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Authors’ Note

We came up with the idea for Beautiful Creatures: The Untold Stories because the two of us wanted a chance to tell our readers all the stories that never made it into the Beautiful Creatures novels. We’ve been writing about the Mortals and Casters in Gatlin for eight years now, and we’re dying to share all their secrets… or at least as many as we can before Ridley finds out what we’re doing.

These stories are also our opportunity to answer the questions readers ask us most often, like: How did Lila fall in love with Macon? Why did Amma show up at Wate’s Landing to take care of Ethan? What is life like in Gatlin now? Best of all, we’re writing them for our own pleasure as much as for yours.

The truth is, Ethan and Lena, John and Liv, Macon and Lila, Amma and Marian, Link and Ridley—not to mention the entire Wate, Ravenwood, and Duchannes families—they’re our families, too. Gatlin is our hometown as much as it’s home to our characters and our readers. Thank you for sharing this journey with us, and we hope these stories make parting with Gatlin a little easier. But if you still miss Gatlin and your Caster family, you can always visit them between the pages.

So read on. You can start with any story in this series without reading the others. However, for our most committed readers (and honorary Casters), if you read all of them, you’ll learn more than a few things you didn’t know about your favorite Mortals and Casters.

We look forward to sharing the next story with you, and talking about all of them with you online. See you soon in the Gatlin County Library!

Love,

Kami & Margie






For all the Casters and Outcasters who love the world of Beautiful Creatures as much as we do:

This one is for you.









We know what we are, but know not what we may be.

—William Shakespeare







I. Something Blue

“I’m sure I have something blue in here,” Lena’s grandmother Emmaline said, digging through the Victorian trunk at her feet.

“Why would you think that?” Gramma’s daughter, Delphine—more affectionately known as Aunt Del—asked. “Your entire wardrobe is black and ivory. I’m beginning to think you’re the Palimpsest in the family, and you’re stuck in a time before talkies.” Aunt Del was the Palimpsest in the family. Within the Caster world, where powerful Supernaturals had different magical talents, she could see the future and the past in any given place—an ability that rendered Aunt Del confused, to say the least.

Gramma glared at her. “I’m simply trying to fit in with the other women in the community without attracting any more attention.”

Mitchell Wate’s upcoming wedding had forced Gramma out of the privacy of Ravenwood Manor and into the Gatlin public eye of Main Street—where all the best (and only) shops in town were located. It seemed Mitchell’s fiancée had lost her mother at a young age—which, according to Aunt Mercy and Aunt Grace, meant the poor girl didn’t know the first thing about planning a proper Southern wedding. Of course, they had offered their expertise without waiting to be asked, and after tasting six hummingbird cakes (even though she asked for a buttercream) and trying on a dozen antebellum wedding gowns (even though she wasn’t a fan of hoopskirts), Mrs. English had begged Emmaline Duchannes to step in and help.

Lena’s grandmother was flattered. She hadn’t gotten to watch Lena’s mother tie the knot (Cataclyst weddings weren’t exactly popular with Light Casters), and she had always dreamed of planning a wedding. A Mortal one would have to do. The only problem was that she knew a lot more about ordering candied sea horses and braised peacock than honey ham and pigs in a blanket. And now she was in charge of finding “something blue.”

“Why blue? Why not, I don’t know, something diamond? Jewel-encrusted? What’s so special about blue?” Gramma sighed.

Ethan smiled and helped Gramma lift an unwieldy box out of the footlocker. It looked like the archival boxes his mother had used for historical documents and photographs. But this one had seen better days—or decades.

“I don’t know, but it’s nice of you to help Mrs. English with the wedding,” Ethan said.

“I know it means a lot to her,” Lena agreed.

Gramma adjusted one of the tortoiseshell combs in her hair. “Your father deserves a little happiness after the last few years, and so does that poor woman, after everything she’s been through.” She shook her head.

“Really.” Aunt Del sniffed. “They’ve both had more than their share of being blue.”

No one talked about the period of time that Lilian English didn’t even remember, when the Lilum—the most powerful being in the supernatural world—had possessed Ethan and Lena’s English teacher while Lake Moultrie dried up and grasshoppers infested Gatlin like locusts.

Back then, it had felt like the end of days.

Now, as Ethan carried the box to the coffee table, it sounded like a different kind of disaster was happening. A terrible howl came from the next room. A flash of gray and white whipped past Ethan as Lucille Ball tore through the living room.

Boo Radley bounded after the cat, a mass of heavy black fur.

“Boo! Stop!” Lena shouted.

Even a Caster dog as intelligent and obedient as Boo couldn’t resist chasing a cat that was a little too big for her britches.

As Boo cut behind Ethan, the dog’s huge body knocked Ethan off balance. He managed to keep hold of the box, but the lid flew off, sending a smattering of objects raining down on them—letters and scraps of yellowed paper, dried flowers and a deck of playing cards, buttons and costume jewelry, and a little blue book.

Lena picked it up with a triumphant smile. “At least we found something blue.”

Ethan brushed dried flower petals out of her hair. “I’m not sure Mrs. English wants to carry a copy of”—he peered over Lena’s shoulder at the faded cloth cover—“The Link Between Dreams and Memories: A Study in Accessing Long-Term Memory.”

Lena scrunched up her nose. “She might. That sounds interesting.”

A strange expression passed over Gramma’s face. “I haven’t seen that book in years. I thought it was lost.” She took the book from Lena and brushed off the cover, as if it were the most valuable thing in the world.

“What is it?” Lena asked.

Aunt Del stared at the book, her eyes glinting with tears. “It’s the book that saved your life, Lena. Or I suppose I should say it’s the one that helped Macon save it.” She yanked an embroidered handkerchief out of her pocket.

“What do you mean?” Lena asked. “Why haven’t I ever heard of it?”

Gramma walked over and tucked a curl behind Lena’s ear. “It’s the book Macon used to teach himself how to feed on dreams instead of blood—something he did so he could help me keep you safe for all those years. He swore that if I trusted him, he’d find a way to control the Darkness inside him.”

“And you believed him?” Lena asked.

“Not for a second.” Gramma opened the book’s worn cover and paused to look at Lena. “But I was wrong.”






Seventeen Years Earlier






II. Let It Rain

The phone rang and the doorbell chimed at exactly the same time.

Emmaline Duchannes eyed the door warily as she reached for the cordless phone on the antique French table in the foyer. She wasn’t accustomed to unexpected visitors, especially not after dark. She spent little time in Charleston, even though her Victorian home was on the best block of Charleston’s Battery—very far south of Broad. She had made a point of not getting acquainted with her wealthy Mortal neighbors.

“Hello?” she said into the telephone, prepared to scare away a solicitor.

“Emmaline! Thank god you’re home! I had a vision.” Arelia, Macon’s mother, sounded breathless on the other end of the line. Arelia’s powers as a Diviner allowed her to see flashes of the present and the future. Unfortunately, they were rarely moments one would choose to see, which often left the Diviner unsettled. “You need to get over to Sarafine’s house right away,” Arelia rushed on.

The doorbell chimed two more times.

“Sarafine and I aren’t exactly on speaking terms,” Emmaline said, opening the carved oak door. She hadn’t seen her daughter since Sarafine was Claimed by the Dark on her sixteenth birthday, and she wasn’t in a hurry to now. Things never ended well between the two of them, and she had no reason to believe that would ever change.

I tried. I really did.

She opened the door. A slip of a woman stood on the porch in a flowered dress and orthopedic shoes, clutching a patent-leather handbag. The woman cleared her throat. “I’m sorry to bother you, Ms. Duchannes, but what I have to tell can’t wait. My name is Amma—”

Emmaline covered the phone with her hand and cut her off. “I know who you are. Your reputation precedes you, Miss Treadeau.” It was true. There wasn’t a Caster within fifty miles who hadn’t heard the stories about the Seers of Wader’s Creek—and Amma Treadeau was the central figure in at least half of them. She was practically folklore itself, as far as the Lowcountry was concerned.

“Is someone there?” Arelia asked on the other end of the line.

“Yes,” Emmaline said. “A Seer from Gatlin. Wader’s Creek, actually.”

Amma raised an eyebrow, impressed. Emmaline waved the older woman inside and shut the door. She didn’t need any of her nosy neighbors overhearing their conversation.

“Wader’s Creek? To read your cards? Get rid of her! There’s no time.” The voice on the other end reached a fever pitch, and Emmaline was sure the Seer could hear Arelia.

“I don’t mean to interrupt.” Amma gestured at the phone. “But the cards were callin’ to me tonight, and I didn’t like what they had to say.”

A chill ran up Emmaline’s spine. A frantic call from a Diviner like Arelia, and a visit from the most famous Seer and tarot card reader in the state—possibly in all of the South—on the same night? Those two events couldn’t be a coincidence.

I don’t believe in coincidences anyway, she thought.

“It’s about your daughter’s house,” Amma said, her expression grave. “There’s gonna be a fire.”

The phone slipped out of Emmaline’s hand and clattered against the hardwood floor. Sarafine was a Cataclyst—a Caster capable of controlling the elements. But fire was a Cataclyst’s weapon of choice.

And not just any fire, Emmaline knew.

Dark Fire. The elemental flame from which all power came.

If it was true and Sarafine had lost control of her powers again, the prospects were unbelievably grim already. The destruction would be unimaginable.

Heaven help us all.

“I already called Macon. He can make it there faster than you,” Arelia said, on the other end of the phone line. But no one was there to hear it.

Emmaline and Amma were already halfway to the basement, where the round door that led into the Caster Tunnels was hidden underneath a dented washing machine that hadn’t worked in years.

“We have to hurry,” Emmaline said, shoving aside the machine to reveal the Doorwell. She could barely choke out the words she said next. “My granddaughter is in that house.”







III. The Bright One

Fire engines and an ambulance blocked the narrow street in front of Sarafine’s house. Now that they were outside the Caster Tunnels, Emmaline and Amma elbowed their way through the crowd of curious onlookers standing on the sidewalk. A steady drizzle fell from the dark sky, and for a moment, Emmaline allowed herself to hope.

The rain might slow down the fire.

Maybe they weren’t too late.

Amma gazed up at the clouds as she shoved past a cluster of suburban housewives gossiping like old hens.

“Did you ever meet her?” The one in the pink foam curlers bobbed her head with every word.

“The mother? She wasn’t friendly.” A bathrobed bystander crossed her arms for emphasis. “Hardly spoke to anyone. I waved a few times when I saw her walkin’ the baby, but she ignored me.”

“She was probably a Yankee from somewhere up North. They have the worst manners,” the lady in the furry cat slippers answered.

Mortals, Emmaline thought. Even in times of tragedy, they still can’t stop saying nasty things about each other.

“The Veil is thin. I can feel it,” Amma said, her voice low. “Means somebody crossed over.”

Emmaline wasn’t surprised the Seer could sense subtle changes in the Veil—the line between this world and the Otherworld, the land of the spirits. Most Seers could. But at times like this, Emmaline wondered if the ability felt more like a burden than a gift.

I don’t know how she can bear it.

Anxiety churned in Emmaline’s stomach, and she gathered her long skirt in one hand and used the other to push through the crowd. But when she reached the orange cones and the edge of the sidewalk, she gasped.

The scorched foundation and bits of wet framework were all that remained of the house. Everything else was gone.

The Caster’s hand flew to her lips. “We’re too late.”

“Maybe,” Amma said in a measured tone. “Maybe not.” She pointed a bony finger at the ladder truck parked closest to them.

A hulking black dog with a heavy coat of wild fur and the snout of a wolf stared back at them, as if he was waiting. Emmaline recognized the animal immediately—Boo Radley, Macon Ravenwood’s Caster dog. If Boo was here, Macon wouldn’t be far behind.

Boo Radley barked, and one of the firefighters shooed him away. But Boo only circled back.

“I reckon that mangy dog is waitin’ on us,” Amma said, skirting her way around the roped-off area.

Emmaline only nodded and followed. She couldn’t think about anything except the child—the granddaughter she’d never seen. The little girl hadn’t asked to be born into a family of cursed Casters, or to a mother who had been Claimed by the Dark.

Was it the child’s fate to be punished for that now?

As they worked their way toward the back of the house, Boo waited just beyond the tree line, peeking out from between oaks in the wooded area behind the houses.

“If I’d known we were gonna be trompin’ through the mud, I wouldn’t have worn my good shoes,” Amma muttered.

“You can always go back,” Emmaline said stiffly.

“No, I can’t. I want to find that child,” Amma said. “Not chase around Macon Ravenwood’s good-for-nothing dog.”

They followed Boo Radley into the darkness of the trees.

“This way,” a voice called to them from the shadows.

Emmaline breathed a sigh of relief as Macon stepped out from behind a towering oak.

“We’ve been expecting you,” he said.

A raven-haired baby, no more than a year old, stared back at her from Macon’s arms, the child’s cheeks smudged with ash.

Macon held up his lighter, and green eyes blinked in the circle of flickering yellow. “Lena. She’s beautiful.”

“Thank heavens,” Amma said, her shoulders dropping as she exhaled.

Emmaline rushed forward and plucked the little girl from Macon’s somewhat awkward hold. “What about the child’s father?” she asked tentatively.

Macon shook his head.

Emmaline, momentarily distracted by her granddaughter’s black curls, looked up. “Were you able to save him, too?”

“I’m afraid not.” Macon shoved his hands in the pockets of the black cashmere overcoat hanging loosely on his lanky frame. If it weren’t for his pupil-less obsidian eyes, someone could easily mistake him for a handsome Mortal businessman instead of a deadly Incubus. “And I’m not the one who saved Lena,” Macon said quietly.

Amma scowled, scanning the woods. “Then who the devil saved her?” She pointed to Boo, who was sitting at Macon’s feet listening as if he understood the entire conversation. “If you tell me it was that crazy-lookin’ dog a yours, I’m done here.”

“Though I have no doubt Boo Radley is capable of such a rescue, he wasn’t responsible,” Macon said. “When I arrived, it was pouring rain and the clouds were black—only the ones above Sarafine’s house. A weather pattern you don’t see often in the Mortal world, but one a particular type of Caster might bring about.”

Amma stared at the Incubus. “Excuse me?”

Macon’s dark eyes were on the child now. “The storm spread quickly, but those clouds were the point of origin. I witnessed it myself. It was unmistakable.”

Emmaline gave Macon a strange look. “Are you saying—?”

“The child saved herself,” Macon finished. “A survival instinct, which can only mean one thing. Lena Duchannes—your granddaughter, and Sarafine’s daughter, is a—”

“Don’t. Say it. It’s not true. Lena’s just a baby. A sweet, innocent baby.” Emmaline clung to the child in her arms.

Lena perked up at the sound of her name and smiled at the grandmother she had never met, a fact that wasn’t lost on Emmaline, now that she was holding her.

“It is what it is. We cannot change the Order of Things.” Macon kept his gaze fixed on the child as he spoke.

Amma was staring, too. “I can’t say I’ve ever seen one a them in person up until now.”

Emmaline shook her head. “Stop it. Both of you.”

“I’m only stating the obvious,” Macon said.

“You’re jumping to conclusions.” Emmaline couldn’t bring herself to admit that Macon was right. “It’s too early to know what kind of Caster the child is, and Lena’s powers couldn’t possibly be that strong yet,” she said. “And she certainly wouldn’t know how to control them.”

“What if she didn’t need to?” Macon started to pace. “As I said before, self-preservation is an instinct. Perhaps Lena’s powers manifested as a fight or flight response. It’s practically Darwinian.”

Amma eyed the Incubus. “Only the Good Lord himself and one kinda Caster can make it rain outta sheer will.” She looked at Emmaline. “Like it or not.”

“I think after this evening’s events, we can all agree on one thing.” Macon stopped pacing. “Lena is a Natural.” He reached for a tiny curl. “And, I think it’s safe to say, a powerful one at that.”

Emmaline stood in stricken silence.

“Like mother, like daughter,” the Seer said, which seemed as close to agreeing with an Incubus as the older woman was willing to go.

The color drained from Emmaline’s face. A Natural was the most powerful Caster in the supernatural world—an Elemental capable of controlling wind, earth, air, and fire. Like Sarafine, the daughter she couldn’t save.

I didn’t try hard enough, Emmaline thought. I lost her.

But I will not lose Lena.







IV. The Dark One

“No Mortal will ever figure out what caused the fire,” Amma said, staring at the child sleeping on a makeshift blanket bed in Macon’s private study, only hours after a fire almost killed her. “They’ll say it was an old house with bad wirin’.”

Emmaline nodded. “Isn’t it always that way?” The fire was like so many unexplained events in the Mortal world that could be traced back to the Casters—if you knew they existed. Amma Treadeau was one of the few who did. But Emmaline would’ve expected nothing less from the powerful Seer.

Amma kept her eyes on the child. “The way I see it, the ones who don’t know are lucky.”

Emmaline, Macon, and Amma stood together, forming a circle of protection around the child without even trying.

Amma took a step away from Macon, who seemed to make her uneasy. “This child can bring people together, whether they like it or not,” Amma said.

“That’s what I’m afraid of,” Emmaline said. “Sarafine will come for her. If she finds out that Lena survived, she will never stop hunting her.”

Macon bent down and ran his hand over the sleeping child’s black hair. Lena reached out in her sleep, curling her chubby fingers around Macon’s slender one.

“We won’t let that happen,” Macon said. “If Sarafine comes, we’ll protect Lena.”

“We?” Emmaline’s tone was incredulous. “I’m grateful for your help tonight, Macon, but we both know you are a Dark creature. Your allegiance lies with the Dark Casters, and if the time comes to choose a side, that includes Sarafine.”

“I will never choose her side,” Macon growled. “She tried to kill a child, for god’s sake.”

“I’m sure your kind has killed plenty a them,” Amma said. “You’re nothin’ but a wolf in fancy sheep’s clothin’.”

Emmaline couldn’t fault Amma for her reaction. To the Mortals who knew they existed, Blood Incubuses like the Ravenwoods were the real-life version of the fictional vampires in books and movies. They fed on blood, killing Mortals and Supernaturals alike.

“I have never hurt a child,” Macon snapped at Amma. “I am not the monster you think I am.”

“Once a devil, always a devil.” Amma stuck out her chin and crossed her arms.

“I’ve had enough of your riddles, Seer,” Macon said through gritted teeth. “This isn’t Mortal business, so it’s none of your concern.”

“Enough.” Emmaline held up her hand to end the conversation.

Amma steamrolled ahead without a hint of fear. “That’s where you’re wrong, Demon. Your kind has been makin’ messes in my world since before my grandmamma was born, and from what the cards tell me, you’re not close to done yet.” She took a defiant step closer to Macon. “So you’d better get used to seein’ me, because I’m not goin’ anywhere.”

Macon leveled his gaze on Amma. “Then we’re in this together, Miss Treadeau.”

“Don’t you say my name,” Amma snapped, her anger boiling over. “From where I’m standin’, you’ve caused nothin’ but trouble. I know all about you and my boy Mitchell’s wife. You’ve been lurkin’ around Gatlin ever since he started dating Lila Evers—who is now Lila Evers Wate.”

Macon’s eyes narrowed at the mention of the Mortal girl he had loved. “This is about the child.”

Emmaline had no idea Lila had married someone close to Amma Treadeau.

The Seer pointed at Macon, fearless. “It better be.”

“You seem quite concerned about a situation that doesn’t concern you,” Macon said. “I’m surprised you haven’t left by now.”

“I’d like to be gone just as much as you’d like to watch me go,” Amma said as if she wasn’t going anywhere until she was good and ready. “But there’s a question that needs answerin’ before I do. How do you two plan to keep Sarafine Duchannes from figurin’ out her daughter made it outta that house alive?” When no one responded, Amma added, “And if Sarafine finds out, how are you gonna keep that child from endin’ up in a body bag, like her daddy?”

Emmaline turned to Macon. “Miss Treadeau is right, Macon. If we’re lucky, Sarafine will never know the child survived. Hiding Lena is the only option.”

“And if Sarafine figures out the truth?” Amma asked.

Emmaline took a deep breath. “Then I’ll have to protect her.”

“You can’t do this alone, Emmaline,” Macon said. “I’ll help you.”

“As much as I need your help, I can’t turn a blind eye while you feed on Mortals.”

Macon flinched as if Emmaline had struck him. “I’ve never killed a Mortal, and I have no interest in blood. I found another way to sustain myself.”

“What exactly does that mean?” Amma stared at Macon like she was trying to drill a hole through him.

Macon turned toward Emmaline and slipped something out of his jacket.

A tiny blue book.

“My mother found this in St. Louis Cemetery #1, in New Orleans.”

Amma craned her neck. “What is it?”

“An old voodoo book—more of a manual, to be precise—about harnessing the power of dreams,” he said, keeping the book close. “It probably came over from the sugar islands generations ago.”

“What does that have to do with helping me protect Lena?” Emmaline asked.

“I don’t need to feed on blood anymore,” Macon said, his eyes darting to Amma. Whatever his secret was, he didn’t want Amma to hear it. He slid the blue book inside his coat. “You can’t keep Lena safe alone, Emmaline. None of us can. But my physical strength is an asset. You have to trust me. The Darkness within me is my burden to bear, but I can control it now. I give you my word.”

“Even if he’s tellin’ the truth, it doesn’t change what he is,” Amma said. “Not any more than we can change what’s meant to be. The Wheel a Fate keeps turning, whether we like it or not.”

Macon held out his hand to Emmaline. “Perhaps we can slow it down?”

Emmaline closed hers around his and reached out her other hand to Amma. The Seer laced her fingers through Emmaline’s and shot Macon a look that said Don’t you even think about touching me.

“Do you think it’s possible?” Emmaline asked Amma.

Amma Treadeau stared up at the heavens and gave a slow nod. “It’s possible. If the Good Lord’s willin’ and the creek don’t rise.”







V. Caster Girls

Thirteen years later, Lena Duchannes was every bit her Gramma’s girl. She had serious eyes, a kind heart, and a book in her hand. In fact, she loved school almost as much as her cousin Ridley Duchannes hated it.

Lena was in eighth grade, and they were reading some of her favorite books: Freak the Mighty, Lord of the Flies, and Fahrenheit 451. Ridley was in ninth grade, and she had successfully avoided reading both her reading teacher assigned: Romeo and Juliet, an awful play about a ridiculous Mortal girl who drinks some crazy potion to fool everyone into thinking she’s dead, and then drinks real poison after her boyfriend thinks she’s dead and kills himself for real (at least that’s what Rid gathered from the mind-numbing class discussion); and The Scarlet Letter, an even more depressing book about a Mortal society where a woman has to wear a big red A on her chest after she hooks up with a guy.

Ridley had to admit that one was pretty amusing, since they were living in Salem, Massachusetts (for now). Ridley never got tired of hearing about Mortals’ ridiculous ideas where witchcraft was concerned. Magic spells were reduced to nature rituals, praying to pagan gods, or hocus-pocus nonsense that made it seem as if any idiot could perform a Cast—or a spell, as Mortals called it. Of course, this usually required a magic word—another stupid concept. As if you could just wave a twig around and make wishes come true or create an illusion.

Lena rarely admitted it, but she liked Mortals. While Ridley saw them as either trouble or a toy, she could tell it was different for Lena.

Ridley couldn’t understand why. Sure, Mortals were interesting to watch, like exotic birds or a bunch of hyperactive puppies—sort of clueless and adorable. And most of them meant well.

Except for Katherine Palmer, Lizzie Porter, and Abigail Price.

They were the most popular girls in eighth grade, and the meanest. On the first day of school, they settled on Ridley’s cousin as their favorite target. Right now, they were sitting two rows in front of Lena, during history class.

They were also the reason Rid was crouching in the backpack closet. She’d skipped English—well, that part wasn’t really because of her cousin—so she could hide in Lena’s classroom and see for herself exactly how bad the situation had gotten.

Ridley wedged her face into the crack of the closet door.

“All right, tonight’s homework is on the board. You will complete a new entry in your Witch Trials journal,” their teacher said. “And no skipping lines.”

A chorus of groans passed through the room.

Ridley rolled her eyes. Witch Trials.

“You may be excused,” the teacher said.

Sitting perfectly straight at her desk, Lena closed the spiral notebook she carried everywhere. It was full of poems that she never showed anyone, not even Ridley. That hadn’t stopped Rid from sneaking a look once or twice, but it didn’t make a difference. She couldn’t really make sense of the strings of words and thoughts. They were only words, and to Ridley, actions were what mattered.

Abigail Price closed her purple Trapper Keeper and glared at Lena. “These homework assignments must be really easy for you, Lena. All you have to do is ask your grandmother what it’s like to be a witch.”

Lizzie and Katherine laughed.

Lena cringed and held her books against her chest like a shield.

Ridley cursed under her breath. Stupid Mortals.

She wasn’t sure who had started the rumors about Gramma, but they had caught on like wildfire.

Mortals love gossip, Gramma had told them. Life is quite boring when your powers are picking out your clothes and your breakfast cereal.

The gossip didn’t bother Gramma at all, but it gave the girls at school a reason to bother Lena. Which gave Ridley a reason to bother them.

Rid considered her options as she waited for her cousin.

Lena didn’t move until they were gone, and then headed straight to her locker. Ridley followed her. Lena stared straight ahead, without looking at or speaking to anyone.

Ridley had almost caught up with her cousin when Lena got to her locker—just as Katherine, Lizzie, and Abigail turned the corner.

“What’s in your locker, Lena?” Abigail asked, already giggling.

“I bet she has a voodoo doll or a magic wand,” Lizzie said.

Rid shook her head. Comments like Lizzie’s proved that Mortals had fewer brain cells than Casters did.

“I don’t have anything in here except books and a sweatshirt, see?” Lena said, holding the door open wide.

Katherine’s eyes narrowed, and she moved closer to Lena. “Do you think we believe anything you say? You can probably make your voodoo dolls invisible if you want.”

Lena tried to take a step back, but the lockers were behind her now, and there was nowhere to go.

“Witches don’t use voodoo dolls, Kelly,” Ridley said, letting her voice carry through the hall. It was time to make her presence known.

“It’s Katherine, not Kelly,” Katherine said, raising her chin. She was almost as tall as Ridley. Rumor had it that Katherine had failed kindergarten, and she was really supposed to be in ninth grade.

Ridley flipped her long blond hair over her shoulder and blew a big pink bubble with her gum. “As if I care. The only thing I know about you three losers is your last names all start with P. So I think I’ll call you Petty”—she pointed at the first girl and continued down the line—“Pointless, and Pathetic. Now run along to the cafeteria and leave my cousin alone, or you’ll be sorry.”

“Come on,” Abigail said. “Before she puts a spell on us.”

Ridley zeroed in on the scatterbrained redhead. “What did you just say to me?”

Abigail gulped.

“You heard her,” Lizzie said. She was the stupidest of the three and clearly lacked basic survival instincts.

The three girls moved closer to one another, forming a not-so-intimidating-looking wall.

Let’s go to lunch, Rid. I don’t want to get in trouble, Lena Kelted silently. Ridley and Lena had been able to Kelt—hear each other’s thoughts—since they were young. At times like this, the ability came in handy. Please. I don’t want to move again.

Rid knew Lena’s ridiculous desire to stay in one place was the root of the problem. To make matters worse, Lena seemed more than willing to be tormented in order to sit at a desk all day. Rid cringed at the thought.

I’m not letting them treat us like crap, Rid Kelted back.

“Apologize,” Ridley snapped at Katherine. “To me and my cousin.”

Katherine stared back at Rid. “You wish.”

A mischievous look flashed in Ridley’s eyes. “You know, during the Salem Witch Trials, people believed witches had marks so you could identify them.”

“Why don’t you show us yours?” Katherine asked smugly.

“You first.” Ridley whispered two words, and Lena recognized the Cast immediately. Their uncle had used it to amuse them all the time when they were little.

The Notati Cast.

To Mark the Unmarked.

It hit Katherine first—a black stain that began at her fingertips. “Oh my god!”

The color crept up her fingers and spread to her hands, inching its way up her arms like ink on a piece of paper.

Lizzie was next, followed by Abigail.

Rid, stop! Please!

“You really are a witch,” Abigail whispered, her wide eyes terrified.

“Not just a witch.” A wicked smile spread across Ridley’s glossy pink lips. “I’m a monster.”

The three girls screamed at the tops of their lungs, and the teachers ran out of their classrooms to help. Ridley looked at Lena, who buried her face in her hands.

Rid knew they wouldn’t be coming back to school tomorrow.

* * *

After Ridley explained that the black stain was just food dye, one of the teachers sent her and Lena to the office. But they never made it. On the way, they ducked through the double doors that led to the playground and ran all the way home.

Ridley laughed most of the way, and Lena’s eyes welled with tears of frustration.

When they reached the white Tudor house, Lena stopped at the door. “Why did you have to ruin everything, Rid? Now we’ll have to move again.”

“Good,” Ridley said, unwrapping a cherry lollipop—her favorite. “I didn’t like it here anyway. Too much fresh air.”

“Don’t you get sick of being stuck in the house? At least if we’re in school, we get to do something.”

“Something boring.” Ridley stared at her cousin. She loved Lena, but at times like this it was hard to believe they were related. “You’ll thank me later.”

Inside, Gramma was on the old black rotary telephone in the library, most likely talking to the principal.

“Are you positive?” she asked the person on the other end of the line. “That’s all I need to know.” Gramma hung up the phone and pressed her fingers against her temples. When she finally noticed Lena and Ridley in the hallway, she seemed surprised.

“I’m glad you’re home, girls. Go upstairs and pack your things,” she said, swishing by them in one of her long, old-fashioned skirts. “We’re leaving.”

Lena’s heart sank. “When?”

Gramma was already gathering papers from inside the console table. She gave Lena a strange look, as if the answer should’ve been obvious.

“Tonight.”







VI. Secrets by the Sea

The beach rolled out endlessly below the cliffs that concealed Gramma’s house. But even the perfect white-sand beaches of Barbados were no match for two bored teenage Caster girls.

After they packed, Gramma had ushered Lena and Ridley through the Tunnels until they reached her house in Barbados. The island was a source of power for the Duchannes family, and it was always the place Gramma took them when she was feeling particularly paranoid—not that Gramma ever shared her concern with them.

They had been in Barbados for ten days now, and Lena and Ridley were already itching to leave.

“Do you think Gramma will let us go back to school in September?” Lena asked, her fourteen-year-old legs dangling over the edge of the balcony. Tiny clumps of sand fell from her bare feet, dusting the cliffs below them.

Not this again, Rid thought, unwrapping her second cherry lollipop and rolling it over her stained red tongue.

“Don’t get your hopes up,” Rid said, in her best I’m-older-than-you-and-I-know-everything voice. “I think the whole getting run out of Salem Junior High like we were actual witches spooked her.”

Lena exhaled dramatically and glared at her cousin. “Then maybe you shouldn’t have acted like a witch.”

“Hindsight is twenty-twenty. I’ll try to remember that when we move to the next loser town.” Ridley leaned back and stared up at the blue sky. It reminded her of rock candy and iced tea that was sweeter than anywhere else in the world.

“It was an accident,” Rid said finally, pretending she’d been thinking about the incident in Salem instead of Southern sweets. “How was I supposed to know the Notati Cast would turn their fingers black?”

“Maybe because notati means Marking in Latin, and Uncle Macon used to do it all the time,” Lena said.

Ridley couldn’t help but smile, remembering the way the girls’ arms had turned black all the way up to their elbows. They got exactly what they deserved.

Salem was a small town, like most of the places Gramma made them move. Small towns were all alike; if you didn’t look the same as everyone else (which Rid and Lena never did) and act just like everyone else (which Ridley refused to even consider doing), you were instantly branded an outsider—someone who didn’t belong. And that’s how you were treated.

Ridley bit into the lollipop with a loud cracking sound. “Those stuck-up idiots teased you for months, and they had you backed up against your locker like they were planning to shove you in there. They’re lucky I didn’t turn their whole bodies blue.”

Lena stiffened when Ridley mentioned the incident. “I doubt they were going to push me in a locker. They were just—”

“Bullying you? Tormenting you? Humiliating you?” Rid pushed up onto her elbows. “Should I keep going?”

Lena’s black curls twisted in the air around her, but unlike Ridley, Lena didn’t have any control of her abilities. Ridley wasn’t even sure she knew what they were yet.

Rid stood up and brushed the mud off her pink shorts. “I did us both a favor. Trust me. School is boring. Mortals are worse.”

Lena stared at the empty beach below her grandmother’s house, nestled in the cliffs. “Like this is exciting?” she said. “We’re probably the only teenagers on this side of the island. At least in Salem, we could go to the movies or the library. What are we going to do here all summer?”

“We’ll think of something,” Ridley said, walking back into the sunroom.

Lena followed, an irritated tone edging its way into her voice. “You don’t mind being stuck here because you think your boyfriend will show up again.”

Ridley’s cheeks flushed. “Shut up. He wasn’t my boyfriend. I don’t even know anything about him.”

Except that it felt like he knew me, Ridley thought. Like we were the same, and something was pulling us together.

Lena kept talking. “It doesn’t matter how much you know about him. He almost kissed you.”

Ridley shook her head and grabbed a handful of candied seahorses from the dish on the coffee table as she walked through the cozy living room. She never should’ve told Lena about what happened with the mysterious Caster boy she met on the beach last summer. Ridley had never seen him again after that day, but she’d spent more than a few class periods daydreaming about him.

How could she forget the way he’d looked at her? His eyes had swallowed Ridley whole—like she was beautiful and special, instead of a troublemaker.

“Earth to Ridley Duchannes,” Lena said, waving a hand in front of her cousin’s eyes.

“What?” Rid glared at Lena, then paused at the foot of the spiral staircase, listening. Muffled voices drifted down from the second floor. “Shh.” Ridley held up her hand, signaling Lena to be quiet. “Do you hear that?” she whispered.

Visitors.

Ridley could barely make out their grandmother’s voice. Luckily, she had plenty of experience eavesdropping.

“I’m so sorry to hear about your wife’s disappearance,” Gramma said. “But I’m not sure how I can help.”

“She didn’t disappear, Ms. Duchannes. My wife was kidnapped,” a man said.

A chill ran up Ridley’s spine.

“What are they saying?” Lena whispered. “I can’t hear anything.”

“Shh.” Rid held a finger to her lips. “Someone was kidnapped.” Finally something’s happening around here, she Kelted. Nothing interested Ridley more than danger.

“Who?” Lena looked nervous.

Rid shrugged and Kelted back, I don’t know.

Gramma and the man continued talking, but they had lowered their voices, making it harder for Ridley to figure out exactly what they were saying. She only caught snippets of the conversation.

“He treats them like slaves…” the man said. “… heard talk in the Underground.”

“Silas is deeply disturbed, I’m afraid,” Gramma said. “I don’t have any contact with him for that very reason.”

China rattled, as if someone had knocked over a plate or cup.

Did you hear that? Rid Kelted.

Loud and clear, Lena Kelted back.

Why are they talking about Silas Ravenwood? And who’s that guy up there with Gramma?

I don’t know, Lena responded silently.

“He’s not working alone,” the man said. “But my memory comes and goes all the time now. My son thinks it’s the effect of some kind of Cast.”

“I’m sorry for everything you’re going through,” Gramma said quietly. “I truly am. But I’m raising two girls myself, and I can’t afford to get involved with anything that might put them in danger.”

“Word has it that Silas has a Cataclyst working with him. If that’s true, it could put every Light Caster in danger. Are you willing to get involved now?” the man asked.

The sound of footsteps above them sent Lena and Ridley sliding across the floor and down the stairs. They flattened themselves against the wall beneath the staircase.

“I don’t mean to interrupt.” The voice belonged to Macon Ravenwood. “But Ms. Duchannes has been very gracious by inviting you into her home, and I sense you have overstayed your welcome, Mr.—?”

Uncle Macon. Rid looked at Lena. So whatever they’re talking about is serious.

“It all makes sense now,” the mystery man snapped. “Why would you want to help if you’re involved with a Blood Incubus like Silas?”

Lena looked panicked.

Don’t worry. Uncle M is with her, Ridley reassured her cousin.

“Sir, I’m asking you kindly—” Uncle Macon began.

“I’m leaving,” the man said, followed by the sound of footfalls on the landing above them. “I’m raising a child, too, Ms. Duchannes, and my son is suffering without his mother. Silas Ravenwood is a monster, and with a Cataclyst on his side, we should all be afraid. Even you, Mr. Ravenwood.”

Ridley held her breath as the man’s footsteps pounded against the stairs. Gramma and Uncle Macon didn’t follow, but she knew they were probably standing on the landing, watching the unwelcome visitor see himself to the door. She only caught a glimpse of the man as he passed them.

Lena pointed above their heads and Kelted, Don’t say anything. They’re right above us.

Ridley glared at her. Do you think I’m stupid?

“Well, that was unpleasant, to say the least,” Gramma said. “It would be nice if the neighbors at one of the houses I own didn’t despise me.”

“The conversation was informative, nonetheless,” Macon said. “It seems Ridley’s little stunt at school was well timed.”

Ridley shot her cousin a smug smile. See?

Lena rolled her eyes.

“There’s only one thing I need to know.” Gramma paused for a moment before continuing. “Is Lena safe here?”

At first, Rid wasn’t sure she’d heard her grandmother correctly.

Lena gave her a confused look. What is she talking about? she Kelted frantically.

Before Ridley’s answer surfaced in Lena’s mind, Uncle Macon responded, his voice heavy. “I’ll do whatever I have to in order to protect her,” he said.

“You didn’t answer the question, Macon.” Gramma sounded worried.

Uncle Macon was silent for a moment. “As safe as Lena can ever be.”







VII. The Angry Queen

That same night, thousands of miles away in Wader’s Creek, South Carolina, Amma Treadeau shuffled the old gilded deck of cards she had been reading since she was a child. Most people mistook them for tarot cards, but they were far more powerful. Cards of Providence offered answers to a Seer’s questions if you asked the right ones—and you weren’t afraid to find out the answers.

Amma had avoided the cards lately. She’d been plagued by disturbing dreams for the last week, and she hadn’t wanted to face whatever the cards had to tell her. But she couldn’t hide from them, not anymore. There was a child in the most recent dream, and even though Amma couldn’t remember any other detail about the child, it was enough to force her into action.

What if Ethan, Mitchell and Lila’s beautiful boy—who was practically Amma’s child, too—was in some kind of danger?

I’d never forgive myself, and that’s the truth, Amma thought. Not with everything she already knew about the future the fourteen-year-old boy had ahead of him. A Seer couldn’t see everything a person’s destiny held, but Amma already knew more than she wanted to.

“It’s time,” she said to herself, spreading the cards facedown on her kitchen table. She flipped the cards over one by one, and by the time she had turned the fifth card, she knew the dreams had nothing to do with her boy, Ethan.

When Amma turned the final card, she stared at the spread, her heart pounding.

The Angry Queen.

The Hourglass in the inverted position.

The Child of Darkness.

The Wheel of Fate…

No.

Amma scattered the cards across the table. She couldn’t stand to look at them a second longer. She’d been right about one thing, all right: There had been a girl in her dreams—not much younger than Ethan.

The universe is like an old quilt, Amma’s Aunt Delilah used to say. Pull too hard on one thread, and you’re bound to loosen another. Before you know it, the whole thing will unravel.

It was what Amma feared most—tugging on the wrong thread and unraveling the whole darn thing herself.

That’s what happens when you make a deal with a devil, Amma thought. Especially if his name’s Macon Ravenwood. Too late now. What’s done is done.

Amma picked up the receiver of the rotary phone on the kitchen wall and dialed the number she had rehearsed in her head so many times that she knew it by heart.

The phone rang on the other end, and Amma waited. What was she going to say? She hadn’t thought that far ahead. After the seventh ring, she had started to hang up when she heard Emmaline Duchannes’ familiar voice.

“Hello?”

Amma took a deep breath and steeled herself. “It’s Amma Treadeau.”

“What’s wrong?” The Caster sounded panicked.

As you should be, Amma thought.

“I saw somethin’ in the cards. She’s comin’ for the child.” Amma swallowed hard, dreading the part she had to say next. “She knows, Emmaline.”

“What?” Emmaline asked. “Can you repeat the last part? The reception is terrible here on the island.”

Sarafine Duchannes.

Amma almost couldn’t bring herself to say the name. Instead, she let her fingers curl around the old wooden spoon on her counter like it was a sword and took a deep breath before she spoke the words that would change everything.

“Sarafine knows Lena survived the fire.”







VIII. Sacrifices

Lena didn’t say a word as she stared at the little blue book in her hands.

“Let’s get out of here,” Ethan said. He grabbed her hand, interlacing his fingers with hers. The coast was clear if they needed to bolt, which Ethan was pretty sure they did. Gramma and Aunt Del had moved on to their tea on the veranda.

“Can you imagine changing your fundamental nature to save a child’s life?” Lena’s eyes were bright and teary.

“Of course I can, especially if you’re the child we’re talking about. Love is like that. Your Uncle Macon would do anything for you.” He pulled her into his arms. “So would I. Because you’re worth it, L.”

“Love is pretty incredible,” she said softly.

“You’re pretty incredible.” Ethan nuzzled Lena’s neck and took the book out of her hand. “I think this is the perfect something blue for Mrs. English. It saved the life of the girl I love, which makes it lucky, as far as I’m concerned.”

She slid her arms around his waist. “That’s so sweet and—”

“Cheesy?” Ethan finished. “When did we turn into a Hallmark movie?”

Lena smiled. “Your dad’s wedding is making everyone sentimental. We have to save ourselves, or we’ll end up like them.”

Ethan leaned close. “Would that really be so bad?”

Lena’s lips were on his before he could finish the sentence.
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