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CHAPTER ONE

 

“Mama, look what I can do!” 
“Lucia! What are you… stop that!” 

Blinking, I dropped her hands and the ring of blue flames that surrounded me disappeared. “Mama…”
“Don’t ever do that again, Lucia!”
“What did I do, mama?” My large midnight blue eyes filled with tears at the anger that twisted mama’s face.
“You did the devil’s work, Lucia. Don’t ever do it again.”
Shame filled me. Mom had never had a problem with my abilities before. “I won’t, mama, I promise.”

“Mama… when will I see daddy again? Or Randy, Indie, and Rourke?”
“Never, if I have anything to say about it, now don’t bring them up again.”

 

 

 

 






 

 

CHAPTER TWO

 

~TEN YEARS LATER~

 

LUCIA

 “Mom, I’m heading out!” I called. Checking my sweeping an old leather jacket into my arms.
My mother appeared in the doorway of the kitchen, crossed her arms over her chest. “Remember to behave, Lucia. Listen to what others say and do as you’re told.”
“I’m just meeting Sabrina at the movies.”
“Good. Be careful and come straight home after.”
“Yes, mom.” 

 Resisting the urge to roll her eyes, I tugged the jacket on, grabbed my crossbody purse and hurried out the door, stepping onto the porch as a horn sounded. 
“Hey girl!” Jogging down the steps where a bright blue convertible waited, I opened the passenger door and slid inside.
“Took you long enough.”
“You know mom, she had to give her ‘be good’ speech.”
“Again? It isn’t like we’re seven, today’s your eighteenth birthday for crying out loud!”
I shrugged. “Mom’s weird.” 
“No kidding.”
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 Giggling, we walked from the concession stand carrying buckets brimming with popcorn and large pops, heading for the theater room. “Why did we pick this movie again? I hate comic book movies,” Sabrina grumbled.
Grinning, I glanced at her from the corner of my eye. “Two words: Chris Pratt.”
“Good point.” Sabrina grabbed a handful of popcorn and tossed it into her mouth.

“Hey there ladies.” 
I glanced over her shoulder. “We’re not interested.”
“Don’t be like that, Lucia. We could show you a good time.”
“Uh-huh,” Sabrina snorted.

Previews lit up the screen and I turned her attention to the screen, and when the movie ended, I followed Sabrina out of the theater. “I’ll be right back, Rin,” I said as she fumbled with her cellphone.
“I’ll be here,” Sabrina promised, not looking up. I hurried to the bathroom, and when I returned, the stricken look on my friend’s face worried me.
“Sabrina?” 
“Thank God! I gotta go, dad left a message on my phone, Jenna’s in the hospital.” She shook her head, her eyes wild. “I have to take you home fast, Luci.”
“I can walk.”
“But your mom…”
“Rin, go to your sister. She must be scared; she needs you.”
“I can give you a ride home first,” Sabrina offered.”
Shaking my head, I flashed Sabrina a small smile. “It’s only a few blocks to my house, just go, I’ll be fine.”

Sabrina sniffled. “What if she’s out of remission?”
Looping my arm around Sabrina’s waist, I guide Sabrina to her car. “One thing at a time, Rin. Don’t jump to conclusions. It could be nothing. Just drive safely and let me know about Jenna as soon as you’ve got a moment.
“I will. Thanks, Luce.”
“Anytime.” 
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Shivering, I pulled my jacket tighter and tugged the zipper up. The sun was lowering and the air cooling. Mom was going to be so mad that I was taking so long to get home, but that’s just too bad. 

“All alone, Lucia?”

Sighing, I stopped and turned around. “What do you want, Blaine?”
“Just a minute of your time.”
“I need to get home.”
“What’s your rush?”
“Mom doesn’t like it when I’m late.”
“You’re a big girl, your mom will understand that you needed time with a man.”
“You’re not a man, you’re a boy.”

He snarled and lunged for me, his fingers curling around my upper arm, and he dragged me into an alley. “Let me go!” I shrieked. 
“Not until you give me what I want.”
“And what’s that?” I asked, my voice trembling.
He pushed me against the wall, and using his lower body to hold me still, he unzipped my jacket, exposing my pink tee-shirt. 
“Blaine, don’t!” I exclaimed as he ripped my shirt open, exposing my cream-colored bra. 
“You’re so stuck up, Lucia. You never give any guy the time of day.” He mauled my breasts, squeezing hard, making me cry out in pain. 
“Let me go!” 
“Not. Yet.” He moved one hand to the waist band of my jeans and tore it open, pushing them down my hips. I struggled against him and only succeeded in making him tighten his grip on my breast. “Stop. Fighting. Me.”

A sharp scream burst from me when he shoved his fingers inside my jeans and ran them along my clit before slipping his finger inside my panties and roughly shoving it inside my pussy. 

Anger burst inside me, and I lifted my hands, pressed them to his shoulders and gave him a shove. 
“You little bitc…” His words cut away and a wrenching scream filled the cooling air as blue flames danced across his skin. 

He ripped his hands from my body and stepped back, slapping his legs and groin, trying to extinguish the fire.

“What is going on here?” A booming voice demanded to know as a man stepped inside the alley. His eyes widened at the sight of Blaine with the flames licking across his lower body. Rushing toward us, the man tackled Blaine to the ground and rolled him across the dirt and gravel, trying to put the flames out. 
“What happened here?” The man wanted to know after the flames disappeared.
“He-he tried to rape me.”
“So you lit him on fire?”
“No!” I shook my head quickly. “I don’t know how he caught fire.” I tugged my jacket over my exposed chest. 
“Just stay there,” he ordered, pulling his cellphone out of his coat pocket.
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“Mom!” I exclaimed as my mother walked swiftly toward me.
“What happened? Why aren’t you with Sabrina?”
“Jenna was admitted to the hospital and Sabrina needed to go be with her family. I was walking home, and almost there when Blaine Lockstone pulled me into the alley behind Root’s Market. He tore my clothes and stuck his hand down my pants, put his fingers inside me.”

My lower lip trembled, and my midnight eyes filled with tears of shame. 
“Where is he?” Mom wrapped her arm around my shoulder and turned her attention to the officer walking toward us. “Where is the young man who attacked my daughter?”
“He’s at the hospital Mrs…”
“Wilkes. Mrs. Wilkes.”
“Mrs. Wilkes, the young man who allegedly attacked your daughter is on his way to the hospital with third degree burns to his legs and groin.”

Mom froze. “What?” 
“Yes ma’am, we’re not sure why or how. Lucia said she doesn’t know how he caught fire.”
Mom removed her arm from around my shoulder. “I see.” She glanced over at me, an unreadable expression across her face. “Is Lucia being charged with anything?”
“No ma’am. There’s no accelerant or fire-starting materials anywhere near Lucia. She’s free to go.”
“Good.” Mom grabbed my elbow and yanked hard. “Let’s go.”
“Mom, you’re hurting me!” I complained as she dragged me across the parking lot. 
“Get in the car, Lucia. Now,” she instructed through gritted teeth.

We rode in an uncomfortable silence and when we returned home, she shoved me into the house.

“Go to your room, Lucia, I’ll deal with you in a little while.”
“Mom, I didn’t do anything!”
“Go.”

Teary eyed, I ran up the stairs, slamming my bedroom door behind me.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 





 

CHAPTER THREE

 

“Lucia, come down here right now!” 

Swiping the tears from my cheeks, I walked slowly down the stairs where mom waited with a man and a woman that I didn’t remember meeting before but felt familiar at the same time. 
“Mom, who are they? What’s going on?”
“You’re a devil, Lucia, just like your father, that’s what’s going on.”
“Helena!” the woman chastised. 
“I didn’t do anything!” 

Mom shook her head. “Yes, you did, Lucia. You set that boy on fire.”
“How?”
“With your devil granted powers.”
“Helena, that’s enough!” the man roared.

Mom took a step back. “You have ten minutes to pack your things. I want you gone.”
“Mama, please!” 
“I won’t have a devil blessed living in my home. You have ten minutes to pack your things. Whatever you leave is being thrown out.”
“Mom!” 
She glanced at her watch. “Nine minutes thirty seconds.”

Turning, I ran back upstairs, tears streaming down my face as I rushed into my room and looked around, unsure of where to begin. 

When I returned downstairs, I had two duffle bags and my backpack, all filled to the brim slung over my shoulders. The man reached for one and I hesitated.
“Lucia, this is Lee and Violet. You’re their problem now.”

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


CHAPTER FOUR

 

“Who are you and where are we going?” I asked as I climbed in the back seat.
“Lucia, what do you remember about your father?” Lee counter questioned.
“Not much. Mom said he didn’t want to be a father, so he left.”
“That’s not true at all. Your dad loves you very much!” Lee all but roared.
“How do you know?”

Lee turned to look at me. “Because he is my brother.”
“What?”
“Your dad is my brother.”
“Dad’s still alive?”
“Yes, he is.”
“Then why did he leave?” 

Lee hesitated and then jerked his head toward the house. “Would you want to live with crazy?”
“I guess not.”
“We have a long drive ahead of us, Lucia, get some sleep.”
“Are you really my uncle?”
“Yes, Luci Lou, I am.”

The nickname sent chills of familiarity through me as memories pushed front and center in my brain. Summers at a house on a lake with a boy, slightly older, and a girl my age, and another boy, also my age, bonfires, rope swings, and twinkling fireflies. Overwhelmed and exhausted by the day’s events, my eyes closed, and I fell into a troubled sleep.
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“Lucia, we’re here.” 
Groaning, I opened my eyes and sat up and looked around. Everywhere I looked, all I saw was green. Lee opened the door and held it open as I stepped out of the car. Birds chirped and the smell of lilac and wildflowers filled the air, and I took a deep breath. “Where are we?”
“We’re just outside of San Cozi.”

My eyes widened. “San Cozi? That’s on the other side of the state.”
“Come inside.” 

Sighing, I followed Lee and Violet into the log cabin. 
“Mom, Randy’s being a jerk!” 
“India, we have company.”

The girl stopped complaining and turned to look at me. “Who’s this?”
“Your cousin, Lucia.”

India’s eyes widened and she stared at me. “Luci?” she whispered. “Is it really you?”
Nodding, I waved uneasily. “Hi.”

India turned toward the stairs. “Randy, Luci’s here!”

Footsteps thudded as Randy ran down the stairs. “Luci!” Before I knew what hit me, strong arms engulfed me in a hug. I struggled to break free, my breath freezing in my chest, and he released me. “I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to scare you, we’ve just missed you so much.”
“What the hell is going on here?” I wanted to know.
“We’ll explain it all as soon as Danny gets here,” Lee answered.
“Danny?”
Lee nodded. “Your dad.”
“My dad?”
“I told you he’s still alive.”

“Lee, give Lucia some time, I’m sure this is a lot to process.” Violet gave me a kind, warm smile. “Honey, your room is upstairs, third on the right, and you have your own bathroom. Why don’t you go up and unpack and take a shower.”
“Thank you.”

As I made my way up the stairs, I could hear India and Randy asking their parents questions about me. Coming to a stop outside the third door, I reached out and turned the knob, stepped inside and stopped dead in my tracks. The walls were a navy blue with rose gold trim, just like my room at home. I shook my head, it had to be a coincidence. There’s no way they knew what my room looked like or what my favorite colors were. Dropping my backpack onto the bed, I pulled my tee shirt over my head. Kicking off my sneakers, I stepped out of my leggings and panties, and walked into the large bathroom. Reaching around my back, I unhooked my bra and dropped it to the floor. I studied the shower carefully and turned the water on as hot as I could stand it before stepping inside. I groaned in relief as hot water pounded over my tense back. I still had no idea what the hell was happening. The water helped dissolve some of the stress, but it didn’t do anything for the ball of nerves in my stomach. Mom had kicked me out, called me the child of the devil, and sent me to live with people I didn’t know. I stayed in the shower until the water ran cold. Shivering, I shut the water off, wrapped a towel around my body, stepped out, and dried myself quickly. Violet called my name just as I tugged a clean shirt over my head. Taking a deep breath, I walked slowly down the stairs where Violet waited. “Here, honey,” she murmured, holding out a mug to me. “We’ll be eating in a few hours, but I thought you could use something warm.”
“Thank you.”
“Come into the living room, everyone’s here.”
“Everyone?”
She nodded. “Including your dad.” Flashing me a reassuring smile, she guided me down the hall and into a spacious room. “Danny.” 

A dark-haired man turned around, his midnight eyes landing on my ivory face. Memories of hugs and piggyback rides flashed before my eyes, and I blinked. “Daddy?” I whispered.
“Pumpkin.”

Tears filled my eyes, wide with shock. Somehow, I made my way across the room and found myself in dad’s arms for the first time in nearly a decade.

“Why did you leave me?” I whispered when he released me.
“Your mom and I…”
“I get why you left mom, she’s insane. Why did you leave me?”
“You were so young, you needed your mother.”
“Why did mom kick me out?” 
“Sit down, Lucia.”
“I’m tired of everybody telling me what to do! Someone answer me; why did mom kick me out?!”

The curtains behind the couch burst into blue flames.
“Lucia! You must learn to calm yourself!” Dad exclaimed.

I watched, dumbfounded as Violet waved her hand and the flames disappeared with a hiss as water trickled down the curtains.
“What the hell?”

“Sit down, Lucia, we have a lot to cover,” Violet said kindly.
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My head buzzed with the information I’d been told, and I rubbed my face. How could it be true? How could I have powers? I could hear my dad whispering with Violet and Lee in the kitchen and it made my stomach churn. I wanted to go home, but I didn’t have a home to go to. My eyes filled with tears, and I lifted my head as the front door opened and closed. A deep voice called out as a tall, handsome hunk walked inside the living room.

“Who…”
“I’m Rourke. You’re Luci, aren’t you?”
“Yes, but how did you know that?”

His lips curled into a sad smile, showing off a dimple. “You don’t remember me, do you?”
“Should I?” 
His smile faded. “You really don’t remember me, Firebug?”

Giggles rose up in my head and warmth spread through me.

“You can’t catch me!” a little girl called with a giggle as she ran through the soft grass towards the woods. 
“Oh yes, I can!” Randy called back as he took off after the girl. His fingers brushed the arm of his sister. “Got you, Indi! Where’d you go, Luci?”
Giggles filled the air again as she continued to run. 
“Do you see her, Rourke?” Randy wanted to know as his friend dodged his reach.
“Nope, and you’re not going to get me, either!” 

With a burst of speed, Rourke sped away. Sticks crunched under his feet as he made his way into the woods. A scream filled the air, and he froze, listening. “Luci?” The sound of muffled tears filled his ears and he rushed toward it, dropping to his knees at the edge of a large hole. “Luci?” He peered down, but the hole was so deep, he could barely make her out.
“Rourke?” 
“I’m here. Are you okay?”
“My arm hurts.”
“I’m going for help.”
“Don’t leave me!”
“I’ll be right back, Luci, I promise.”
“Rourke, please! I’m scared!”
“If I don’t tell anyone…”
“My arm hurts and I can’t see. I’m scared.”

“Rourke, where’d you go?” Randy called.
“Here, I’m here!” Randy came to a stop next to his friend and Rourke grabbed his arm just before he fell into the hole. “Luci fell. Go get your dad, I’ll stay with her.”
“On it.” 

With a glance toward the hole, Randy turned and ran away.
“Luci, how are you doing?” He frowned when she didn’t answer. “Luci?” Worried, he took a deep breath and jumped in the hole, landing on his feet next to her. “Luci.” Reaching out, he touched her cheek and her eyes fluttered open with a moan. “Hi there.” His lips curled into a relieved smile.
“Rourke, it hurts.”
“Randy went for help. It’s going to be okay.” 
“I’m so cold.”

He shrugged out of his jacket and covered her with it. “Let me see your arm, Luci.” 
“It hurts to move.”
“I know.” Running his hands lightly over the broken bone, he held his hands over her wrist and focused his energy. She screamed as the bones knitted together. “I’m sorry, Luci,” Rourke murmured, helping her sit up. “You’re right, it’s cold.” His eyes dropped to a pile of leaves. “Too bad I don’t have anything to make a fire with.” 

Luci blinked and turned her gaze to the leaves, her lips quirking upward at the thought of a warm fire.
“Luci!” he shouted. Her eyes opened and widened at the sight of a fire in the corner. He gathered her in a hug, pressed a hasty kiss to her cheeks. “Good job, Firebug.”

“Rourke!” I exclaimed.
A pleased smile crossed his face and my pussy clenched. Rourke had been my first crush. We may have only been eight years old the last time we’d seen each other, but he was so cute then, and now, nearly ten years later, he was so hot it should be illegal; especially when he smiled.
“You do remember.”
“You fixed my arm.”
“You kept us warm,” he returned.
“What are you doing here?” 
“I’m friends with Randy, remember? I spend a lot of my time here.”
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I tapped my fingers impatiently as I waited for Sabrina to answer her phone. I needed to know how Jenna was, and I needed her to know that I hadn’t just disappeared; well, at least not of my own volition. 

“Rin, it’s Luci.”
“Girl, where have you been? I’ve been calling your house for ages, but all your mom said was that you didn’t live there anymore; that you’d gone to live with your aunt and uncle. What the hell? I didn’t even know you had an aunt and uncle!”

I let out a dry chuckle. “Yeah, neither did I.”
“What happened, Luc?”
I hesitated, not knowing how much I could say. “Blaine attacked me after you headed for the hospital.”
“Are you okay?”
“I am, he isn’t.”
“What do you mean?”
“I set his dick on fire.”
“You what? How?”
“I don’t know. Apparently, I have this weird superpower where I can set things on fire with my mind.”
“Girl, what are you smoking? And can you share, because I could use a happy, even if it’s artificial.”
“How’s Jenna?” I asked, dreading the answer.
“They’re keeping her in the hospital to run some tests, but they think she’s out of remission.”
“Rin, I’m so sorry! Can I do anything?”
“Just visit when you can.”
“I will.”
“So, tell me more about where you’re living now. Your aunt and uncle?”
“Yeah, Lee and Violet. Lee is my dad’s brother, and guess what, dad’s still alive.”
“Where the fuck has he been?”
“He made a promise to mom that he’d stay away, but since she sent me away, that deal is off.”
“Are you going to get to know him?”
“I’d like to.”
“What else?”
“I have cousins; Randy and India. Randy’s nineteen, and India is my age.”
“Ohhh, nineteen, huh? Is he cute?”
“Rin, he’s my cousin!” 
“So? That doesn’t mean anything, you have eyes. I’m not suggesting you fuck him, I just want to know if he’s attractive.”
“Yeah, I guess. But…”
“But?”
“His friend Rourke is even cuter.”
“Ohh, dish, girl!”

I laughed and shifted so I was sitting cross-legged on the bed. “He has these brown eyes that remind me of a Ghirardelli chocolate and caramel bar, they’re brown, but golden at the same time. And he’s really tall, and man, he’s…”

Footsteps sounded on the wooden staircase and Rourke came to a stop just outside my bedroom door. My heart pounded.
“He’s what?” Sabrina asked impatiently.
“He’s smoking.”
“Picture,” she demanded. 
“Rin…”
“Girl, I need a picture, right freaking now.”

Laughing, I tried to take a picture without it looking like I was taking a picture, but Rourke leaned against my door frame as if he were posing. Sending the photo, I had to pull away at Sabrina’s loud exclamation of, “Hot damn!”
“Sabrina!” I hissed. I could feel my face turning red. My hair cut off from my lungs as Rourke stepped into my room and closed the door. 
“Tell your friend goodbye, Firebug.”
“Is that him?” Sabrina whisper-screamed.
“Uh-huh.”
“He even sounds sexy!”
“Rin.” I closed my eyes and groaned. He took the phone from my hands and held it up to his ear.
“Sabrina, right?” he asked.
“Yeah. Is this smoking hot Rourke?” 
Laughter rumbled from his chest. “Yes.”
“Humble, I like that.”
“Luci will call you back later. We have some things to discuss.”
“You won’t hurt her, will you?”
“Never.”
“Good, because I don’t care how hot you are, I’ll hunt you down like a rabid dog if you lay a finger on her in a way she doesn’t like.”
“Goodbye, Sabrina.” 

I watched with wide eyes as Rourke disconnected the call on my new cellphone and tossed it to me, holding my breath, I waited to see what he’d do next.

“So, I’m smoking hot, huh?”
“You heard that?”
“Sabrina asked if I was ‘smoking hot Rourke.”
I dropped my face into my hands with a groan, looking up again only when I felt the mattress dip under his weigh. The air seemed to freeze when his hand slid over my knee. “What are you doing?” I whispered, staring at his hand as he brushed his thumb over my leg.
“Do you think I’m hot?” 
“Yes,” I admitted.
“Good. I like that.”
“Why does it matter?”
His lips curled into a grin. “Because I think you’re beautiful, and someday very soon, I’m going to make you mine.”

Before I could say anything, he slid his hands up my thigh to my hip. Holding me firmly in place, he closed his lips over mine in a tender kiss. 

I gaped at him as he pulled back. 

“Hey Rourke, Luci, dinner!” India shouted from down the stairs.
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“So, let me get this straight,” I began, spearing a piece of chicken onto my fork. “We have powers?” I shook my head, unable to wrap my brain around it. People didn’t have powers; we couldn’t control nature; it was just bizarre.
“Yes. You can manipulate fire.”
“That’s wild.”
“If you’d grown up in our world, you would have been trained on how to use them. Your mother did you a disservice by cutting you off from us,” Danny grumbled.
“So what does that mean?”
“It means you’re behind in your training, but that’s okay. If I remember correctly, you’re a quick study. You’ll be joining your cousins at Crayton Mystical Academy.”
“What is Crayton Mystical Academy?” 
“It’s one of many schools to train our youth in how to control their powers and become useful members of our society.”

I frowned. “I don’t remember having any powers.” 
“You set the curtains on fire,” India said dryly.
“I know.” I lowered my eyes. “How am I supposed to fit in if I don’t even know how these powers work?”
“We can work with you,” Randy offered.
Rourke shook his head. “You’re all Aquatarians, you won’t be able to help Luci channel properly so that her fire doesn’t hurt anyone.” He frowned at the flush that colored my cheeks. “I’ll work with her.”


“Are you sure, Rourke? Don’t you have other responsibilities?” Lee asked.
“I’m sure. Luci was my friend once, and if she can’t control her powers, she’ll be a liability at Crayton, and the other students won’t hesitate to take advantage of that.”

 

[image: OEBPS/images/image0003.png] 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

ROURKE

 

“Come on, Luci, focus! Where’s the Firebug I remember?”
“She doesn’t remember much,” Lucia retorted back. Blue sparks burst from her hands setting the tree to my left on fire. I used my meager Aquatarian gifts to extinguish the fire.
“How’d you do that?” 
I grinned. “Mom was an Aquatarian, so I have some water abilities, but fire is where my real strength and power lies.”
“I can’t do this.”

I frowned at the frustration I saw on her beautiful face. 
“Sure you can, Firebug. You just need to take a breath and focus.”
“No, I can’t.”
“Why not?”
“Mama said it was wrong to use my power, so I just…”
“You stopped?” She nodded. 
“You can do this, baby.”

She blinked. “Baby? When did you decide to call me baby?” 
I grinned at the flustered look on her face. “Luci, focus.”
“How can I?”

Spinning on her heels, she headed into the woods, stomping loudly against the underbrush. 
“Sure! Let’s just take a break. Again.” Frustration rose within me, and I shoved my hands through my hair. I gave her a minute and then started to follow her. A shrill scream caught on the wind, and I took off running. “LUCI!”

I came to a stop at the edge of a crevice and couldn’t help but chuckle nervously. “How is it you fall into the same hole ten years apart?”
“Fuck you, Rourke!”
I frowned at the pain I heard in her voice. “How badly are you hurt?”
“I can’t move.”
Swearing, I jumped into the hole, hoping to hell I didn’t break my phone, or my legs. “Show me, Firebug, ignoring the cracking sound as the screen on my phone shattered.
“My phone broke.”
“Mine too. Make a fireball and hold it in your hand. That will give us enough light for me to see what we’re working with.”

With a shaky sigh, she tried to make a fireball and I had to duck to keep it from flying into my face.
“I said hold it in your hand.”
“I don’t know how, and I’m scared.”
In the meager light, I could see the tears on her cheeks, and I carefully moved closer. “What hurts, baby?”
“My ankle.” 
“Okay.” Leaning over, I kissed her softly. Pulling away, I was glad to see that new tears hadn’t fallen. Taking her hand, I lifted it in the air and held it in front of her. “I’m going to help you make a fireball. You can’t hurt me, so don’t be afraid.”
“It hurts.”
“I know, baby. Trust me.”

I cradled her hand. “Breathe and think of a warm ball of light. Not enough to set something on fire; just enough to see.” I grinned when a small fireball formed in her hand. “Good job, baby.”
“I did it!” She whispered.
“Yeah, you did. Now, hold it just like that and let me check you out.” 

I moved my hands slowly and carefully up both arms before moving to her legs. My fingers drifted dangerously close to the treasure between her legs. Glancing at her, I inched my fingers closer and dragged them up the seam between her legs, making her whimper. “Did that hurt?”
“No.” 
Shaking my head, I hid my smile and continued sliding my hands down her legs, and when I touched her left ankle, she cried out loudly. “I’m sorry.”
Making a fireball of my own, I carefully examined her ankle. “I don’t think it’s broken, baby, but it’s swollen.”
“Without our phones, how are we going to get out of here?”
“I don’t know,” I admitted. She shivered. “Are you cold?”
She nodded. “I’m freezing.”
I looked around, there wasn’t a whole lot we could burn, and I knew that if we were out here past sundown, we’d get a whole lot colder; even though it was almost June, it still got cold some nights, and it hadn’t been a particularly warm day as it was. 

“Luci, I’m going to come sit behind you. I want you to lean back against me. I’ll keep you warm.”

I moved slowly and as she settled against me and wrapped my arms around her. Closing my eyes, I called upon my fire to heat my body, just enough so that we wouldn’t freeze. My eyes flew open as her ass ground against my cock hardened, causing my boxers and jeans to tent. “Sorry,” I murmured when she stiffened in my arms.
“Rourke,” she whispered.
“Yeah, Firebug?” 
“Thank you.”
“For what?” 
“For not leaving me.”
I pressed a kiss to the top of her head and gave her a gentle squeeze. “You’ll never have to thank me for that.”
“Rourke.” 
“Hmm?” 
I shivered in the cooling air. Ignoring my discomfort, I frowned at the coolness I felt in her back.
“I’m freezing.”
“I know.” Rubbing my hands over her arms, I kissed the back of her neck. “Lean forward, Firebug.”
“How will that help me get warm?”
“Trust me.”
She leaned forward, and I tugged my pull over jacket over my head, tossed it into a ball and dropped it a few feet away. “Alright, baby, snuggle back.”
“Again with calling me baby; why?”
Ignoring her question, I called my fire into a ball and shot it at the shirt. “This should keep us warmer for a little while, but hopefully it isn’t long before someone finds us.”

“Rourke?” 
“Yeah, Firebug?”
“You kissed me after you disconnected my call with Sabrina.”
“I did.”
“Why?”
“I told you, someday, I’m going to make you mine.”
“Why?”
“Because.”
“That isn’t a good answer.”
“I like you.”
“You like me so you’re going to make me yours?”

I growled and tightened my hold on her. “I’ve been fucking crazy about you since we were kids. I was half in love with you the last I saw you, and the more time I spend with you here, the more I fall for you.”
“Rourke, I…”

Growling again, I turned her in my arms and crushed my lips over hers, sliding my hand around to press against her belly. She whimpered under my lips. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

LUCIA

I squirmed in his arms, whimpering when pain from my ankle moved toward my core.
“Don’t hurt yourself,” he rasped.
“Are you…”
“Am I what?” 

He followed my gaze to the bulge in his jeans. “Yeah, baby, I’m hard. Having you in my arms like this is torture.”

I shivered and he frowned. “Are you cold?”
“I can’t get warm.
“There’s literally only one way we can get closer and share body heat.”
“And that is?”
His eyes darkened. “For me to slide inside you.”
Throat suddenly going dry, I swallowed. 
“Baby, we don’t have to. I don’t want to rush you.”
“I’ve never… I’ve never had sex.”
“Never?” His voice went low.
“Never.”
“Why not?”
“I don’t want to talk about it.”
“Okay.” I shifted uncomfortably on the cold, hard ground. His cock hardened against me, and I froze. “You got harder,” I accused.
Barking out a laugh, he shrugged. “I can’t control that, Firebug. It’s just what happens when I’m around you.”

I bit my lip as silence descended again. The fire waned and I shivered. 
“Baby, I know you’re cold, but you have to stop doing that.”
“I’m sorry.”
“It’s okay. I know you can’t help it, but you’re killing me.”

Pain zinged up my leg and I whimpered. “I wish I could get us out of here, baby. I’m sorry.”
“It hurts.”
“I know, I’m sorry.”
“Can you try to distract me?”
“Firebug, are you sure about that?”
I nodded, and he slipped two fingers under my chin, tilting it up and devoured my lips with his. I gasped in surprise, and he slipped his tongue inside to brush against mine. I moaned into his mouth as his hands slid around me to stroke my back. Only when he needed to catch his breath did Rourke pull his lips from mine.
“Wow,” I whispered.

 

 

 

 

 

 

ROURKE

Chuckling, I slid my hands around her waist. “Baby, I’m going to move you so that you’re not on the cold ground anymore, that will help you stay warm longer.”
“Okay.” 
“It’s going to hurt.”
“Okay.”

I hated the pain I saw in her beautiful face as I lifted her from the ground and settled her into my lap, but I couldn’t contain the grin at the look of surprise on her face as my denim covered cock pressed against her yoga pants.
“Talk to me, Firebug, what are you thinking?”
“You feel like you’re huge.”
My shoulders shook with laughter and I hugged her gently. “You’re good for my ego. Are you warmer?”
“A little.”
“Good.” Leaning down, I kissed her again and let my hands slide down her back to stroke her bottom. 
“Rourke,” she murmured against my lips.
“Just relax, baby, I won’t hurt you.” 
“I trust you.”
I smiled. “Good.” I kissed her softly and pulled away long enough to say, “Part your lips for me, baby.”
Her midnight eyes studied me for a moment before opening her mouth a little. Devouring her lips again, I plundered her mouth with my tongue and rocked my hips into hers gently, pushing my cock against her pelvis. She whimpered into my mouth again. Cool drops of liquid dripped onto my forehead, and I pulled away and looked up. “Shit,” I grumbled as I saw the rain drops. 
“Rourke, the fire!” I followed Lucia’s gaze as the sky opened and extinguished the fire. 
“It’s okay, baby. We’ll be fine.” But even I was doubting myself at this point. My screen had shattered to the point where I couldn’t even touch the glass without slicing my finger, and Lucia’s was smashed, which isn’t surprising, considering it had been in her back pocket when she fell.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

LUCIA

“Rourke, I’m so… cold.” My teeth chattered. The rain had stopped, but the damage was done; the fire had been extinguished, and we were both too tired for our powers to start another one. 
“It’s going to be okay, baby.”
He kissed me softly and tightened his arms around me. 
“I can’t feel my fingers anymore.”
He swore under his breath. 
“Will you help me get warm?” 
“Baby, the only other way is to…”
“I know.”

He shook his head. “Absolutely not. I’m not taking your virginity in a fucking hole in the ground. We haven’t even been on a date yet.”
“But…”
“I want to be balls deep inside you, Firebug, but this isn’t the time.”
“What if we don’t get out of here?” 
“We will.”
“Rourke, the sky’s gone dark, we’ve been here for hours. We’re so tired and dehydrated that we can’t even summon our fire. Face it. We’re not getting out of this pit.” Tears filled my eyes as the realization that his death would be my fault; I’d stormed off, angry and frustrated, and hadn’t paid attention to where I was going. My stupidity was going to get us both killed.
“No, baby, we aren’t going to die.”
“Yes we are.”
“Luci, look at me.” I burst into tears as I lifted my eyes to his. He flashed a soft, reassuring smile. “Baby, we’re going to get out of this, and when we do, I’m taking you out for dinner, and we’ll have a proper date.”

We fell silent until I shivered again. “Rourke. I can’t feel my fingers.” His eyes dropped to my hands, and he swore harshly as he put his hands around mine and rubbed them gently. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

ROURKE

She lowered her head to my shoulder, and I wrapped my arms around her as tightly as I could. I hated that my cock was still hard in my jeans when Lucia was so cold and scared. Closing my eyes, I pressed a kiss to the top of her head and just held her. I was almost asleep when she jerked almost out of my arms. 

“What are you doing, baby?” I asked, my eyes widening in concern as she tugged her shirt over her head.
“I’m so hot.”
“Baby, you need to keep your clothes on, you’re hypothermic.”
“I’m so hot.”
“Lucia!” 

She whimpered when she rose to her knees and started shoving her pants and underwear down her long legs.
“Luci, baby, put your clothes back on.”
“No, I’m so hot.”
“You’re really not, baby, it’s your brain playing tricks on you. You need to put your clothes on.” 
She batted her dark eyes at me and reached for the buckle of my jeans. 
“Luci, you’re killing me,” I groaned, putting my hands on top of hers to stop her movements.
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