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DEDICATED TO:

ANYONE WHO BELIEVES IN SOULMATES.

HOPE YOU FIND YOUR FOREVER LOVE.
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JANINE

It’s like, supernatural, or whatever.




“Ten of Pentacles.” I whistled as the young woman across from the table sat in front of me.

“What does that mean, Mademoiselle Lavalle?” she asked me. She was a frequent client. I was her favourite psychic, apparently.

“It means you’re in a lot of luck, wealth and inheritance, Stacey,” I told her, and I gave a proper reading into her wealth and future success.

Stacey bought a set of candles and her own deck of tarot cards as she left.

I had one more client in my shop who received a grim reading after I lamented on his mother’s death.

When I was done, I closed shop. It was 7 p.m. and I felt hungry, so I stopped by the grocery store before I went to my house in the woods. I’d preferred to live in seclusion and isolation when I left my corporate job a year ago and opened my spiritual psychic shop. I’d decided living in a capitalist hellscape was not my style. I chose the path of higher spiritual calling and witchcraft.

My friends found it terrifying and abandoned me soon after as I became more “woo-woo”, but I had started to understand that authenticity repelled those who didn’t change or like new stages of life. Growth came with loss, and losing my materialistic, wealthy friend group proved satisfactory and beneficial.

At home, I burned incense and lit a tea candle circle. I opened my Bible and my grimoires. I made a cup of herbal tea and tuned in for my evening meditation and prayer.

That night, I had a prophetic dream. A wolf, one of my childhood past, appeared before me, and I jolted awake right before it could devour me whole.

Frightened by the dream, I made another cup of tea and said another prayer before taking somnambulant syrup and fell asleep.

At the shop the next day, I sold a few candles, grimoires, tarot decks and spiritual books.

During the day, I received an urgent message from my sister:

Liezel: Mom is dead. Please return home for her funeral this weekend.

Liezel’s message slightly perturbed me. I was rather annoyed at the prospect of returning home. I hadn’t spoken to my mother in a very long time, and now, apparently, she had died.

I booked a flight home for the weekend. I arrived in Hollswell on Friday, a small town off the shore where I grew up. It was surrounded by a large forest filled with every creature of the night.

It was a small, creepy town. Halloween was the darkest day of the year in Hollswell.

I pulled into my childhood family’s driveway in my Corsa. It was my grandma’s parting gift to me on my twenty-seventh birthday.

Liezel waited on the porch swing, smoking a blunt.

“How are you?” I asked my older sister.

I shrugged.

“Could be better,” I told her.

“Is it because of mom?” Liezel asked me.

“Partially. Pass me a smoke.” I told her, sitting beside her on the swing. Liezel gave me the blunt. I inhaled and exhaled. I rarely smoked, but this event called for relaxants.

“When’s she being buried?” asked Liezel.

“Sunday,” Liezel answered.

“How’d she die?” I asked.

“Lung cancer,” Liezel said.

“When did that happen?? I asked, unaware of this.

“A few weeks ago. Chemo didn’t work. She died.” Liezel said.

“Shit,” I said.

“Yeah,” Liezel said, taking a drag from the blunt from I.

“You were looking after her?” I asked her.

“Nah, she is in hospice. I worked through. Covered some of her bills.”

“You still at the hardware store?” I asked her.

She shook her head.

“That was six years ago. I’m a lawyer now. Went back to school when you left for the city,” she said. “I graduated at 25. I invited you, but you never came.” Liezel finished.

“I’m sorry. I had Collin. Then he… he left.” I told her.

“He told you you couldn’t come?” she asked me.

“Yeah,” I told her.

“Asshole. Glad you reported him,” she said. “Is he still in jail?” she asked me.

“Yeah.” I laughed. “The motherfucker wanted me to grant him bail.”

“After what he did to you? Abused you? Fuck him.” Liezel sympathised.

While we had never been close, even growing up together, we’d occasionally catch each other up here and there. Text messages, postcards, family traditions.

I knew about her law school admission, but didn’t follow her through to her graduation and employment journey.

“LLB, huh? Okay, smart kid.” I said, changing the subject. I didn’t want to talk about Collin, my ex-boyfriend, the abusive convict.

“Yeah. I work at the firm in town.” Liezel informed me.

“Nice,” I said.

“Yeah.”

“What’s new in Hollswell?” I asked her.

“Nothing much. Sushi joint downtown. New arcade, but nothing else.” Liezel’s voice was strained.

“What?” I asked, noticing her sudden change in demeanour.

“Cristal’s coming. To the funeral.” Liezel told me, eyeing me warily, monitoring my reaction.

My spine tingled.

“What? Here?” I asked her.

“Yeah…” Liezel said.

I took the joint back, inhaled, exhaled.

“How do you feel about that?” Liezel asked me, softly.

Cristal was a delicate topic for me. Another person I didn’t want to talk about.

I shrugged.

“I’m not ready to see her,” I said to her.

“I know, but…It’s been two years. Water under the bridge?” Liezel said.

“No. I don’t think so.” I spoke.

“You have to talk to her, eventually.” Liezel nudged my shoulder.

I sighed.

“I’m going to bed,” I told my younger sister and retired to my childhood bedroom upstairs to rest after my long drive.
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CRISTAL

BACK TO THE TRENCHES

Hollswell.

Driving through the narrow streets, the creepy homes, and the busy town centre. It gave me a sense of nostalgia.

Lucy Lavalle passed away. Cancer.

As my mom’s best friend, I had to go. Had to see her being buried.

“I can’t believe she’s gone.” My mother cried in my passenger seat in my Range Rover.

“Neither can I.”

I felt my spine tingle and my hair raise.

God, not now.

I held in my lupine urges.

When we drove into the Lavalle driveway on that dreary, gloomy Sunday, there were several funeral-goers on the front lawn. The funeral was being held at the church in an hour. The procession would start walking to the church fifteen minutes prior. I parked behind the long line of cars in front of the house.

When we got out, I saw her.

Janine Lavalle.

The one that got away.

She was being consoled by her younger sister. Her name wouldn’t come to mind.

It had been years since I’d been here.

Since I’d been with the Lavalle’s.

My mother was closer to them.

I’d moved out at 20 for the city and gotten a job in HR.

Seeing her made me feel strangely feral.

I felt my werewolf instincts settle in my bones as the old desire to devour her arose. I felt like our bond was still here, all these years after. Instead of a tightrope, it had become as thin as floss.

At the church, we watched the procession, my mother and I. We said our condolences to the Lavalle’s. My mother cried on my shoulder. Her father had died when she was sixteen. She officially had no parents left.

I felt sorry for her. She had never loved either of her parents, but losing people was never easy. Even if you hated them.

“Hi,” I said when I got to her.

She eyed me wearily.

“Cristal. I can’t say it’s nice to see you.” She told me.

“I wouldn’t expect that of you,” I responded.

“I’m glad. You have no right to expect decency from me after what you did,” she cried.

“I already apologised for that,” I spoke.

“Now is not the time for this. My mother just died,” she said, and then she walked away.

When we were younger, she and I spent the better part of our youth together, but one fateful night proved to change the course of our lives forever.
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CRISTAL

A WALK DOWN MEMORY LANE

10 YEARS AGO

The party was at its zenith. I was inebriated and tripping in my Converse sneakers. I held a glossy paper cup of beer in my hands, and the rest of the girls were making videos to post on Facebook. The Earth beneath me felt shaky, like I could fall any minute.

I felt Janine’s supportive arm hold me up as I almost collided with the pavement.

“Whoa there. You look like you had way too much to drink. I’ll take that,” she said in my ear, her breath warm and inviting in my ear as she took the cup of beer away from me and spilt it into the grass.

She threw the cup away in a nearby bin.

“Want to go to Burger King to sober up?” she asked me.

“Yeah,” I told her.

We got in an Uber and ate countless Whoppers. Having food in my stomach alleviated the illness I was currently experiencing.

My hangover tomorrow would be insane.

“Is your mom home?” Janine asked me.

I shook my head. “No. She’s on a trip. I’m home alone.”

“Want to come over to mine? We can have a slumber party,” she suggested, and I smiled.

“Will Devin be there?” I asked her. Devin was her boyfriend at the time.

“No. Just us,” she told me.

I liked the sound of that.

Lately, there had been creeping moments where I felt butterflies around Janine. We’d
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