots speckled my vision and the room swayed around me. Several attacks penetrated the shield, some hitting Jace and I, while others darted by. I knew I had to do something fast, before I passed out. I pulled all the power from my Elements and directed it into my shield before expelling it outwards, just as I did when Kiera and my dad attacked me, except with more force. The images Jace had shown me flashed in my mind before the familiar blackness drowned me. 
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My body trembled as I began to stir. My eyes fluttered opened to the face of a terrified Jace, who softly smiled when our eyes connected. He helped me sit up slowly, and I took in my surroundings—the pillars lay lopsided against the walls, benches were littered around the room, and glass from the shattered windows peppered the floor. All of the thrones were overturned, and everyone but the male Fire Elder and female Water Elder of the High Council were lying unconscious near the back wall. 

The Elders were arguing with the Oracle and a familiar man. It dawned on me that the man was Zeus, and I immediately feared that I had royally fucked up to warrant his presence. It's okay, he's here to defend us, Jace informed me. 

This perplexed me. Why would he intervene on my behalf? If what Jace said about the Gods not caring about their descendants was true, then why would Zeus be here to defend me?

“Do not question me!” Zeus boomed. The two Elders sank to their knees and bowed their heads, submitting to Zeus' command. “They are to be pardoned of all charges and left unharmed. That is final,” he continued.

“Yes, Almighty Zeus,” they said in unison.

“Anyone of the High Council or its followers that disobeys my command will be punished as I see fit. Understood?”

“Yes, Almighty Zeus,” they repeated. The Oracle looked at me sadly, and I wondered why, especially due to the fact we were given a full pardon.

Jace helped me stand and we walked over to Zeus and the Oracle. What happened?

You created a sonic boom. Almost everyone was knocked unconscious. I think you even killed some people.

Oh, God! Not anyone from the crowd, right?

I'm not sure, mi amante, Jace uncomfortably replied. It made me sick to think I might have killed some innocent bystanders. I needed to get better control of using my combined elements so that I didn't kill or hurt more innocent people. Yet another task to add to the list before setting out on our journey.

Many more innocent people will be hurt or killed if Uranus returns, just remember that. You are doing all of this to stop him, Jace said, attempting to make me feel better. It worked slightly, but I was still disgusted with myself. I couldn't even force myself to look at the damage I had caused. I was such a coward. 

“You are not a coward,” Zeus chuckled. We were now standing in front of him and the Oracle. “You did what you needed to do to save yourself and your flame. You are much more important than any of these people here.”

I gave him a small smile, “Thank you for intervening—I don't think it would have ended well if you hadn't.” 

Just then, the room trembled around us. Zeus and the Oracle's eyes diverted somewhere behind me, and I turned, horrified at what I saw. Hades stood in the middle of the room, amidst the debris I had caused. He greedily eyed me from head to toe, causing a chill to run over my skin. His image was identical to that of my nightmare's.

“What are you doing here, Hades?” Zeus asked angrily. 

“Righting several wrongs, brother. This 'One' of yours has done so much, yet is not held accountable for her actions. She murdered four Elders yesterday, and possibly several here today, yet she goes unpunished. How is that fair?”

“Are you questioning your ruler and king?!”

“Why are you avoiding the question? You are intervening in matters that do not concern you, Zeus. You yourself said that we are not to interfere in the lives of mortals, yet here you are, offering unfair assistance to the One.”

“These Elementals are blinded by their fear of her. Her death dooms us all. I could not allow them to kill her,” Zeus countered. 

“Since you have been interfering, it is only fair that I am allowed to interfere, as well. A test to prove she is worthy of the Gods' efforts,” Hades suggests.

“There will be no such test! I know when you have ulterior motives, Hades, and this scheme has just that,” Zeus replied. 

“She needs consequences for her actions, brother! She abuses the powers she was given. Look around you!” Hades screamed, motioning to the destruction and bodies around the room. “If this isn't reason enough, maybe I should summon the Moirai to see how they feel about you interfering with Fate.”

I knew Hades didn't give a flying fuck about the people I killed or the destruction I caused. He wanted an excuse to steal my powers for himself, if that's even possible. The look on Zeus' face showed that his hands were tied. He had interfered, and it was only fair that his brothers, Hades and Poseidon, were allowed the same given they were supposed to share authority with Zeus. I'd rather go to the depths of the ocean with Poseidon than spend one minute in the Underworld with Hades. Zeus turned to me and said, “I'm sorry, my child, but Hades is right. My interference here today allows him to do the same. I do not want to chance the Moirai punishing either one of us for my actions.”

“This is all just a ploy to steal my powers. You can't let him do this!” I pleaded. 

“What did you have in mind, Hades?” Zeus asked, ignoring my plea. 

“A test for her and her flame to prove their worthiness. I take her to the Underworld, and he has three days to rescue her.”

“We can't be apart for that long! We will die!” I argued. 

“Zeus can extend the separation period to three days for this test, can't you, brother? You will still experience all of the pain and side effects from your separation, however you will not die for three days of being apart.” 

“Why three days?” 

“Three days of being in the Underworld will cause your soul to separate from your body, even if you are not dead. Then, you will become a permanent resident,” Hades creepily replied with a smirk. 

I'm sure that was his intention—me as a permanent resident in his realm. Once I died, I'm sure he planned to try and take my powers for himself, just like my nightmare depicted. 

“Zeus, please, don't let him do this,” I begged, tears streaming down my cheeks.

“I'm sorry. I have full faith in both of you to overcome this obstacle,” was his only reply before walking to the window and staring into the world outside. The world I was about to be taken away from.

“Oh, and your powers will be suspended during your stay. We wouldn't want you abusing your powers more, would we?”

“I won't let you take her!” Jace spat as he positioned himself in front of me.  

“I'm not asking for your permission,” Hades replied maliciously. He extended his hand toward Jace, casting a fireball at him. It bounced off harmlessly, like always, causing Hades to scowl.

“Interesting,” he said before extending his hand once again. This time, Jace fell to the floor, screaming in agony caused by an unseen force. I was brought to my knees from the pain, which felt like my skin was being ripped from my bones. Blood began to stream out of Jace's ears, eyes, nose, and mouth as he writhed on the floor. Tears burned my eyes as I screamed, “STOP! STOP! STOP! I'll go! Just please don't hurt him anymore!”

The pain vanished as suddenly as it appeared. I crept over to Jace, still on my knees, and helped him sit up. I enveloped him in my arms as tears rained down my cheeks. “Please find me,” I whispered.

“Don't go,” he choked. “This is all a trap.”

“I know, but at least you'll get to save me for once,” I said, attempting a joke. Jace fought the smile that threatened to show, but his dimple peeked through traitorously. 

“I promise I'll save you. I won't let him take you from me,” Jace vowed. 

I attacked his lips, crushing his mouth with mine in a flurry of desperation, passion, and love. My tongue tasted his as I pressed our bodies together, wishing we could become one like we were created to be. He threaded his fingers through my hair as my tears showered both our faces. Our breathing became ragged as neither one of us parted for air, not wanting our embrace to end. 

“It is time. Do not make me force you,” Hades threatened. We reluctantly relinquished our hold on each other, and I stood to make my way to Hades. Jace stood as he propositioned Hades, “Take me instead! I'll take her punishment! You can do anything you want to me, just leave her alone.”

“How chivalrous of you. The conditions have already been set, I'm afraid,” he replied. He extended his hand toward me, gesturing for me to take it. I cringed at the thought of touching him, and turned back to look at Jace, immediately wishing I hadn't. The distraught look on his face broke my resolve, and my heart decimated at the thought of leaving him. I started to pivot back to him when Hades grabbed my hand. The last thing I saw before darkness engulfed me was Jace running towards us.
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Empty. Vacant. Hollow. That's how I felt when she disappeared from before my eyes, swallowed into nothingness. My heart ached from her absence, the void she left eating away at my soul.

When she turned to me, the look on her face elicited a desperation in me that I had never felt before. I needed to save her, to do anything to stop him from taking her. I rushed towards them as she turned to come back to me, but that bastard grabbed her before I could reach her.

Then, she vanished as fast as I could blink. Before any other emotion could set in, fury claimed me as I continued to charge Hades. I tackled him before bashing his face in several times with my fists. He roared with anger as he threw me off of him before initiating his invisible assault on me again. 

His bloody face sneered at me as he contorted my insides, stretching my bones until I thought they would puncture through to the outside of my skin. Zeus interfered, ordering, “STOP, HADES! NOW!”

Hades didn't stop, continuing to agonizingly ravage my body with his torture. Blood began to seep from my orifices again, which forced Zeus to thrust Hades back into the far wall to end my torment. He stood, dusting himself off as he said, “Three days.” Then, he disappeared.

I stood, wiping blood from my face and gasping for air as I made my way to the Oracle. “I need to get to the Underworld. Now.”

“I cannot take you to the Underworld, bu—"

“Save it! I'll get there on my own,” I interrupted, not wanting to hear more of her vague explanations and excuses. I would find my way to the Underworld alone—no fucking Gods or Oracles involved. Nothing would stop me from saving Brielle. Not even Fate itself. 
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Continue Reading for an excerpt of Dark Light by S.L. Jennings, 

the first book in The Dark Light Series.
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Oh, what a difference a year makes.

 

A year ago, I was the embodiment of a reckless nineteen year old girl, hell-bent on drinking my way through community college until I couldn’t function and not giving a damn how it made me look. A year ago, I was madly in love with my best friend, Jared, but couldn’t find the courage to tell him. A year ago, the only family I knew of was Chris and Donna, my adopted parents since the day I was born. A year ago, I was content with mediocrity and my love life was non-existent—exactly what I thought it should be.

A year ago, I was human. At least I thought I was.

It’s easy to take something as conventional as your humanity for granted when it isn’t threatened. And being that I had no idea what life would be like without mine, I lived it up like there was no tomorrow. Now I have an eternity of tomorrows, and the last twenty years seem more like a fairy tale than my less than remarkable adolescent life. Because my life—the life that was predetermined for me, the life that so many have died for—is anything but ordinary.

The upside to my newly evolved existence?

Dorian.

Normally, hauntingly gorgeous and intimidating strangers would have me running for the hills. But there is something so inexplicably magnetic and all-around erotic about Dorian that I can’t stay away. I want him; I crave him. And as hard as I try to fight it, I need him. But the million dollar question is Why? Why would any somewhat sane, shrewd young woman deem it necessary to completely throw herself at a man she’s only known for a week? And why would she show up to his freakin’ hotel room at damn near 1 in the morning, unannounced and tipsy, just to see if he is alone and not banging the hot raven-haired beauty that followed him around tonight like a lost puppy?

Even as I step off the elevator and make my way down the hall to his suite, my stomach snarled with apprehension, the questions go unanswered, yet I don’t turn away. I have to know.

What he is...enthralls me. Captivates me. Utterly disarms and beguiles me. And if I hadn’t felt his soft, warm lips on mine, had never tasted the delectable sweetness of his tongue or his tingling, moan-inducing caress, I probably wouldn’t be here, ready to strip away my clothes and inhibitions. I would have wised up and gone back home with Morgan. I probably would have even drunk dialed Jared and professed my undying love for him.

But it’s too late; I have felt all those things. I know what it feels like to be under Dorian’s spell. Because that is exactly what I am. And right now, I am about 2 seconds from learning the truth about him, eagerly hoping to unveil the mystery behind the man.


[image: ]

 

 

Twenty is purgatory.

 

Not quite old enough to legally drink but too old to get away with being young and stupid without serious repercussions. I’ve never been the birthday celebrating type, usually opting to commemorate the day with Señor Tequila and a few of his heady friends. But this particular birthday, marking my 20 inconsequential years on this earth, in short, blows. Just another reminder of how I have no clue what I want to do when I grow up and will probably waste away as an overqualified, bitchy sales clerk at the mall. Which isn’t a far stretch from what I am now.

Twenty years old. Twenty-freakin’-years old. Time to get my shit together.

“Here we go,” I mutter as I pull myself out of bed and trudge into the bathroom to shower. I really, really would rather stay in bed and sleep through this day. There’s nothing to celebrate. Pity party for one, please!

The only thing I have to look forward to is a night out with my best friend, Morgan, which never fails to disappoint. Morgan is my polar opposite in every way—tall, thin, and desirable to every member of the male species, straight and gay alike. She used to be a dancer and has the body and poise to prove it. With her baby smooth mocha skin, exotic Haitian features, and designer clothes, Morgan is the epitome of an ‘It Girl.’ Style is her religion; she lives and breathes all things fierce and fabulous.

Before our night of drinks and dancing, no doubt sponsored by some poor, clueless sap enraptured by Morgan’s charms, I have to attend my annual birthday dinner with my parents. They, too, are my opposites but that’s because they’re my adopted parents and are about as patient and good natured as it gets. It’s pretty evident that Chris and Donna are not my birth parents. The most obvious factor is that they’re Caucasian and I’m...Unknown. How’s that for an identity crisis? I never knew my birth parents and there is virtually zero information on them anywhere. Chris and Donna have tried to fill in the blanks but since I’ve been with them pretty much since birth, they are my real parents. And you can’t miss what you’ve never had.

I turn the faucet on and wait for the hot water to kick in before flicking on the shower. Once the steam begins to billow out from behind the shower curtain, I ease myself in and let the water wash away my weariness. I could stay in here for hours but I’ve got class this morning and can’t afford to be late again. Just a couple more months and I’ll have my useless Associates degree. Then what? A 10% raise from minimum wage? I shake the question out of my head to avoid further frustration at my indecisiveness and finish showering.

After selecting a pair of jeans, a fitted t-shirt and some athletic shoes, I opt to keep my long, wavy hair down in observance of my special day. I usually flat iron it to tame the volume and loose curls but the clock is telling me it’s not happening today. I apply some mascara, a little loose powder & lipgloss. I’m not really high-maintenance but I am a girl after all.

“Good morning, Gabi!” my mom squeals from the kitchen as she pours some pancake batter onto the griddle. She’s beaming, her blue eyes sparkling with pride and affection. Her blonde hair is cut into a chin length bob, courtesy of Morgan, and she’s wearing yoga pants and an athletic top. Donna teaches yoga and Pilates at a local gym so to say she is in shape is an understatement. She’s got a killer physique but doesn’t plague us with gym-rat propaganda or deprive us of our favorite foods, Thank God. I just regret that I’m usually too dreadfully hungover on the weekends to attend any of her classes.

“Geez, thanks, Mom,” I feign embarrassment as I grab the fresh fruit smoothie that Donna makes for me daily. It’s her one healthy contribution to my diet that I’ll accept because I actually like them. She can keep those funky teas and wheat grass crap though. Ick.

“So the big 2-0, eh, Kiddo? Any special plans?” my dad asks from behind this morning’s Colorado Springs Gazette.

Chris's sandy brown hair is meticulously styled and he’s sharply dressed in his usual suit and tie. Being a Senior Engineering Project Manager at Lockheed Martin, he definitely looks the part: handsome, well-groomed and to outsiders, intimidatingly commanding. But to me, he’s the big softie that used to make blanket forts with me as a kid and cry at every one of my grade school play performances, even if I was just a tree.

“Other than slumming it with you two?” I smile. “Not really. Probably go out later with Morgan.”

“Sounds like fun, what time should I be ready?” he chuckles, winking a brown eye at me.

Not many people get to see this side of Chris. Being retired Air Force and a former boxer in his youth, people are usually quite intimidated by him. The same has been said about me, which has secretly made me wonder if he and I could really share the same bloodline.

“Looks like another brutal attack, honey,” Chris says impassively. Donna gives him a sideways glance and then shakes her head solemnly. “You girls better be careful tonight. And take your Mace,” he peers at me from over the paper.

That was more for Donna’s reassurance. Chris has trained me in hand to hand combat since I was old enough walk and he knows I can handle myself against any assailant. I’ve proven myself enough times in fights growing up, whether it was the typical mean girl or some ass-grabbing douchebag.

“Sure, dad,” I say digging into my birthday pancakes and bacon.

Classes are the same tedious, humdrum ramblings of useless information. Many of the students are buzzing about the latest ‘Ice pick Murder’ and there are even rumors of the campus closing until further notice. A third young girl was found dead from what seems to be thin stab wounds around the neck and chest. It’s as if the psycho was purposely aiming for the jugular. A shiver runs down my spine and I glance around me as I read quietly in the atrium between classes.

“Happy Birthday, Beautiful,” a deep, velvety voice murmurs.

I look up to find my good friend, Jared, beaming down at me. We’ve been close since high school and I’ve always been drawn to his laid back demeanor and sincerity. Being over 6 feet tall, with sparkling emerald eyes and a hard, muscular body, Jared is clearly more than a catch. His humble, good natured attitude makes him that much more attractive. He could have gone off to any college of his choosing to play soccer but when his mom was diagnosed with breast cancer 3 years ago, he opted to stay local. He is just an all-around good guy and one of the few people I genuinely love.

Jared sits then pulls a little box out of his backpack and hands it to me tentatively. I’m tempted to stow it and open it at another time when I’m more equipped to handle my vulnerability but I don’t want to offend him. I open the box and inside lays a little silver picture frame, enclosing a photo of Jared and me in the 9th grade. I was new and quickly made enemies among the popular girls who felt threatened by me and Jared willingly took me under his wing. The picture was taken outside of my house, when Jared picked me up (chauffeured by his older brother, James) for the Fall Formal. I wore a dark plum dress, my long, dark curls cascading down my back. My Dulce de Leche complexion looked clear and radiant though I was visibly anxious standing next to a dapper young Jared in my department store frock. Even then, Jared was handsome: chestnut hair, bright smile and glittering green eyes.

“Oh Jared...I love it,” I choke, my voice trembling. Do not cry...You better not freakin’ cry!

He really is one of my oldest, dearest friends. And while I may have admired his good looks in secret, our friendship is exceedingly more important than any romantic possibilities. I quell the foreign thoughts and clear my throat in an over-exaggerated manner.

“Glad you like it. So, um, any plans for tonight?” The static in the air from the tender moment swirls and sticks to us like humidity and I’m thankful for the changed subject.

“Dinner with the folks, drinks downtown...You game?”

“Hell yeah!” he exclaims and we fall back into being normal.

Dinner is at an upscale steakhouse in downtown Colorado Springs and Chris spares no expense. It’s dimly lit, plush and I get a whiff of mouthwatering meats, leather and big spenders as we are greeted by the prim and polished hostess. I immediately regret simply upgrading my shirt and replacing my white tennis shoes with plain black heels. From what I can see, most of the women are donned in cocktail dresses in rich, lush fabrics with the killer heels to match. Morgan would not be pleased with me if she could see me now.

“This is a special occasion, how about some wine, Kiddo?” Chris asks once we are seated. He isn’t overly strict and knows that I enjoy the occasional drink (or 2 or 3 or 8), but he’s never offered alcohol outside the privacy of our home.

“Sure, dad,” I reply, shyly, as if I’m 12 again, sneaking a taste of cheap, water-downed beer.

Chris orders a delicious, full-bodied bottle of red that I’m sure is substantially pricier than the $5 grocery store libations that I’m used to. It’s the perfect combination of sweet and tart and feels like silk in my mouth. I let my eyes close and feel the smooth liquid slide down my throat. When they reopen, I notice that I am being watched by a set of sad grey eyes. When I return her gaze, the young beautiful woman at a nearby table returns her attention to her mundane house salad. Her date, a much older and rounder gentleman, digs into his Porterhouse in ecstasy, his mock napkin bib catching droplets of grease and steak sauce. I instantly feel sorry for her; she’s so slender, her pale skin clings to her protruding bones like glass wrapped in silk. It’s evident that her waifish figure is no accident as she looks at her partner’s saturated fat-laden plate in longing. Like Jared says,‘Homegirl needs a sandwich.’ I smile at our little inside joke, thankful that though I wouldn’t consider myself skinny, I’m fit, strong, and comfortable in my own skin. Nope, I’m not a salad-eating chick.

“So Gabriella, any more thoughts about your plans after graduation?” Donna inquires, breaking me from my reverie. She is simply asking me; not nagging like most parents would when questioning their child about the future. Chris and Donna have never done that. They’ve always taught me to live for today because tomorrow is not promised. Now looking back at my underwhelming list of achievements, I’m wondering if they were too laid back.

“Not sure yet, still considering the military. I just don’t think I can do another 2 years of college without having some sort of real passion for something. Plus I’d love to travel and see the world,” I reply as our waiter places luscious entrees of steak and lobster before us.

“Just let me know and I’ll go see the recruiter with you, Gabi,” Chris chimes in before digging in with enthusiasm.

Colorado Springs is a true military town. Housing Peterson AFB, Schriever AFB, the Air Force Academy and Fort Carson, just about every person in town has some connection to the military. For that reason, the city is bustling with the arrival of new people and businesses.

“Honey, your dad and I have a little something we’d like to give you to help you celebrate your big day,” Donna says towards the end of our sumptuous meal, her gentle eyes gleaming with pride.

She hands me a yellow envelope and an elaborately decorated gift bag. I open the card and 3 crisp 100 dollar bills spill out onto the white tablecloth. I look up in surprise; surely dinner is more than enough. Chris and Donna smile warmly, yet there’s a hint of something else. Sadness maybe? They urge me to open my gift and I store the card in my bag to read later to avoid a public outburst of tears. Inside the adorned bag lies a beautiful Coach bag and matching wallet. I squeal with glee and jump out of my seat to hug them. Just as I pull away from their loving embrace, I hear the familiar mantra of the Happy Birthday song. Oh no! I cringe but my parents are so happy I can’t bear to groan in annoyance. I graciously accept my decadent piece of chocolate cake and blow out the candle, genuinely thankful for the overwhelming amount of love that surrounds me.

Once back at home, I scurry to my room to prepare for my night out. Dinner has lasted longer than expected with the copious amounts of food and wine and I know Morgan will be here soon. Right on cue, the doorbell rings. Donna answers the door and I hear the click clack of Morgan’s Louboutins approach my bedroom.

“Happy Birthday, Bitch!” she squeals holding up a bottle of Moet from her designer bag.

Only Morgan could look this stunning coming straight from her part time job at a high end salon. She’s wearing a tight one shoulder coral mini dress and dangerously high heels. Her hair of the month, a long sleek jet black ponytail, sweeps her backside with each exaggerated movement. She’s also brought a rolling carry-on that houses an array of beauty arsenal, all ensuring that I’ll get the Morgan Pierre makeover magic treatment. She takes one look at the sleek black pants and flouncy black top I’ve laid out and cringes with disgust.

“Oh hell no, Gabs. This will not do you justice after I’m done with you. Here.” She fishes out something from her carry-on bag and tosses it to me. It’s a sexy black lace dress from one of Morgan’s favorite stores, meaning it is way out of my modest price range. “It’s yours,” she smiles, showing off her magnificent, gleaming white teeth.

I get a glimpse of the attached price tag, realizing that it’s about three times more than I’ve ever paid for a dress. “Morgan, I can’t accept this! It’s too much!”

“You can and you will. And you will rock the hell out of it! Now let’s get you ready so we can go turn some heads,” she says sitting me down and getting to work.

When Morgan is done creating her masterpiece, I almost don’t recognize myself. My creamy skin looks flawless and my gleaming hazel eyes are accented by shimmering kohl. My lips are perfectly pouty and glossed and my onyx hair cascades in soft ringlets down my back. I smile my approval and Morgan hands me a glass of the champagne that she’s expertly popped without alarming my parents. We toast to my birthday and her hard work and then head out to conquer the night.

We step into the lounge bar, surpassing the line of waiting customers huddled together trying to keep warm in the frigid night air. It’s March so the temperature is still quite low, plummeting as soon as the sun sets. Of course, Morgan knows the doorman and he lets us right in. We bound up to the hostess station where we are escorted to a VIP table behind a red velvet rope. When Morgan goes out, she goes all out! Chilled champagne and glasses are stationed at the little table centered between plush leather couches. The lounge is draped in rich jewel tones and emanates a sexy Middle Eastern vibe. The lighting is a dim rose tint and I instantly sway my hips to the sensual tunes bumping from the speakers. The place oozes eroticism and I love it. I try hard not to look overly impressed and dazzled but can’t wipe the stupid grin off my face. Already feeling the warm effects from the champagne, I let my steely façade roll down and replace it with a carefree smile. This is my night.

“Morgan, you sure know how to show a girl a good time! Who else are we expecting?” I ask noting the number of glasses at our table.

Right on cue, Jared, his older brother James, and their friend Miguel stroll up. After a barrage of Happy Birthday wishes and hugs, we toast to my official initiation into my twenties. I can’t help but beam as Jared clinks his glass with mine, his green eyes twinkling under the disco lights. I honestly couldn’t imagine celebrating this occasion with anyone else.

Over the next few hours we dance, laugh and drink to our hearts’ content. Between the champagne and tequila shots, my head is swimming and my inhibitions have taken a dive along with my already questionable morals.

I’m rocking my hips to Katy Perry’s “E.T.” when I catch the most magnificent eyes I’ve ever seen from across the room, instantly stopping me in my tracks. They are ridiculously light under long dark eyelashes. His gaze is unyielding, intimidating and almost startling. It’s as if everyone in the club is suddenly frozen in time and he and I are the only two unaltered. I am so entranced by his glower that I hold my breath for what seems like several minutes. Someone taps me and I break free of his hypnotic daze. Only then do I have the privilege to marvel at the rest of him. Dangerously dark hair styled in chaotic perfection halos the most beautiful face, man or woman, I have ever seen. I can see his taut, muscular build even under the long sleeve black shirt and jeans. He isn’t unusually tall yet I can easily see him above the mass of partygoers. Deep set, unbelievably light eyes, full lips, alabaster skin...I swear that I’m gazing upon an angel. Holy shit! And he’s staring at me!

“Oh my God, do you know that guy?” Morgan asks me, following my gawking hazel eyes.

“Um, no,” I reply, trying to sound impassive.

“Are you sure? Because you two have been eye fucking for the past 10 minutes,” she chuckles, a hint of suspicion in her voice. She downs a Patron shot like a pro.

“Seriously, I’ve never seen him before,” I insist, blushing scarlet. I glance back at him and he’s still staring, unmoving. The contrast of his statue-still body with the rest of the rowdy partygoers is strange to say the least. It’s downright unnerving.

“Mmm hmm, sure, Gabs,” she taunts. And just like that she waves him over. My jaw hits the floor and I don’t know whether to run or launch Morgan across the bar. Dammit!

The beautifully daunting stranger strides toward us, never breaking eye contact, not even so much as pausing to maneuver through the crowd. It’s as if people are automatically parting like the Red Sea. In what seems like seconds, the stranger is standing before us, staring down at me as I sink into the plush couch, secretly wishing it would swallow me whole and save me from the blow of rejection that is sure to ensue.

“Hi, um, I’m Morgan and this is my, uh, friend, Gabriella,” Morgan stammers nervously. Perfectly poised Morgan? Nervous? Even she must feel the menacing vibes rolling off him. But I don’t feel scared. I’m...intrigued. Maybe even a bit aroused.

“Nice to meet you,” he nods in her direction, returning his unbreakable glare to me. “Gabriella,” he states thoughtfully, enunciating each syllable. His voice is like warm honey, delicious and sickly sweet.

I sit up and meet his gaze. I don’t back down from anyone, even incredibly scary yet gorgeous men in clubs. I give him my best ‘hard ass’ guise and nod at him rigidly. He regards my stance curiously and furrows his brow, a smile playing on his succulent lips. The change in his expression sends a jolt of electricity between my legs, something I haven’t felt in many moons. I gasp at my body’s uncontrolled impulse and he parts his lips fractionally, silently murmuring something. What the hell?

His face softens and his tense shoulders relax. Only then do I realize that the energetic buzz in our section has ceased and all eyes and ears are on our mystery guest, though he doesn’t seem to notice. He is maddeningly confident and impassive, as if no one else exists. And at this moment, no one does. His mere presence consumes the small space and I swear the air has become unusually dense upon his arrival. He literally takes my breath away.

“I am Dorian,” he states smoothly to no one in particular. Mmmm, Dorian. Even his name melts on the tongue like butter.

“Well, Dorian, please sit with us. Would you like some champagne?” Morgan sputters hastily, trying to regain her infamous Man-eater stance. She pours him a glass without waiting for a reply and holds it up to him. He carefully takes the glass from her and gracefully sits in the space between the two of us.

With Dorian in such close proximity, I am almost positive my heart will beat out of my chest and land in a goopy mess on the dance floor. I refuse to look directly at him for fear that I may freeze under those intense eyes, that I’ve now realized are ice blue. It is the lightest blue I have ever seen. I gulp down my remaining bubbly and smile meekly at him.

“So Dorian, what brings you out tonight? Special occasion?” Morgan questions. Dorian doesn’t answer. He just continues to gaze at me intensely, so she continues. “Hey, it’s actually Gabs’ birthday!” My eyes widen as I literally try to spurt fire from them at her. In an instant, Dorian’s eyes darken, a storm brewing behind the shroud of azure.

“Is that right?” he replies dryly with a hint of boredom. What the hell is his problem?

“Yeah, uh, she just turned 20,” Morgan blurts out when I don’t take the bait and offer any information.

Dorian shifts his body towards mine. He is so bold and sure of himself, it’s weirdly turning me on, and I hate it! I breathe in his intoxicating scent, praying the rise and fall of my chest don’t betray me. His unyielding gaze completely unnerves me yet I can’t tear my eyes from him. I know I should; everything about him is screaming sex and danger. The combination of the two mixed with my weakness for bad boys could very well be my kryptonite.

“Well, Happy Birthday, Gabriella,” he breathes.

Dorian brazenly takes my hand in his and strokes it gently, leaving a trail of icy tingles where his long fingers meet my skin, causing an involuntary gasp to fall from my wanting lips. He then brings it up to his face and lets his dazzling blue eyes close as he inhales the inside of my palm deeply. When they reopen, his pupils dilate and flash momentarily, his eyes becoming so light that they appear almost white for a split second. What the...? He then lets his full lips brush the back of it, again causing the warmth between my thighs to quiver. Then in one swift movement, he’s on his feet again.

His touch is...odd, to say the least. Beguiling. The intense tingling sensation almost stings my hand but it’s strangely pleasurable. I’m panting, unable to form an intelligible response, and realize that I haven’t said anything to him at all! He bows his head slightly and then retreats to the exit, disappearing from my sight, leaving me a panting, blubbering mess.

“What the hell was that about?” Jared asks suddenly sitting next to me. I didn’t even notice the movement. “Mr. Stanger Danger looked like a serious mental case. One of your friends, I assume, Morgan?” he jibes.

“No, but I damn sure wouldn’t mind if he was! Damn! He was sexy as hell!” she shrieks. “He only had eyes for Gabs here though,” she winks at me.

“Well, dude looks like an ultimate creeper. I get a bad feeling about him. Hey, maybe he’s the Ice pick Murderer! Gabs, you better watch out!” Jared jokes, though I don’t return his playfulness.

I try to enjoy the rest of my birthday celebration though my heart is just not in it. I can’t stop thinking about...him. Dorian. I’ve only just met him yet he has already claimed space in my slightly inebriated mind. The way he touched me was unlike anything I have ever experienced. And though the gesture was modest, chaste even, I feel as if he has exposed me—stripped me bare and naked with just a simple touch. I know I should be disturbed by my muddled feelings but I am anything but. I’m fascinated; downright intrigued.

After calling it a night and I am finally in the confines of my messy bedroom, I have to convince myself that I didn’t just imagine it all. I touch my hand to my face; it just barely still tingles and I savor it, reminding myself that I was face to face with the most beautiful creature alive. I giggle dizzily and flop back onto my full size bed, landing on a box that crushes under my weight. How did I not see this? It isn’t wrapped but has just a simple red ribbon tied around it. Tucked under the ribbon, is a handwritten note from my mom, Donna. I force myself to sober up to read it.
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Gabi,

Now that you are old enough to understand, we feel you should have this. Read it. Form your own opinions and do what you think is right. We understand that you may have questions and your father and I will do everything we can to answer them. We know that you can handle anything; you are so strong and resilient. We sincerely hope that you don’t hate us for keeping this from you all these years but you have to understand...this was a very time sensitive matter. It’s difficult for us to explain to you so please, just read before you make any hasty decisions and I hope you can forgive us for our concealment.

We will love you always, no matter what you decide.

Mom
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Hmmm, ok. That’s strange, to say the least. I snap the red ribbon, suddenly feeling solemn and eager to know what information could lie inside. I hold my breath as I remove the crushed top of the box and exhale when I see the brown, leather bound book. Feeling silly at my angst, I open up the aged book, revealing a letter written to me on the first page. Anxiety again floods the pit of my stomach and I focus on the faded words scrawled on the yellowing page.
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My Dearest Gabriella,

If you are reading this, you have reached your 20th birthday. I am so happy for you yet so incredibly sorry that I cannot be there to commemorate this day with you. I can only imagine how bright and beautiful you are. I want you to know that you were born out of immense love. Love so deep that it is worth dying for. You were born to be an incredible force. I know it may not seem like it now, but you will change the course for countless lives in the near future. Because of this, my child, it is important for you to know exactly what great responsibility this entails. In these pages, you will find the story of your past and your present. Only then can you write the story of your future. You are more valuable than you could ever know, believe me my sweet child. And giving birth to you has been my greatest honor. I love you so much. Thank you for choosing me.

Love always in this life and the next,

Natalia
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What. The. Fuck.

It’s from my birth mother.
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