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F

One

or	 as	 long	 as	 I	 could	 remember,	 I	 looked	 forward	 to	 turning	 sixteen.	 I
figured	sixteen	would	be	the	magical	year	when	I	would	get	my	license,	be

treated	like	an	adult	in	my	family,	and	finally	stop	having	to	sit	at	the	kids’	table
on	 holidays.	 I’m	 not	 sure	 why	 I	 picked	 that	 age—in	 fact,	 it	 seems	 kind	 of
arbitrary—but	I	was	sure	my	sixteenth	year	would	bring	fabulous	new	gifts	and
surprises.
As	it	turned	out,	I	was	right.
Except,	 instead	 of	 attending	 some	 fantastic	 party	 thrown	 by	 my	 friends	 or

driving	around	in	some	great	new	car	with	a	big	red	bow,	I	was	gifted	with	trash.
Piles	and	piles	of	trash.
“Queen	Rhea,	you’d	better	take	that	garbage	out	now,”	my	sister	Leah	said	as

she	 stretched	 her	 arms	 over	 her	 head.	 She	 was	 sitting	 on	 the	 blue-and-white
gingham	couch	 in	our	 family	 room,	her	boyfriend	Ben	at	her	 side.	She	peered
down	 at	me,	 crossing	 her	 arms	 over	 her	 chest,	 as	 I	 lay	 on	 the	 floor	watching
television.
I	 rolled	 my	 eyes.	 As	 the	 third	 out	 of	 four	 sisters,	 I	 was	 forever	 being

“reminded”	to	do	my	chores.	“I’m	busy,”	I	said.	I	tried	to	muster	up	a	fantastical
power,	such	as	the	ability	to	turn	household	objects	into	little	slaves,	like	in	those
Disney	movies.
No	such	luck.
“You	better	finish	it	before	Mom	comes	home,”	Leah	said.	I	shot	her	a	dirty

look	while	Ben	shifted	uncomfortably.	I	would’ve	felt	bad	for	him,	but	he	should
be	used	to	uncomfortable	situations—Leah	can	be	such	a	dork	sometimes.



But	I	knew	she	was	right.	Mom	was	probably	at	the	grocery	store	right	now,
pausing	to	stare	at	a	display	of	red	peppers	and	disapprovingly	shaking	her	head
at	my	 laziness.	When	 it	 comes	 to	 sneaking	 things	 past	my	mom,	 I’ve	 always
been	at	a	serious	disadvantage.	She’s	a	famous	psychic	whose	spirit	guides	tell
her	everything,	 including	the	disobedient	things	my	sisters	and	I	do	behind	her
back.	Sometimes	having	a	special	mom	is	less	than	fun.
In	 fact,	my	entire	 family	 is	kind	of	“special.”	My	older	 sisters	Morgana	and

Leah	are,	respectively,	a	Witch	who	conducts	energy	healings	and	a	Shaman	to
the	Other	Realm.	My	younger	sister	Gia	is	a	Muse.
I	glanced	at	Leah,	 stood	up,	and	sighed	 loudly.	“Happy	birthday	 to	me.”	 I’d

been	sixteen	all	of	a	few	hours	so	far,	and	my	year	wasn’t	shaping	up	to	be	any
better	than	the	previous	fifteen.
“It’s	your	own	fault	you’re	stuck	inside	today.	If	you	hadn’t	broken	curfew—

again—you	wouldn’t	be	grounded	on	your	birthday.”	Leah	cocked	her	head	back
and	forth,	mocking	me.
“I’m	aware	of	 that,	 thanks.”	 I	 shot	 her	 another	 look	before	heading	 into	 the

kitchen	to	take	the	last	bag	of	trash	out.	Lucky	for	me,	Morgana’s	cat,	Doppler,
had	 barfed	 all	 over	 the	 floor	 and	 she’d	 filled	 up	 the	 bag	with	 cat-puke	 paper
towels.	 I	 again	wished	 for	 powers	 like	my	 sisters	 had,	 instead	 of	 the	warped,
strange	gift	I	was	given.
Or,	should	I	say,	was	born	with.
When	my	mom	was	pregnant	with	me,	she	had	a	dream	that	I	was	a	queen.	I

had	a	large	pearl	and	gold	scepter	in	my	hand	and	a	tall,	striped	crown	made	of
onyx	 on	my	 head.	Based	 on	 this,	my	mom	 said,	 she	 knew	 I	was	 destined	 for
greatness.	Little	did	she	know	that	it	was	more	like	I’d	been	previously	destined
for	greatness.	Just	before	I	was	born,	she	had	another	dream,	and	this	 time	she
saw	exactly	what	name	I	used	to	have:
Cleopatra.
I	am	Cleopatra,	reincarnated.
At	 first,	 this	might	 sound	 really	 special	 and	different—but	 trust	me,	 it	never

afforded	 me	 any	 special	 treatment	 in	 life	 or	 at	 home.	 I’m	 a	 former	 Egyptian



queen	…	who	had	 to	spend	her	sixteenth	birthday	cleaning	out	 the	garage	and
taking	out	the	trash.
I	grabbed	the	slimy	garbage	bag	from	the	kitchen	and	hauled	it	outside.	As	I

closed	the	lid	on	the	can,	I	sighed.	It	was	a	warm	night,	almost	June,	just	before
school	got	out	for	the	summer,	and	a	perfect	time	to	hang	out	with	my	friends.
They	were	 likely	at	Ali	Erickson’s	house,	blasting	music	and	swimming	in	her
pool	that	had	a	waterfall.	Her	parents	only	rule	was,	don’t	come	in	the	house	and
bother	us	and	we	won’t	bother	you.
I	looked	up	at	the	sky,	wishing	once	again	that	I	hadn’t	come	home	so	late	the

previous	week.	It	really	wasn’t	my	fault.	It	was	my	friend	Harper’s	fault.	Her	car
got	a	flat	tire	on	the	way	home	from	the	movie,	but	my	parents	didn’t	care	about
the	reason	and	grounded	me	anyway.
“Star	 light,	 star	 bright	…	”	 I	 started	 to	whisper	 up	 at	 the	 sky,	 then	 stopped.

“Whoa.”	I	sucked	my	breath	in	and	craned	my	neck	around.	The	clear	night	sky
was	filled	with	so	many	twinkling	stars	 that	 I	seemed	to	be	 looking	at	glittery,
milky	streaks.	One	star	in	particular	seemed	to	twinkle	pink,	straight	above	my
head.	I	vaguely	remembered	hearing	something	on	the	news	about	one	particular
star	being	closer	to	Earth	than	it	had	been	in	hundreds	of	years.
“There’s	more	trash	in	here!	I	almost	stepped	on	a	banana	peel,”	Leah	called

from	the	house.
“Maybe	you	should	just	pick	it	up	yourself,”	I	grumbled	under	my	breath.
I	tore	my	eyes	away	from	the	stars	and	shot	a	dirty	look	toward	my	house.	We

live	in	a	small	brick	two-story	Colonial	with	a	deck	off	the	back.	Our	backyard	is
average-sized,	but	Leah	claims	most	of	it	for	her	Other	Realm	duties,	so	we	have
all	 these	 miniature	 gardens	 and	 platforms	 that	 she	 uses	 to	 communicate	 with
Other	 Realm	 beings.	 I	 suggested	 our	 backyard	 would	 be	 better	 served	 by	 a
swimming	 pool,	 but	 once	 again	 I	 got	 outvoted.	 So	 instead	 of	 a	 beautiful,
sparkling	 lagoon	 there	 are	 small	 toadstools,	 offering	 platters,	 and	 tiny	 purple
doorways	to	the	Other	Realm.
“You	better	not	be	trying	to	sneak	out!”	Leah	yelled.
I	trudged	toward	the	house,	muttering	under	my	breath.	Despite	having	three

sisters,	 two	 parents,	 and	 one	 neurotic	 cat,	 I	 seemed	 to	 be	 the	 only	 one	 on



indentured	servant	duty.	Ever.	I’m	sure	in	my	aristocratic	past	I	had	servants	for
everything	and	never	had	to	wipe	spilled	coffee	grounds	off	the	floor.
As	I	came	inside,	I	heard	Ben	clicking	through	the	TV	channels;	he	stopped	on

the	 nightly	 news.	 Normally	 I	 don’t	 watch	 the	 news,	 but	 one	 word	 make	 me
freeze—and	made	my	 ears	 practically	 turn	 around	 like	 the	 cat’s	whenever	 she
hears	the	words	“eat”	and	“catnip.”
Cleopatra.
“Ben,	stop,”	I	heard	Leah	say.	I	slid	across	the	kitchen,	into	the	family	room.

And	 yes,	 I	 tripped	 over	 the	 banana	 peel.	 Leah	 and	 I	 briefly	 locked	 eyes	 as	 I
planted	myself	in	front	of	the	television,	my	hands	on	my	hips.
The	story	began	with	a	video	clip	of	a	desert	presumably	somewhere	in	Egypt.

Men	 in	white	 robes	stood	around	with	shovels	and	sifting	platters	while	a	guy
wearing	a	blue	shirt	and	khaki	pants	wiped	his	head	with	a	bandana.	The	news
anchor’s	 voiceover	 said,	 “Archaeologists	 think	 they	 are	 close	 to	 finding	 the
location	of	Cleopatra’s	tomb	in	Egypt.	Lost	for	centuries,	 the	Egyptian	queen’s
burial	site	has	never	been	uncovered,	despite	intense	searching.”
The	 guy	 in	 khaki	 pants,	 an	 American	 identified	 as	 Paul	 Coburn,	 said,

“Uncovering	such	a	treasure	would	be	invaluable	for	the	field	of	antiquities,	not
to	 mention	 the	 historical	 significance	 of	 the	 artifacts	 that	 are	 certainly	 buried
with	Cleopatra.	We	have	already	unearthed	many	 treasures	 from	her	 time,	 and
finding	 her	 tomb	would	 far	 surpass	 the	 finding	 of	 King	 Tut’s	 tomb.	 It	 would
rightly	be	considered	the	greatest	archaeological	discovery	in	history.”
The	 news	 anchor	 came	 back	 on.	 “Officials	 say	 that	 they	 are	 digging	 near

Taposiris	 Magna,	 an	 area	 close	 to	 Alexandria.	 Deep	 passageways	 have	 been
found	that	Coburn	believes	lead	to	a	mausoleum	possibly	containing	the	remains
of	the	great	queen.	The	crew	hopes	to	soon	reach	the	inner	sanctum.	Experts	say
that	there	may	be	artifacts	of	priceless	value	in	the	tomb.”
Leah	cleared	her	throat	but	I	refused	to	turn	around	and	look	at	her.	The	news

switched	 over	 to	 a	 story	 about	 a	 bird	 that	 ate	 a	 woman’s	 engagement	 ring.	 I
stayed	 still,	 hands	 pressed	 to	my	 sides.	 I	 felt	 a	 trickle	 of	 sweat	 run	 down	my
back.
What	does	this	mean?



Is	this	a	good	thing	or	a	bad	thing	or	a	…	who	cares	thing?
“Rhea?”	Leah	said.
I	 slowly	 turned	 around	 and	 shrugged	 my	 shoulders.	 “That’s	 interesting.	 It

would	be	cool	 to	see	where	she’s	buried	and	I’m	sure	it	would	be	a	big	tourist
attraction,	but	I	don’t	think	it	has	anything	to	do	with	me.”
Ben	 shifted	 uncomfortably	 again	 and	 pretended	 to	 study	 the	 remote	 control.

He’s	a	“regular”	guy,	and	although	he	knows	all	about	our	family,	he	sometimes
acts	like	he	thinks	we’re	all	possessed.	I’ve	told	him	not	to	worry—if	he	ever	got
possessed,	Morgana	would	fix	him.	But	he	didn’t	seem	comforted	by	that	fact.
Leah	kept	staring	at	me.	“Do	you	think	we	should	tell	Mom	about	this?”	she

asked.
“If	you	want.	Go	ahead.”	I	glanced	toward	 the	kitchen	meaningfully.	“Think

it’ll	get	me	off	garbage	duty?	After	all,	Cleopatra	had	servants	or	slaves	to	help
her.”
Leah	rolled	her	eyes.	“Not	likely.”
Sighing,	I	walked	back	into	the	kitchen	and	casually	started	gathering	up	the

leftover	pizza	boxes,	but	my	hands	were	shaking	slightly.	I	walked	outside	with
the	trash	and	shivered,	despite	the	warm	air.
“	…	coming	for	you	…	”	I	heard	the	slightest	whisper	in	the	air.
I	whirled	around.	“Hello?	Who’s	there?”
Then	I	realized	that	I	sounded	exactly	like	one	of	 those	dumb	girls	 in	horror

movies	who	falls	while	 the	killer	 is	chasing	her.	Which	always	makes	me	start
rooting	 for	her	 to	get	offed	based	on	her	 stupidity.	 I	mean,	no	one’s	boyfriend
hides	in	the	woods	and	whispers	threats,	so	don’t	go	check	it	out,	okay?
“I’m	 hearing	 things	 now.	 Great,”	 I	 muttered	 to	 myself	 as	 I	 quickly	 walked

back	into	the	house.	Yet	as	I	stepped	inside,	my	footing	wobbled,	and	I	realized
the	floor	was	covered	with	sand.
Sand	was	 everywhere,	 pouring	 out	 of	 the	 cabinets	 in	 the	 kitchen,	 filling	 the

room.
“Leah?”	I	shouted,	but	the	sand	was	piling	up	around	my	waist,	trapping	me.	It

choked	my	mouth	 and	 went	 up	my	 nose	 until	 I	 couldn’t	 move.	 I	 was	 buried



under	the	sand	with	just	my	head	sticking	out.	It	all	happened	so	quickly,	I	didn’t
even	have	time	to	panic.
Until	 I	 saw	a	black	and	brown	snake,	about	 twenty	 feet	away,	 start	 to	move

slowly	across	the	sand.	It	was	heading	straight	for	my	face.
I	screamed	and	tried	to	thrash	my	way	out	of	the	sand,	but	I	couldn’t	move	at

all.	It	was	like	I	was	stuck	in	concrete.
“Please,	 no,”	 I	 whimpered	 as	 the	 snake	 stopped	 in	 front	 of	 me.	 It	 slowly

opened	its	mouth	and	I	saw	that	its	razor-sharp	fangs	were	dripping	with	venom.
The	snake	paused	and	hissed.	And	then	the	fangs	flew	toward	my	face.
I	closed	my	eyes	and	screamed,	bracing	for	searing	pain.	Instead,	I	felt	a	hand

on	my	arm.
“Rhea!	What’s	wrong?”	Leah	shook	me	hard.
I	 looked	 around	 and	 saw	 that	 I	 was	 standing	 in	 the	 kitchen.	 I	 must’ve	…

dreamt	it,	hallucinated,	blacked	out.	Something.
“Sand.	There	was	sand,”	I	sputtered.	I	looked	down	at	the	floor,	but	it	was	just

regular	linoleum,	with	no	sign	of	any	reptiles.
“What?”
“Nothing.	I—nothing.”	I	took	a	deep	breath	and	tried	to	steady	my	heartbeat.
“Should	I	call	Mom	and	Dad?	You	don’t	look	well.”	Leah	narrowed	her	eyes

at	me	and	I	could	tell	she	was	wondering	if	I	had	some	great	master	scheme	in
motion.
“I’m	great.”	I	shook	free	of	my	sister	and	ran	toward	my	bedroom.
It	was	a	dream.	A	daydream.	A	really	messed-up	daydream,	I	thought	as	I	sat

on	my	bed.	I	steadied	my	breathing	and	pushed	my	hair	out	of	my	eyes.	Lots	of
strange	 things	 happened	 in	my	 house,	 thanks	 to	my	 family’s	 gifts,	 and	 I	 was
certain	that	it	was	just	another	strange	apparition	or	happening.
“I	just	need	a	good	night’s	sleep,”	I	said	firmly.
Yet	as	I	kicked	off	my	shoes,	tiny	grains	of	sand	spilled	out	onto	the	carpet.



I

Two

didn’t	have	any	more	visions	the	week	after	my	birthday.	Despite	my	strange
encounter	with	 the	 sand-snake,	 life	went	 on	 in	 the	most	 predictable	way.	 I

went	 to	 school	each	day,	became	nauseous	 in	 the	cafeteria	about	 the	gross	hot
lunch,	 hid	 in	 the	 back	 of	 the	 class	 during	 Trig,	 and	 dropped	 part	 of	 my
homework	as	I	left	the	building	on	Friday	afternoon.
“Damn	 it,”	 I	 muttered	 as	 my	 history	 notebook	 hit	 the	 sidewalk	 outside

Westerville	High.	My	notes	on	the	American	Revolution	went	scattering	past	a
group	of	kids	smoking	cigarettes	and	laughing	at	a	prom	banner.
Oh	well.
It’s	 not	 like	 my	 notes	 were	 that	 great	 anyway.	 After	 the	 whole	 sand-eating

daydream,	I	hadn’t	really	been	able	to	concentrate.	In	fact,	I’d	spent	most	of	that
day’s	 history	 class	 thinking	 about	 how	 George	 Washington	 really	 could’ve
gotten	a	better-looking	wife	 than	Martha.	 I	mean,	he	was	George.	Washington.
And	Martha	was,	well,	let’s	just	say,	not	a	Ten.	Even	in	butter-churning	times.
Thankfully,	in	a	couple	weeks	the	school	year	would	be	over	and	I	would	have

three	long	months	to	practice	my	eye/hand	coordination.
I	slung	my	black	messenger	bag	across	my	chest	and	started	to	walk	home.	I

wanted	to	get	a	head	start	before	Leah	could	catch	up	with	me.	I	was	 the	only
sister	who	went	to	Westerville	High	with	her,	so	she	kind	of	thought	it	was	her
goddess-given	duty	to	watch	out	for	me.	Morgana	and	Gia	were	homeschooled,
like	I’d	been	when	we	moved	to	Westerville	 last	fall	and	Leah	decided	to	give
the	regular	high	school	thing	a	whirl.	It	seemed	pretty	interesting,	so	in	January,	I
signed	myself	up	too.	Needless	to	say,	my	mom	wasn’t	happy,	since	she’d	prefer



that	we	stay	home	and	study	things	like	homeopathy	and	music	healing,	instead
of	geometry	and	chemistry.
I	 turned	 onto	 the	 sidewalk	 and	 walked	 through	 neighborhoods	 that	 look

straight	 out	 of	 a	 television	 show;	 most	 of	 the	 houses	 are	 two-story	 brick
Colonials	like	ours.	From	what	I’ve	gathered	so	far,	the	moms	in	Westerville	stay
home	with	their	kids,	join	the	PTA,	and	organize	bake	sales	while	the	dads	are	at
work.	I’m	sure	dinner	is	on	the	table	by	six	o’clock	and	no	one	ever	has	to	set	a
place	for	their	mom’s	spirit	guide.
I	took	my	usual	route	home,	pretending	to	be	oblivious	as	the	heads	turned	in

my	 direction.	 I	 always	 seem	 to	 attract	 attention	wherever	 I	 go,	 something	my
mom	 says	 is	 due	 to	 my	 reincarnation	 powers	 but	 which	 I	 always	 just	 say	 is
because	 I	 can	 accessorize	 fantastically.	 I	 usually	 tried	 to	 shrug	 off	 any
discussions	 about	 Cleopatra	 and	 what	 exactly	 it	 might	 mean	 to	 be	 her	 spirit
reincarnated.	Truth	was,	it	both	thrilled	and	creeped	me	out	a	little	to	know	this
was	my	second	go-round	on	this	earth.	Mainly,	I	guess,	because	it	didn’t	really
make	 any	 sense—like,	 what	 was	 the	 point?	 And	 it	 wasn’t	 like	 my	 history
textbook	had	the	answers.
I	felt	a	hand	on	my	shoulder	and	my	bare	skin	tingled.	I	knew	exactly	who	it

was.
“Hey,”	I	said	without	turning	around.
He	placed	his	other	hand	on	my	other	shoulder,	and	I	turned	around.
“Miss	 me?”	 I	 asked,	 looking	 up—way	 up,	 since	 he’s	 almost	 6’5—at	 my

boyfriend	Slade.	His	black	hair	hung	 longish	and	shaggy	against	his	dark	 face
and	he	was	dressed	in	his	typical	uniform—a	black	T-shirt	and	black	pants.
“Of	 course,”	he	 said.	He	 leaned	down	and	kissed	me.	Shivers	 ran	down	my

legs,	just	like	they	always	did.
I	 opened	my	eyes	 and	 saw	 that	 a	 crowd	of	my	classmates	was	 staring	 at	 us

from	across	the	street.	I	better	get	out	of	here	before	Leah	sees	us	and	demands
we	keep	a	four-foot	distance	between	us	at	all	times.	“Let’s	keep	walking,”	I	said
quickly,	as	 I	grabbed	Slade’s	T-shirt	 and	pulled	him	down	 the	block.	Once	we
were	safely	away	from	any	curious	glances,	we	slowed	down.



“I	 want	 to	 ask	 you	 something,”	 Slade	 said	 as	 he	 shoved	 his	 hands	 into	 his
pockets.	“My	parents	want	to	meet	you.”	He	pronounced	each	word	slowly	and
painfully,	punctuating	them	with	a	scowl	at	the	end.
I	threw	my	head	back	and	laughed.	His	parents.	Hilarious.	But	when	I	looked

at	him,	 I	noticed	 that	his	dark	eyes	had	changed	 into	a	 lighter	shade	of	amber.
Oops.	He	was	serious.
“Sure.	I	mean,	yeah.	Definitely.	I	would	love	to	meet	them,”	I	said.
His	eyes	quickly	changed	back	to	their	usual	blue-black,	and	he	nodded.
Normally,	 someone’s	 eyes	 changing	 color	 would	 freak	 me	 out.	 However,

Slade	isn’t	…	typical.	He’s	actually	a	Créatúir.	A	shapeshifter,	if	you	want	to	get
technical.	I	met	him	nine	months	ago	when	he	and	Leah	were	solving	a	murder
spree	in	the	Créatúir	world.	Eventually	my	sisters	and	I	had	to	get	involved	and
we	wound	up	epically	battling	the	Créatúir’s	enemies—the	Fomoriian	demons—
on	a	not-so-average	Saturday	night.	The	 reason	Slade	 first	 came	by	our	house
was	 to	make	 sure	 Leah	was	 doing	 her	 Shaman	 duties,	 but	 then	 the	 two	 of	 us
actually	started	hanging	out.	In	the	beginning,	his	differences	just	intrigued	me,
but	as	I	got	to	know	him	better	as	a	person—I	use	that	term	loosely,	obviously—
I	discovered	that	we’re	actually	more	alike	than	I	could’ve	imagined.
So,	needless	to	say,	I	knew	that	meeting	his	parents	wouldn’t	be	the	usual	pot-

roast-dinner	kind	of	introduction.	Which,	I	supposed,	was	fine,	considering	that
my	family	wasn’t	the	crock-pot	kind	either.
“Are	 they	 going	 to	 come	 here	 or	 do	 I	 have	 to	 go	 to	 Inis	Mor?”	 I	 asked.	 I

shivered	when	I	thought	of	going	to	the	part	of	the	Other	Realm	where	Slade’s
parents	 lived—the	Dark	side—but	 I	kept	my	face	neutral.	 I’d	never	visited	 the
Other	 Realm	 at	 all.	While	 I	 was	 intrigued	 about	 Slade’s	 homeland,	 I’d	 heard
stories	 from	Leah	 about	 how	dangerous	 and	grotesque	Dark	Créatúir	 could	be
when	they	welcomed	visitors.
“You	know	it	isn’t	safe	for	you	to	go	to	Inis	Mor.	They’ll	come	here,”	Slade

said	 slowly.	His	 jaw	was	 still	 clenched,	 and	he	 seemed	 to	 be	 sweating	 like	he
was	 uncomfortable.	 Which	 I	 supposed	 he	 was,	 considering	 that	 the	 Créatúir
aren’t	usually	all	lovey-dovey	meet-my-parents.



“Cool.	Just	let	me	know	when,”	I	said.	I	glanced	across	the	street	and	laughed
as	an	old	lady	clutched	her	pearl	necklace	and	hurried	back	into	her	house.	Slade
can	definitely	 look	 scary	and	 intimidating,	but	he’s	 the	 last	person	who	would
hurt	anyone.	He	just	comes	off	as	kind	of	…	ominous.	“Creepy”	is	Leah’s	term,
but	 ordering	 a	 double	 scoop	 of	 vanilla	 ice	 cream	 with	 sprinkles	 is	 about	 as
adventurous	as	she	gets.
“Are	you	coming	over	right	now?”	I	asked	as	we	walked	toward	my	house.
“Do	you	need	me	to?”	he	said	slowly,	pointedly.
I	shook	my	head.	“I’ll	be	fine.”	I’d	 told	Slade	about	 the	snake	and	 the	sand,

but	downplayed	 it	and	hinted	 that	 I	might’ve	fallen	on	 the	banana	peel	and	hit
my	 head.	 I	 looked	 at	 him	 with	 a	 thin	 smile.	 “I’m	 sure	 the	 reptiles	 will	 stay
away.”
He	 gave	me	 a	 long	 look	 before	 nodding.	 “I’ll	 come	 over	 later	 tonight.”	He

quickly	 kissed	 the	 top	 of	 my	 head	 and	 then	 vanished—shifted	 into	 air,	 or
something	else.	 It	was	both	a	 super-cool	power	and	a	 really	annoying	one.	He
could	 avoid	 any	 uncomfortable	 topics	 I	 brought	 up,	 like	 not	 changing	 his	 eye
color	when	he	talked	to	my	dad,	by	shifting	away.
I	was	almost	to	my	street	when	a	newspaper	box	on	the	corner	caught	my	eye.

On	the	front	of	our	local	paper,	just	above	the	big	headline	about	raising	the	sales
tax	in	town,	was	this:	CLEOPATRA’S	TOMB	FOUND?
My	 stomach	 dropped	 and	 I	 started	 to	 sweat	 despite	 the	 seventy-degree

weather.	 I	 quickly	 dug	 around	 in	my	 bag,	 threw	 a	 coin	 into	 the	machine,	 and
grabbed	a	paper.	I	shoved	it	into	my	bag	and	kept	walking	home,	goose	bumps
and	all.
As	much	 as	 I	 tried	 to	 brush	 it	 off,	 if	 there	was	 one	 thing	 I’d	 learned	 in	my

family,	it	was	this:	there	are	no	coincidences.	If	it	makes	you	pause,	if	it	seems	to
have	meaning,	it	probably	does—and	usually	in	a	way	that	you	never	expect.

I	didn’t	go	into	the	house	right	away.	Instead,	I	walked	around	the	side	and	sat
down	on	a	flat	rock	next	to	my	mom’s	vegetable	garden,	the	only	space	not	taken



up	by	Leah.	With	my	three	sisters	and	psychic	mom,	there	was	very	little	privacy
inside;	I	couldn’t	focus	on	the	newspaper	article	while	being	constantly	annoyed.
My	 hands	 shaking,	 I	 pulled	 the	 newspaper	 out	 and	 flipped	 to	 the	Cleopatra

article.	Most	 of	 it	 covered	 the	 same	 stuff	 as	 the	 news	 report:	 how	 people	 had
been	 looking	 for	 Cleopatra’s	 tomb	 for	 years,	 and	 that	 the	 archaeologist	 Paul
Coburn	thought	it	was	located	in	the	Taposiris	Magna	region	near	the	Egyptian
city	 of	 Alexandria.	 Over	 time,	 many	 historical	 sites	 had	 slid	 into	 the
Mediterranean	 due	 to	 earthquakes	 and	 tidal	 waves,	 which	 was	 why	 it	 was	 so
hard	 to	 find	 the	 mausoleum.	 Divers	 had	 uncovered	 statues,	 monuments,	 and
pieces	of	 important	 temples,	 but	 never	Cleopatra’s	 tomb	and	 the	 treasures	 that
must	be	contained	within	 it.	There	was	also	a	map	of	what	Alexandria	 looked
like	during	 the	height	of	Cleopatra’s	 reign,	 and	a	 reprint	of	 a	 sketch	of	her	by
some	guy	named	Plutarch.
And,	 in	 the	 lower	 right	corner	of	 the	page,	was	a	picture	of	a	 scroll—which

was	 apparently	 called	 a	Book	of	 the	Dead.	According	 to	 the	 article,	 people	 in
ancient	Egypt	were	 buried	with	 them,	 and	 they	were	 considered	 a	 gateway	 or
guidebook	to	the	afterlife.	The	Book	had	spells	for	defeating	afterlife	obstacles
and	for	communicating	with	people	who	had	already	passed	on;	it	seemed	like	a
really	creepy	version	of	the	handbook	I	was	given	when	I	enrolled	at	Westerville
High.	Finding	Cleopatra’s	Book	of	 the	Dead,	according	to	Paul	Coburn,	would
be	finding	“one	of	the	most	historically	significant	artifacts	of	ancient	history.”
My	mouth	felt	dry	as	I	squinted	at	the	photo	of	the	Book	of	the	Dead.	I	didn’t

know	 if	 it	was	 a	 trick	 of	my	 eyes	 or	 the	 sunlight	 or	 something,	 but	 the	 scroll
seemed	to	shimmer	and	move	on	the	page	like	it	wanted	to	float	off	the	paper.	I
closed	my	 eyes	 tight	 and	 took	 a	 deep	 breath,	 but	 a	 rushing	 feeling	 ran	 up	my
body,	like	a	swarm	of	ants	eating	me.
And	then,	I	was	her	again.
When	I	opened	my	eyes,	I	was	wearing	a	white	robe	with	a	gold	belt	around

the	waist.	My	 arms	were	 heavy	with	 gold	 bracelets,	 and	 gold	 and	 pearl	 rings
were	on	every	finger.	My	hands	were	hennaed	and	dusted	with	gold	flecks.	On
my	feet	were	jeweled	sandals	with	carvings	of	snakes.



I	suddenly	realized	I	was	moving,	and	looked	around.	I	was	on	a	floating,	flat
boat—like	 a	 barge	 made	 from	 wood.	 It	 seemed	 to	 glide	 along	 the	 sparkling
water.	 I	was	 sitting	on	a	gold	and	 red	 throne,	perched	high	on	 the	back	of	 the
barge.	Below	me	sat	several	ladies-in-waiting,	waving	feathered	fans	as	servants
scurried	around	like	mice,	fetching	pitchers	of	water	and	plates	of	dates.	A	few
men	also	 sat	below,	 sipping	what	 looked	 like	 sweet	wine	out	of	 jeweled	cups.
Dozens	of	muscled,	dark	men	rowed	the	barge	with	golden	oars.
The	air	was	hot,	oppressive,	and	I	was	barely	able	to	lift	my	glittering	arm	to

wave	 at	 the	 crowds	 of	 people	 who	 gathered	 on	 the	 river	 banks,	 waving	 and
shouting	at	me.	Some	of	the	women	clutched	their	children	and	shouted	joyfully.
The	men	beamed	at	me	 like	 I	was	 a	prized	 jewel,	 and	 the	 children	 stood	with
their	mouths	open	as	though	seeing	a	mirage.
“Beautiful,”	a	voice	next	 to	me	murmured.	He	didn’t	speak	in	English,	but	I

could	understand	him.	I	 looked	over.	He	was	dressed	 in	a	 long	white	robe	 that
matched	mine,	and	wore	a	crown	of	leaves.	His	approving	gaze	told	me	that	he
was	in	love	with	me.	There	was	a	golden	breastplate	over	his	robe.	Some	part	of
my	brain	that	actually	retained	historical	facts	whispered,	Julius	Caesar?
I	studied	his	face,	and	my	heart	stopped	when	I	saw	his	eyes.	They	were	blue-

black,	and	seemed	to	be	able	to	change	color.	Like	Slade’s.
The	 breeze	 picked	 up	 and	 the	 brilliantly	 colored	 flags	 flapped	 behind	 us,

snapping	in	the	wind.	The	crowd	began	to	chant.	At	first,	I	couldn’t	understand
what	they	said	because	it	sounded	like	a	low	hum.	Then	the	wind	settled	down
and	 the	 flags	 became	 silent,	 and	 I	 heard	 what	 they	 were	 chanting:	 Goddess
Queen.
And	then	I	woke	up,	to	Morgana	standing	over	me,	her	eyes	wide.
“What	the	…	”	I	said	as	I	struggled	to	sit	up.	I	was	in	my	bedroom.
“Oh,	thank	the	realms!”	Morgana	said	as	she	clasped	her	hands	together.	She

was	 dressed	 very	witchlike	 in	 a	 long	 purple	 dress	with	 a	 black	 rope	 belt.	Her
long	hair	was	pulled	back	from	her	face	and	I	saw	lexicon	written	on	her	neck—
her	word	of	the	day,	which	she	calls	her	“totem.”
All	that	was	missing	was	a	house	dropped	on	her	and	Dorothy	with	Toto.
“What	happened?”	I	asked	as	I	rubbed	my	face.



“I	found	you	outside,	slumped	against	the	house.	I	couldn’t	wake	you	up	so	I
dragged	you	into	your	room	before	anyone	else	saw	you,”	Morgana	explained.
She	held	up	the	newspaper	article,	crumpled	and	torn.	“You	were	reading	this.”
She	tapped	the	paper	for	emphasis.
“Oh.”	I	looked	away	quickly.	“I	was	really	tired.	I	needed	to	nap.”	My	voice

came	out	all	high	and	squeaky.
Morgana	gave	me	a	long	look,	and	I	squirmed.	I	tried	to	avoid	eye	contact,	but

I	could	feel	her	gaze	boring	 into	my	head	 like	a	 jackhammer.	 I	sighed.	“Okay,
fine.	I’ve	been	having	a	few	visions	about	being	Cleopatra.”	I	told	her	about	the
snake	and	the	barge.	I’d	planned	on	not	making	it	sound	like	too	big	a	deal,	but	I
wound	up	throwing	my	hands	in	the	air	as	I	described	the	snake	and	its	fangs.
Morgana’s	 expression	 didn’t	 change	 as	 she	 listened	 intently.	 Finally,	when	 I

was	done,	she	said,	“We	need	to	call	a	family	meeting	and	discuss	this.”
I	 shook	my	 head.	 “No	way.”	 I	wasn’t	 at	 all	 prepared	 to	 be	 the	 subject	 of	 a

“family	 discussion.”	 Leah	 had	 told	 my	 mom	 about	 my	 strange	 reaction	 to
hearing	 about	 the	 tomb	 on	 the	 news,	 but	 I’d	 been	 able	 to	 downplay	 the
significance	 of	 it.	 If	 I	 kept	mulling	 over	what	was	 going	 on,	 I’d	 have	 control
over	the	next	move.	If	I	told	everyone	everything,	my	mom	would	go	crazy	and
talk	to	her	spirit	guides,	and	then	I’d	be	stuck	doing	whatever	they	decided.
My	mom	may	be	psychic,	but	doesn’t	always	know	everything	that’s	going	on.

Thankfully,	she	can’t	predict	everything	or	else	I	wouldn’t	have	any	social	life.
Her	gift	is	more	like	a	Magic	8	ball—vague	and	occasionally	muddled.
“I	just	need	a	little	more	time	to	figure	out	what’s	going	on,”	I	told	Morgana.
“Okay,	 if	 that’s	 how	you	want	 to	play	 this	 for	 now.	But	you	have	 to	 talk	 to

everyone	soon,”	Morgana	said.	I	nodded	silently	and	waited	for	her	to	leave.
My	oldest	sister	stood	up	and	sighed.	She	reached	for	the	bedroom	door,	but

then	 stopped	 and	 turned	 around.	 “When	 did	 you	 start	 wearing	 ribbons?”	 she
asked.
“What?	I	don’t.”	 I	slowly	reached	up	 into	my	hair	and	felt	a	cloth	band	 tied

around	my	head,	just	behind	my	ears.	I	pulled	it	off	and	stared	at	it.	I	recognized
it	 from	 the	 pictures	 of	 Cleopatra	 I’d	 seen	 in	 books	 and	 newspapers—it	 was



something	 called	 a	 diadem,	 and	 worn	 by	 Egyptian	 royalty	 since	 the	 time	 of
Alexander	the	Great.
My	blood	ran	cold	as	I	crumpled	it	into	my	palm.



T

Three

he	 next	 Friday	 night,	 I	 tried	 to	 push	 all	 thoughts	 of	 Cleopatra	 out	 of	my
head	 as	 I	 worked	 the	 dunk	 tank	 at	 our	 town’s	 annual	 fundraiser.	 The

Westerville	 Festival	 is	 a	 community	 event	 with	 games,	 food	 booths,	 and	 live
music.	 Since	 it	 raises	money	 for	 the	 police	 department,	 and	my	 dad	 is	 on	 the
force,	my	sisters	and	I	were	roped	into	volunteering.
“You	 only	 gave	me	 two	 tickets,”	 I	 said	 from	my	 spot	 in	 the	 booth,	 staring

down	the	middle-aged	guy	with	glasses	who	apparently	had	a	serious	fondness
for	the	dunk	tank.	I	held	my	hand	out	in	front	of	me	and	tapped	my	foot.
“No	 I	 didn’t,”	 he	 said	 nervously,	 glancing	 around	 and	 wringing	 his	 hands

together.
I	looked	down	at	the	two	red	tickets.	“Yes.	You	did.	Give	me	one	more	or	else

get	out	of	line.”
“Never	mind,”	he	said,	snatching	the	tickets	out	of	my	hand	and	scurrying	off

into	the	crowd.
“See	ya	again	in	about	five	minutes,”	I	muttered	under	my	breath.	I	pulled	my

hair	off	my	neck	and	fanned	my	face.	It	was	another	warm	night,	 the	humidity
hanging	 in	 the	 air	 like	 a	 fog	 that	wouldn’t	 go	 away.	 It	was	 only	 June,	 but	we
were	roasting	like	pigs	on	a	spit.
“This	is	ridiculous.	What	time	is	it?”	I	moaned	as	I	leaned	forward	and	put	my

head	in	my	hands.
“One	more	hour	to	go,”	my	little	sister	Gia	said	cheerfully.
“Sixty	long	minutes,”	I	grumbled.	My	dad	had	signed	us	up	for	the	dunk	tank

because	he	thought	it	would	be	fun,	but	I’d	just	spent	the	last	hour	handing	foam



balls	to	the	middle-aged	guy	who	kept	trying	to	scam	us	out	of	tickets.	He	had
really,	really	terrible	aim	as	well.
“Stop	 being	 dramatic,	 Rhea,”	 Morgana	 said	 as	 she	 surveyed	 the	 crowd.	 A

small	smile	formed	on	her	face	as	she	saw	the	fortune-teller	booth.	The	fortune-
teller	was	dressed	in	long	white	and	blue	robes	and	wore	a	purple	turban	with	a
crystal	in	the	center.	She	waved	her	long	red	fingernails	above	a	crystal	ball	that
was	clearly	made	out	of	plastic.	Regardless,	 there	was	a	 long	 line	of	 impatient
festival-goers	waiting	to	hear	her	wisdom.
“We	 should	 go	 over	 there	 and	 freak	 that	 lady	 out	 with	 some	 of	 our	 party

tricks,”	I	said.
“Oh	 yeah?	 What	 would	 your	 trick	 be?	 Sarcastic	 comments	 and	 dramatic

flounces?”	Leah	asked.
I	 tried	to	muster	up	a	response,	but	 the	humidity	killed	my	desire	to	argue.	I

simply	gave	her	a	dirty	look	and	pressed	my	mouth	into	a	thin	line.
Truth	was,	Leah	was	right.	I	didn’t	have	any	party	tricks

…	and	the	strange	things	that	were	happening	to	me	occurred	while	I	was	alone.
And	 I	 had	 no	 answers	 about	what	was	 happening,	 anyway.	After	 school	 each
night,	in	between	studying	for	my	upcoming	finals,	I	read	everything	about	the
Egyptians	and	reincarnation	that	I	could	find,	but	nothing	actually	explained	why
I	was	having	visions.	I	did	read	about	an	Egyptian	collection	at	a	museum	two
hours	away.	Morgana	had	agreed	to	take	me	there	the	following	weekend,	which
was	also	the	official	start	of	my	summer	break.
“Having	fun,	girls?”	my	dad	asked	as	he	walked	up	 to	 the	booth.	He	was	 in

uniform,	which	always	makes	him	look	way	more	important	and	handsome	than
when	he’s	just	at	home,	relaxing	on	the	couch.	He	put	his	large	hands	down	on
the	booth’s	counter	and	eyed	us	critically,	his	large	frame	bending	in	half.
“Yep,”	Gia	said.	She	sighed	and	leaned	against	the	dunk	tank,	water	sloshing

around	her	feet.
“Good,	good.	Keep	up	the	hard	work	and	don’t	slack	off.”	For	some	reason,

Dad	stared	at	me	the	longest	before	he	walked	away.
“I’m	 exhausted.	 I	 was	 up	 all	 night	 working	 on	 a	 Créatúir	 funeral,”	 Leah

muttered.



I	crossed	my	arms	over	my	chest.	“You’re	exhausted?”	I	glanced	at	Morgana.
“Doppler	 kept	 me	 up	 all	 night	 howling	 for	 food.	 I	 swear	 that	 cat	 is	 like	 a
competitive	eater.”	Doppler	is	quite	possibly	the	worst-behaved	pet	in	the	world,
ripping	up	clothes,	peeing	in	closets,	and	loving	to	sleep	on	my	pillow	all	day	so
each	night	I	have	to	lint-roll	it	before	I	can	lie	down.	Yet	Morgana	is	convinced
that	Doppler	can	predict	 the	weather	and	 is	her	“spirit	animal”	or	something.	 I
once	asked	her	if	it	would	be	possible	to	adopt	a	spirit	animal	who	actually	used
a	litter	box,	but	she	didn’t	seem	happy	about	that	request.
“He	was	right	about	the	weather	tonight,”	Morgana	said	as	she	pointed	to	the

clear	sky.
“For	once,”	I	said	under	my	breath.	I	looked	at	my	watch	again	and	saw	that

only	five	minutes	had	passed.	These	are	the	longest	two	hours	of	my	life.	Even
the	 policeman	 sitting	 in	 the	 dunk	 tank	 looked	 like	 he	 was	 going	 to	 die	 of
boredom.
At	one	end	of	 the	 fairground,	a	band	was	playing	a	 terrible	cover	of	“Sweet

Home	 Alabama”	 while	 a	 bunch	 of	 adults	 swayed	 and	 spilled	 drinks	 on	 each
other.	 In	 the	middle,	 food	 vendors	 hawked	 cotton	 candy,	 corn	 dogs,	 and	 fried
candy	bars.	We	were	at	 the	other	end,	 in	Game	Alley,	squished	 in	between	 the
milk-jug	ring-toss	and	the	water-cannon	race.
I	surveyed	the	crowd,	searching	for	someone	I	knew.	Most	of	my	friends	were

headed	to	a	party	at	my	friend	Ali’s	house,	where	I	was	also	going	as	soon	as	I
could	get	out	of	festival	jail.	I	figured	all	 things	Egyptian	could	wait	until	next
weekend	when	Morgana	and	I	went	to	the	museum.
Across	 the	 lawn,	 I	 spotted	my	 friends	Harper	 and	 Reagan	 and	waved	 them

over.	“Hey!	What	are	you	guys	doing	here?”	I	asked.	They	each	held	a	corn	dog
in	one	hand	and	a	cell	phone	in	the	other.
Harper	shrugged,	her	long	pink	extensions	waving	in	the	wind.	“Just	wanted	to

do	a	lap	before	we	head	to	Ali’s	end-of-the-year	party.	You’re	going,	right?”
I	 nodded	 quickly	 and	 glanced	 at	 my	 sisters.	 “Of	 course.”	 I	 was	 finally	 off

grounding,	and	I	intended	to	enjoy	my	freedom	before	I	was	inevitably	punished
for	something	else.



Reagan	 waved	 her	 corn	 dog	 around	 in	 the	 air.	 “Well,	 I’m	 sure	 everyone	 is
waiting	for	you.”
I	 laughed.	 “Right.”	 Truth	 was,	 I’d	 quickly	 become	 fairly	 popular	 at

Westerville.	I	wasn’t	one	of	those	Homecoming	Queen	type	of	girls,	but	I	didn’t
have	any	problems	making	friends.	I	guess	I	just	didn’t	care	about	other	people’s
“rules,”	 which	 seemed	 to	 both	 fascinate	 and	 shock	 everyone	 there.	 For	 some
reason,	being	different	and	standing	out	has	always	benefitted	me.
“Well,	 we’ll	 see	 you	 later,”	 Harper	 said,	 and	 they	 turned	 to	 leave.	 As	 they

moved	away	from	my	booth,	I	saw	a	cute	guy	with	brown	hair	and	a	fitted	white
shirt	standing	in	front	of	me.	He	looked	a	little	older	than	me,	maybe	closer	to
eighteen,	like	Morgana.
“Three	tickets,”	I	said	and	held	my	hand	out.
He	studied	me	for	a	moment,	silent.	My	hand	wavered	in	front	of	him	as	my

stomach	 dropped	 a	 little.	 His	 intense	 gaze	made	me	 squirm.“Three	 tickets,”	 I
said	again.
He	 stepped	 forward	 and	 cocked	 his	 head	 to	 the	 side,	 like	 a	 cat	 studying	 a

caged	mouse.	His	eyes	were	a	deep	blue,	and	I	could	see	that	he	had	a	tattoo	of
an	eye,	behind	his	ear	just	under	his	hairline.	What	looked	like	tears	fell	from	the
eye,	in	a	lightning-bolt	pattern.
He	whispered	something	under	his	breath,	then	turned	and	walked	away.
“Hey!”	I	shouted	after	him,	but	he	kept	walking.	I	wanted	to	run	after	him,	but

the	crowd	seemed	to	swallow	him	whole,	like	a	snake	gulping	down	a	mouse.
“Did	you	see	that	strange	guy?”	I	turned	to	my	sisters,	but	they	were	all	busy

fiddling	 with	 the	 plug	 on	 the	 dunk	 tank,	 which	 kept	 jiggling	 loose	 from	 the
outlet.
“What?”	Morgana	said	distractedly.
“Nothing,”	I	said	quickly.	I	scanned	the	crowd	again	but	didn’t	see	any	signs

of	him.
Normally,	I	would’ve	just	written	it	off	as	some	escaped	prisoner	or	a	druggie,

but	it	was	what	he’d	whispered	that	I	couldn’t	forget.	It	was	in	another	language
—one	that	I’d	never	heard	before,	except	in	my	dream—but	I	understood	it.
He’d	said:	“The	queen	lives	again.”



Ali’s	party	was	 in	 full	 swing	by	 the	 time	 I	got	Morgana	 to	drop	me	off	across
town.	As	she	turned	down	Ali’s	street,	she	whistled	low	under	her	breath	and	I
tensed	up.	Cars	lined	the	road	and	a	bunch	were	parked	all	over	the	lawn.	I	could
hear	the	music	even	from	inside	our	car,	and	for	a	moment	I	hesitated.
“This	 looks	 pretty	 risky,	 Rhea,”	 Morgana	 said	 as	 she	 squinted	 through	 the

windshield	at	a	group	of	freshmen	heading	toward	the	house.	First	high	school
party,	I	thought	as	I	watched	them	nervously	flick	their	long	straight	hair.
I	waved	my	hand	dismissively.	“It’s	 fine.	 I	won’t	 stay	 long.	Slade’s	meeting

me	 here	 and	 driving	 me	 home	 later	 anyway.”	 Despite	 my	 confident	 words,	 I
swallowed	quickly	and	swore	I’d	just	pop	in	and	out.	I	really,	really	didn’t	want
to	be	grounded.	Again.
A	 look	 flashed	 across	 Morgana’s	 eyes	 and	 I	 could	 practically	 hear	 her

thinking,	Oh,	good.	Slade.	That’s	not	much	better	than	some	wild	party.
Even	 though	 Slade	 had	 worked	 with	 Leah	 in	 that	 nasty	 Créatúir	 war,	 my

family	wasn’t	a	particularly	huge	fan	of	his.	I	suppose	it	was	either	because	he
was	 (a)	 not	 human,	 (b)	 a	 Dark	 Créatúir—not	 a	 fluffy	 Light	 Créatúir,	 and	 (c)
occasionally	looked	like	he	belonged	in	a	biker	bar.	But	it	didn’t	matter—he	was
a	great	guy	and	my	sisters	weren’t	the	ones	dating	him.	Besides,	he	just	looked
ominous.	I	felt	like	they	of	all	people	shouldn’t	judge	someone,	or	something,	by
appearances.
“Thanks	 for	 the	 ride,”	 I	 said	 quickly,	 and	 wrenched	 the	 door	 open	 before

Morgana	 could	 start	 an	 interrogation.	 I	 glanced	 nervously	 at	 the	 house,	which
seemed	to	shake	down	to	its	foundation	from	the	music.
I	won’t	stay	long,	I	repeated	to	myself	silently.
“Rhea!”	Ali	screeched	as	I	opened	the	front	door.	She	threw	her	arms	around

me	and	hugged	me.	“So	glad	you’re	here!	How	was	the	festival?”
“As	exciting	as	you	can	imagine.”
Ali’s	friends	started	to	gather	around	me,	saying	things	like,	“Awesome	shoes!

Love	 your	 hair!	 Super	 cute	 nail	 polish.”	 I	 nodded	 thanks	 and	 started	 backing
away,	toward	the	kitchen	where	I	heard	Harper	and	Reagan.
“You’re	here!”	Harper	waved	at	me	from	behind	the	island.



“Barely,”	I	said.	“This	party	is	insane.	It’s	like	a	sardine	can	in	here.”
“Want	 a	 drink?”	 asked	Mark	Masterson,	 Homecoming	 King	 and	 all-around

Mr.	High	School.	I	shook	my	head	and	he	stepped	toward	me.	“Want	anything
else?”
I	held	up	my	palm.	“No	way.	And	back	off.	You’re	becoming	stalker	levels	of

creepy.”	Mark	had	been	trying	to	hook	up	with	me	since	I	started	at	Westerville.
Needless	to	say,	his	batting	average	with	me	was	0.0,	and	was	going	to	stay	that
way.
“Look	 who	 joined	 the	 party!”	 Chris	 Burke	 shouted	 from	 the	 doorway.	 He

appeared	with	a	huge	brown	and	white	boa	constrictor	around	his	neck.	I’d	heard
he	sometimes	brought	“Judy”	to	parties	with	him,	but	I	always	assumed	it	was
like	a	metaphor	or	an	urban	legend.
“Eek!”	 Reagan	 shrieked	 as	 she	 shrank	 away	 from	 Chris.	 He	 responded	 by

waggling	the	boa	constrictor’s	head	in	her	face.
I	stepped	back	farther	and	pressed	against	 the	countertop,	which	cut	 into	my

skin.	 I	hated	snakes.	No,	“hated”	 isn’t	a	strong	enough	word.	Whatever	comes
after	hatred—that’s	how	I	felt	about	snakes.	It	wasn’t	just	because	of	the	creepy
vision,	 either;	 I’d	 always	 felt	 this	 way.	 A	 leftover	 from	 my	 previous	 life—
literally.	Some	things	don’t	go	away	even	after	two	thousand	years.
“It’s	way	 too	 crowded	 in	 here,”	 I	 said	 quickly.	 I	 shoved	 a	 bunch	 of	 people

aside	and	wrenched	open	the	front	door.
“Rhea!	Don’t	leave!	Let’s	toast	to	having	the	greatest	summer	of	our	lives!”	I

heard	 Ali	 say.	 I	 sighed.	 It’s	 not	 that	 I	 didn’t	 like	 having	 friends,	 but	 it	 got
exhausting	 to	 keep	 up	with	 everyone.	 It	 always	 seemed	 like	 people	 wanted	 a
piece	of	me	wherever	I	went.
I	could	hear	Reagan	and	Harper	 inside	calling	my	name,	 so	 I	 stepped	 into	a

dark	part	of	the	porch	to	hide	before	I	glanced	inside.
And	 then	 I	 saw	 him.	 The	 guy	 with	 the	 tattoo,	 from	 the	 festival,	 who’d

whispered	 something	 I	 couldn’t	 really	 hear	…but	which	 told	me	 he	 knew	my
secret.	He	was	standing	in-side	by	himself,	obviously	searching	for	someone.
A	chill	ran	down	my	spine	as	I	wondered	if	that	someone	was	me.



Stop	being	 insane.	He’s	probably	 from	another	 school	and	 searching	 for	his
friends.	Or	his	lost	dog.
Regardless,	I	didn’t	want	to	stick	around	to	find	out.	I	flipped	open	my	phone

to	call	Slade	and	escape	the	party	before	it	got	busted.	But	I	was	distracted	by	a
scuffle	on	 the	 lawn.	Turning,	 I	 saw	Troy,	king	of	all	 things	 jock,	 staring	down
little	Steve	Withers.
“Dude,	I	said	get	the	hell	out	of	here!	This	party	isn’t	for	rejects!”	Troy	said,

clearly	drunk,	spitting	his	words	all	over	Steve.
Steve	 shrank	 back	 at	 Troy’s	 humongous	 size	 and	 quickly	 moved	 away.	 I

couldn’t	help	myself,	so	I	stepped	off	the	porch	and	jogged	over	to	them.
“Not	for	rejects?	Then	what	are	you	doing	here,	Troy?”	I	asked,	hands	on	my

hips.	Troy	was	such	a	nightmare:	fat,	drunk,	gross,	sweaty,	and	with	a	sense	of
entitlement	just	because	he	was	on	the	football	team.
“Funny,	Rhea,”	Troy	slurred.	He	stepped	toward	me.	“How	about	you	and	I	go

inside	and	get	a	drink	together?”
“Dream	on,	loser.”	I	rolled	my	eyes	and	shot	a	look	at	Steve,	who	responded

with	a	grateful	 smile.	 “In	 fact,	 I	 think	you	 should—”	 I	didn’t	get	 to	 finish	my
sentence,	 thanks	to	 the	sudden	whirl	of	blue	and	white	police	 lights	 in	front	of
the	house.
“COPS!”	 everyone	 seemed	 to	 shout	 at	 once,	 before	 trying	 to	 scatter	 in	 the

wind.
I	started	to	turn,	 to	run	down	the	block,	when	I	heard	“Rhea!	Rhea	Spencer!

Stop	right	there!”
Oh	crap.
I	 turned	 and	 squinted	 into	 the	 darkness.	 It	 was	 Jim	 Albert,	 the	 policeman

who’d	been	stuck	in	the	dunk	tank.	I	sighed	and	shook	my	head.
Busted.
A	 few	minutes	 later,	 I	 was	 sitting	 in	 the	 back	 of	 the	 cop	 car,	 watching	my

friends	give	the	cops	fake	names.	I	again	wished	I	had	some	cool	power.	I	could
turn	the	cop	car	into	a	pumpkin	or	shapeshift	into	a	lightning	bug	or	put	a	spell
on	everyone	that	would	make	them	forget	my	name.
Something.	Anything.



But	 no,	 I	 was	 stuck	 with	 this	 lame,	 slowly-getting-weirder	 power	 of	 …
nothing.
I	sighed	and	put	my	head	in	my	hands.
My	dad	was	officially	going	to	kill	me.	For	real	this	time.
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