
 

 

 

 

Part I: 

Blood 

  



One  

He hated me. That I was sure of, if nothing else, surely that.  

But why? Had I spoken to him before Monday, his first day here? No, I would’ve remembered 

those perfect features. Why though, why did he hate me? I had to know.  

I sat in Ms. Yang’s sixth period history class thinking about everything except what I was 

supposed to be thinking about. And I loved Ms. Yang’s class. She’d been my history teacher 

since, well, since I had a history class. Every year when I moved up a grade, so did she. I never 

bothered to ask why because I liked to think I was her favorite student. But teachers aren’t 

supposed to have favorites. So, I never sought confirmation in fear that I might be wrong.  

Nevertheless, I spent the last twenty, almost thirty, minutes of class staring at that guy. His 

features were sharp. Any and every angle in his face was clear and defined. His chest was big, 

and his shoulders were broad. His light brown hair was short in a buzz cut like style. And then, 

there were his eyes. They were brown. Not a light brown, not a dark brown. Just brown, an ugly, 

muddy brown color that was somehow unpredictably attractive. He was a gorgeous person. One 

who inexplicably hated me.  

It was, or had started off as, a regular week in Zanesville, Ohio. Quaint, happy and peaceful. As a 

kid, I would play in the grass in front of my house and soak up the soft sun. My mom would call 

me inside to remind me for the umpteenth time not to go into the street, then let me right back 

out. My best friend Benjamin Carter and I would play every Saturday until I was twelve. Then 

we found more dangerous things to do, like climb trees in my back yard.  

I had lived in Zanesville my entire life and I had never felt so...evil as this guy made me feel with 

just his eyes. He realized I was watching him and his gaze met mine. His stare was cold and 

unforgiving. With such pain registered in those eyes, anyone who saw him hated me too. After a 

moment he went back to his book, disregarding anything Ms. Yang was saying.  

As soon as the bell rang, he dashed out of class into the hallway. I raced after him as fast as my 

feet would carry me. He must have known I was following him, because his first move was for 

the boys’ room and everyone knew the restrooms are off limits in passing period. They were too 

short, passing periods. Wait around for any reason and you’d be late for your next class. Still, 

knowing the consequences of my actions, I waited for him. I waited for a while too. To the point 

that I had to hide in the girls’ room when the monitor came by. I contemplated going in after him 

but then I realized that would be the worst possible thing I could do in my life. Follow a boy into 

the restroom because I wanted to know what he thought of me? No.  

When the bell rang suggesting the school day was over, a boy came out. But not the brunette I 

had chased in there. This boy had blond hair and green eyes. I stood in the hallway distraught. I 

knew only one boy went into that bathroom. I watched. If one went in, the same should come out 

later. I looked up and down the hallway for any evidence that the boy actually existed, but he 

was nowhere to be found. I stood in the middle of the hallway spinning in circles like a goof 



while this mysterious blond guy watched me. I turned away from his overbearing gaze and began 

my way out of the school. The boy followed far behind but followed nonetheless.  

I sprinted for the double doors at the end of the hallway and burst through them. A gust of the 

cool evening breeze swept through me, blowing my curly hair into my face. I brushed it away 

and raced to my truck and yanked at the door. It’s locked. I rolled my eyes, feeling stupid for 

forgetting I locked my own truck. Then I saw the boy, the blond that had left the restroom. He 

was walking straight toward me. What was he following me for? I frantically searched my bag 

for my keys, but it was too late, he was already coming around the side of my car towards me. 

He held out his finger... with my keys hanging from it!  

“Dropped your keys,” his voice took me by surprise. It was deeper than I had guessed. “And my 

friend said I should probably return them to you.”  

I looked around him to a dark-haired boy standing under the thick shade of an Oak Tree. He was 

beautiful standing in the distance like a model or some Greek God. For a second, I thought he 

knew about my swooning because an amused smirk stretched across his face. Then I found 

myself wondering how I had suddenly become surrounded by all these pretty guys.  

I looked back at the boy in front of me. His eyes too, registered hate. Then I began to wonder 

why all these pretty guys hated me. It was almost like this guy had to force himself not to be 

disgusted by my presence.  

“Well,” the blond said.  

I took the keys and attempted to thank him as the boy began his quick stride back to his friend. 

“Hey!” I called after him. He stopped, just turning his head so slightly, just enough to see me in 

the corner of his eye. “Do – Are,” I stumbled. “... Did I do something to offend you?”  

Both boys seemed shocked by the question. The blond turned completely around to look at me. 

I'm not sure what my face was revealing, or what he was thinking, or what he thought I was 

thinking. But something in him was breaking. I could feel it in my chest. I looked at him for 

another couple of seconds until the pain made me want to cry out. Then he turned from me and 

the pain escaped my lungs. I blew a chunk of curly dark hair out of my face and hopped into my 

dad's old truck. I rolled down the window almost by instinct. After almost a year of driving that 

truck I knew never to turn on the engine without first rolling down the window. Thick smoke 

erupts from the air vents as soon as the engine bursts to life, and I had made that mistake many 

times before. Maybe I should’ve gotten that checked out.  

I pulled down the sun visor and looked my face over in the mirror. I always thought it was funny 

to look at myself and see stark blue eyes staring back at me. They almost seemed out of place. 

Like someone else had put them there. Still it was me. I wiped my hair from my face and looked 

out my window just in time to hear the last of the two-boy’s conversation.  

“Angel, you’re being ridiculous!” the dark-haired boy yelled.  



“Eddie –” the blond yelled back.  

I took a moment. So, the blond was Angel and the dark-haired one was Eddie.  

Angel went on to say, “she doesn't even know!” “Yes, she does!” 

“She doesn't!”  

“Okay so she doesn't know, she’ll find out and then we'll have let her go.” Eddie huffed. “We 

will have to come back and find her when she's already right here.”  

“But she can’t be one of them!”  

“Then why were we assigned to her?”  

I didn’t like the sound of that, I hoped so desperately that they weren't talking about me.  

“Maybe it’s the wrong girl.” Angel suggested.  

“Is her name Evangeline Welt?” Okay, maybe they were talking about me. “Listen to me.” Eddie 

said. “This is our life. This is our job! You can't just forget that every time a pretty girl is 

involved.”  

“What!” Angel gasped, offended. “How she looks doesn't matter and what do you mean every 

time?”  

“I don’t always want to be the professional one –”  

“What are you talking about?” Angel shrieked in irritation. “I am way more professional than 

you!”  

“No, you’re not!”  

“Eddie, you tried to make out with our last objective.”  

Eddie laughed. “Tried? I succeeded. And we still completed our hunt.”  

“Never mind, she doesn't know who –”  

“Doesn't matter! She will find out!”  

Then suddenly they both stopped. It was strange. They were even more gorgeous than the boy in 

my history class, if that was even possible. Those two. Angel’s blond hair was tapered on the 

sides and back but fell loose on the top, long enough to be pulled into a bun. His eyes were 

different than any I’d ever seen before. A green so bright and so vibrant, it was like a shade of 

green created just for him. His face was round, but his jawline was so defined it didn’t matter. 

Then there was Eddie, who so different from Angel but still so beautiful. His eyes were a heavy 



brown with splashes of blue and hazel and his right eyebrow had a small gash in it. His jet-black 

hair was long and loose and fell around his face with no specific pattern. His face was thinner 

than Angel’s and his chin had a dimple in it. The way they stood there and looked at me, the way 

they stared. Like angels, which was ironic. Like they came down and some great artist captured 

them in stone. Because they were like stone. They didn’t move a muscle, and I realized how 

awkward I looked just watching them.  

They knew I was listening. I pretended I wasn’t, that I was paying them no mind, but they didn't 

buy it. I pulled my hair into a ponytail and started my engine. But their eyes were piercing my 

skin. I left as quickly as possible. I was glad there was no traffic because my mind was 

everywhere but on the road.  

What have I done to them to make me their objective? I thought frustrated. Who do they think 

they are that they can just pick on me? And the other kid - the one I chased into the restroom - 

what happened to him? I had so many questions. Ones I had no idea how to get answers to. I 

wasn't going to ask them! There was no way I was going anywhere near them, ever again. But 

who are they?  

Then, a loud burst of repeated echoes broke my train of thought. My phone rang. It was 

Benjamin. I've known him since I was about seven. He was like the brother I never had. He 

sounded frantic and panicked on the phone. He said that he had something important to tell me. 

He hoped it would change my life. What did that mean?  

It took him another hour to get to my house where I was sitting impatiently on my couch in the 

living room. It was a plush brown sofa that sunk in the middle, where my dad used to sit. It sat 

directly in front of the television, facing away from the stairs and front door. I sat working on my 

English homework while my mom was making dinner in the kitchen. Ben arrived, with a loud 

knock at the door. I almost didn’t think it was him, but his signature Clank, Clank, Clank of the 

knocker gave it away.  

As soon as I opened the door he ran inside. “What took you so long? Who's here? Are you 

okay?” He rushed. His long curly brown hair was a mess, his face was red, and his brown eyes 

had turned black. He didn’t wait for my response, rushing around me into the kitchen and I 

hurried behind him. “Ms. Welt?”  

My mom looked up at him seriously. “Yes Ben?” They looked at each other and an 

understanding passed between them.  

“They are here,” was all Ben had to say next.  

My mom's eyes shifted and locked with mine. They were suddenly red, and something told me, 

whoever was here was taking her from me.  

“Why are you guys being so dramatic?” I demanded.  



But I got no answer. Instead, Ben grabbed my arm and dragged me up the stairs. He burst 

through my deep red painted door into my room of historic times. Soft, peach shaded walls were 

covered by poster upon poster of ancient heroes and mythical creatures. A bookshelf filled with 

books and books of wives’ tales, forgotten stories, lost fictions, and prehistoric myths. A bed 

with a blanket as black as night and a pillow as white as snow. A window that hadn’t been 

opened in years and a closet full of brightly colored clothes.  

Ben began riffling through my drawers, demanding that I pack a bag. It didn’t make sense to me? 

What was happening? Where were we going?  

He stared at me for a moment blankly. “... If I tell you, will you come with me?”  

“Scout's honor.” I made an X over my heart.  

Ben sat down on my bed with a sigh. “Do you remember those stories your mother told us when 

we were kids? Do you remember her favorite one?”  

“It was about magic or something but –”  

“Do you remember what the story was talking about? About the Witches? A vow of revenge?” I 

shook my head baffled by his nonsense. “A lineage of magic?”  

I stopped for a moment thinking, trying to remember. Suddenly, a wave of memories crashed 

over me. I remembered being seven, maybe eight, and sitting on my bed with Ben as my mom 

told us stories. Her hair was a lot shorter then, cut into a short afro. Ben also looked a lot 

different. He skin was more of a fleshy pink color, less like the tan he wore. My mother had told 

us one specific story frequently, about a woman who died when she shouldn’t have. And she 

vowed that her descendants would avenge her with the death of the world. Done all by the hand 

of a single girl. Someone they called The Gifted One. Of course, if she wasn’t first hunted down 

by The Chosen One. Her seventeenth year would mark what some people call the apocalypse, 

what others call the rapture. A girl born with blue eyes.  

I shrugged.  

“So, you remember then?” Ben exclaimed. “Great! Now pack a bag.”  

“What! That doesn't explain anything.”  

He rolled his eyes, “It's not just a story. You're not just a person.”  

“You’re not making any sense.”  

“Think about it. You have blue eyes! Just like the prophecy said. And Evangeline, just in case 

you didn’t know, you’re very, very black. Does that actually –”  

“Are you honestly expecting me to believe that?” I ask irritated.  



“No.” Then he began packing himself. “I knew you wouldn't believe me. I don't expect you to, 

not yet. But it’s true.”  

“What is true? That I’m a descendant of a woman who died a couple hundred years ago? Sure, I 

can buy that. But a Witch? Is that what you’re telling me?”  

He ran his hands over his face with a sigh. “I'll explain why we’re leaving later but please can 

you just trust me?”  

Ben had always been a little strange, but he had also been my bodyguard, my shoulder to lean 

on, and my best friend. Even during that brief moment when I thought I could fly. I jumped out 

of a tree, breaking my arm and his rib when I fell on him. So why would now be any different? 

On top of that, he seemed genuinely terrified of something. I shook my head and began packing 

the bag. Just as I got on board he goes and says:  

“We're not coming back.” What! “Just pack, we’ve lost a lot of time.”  

With a sigh, I threw some stuff into the bag and we hurried down the stairs. I stopped at the 

bottom step and stared. My mom was guarding the door?  

She was. I almost didn't know it was her. She had her hair tied back in too tight of a bun and her 

once black hair was now streaked with different shades of grey; her brown eyes faded. She wore 

black, a color I’d never seen her in. It was an old-fashioned dress, with a corset that tied in the 

back. That was not the only thing unusual though, her sleeves were short. She never showed her 

arms, not even to me. But the sleeves weren’t cut that way. No, it looked more like she got into a 

fight with a pair of scissors and lost. All along her arms were small cuts that were faded and 

healed. They weren't just random markings, they were words. Something ancient, not English. 

Her wrists were cluttered with bracelets of dry spices and herbs. And she was barefoot.  

“What are you doing?” I asked.  

When she turned to look at us, she looked cold. After seeing us her expression softened and her 

age receded. Her hair completely black, her eyes fully colored, but the scars remained.  

“Evangeline,” my mother said. “Go with Benjamin. He’s gonna take you to New York and then 

Quebec.”  

“Do you know how crazy you sound?”  

“He'll explain.”  

“Wait,” I rubbed my temples. “You believe him?”  

“I told him.” I rubbed my head again. “Just go with him.” I stared at her a moment. “There is no 

time, Evangeline.”  



Ben ushered me toward the door but when my mother didn’t move, I halted. “Wait, I’m not 

gonna leave you.”  

“Evangeline –”  

“Mom!”  

She looked at Benjamin and he stood up straighter. Like she was his commanding officer in the 

military or something. She nodded once, and Ben turned to me and hurled me over his shoulder. 

Until this moment, I’d had no idea how strong he was. I was up and over in seconds, I hardly 

even had time to blink. I had screamed and kicked but she looked away and aged again as she 

shut the door behind us. I kicked and squirmed, but Benjamin continued to his car, and threw me 

in the back seat of his station-wagon. I tried pushing the door back open, but the child lock was 

on. I kicked the window. Ben just looked at me, and his eyes seemed to say that if I didn't calm 

down, he was going to make me.  

“I’m trying to do right by you!” He yelled.  

“I didn’t ask you to!”  

He shook his head, turned, got in the car, and sped out of the driveway.  

Within minutes, I saw the sign:  

You're Now Leaving Zanesville Ohio 

 


