
  
    [image: Fates Chronicles Series]
  


  
    
      Fates Chronicles Series

      THE COMPLETE SET, BOOKS 1 - 5

    

    
      
        RHIANNON FUTCH

      

    

    
      
        
          [image: Rhiannon Futch]
        

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Contents

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        
          A Vampire’s Fate

        

        
          
            Prologue

          

          
            Chapter 1

          

          
            Chapter 2

          

          
            Chapter 3

          

          
            Chapter 4

          

          
            Chapter 5

          

          
            Chapter 6

          

          
            Chapter 7

          

          
            Chapter 8

          

          
            Chapter 9

          

          
            Chapter 10

          

          
            Chapter 11

          

          
            Chapter 12

          

          
            Chapter 13

          

          
            Chapter 14

          

          
            Chapter 15

          

          
            Chapter 16

          

          
            Chapter 17

          

          
            Chapter 18

          

          
            Chapter 19

          

          
            Chapter 20

          

          
            Chapter 21

          

          
            Chapter 22

          

          
            Chapter 23

          

        

      

      
        
          A Vampire’s Treasure

        

        
          
            Chapter 1

          

          
            Chapter 2

          

          
            Chapter 3

          

          
            Chapter 4

          

          
            Chapter 5

          

          
            Chapter 6

          

          
            Chapter 7

          

          
            Chapter 8

          

          
            Chapter 9

          

          
            Chapter 10

          

          
            Chapter 11

          

          
            Chapter 12

          

          
            Chapter 13

          

          
            Chapter 14

          

          
            Chapter 15

          

          
            Chapter 16

          

          
            Chapter 17

          

          
            Chapter 18

          

          
            Chapter 19

          

          
            Chapter 20

          

          
            Chapter 21

          

          
            Chapter 22

          

          
            Chapter 23

          

          
            Chapter 24

          

          
            Chapter 25

          

          
            Chapter 26

          

        

      

      
        
          A Vampire’s Dream

        

        
          
            Chapter 1

          

          
            Chapter 2

          

          
            Chapter 3

          

          
            Chapter 4

          

          
            Chapter 5

          

          
            Chapter 6

          

          
            Chapter 7

          

          
            Chapter 8

          

          
            Chapter 9

          

          
            Chapter 10

          

          
            Chapter 11

          

          
            Chapter 12

          

          
            Chapter 13

          

          
            Chapter 14

          

          
            Chapter 15

          

          
            Chapter 16

          

          
            Chapter 17

          

          
            Chapter 18

          

          
            Chapter 19

          

          
            Chapter 20

          

          
            Chapter 21

          

          
            Chapter 22

          

          
            Chapter 23

          

          
            Chapter 24

          

          
            Chapter 25

          

          
            Chapter 26

          

          
            Chapter 27

          

        

      

      
        
          A Vampire’s Chase

        

        
          
            Chapter 1

          

          
            Chapter 2

          

          
            Chapter 3

          

          
            Chapter 4

          

          
            Chapter 5

          

          
            Chapter 6

          

          
            Chapter 7

          

          
            Chapter 8

          

          
            Chapter 9

          

          
            Chapter 10

          

          
            Chapter 11

          

          
            Chapter 12

          

          
            Chapter 13

          

          
            Chapter 14

          

          
            Chapter 15

          

          
            Chapter 16

          

          
            Chapter 17

          

          
            Chapter 18

          

        

      

      
        
          A Vampire’s Fight

        

        
          
            Chapter 1

          

          
            Chapter 2

          

          
            Chapter 3

          

          
            Chapter 4

          

          
            Chapter 5

          

          
            Chapter 6

          

          
            Chapter 7

          

          
            Chapter 8

          

          
            Chapter 9

          

          
            Chapter 10

          

          
            Chapter 11

          

          
            Chapter 12

          

          
            Chapter 13

          

          
            Chapter 14

          

          
            Chapter 15

          

          
            Chapter 16

          

          
            Chapter 17

          

          
            Chapter 18

          

          
            Chapter 19

          

          
            Chapter 20

          

          
            Chapter 21

          

          
            Epilogue

          

          
            Sin on a Dark Knight

          

          
            Sin on a Dark Knight Preview

          

          
            A Free Story for You!

          

          
            Fated for Halloween preview

          

          
            About the Author

          

          
            Also by Rhiannon Futch

          

        

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            A Vampire’s Fate

          

          
            
              [image: ]
            

          

        

      

    

    
    

  


  
    
      
        [image: ]
      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Prologue

          

          
            
              [image: ]
            

          

          1833

        

      

    

    
      Gretchen scans the crowd at the market. She knows her husband is deep in debt again, but sometimes the creditors will pass her by without harassment if she has Charles and his friend Devon with her. It has worked before. But even still she watches the crowd as she waits her turn with the vendor. These street markets were good for cheap food but bad for staying out of sight. Everyone comes here.

      She sees them off in the distance at the same time as they notice her. She turns to the boys, “Come along, the line is mad today. We should just go.” She sets a quick pace and the boys have to jog a bit to catch up to her. Charles complains that father will be mad if they come home without the meat they had been sent to bring back. Gretchen looks over her shoulder and sees the man near running at her, knife in hand. Shoving the boys out of the way, she turns back just in time to meet his eyes as he buries the blade deep in her body. “Aaaa⁠—”

      He lets her fall as he pulls the knife out of her body and walks on like nothing happened. The ground is cold under her body and the boys are kneeling over her. Charles is crying, Devon runs off for help. There is no help for her, she can feel the icy fingers of death caressing her soul. She tells Charles, “Tis his fault Charles, stay away from him, don’t go home.”

      By the time Devon arrives with help, it is too late. Gretchen’s soul watches as they close her eyes and try to console her boy. Devon puts a hand on Charles and Gretchen watches in horror as Charles accuses him of being the reason she died. She screams at them, “No, Charles! It’s yer father! Stay away from yer father!” She feels an icy hand on her arm. Silent now, she turns to see Death standing next to her. “They can’t hear you. They can’t see you. I am so sorry.” She wants to cry at the unfairness of it.

      Judson’s fault! All of it! Should be him here, dead in the square. Death touches her arm again, “It is time, we must go.”

      She looks one last time at her son, “Will it be different next time?”

      Death smiles sadly, “It isn’t likely.”
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      As seen by Mary the seer when visited by Fate and Prudence in October of the year 2000.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            One

          

          
            
              [image: ]
            

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Quick note: If you enjoy A Vampire’s Fate, be sure to check out my offer of a free Fate’s Chronicles novella at the end. Happy reading!

      

      

      The funeral went on forever. It was all I could do to stay calm while the pastor read off trite crap for the mourners. Now that they’re gone I can tell Charlie how I really feel.

      “Damn you for dying, you bastard. I know your mom would say I shouldn’t talk ill of the dead, but who gives a rat’s ass what she thinks today? Not me. How could you leave me like this? We’re supposed to grow old together, you fucker. I am only 40! THAT. IS. NOT. OLD. You weren’t old either! 41 is not old and you should still be here. With me.” I shove my knuckle in my mouth to stop the sob that wants to break free, “How could you leave me like this Charlie? Fuck you for eating all that crap while I begged you to eat better. Fuck you for refusing to exercise. Fuck you for ignoring me and the doctor. How do I live without you asshole? Answer me that? How the fuck am I supposed to go on without you in my life?” The tears flow from my eyes and I let them go unchecked. Who’s going to say anything to the widow about her makeup running down her face?

      Nobody with a brain in their head, Prudence would slap them silly. I glance over at Prudence, waiting with our friends by the limo. They all look worried about me. I guess I can’t blame them. I would worry about them if they were standing by a dead husband’s grave telling him off and crying. My black dress hides the tears that fall on it, mostly. Someone told me I look ‘too Morticia’ in this dress today. I told them to go fuck themselves right as Prudence hauled them off for a talk. My sister really is the best in so many ways.

      As for the dress, it is Charlie’s favorite. I probably won’t wear it again after today since he won’t be there to whistle at me and say crude things. “Fuck you for leaving me, Charlie. You were supposed to stick around and keep me from being alone, that was your whole damn job. I have to go now, there’r assholes waiting to gather in our house and eat food. I’ll come see you real soon.” It takes a few more minutes for me to leave him there in the ground. I eventually muster up the willpower to turn myself away from his grave and walk toward my friends.
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      This reception blows. His parents have made it all about them and that would be fine except everyone feels bad for me now and they all feel the need to come talk about it. I don’t want to talk about it. I don’t want to talk. I want them all to go away and leave me to wallow in my misery. Natasha, Memré and Prudence have been great about steering people away from me but more just take their place. Prudence wanders back over, Charlie’s boss Steve now steered over to and talking with three other coworkers.

      She asks me if I am okay. I laugh and am shocked at the harsh sound that comes from my mouth. Serious now, I tell her, “No. I’m not ok. I hate having all these damn people here in my house and his parents haven’t been here in years till today but they are acting like it is their place. I just want to chill out. Maybe get really drunk. I can’t deal with these people.” Prudence nods, her lips compressed into a thin line, “Then they are all going to leave. Go hide in your bedroom sis, lock the damn door.” With that she marches off to battle, collecting Natasha and Memré on the way.

      I make my way through the house to our bedroom, stepping into the blissful silence, I shut and lock the door behind me. I don’t even make it to the bed to sit down before I hear my mother-in-law, Jacki, at the door. It sounds like she is angry about having her petty show disrupted. I don’t care. I strip off the funeral clothing, laying the dress he loved carefully over a chair. Stepping into the closet, I grab some sweats and a tee. I need the comfort right now.

      Jackie has moved away from the door. It sounds like they sent Natasha to fetch her. Sweats on, I pull the tee over my head. Jackie tried to corner me earlier and feed me some line about Charlie wanted them to have the house. Right after she did that, I emailed our lawyer Benjamin. He sent back that Charlie had warned him about them when we were doing our wills. He also mentioned that Charlie had made sure his parents could take nothing from me.

      Charlie had been visiting with Benjamin every six months to keep his will up to date. And he made videos for me. I can’t watch those today, but I will. Soon. I lay on his side of the bed so I can smell him. How can he be gone? I hear a knock at my door and Memré says, “It’s safe now. You can come out. We’re making drinks.” I tell her I will be right out and I bury my face in his pillow one more time, a last deep inhale before I get up and go join them.
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      “It’s been nearly a year since he died Fate. You need to get out of the house, have some fun. It doesn’t have to be serious.” Memré stops her diatribe to sip her tea. I pull my knees up to my chest in the chair and stare out the window as I sip my coffee. Unlike Memré, whose day is near over, mine begins as the sun goes down.

      Once Charlie left I lost interest in facing mornings, so I talked to the university and got my shifts changed to nights. My new boss Natasha has also been my friend and coven sister for years. Memré has been my friend and coven sister for even longer. Right now I am sick of both of them. They mean well, but I can’t go through losing someone I love again.

      Especially when it was so preventable. After the autopsy the doctor said that it was surprising he had lived this long with all the stuff in his arteries. Memré is clearing her throat rather loudly. I look over at her and raise an eyebrow, “Are you done with your speech?” She narrows her eyes at me and turns her face away from me. I relent, “Ok. I’m sorry. I’m not ready to go out. If I ever get ready, I will absolutely come to you first. For now, the idea of dating someone is repugnant. Please, please understand. When it happens, I won’t fight it. Until then, let’s just let this dead horse lie? Please?”

      Memré gives me a sad smile, “Of course. I’ll let it go. I just want to see you happy. If the single life is what makes you happy right now, well, I would be a hypocrite to say no. It isn’t like I have been overly eager to seek my own fun since I helped put Shelton in prison.” She reaches over and takes my hand, “You know I love you. I hurt seeing you so lonely.” I squeeze her hand lightly, “I do. I love you too. And now, I have to get ready for work. The library really frowns on the wearing of fuzzy pajamas by its employees.”

      Memré laughs at my joke and takes her cup to the kitchen. I stand and walk with her to the door where she reminds me to lock it after she leaves. Closing and locking the door behind her, I chuckle. They seem to have the idea that since Charlie died, I must be completely reckless. I glance at my watch, crap. I have to get going soon. Setting my cup on the table as I pass, I head into my bedroom to get ready for another night at the library. One white button-up shirt, a pair of black slacks, and my flats have me dressed.

      I look around for the glasses I was wearing before I changed clothes, I don’t see them anywhere. Bah. I head to the bathroom and pull the magnifying mirror toward me. As I do, I spot a pair of my glasses resting on the cotton ball container. I have no idea why I put them there, but I am quite sure I did. I check my watch, shit. If I don’t get out of here quickly, I won’t have time to stop and see Charlie. I throw some mascara on and gloss my lips. I am not there to impress anyone, anyway. That done, I grab my purse as I run out the door and then right back to lock it. Maybe Memré was right to worry about me…
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      I park as close to Charlie’s grave as I can. Hustling as I have only a few minutes today. My friends and my sister don’t know that I come here to talk to him every day. I just need to talk to him still. We were together for years and we spoke every day.

      Well, he did most of the talking when he was alive and it left me with a lot to say to him. I don’t know how to not talk to him every day. Maybe one day I will figure it out, but today is not that day. I tell him I can’t stay long today because I spent too long convincing Memré that I don’t need to date.

      I swear I can hear his laughter in the wind. I pick up the flower I left yesterday and replace it with a fresh one from our garden. Blowing a kiss at him, I go back to the car and start the drive to work.
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        * * *

      

      I arrive at work, just making it in on time. The stack of books that need checked in and shelved is daunting to say the least. I jump right into it as it makes the night fly when I stay busy. Natasha comes in looking gorgeous as always. She has this glorious hourglass figure that she accents well with form fitting skirts in inky colors and jewel tone shirts. Today is a dark blue skirt with a royal blue shirt that fits her perfectly and looks comfortable too.

      I do not envy her nude pumps, those things are not for me. I greet her as I continue to check books in; she says hi and steps into her office. Coming back out, the files she carried are gone. She comes over to stand on the opposite side of the bin I am working to unload and begins to hand me books. She works with me in silence for a time. But like all good things, that comes to an end as she starts to speak.

      “Sooo, I was thinking.” I stop and look at her, brows raised. She continues, “I thought it might be time for you to start getting out there. You’re way too young to just close up shop.” I shake my head, “Oh good grief. Not you too? I don’t want to date. I don’t want to get out there, wherever there is. I am not ready for that and I don’t know if I will ever be ready. Can we please just let it go at I will get out there as soon as I am ready?”

      Natasha frowns but nods in agreement, “Yeah. I will let it go. Maybe you could come out with me a little more? We could have breakfast soon,” she throws her empty hands up, palms out, “just you and I. No dates, no men. Once a week? And I promise not to ask again.”

      I smile at my friend, “It’s a deal. Breakfast out once a week with you and no more get out there conversations.” She nods in approval, “Good then. Now, I have all the paperwork to tend to, so I will leave you to your cart.” She walks off to her office and closes the door behind her. I continue checking books in and stacking them on the cart next to me.

      I realize I have been staring about the time he realizes he has been staring as well. I welcome him to the library and quickly move my eyes down, away from his face. Only to notice the swell at the juncture of his god-like thighs. Crap. I can feel the blush starting, I am too pale to be able to hide this at all. I tip my head so my hair falls forward on either side of my face, effectively screening my blush.

      Of course now is when I am all thumbs and manage to drop a book I was trying to check in. I kneel down to pick it up and as I straighten I realize he is standing just in front of my section of the help desk. Dammit. Now I have to help him. Oh good, looks like he is blushing too. “Hi, what can I help you with this evening?” I ask, putting aside the book I just fetched from the floor.

      “Hi, I am Devon. And you are?” He puts his hand out toward me to shake and complete the introduction, but I am still stuck on his voice. It sent shivers to places that need to mind their business.

      I finally recall how to human and shake his hand quickly as I tell him, “Fate. My name is Fate. Is there something I can do for you Devon?” He smiles at me and now my panties are wet. For fuck’s sake. I haven’t had this reaction in years, I am too old for this nonsense.

      “Yes you can. I need help finding some research materials and I am unfamiliar with your system. Perhaps you could assist me?” A shiver runs through my body as all the ways I would like to assist him run through my mind. I give myself a mental shake and agree to give him a quick lesson on our databases. It is part of my job. I ask to see his library membership or university id before we head over to a seating area. At least now I will know his name and maybe in the future I can avoid him, like the plague.

      I don’t need anything resembling a possible relationship, I have plenty of toys thank you very much. He hands over his membership card, so not a student or a professor, good. Devon Kordell, interesting name.

      I scan it just in case maybe I can tell him to leave because the card is a fake. Sadly, it comes up valid. I hand him back his card and walk around, exiting the back area through the door at the other end of the counter.

      I lead him to a desk as far away from the counter I have been working at the past few hours as is possible. He sits and I pull up a nearby chair to sit and wait while he sets up his laptop. I can’t believe I am having such a reaction to this guy.

      I can almost feel a magnet in him pulling at all the parts on me that are now begging to be touched. The thought makes me even more angry at him for being so damn delectable. I hear him clear his throat and I look over at him. He says, “Hey, Earth to Fate. Ready?”

      I blush. Again, dammit. What is wrong with me? “Yes, yes, let’s get this over with.” I quickly run him through a nice simple tutorial which he completely fucks up by asking all these reasonable, well thought out questions. I hate him. And I want to jump his bones.

      Oh Sweet Lady, I need help. I answer all his questions and help him find some papers to aid in his research on vampires. Weird, but whatever. I just want to get away from him. Or climb in his lap. I accidentally roll my eyes out loud and he raises an eyebrow at me. I raise an eyebrow back at him before telling him, “I think you are all set now, Mr. Kordell. You⁠—”

      He interrupts to say, “Please, call me Devon.” I nod, “Ok, Devon, you should be all set. I will be at the front desk if you need further help.” I stand, grabbing my chair and sliding it back to where it belongs before I all but run back to the front desk.
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      Fate is running away from me. I wonder how many other people can say their Fate ran away from them? I am so glad she doesn’t seem to have noticed that nothing in my pants is behaving. Now that she is gone I shift to ease some of the pressure in there.

      Her name is perfect for her. Does she like her name? Will she still love me? Will she choose to walk away from the bond we have? What do I do if she does? I have to talk to Billy. I know she and I are meant for each other.

      If Charles tries to kill her again, I don’t think I can stop myself from killing him. What if all the old tales are true? What if I kill my maker and that kills me too? I would leave her alone to suffer like I have every time she was taken from me. I open a chat window in my computer and send a message to Billy. Hopefully, he is available wherever he is…

      Devon: Billy, I found her. She is here in North Carolina. Charles has shown up within days every time I find her. I can’t lose her again. Please, come help me protect her.:

      Billy: I keep tellin’ you, it’s your emotions that gives it away to him. Will try to rouse the twins. It will be a bit before I can get there, I am right in the middle of a situation here. Be there as soon as I can.:

      Devon: Where are the twins at these days? I haven’t heard from anyone recently.:

      Billy: That’s because you go into feckin hiding every month and it’s a gawddamn beast tryin’ to get in touch. Stop changing your feckin number, asshole.:

      Devon: Erm, sure thing. See you soon. Keep in touch then.:

      Billy: I will. And I will get there as soon as I can get myself extricated from the current situation. You can keep her safe until then. You are much stronger than he is for all that he was your maker.:

      That is exactly what worries me.

      I stare at the blinking cursor a moment more before I close the chat and start actually reading some of the papers we pulled up. Perhaps one of them will have the answers that I seek.
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      “Charlie, you are not going to believe this shit.” He doesn’t answer me out loud anymore, but I can almost see him raise his eyebrows at me and ask me what he isn’t going to believe. I am sitting on his grave. People give me looks, but I don’t care. He would have wanted me as close as possible.

      I continue on, “Yesterday all anyone could talk to me about was moving on. Going out. Having some fun. And I really wanted nothing to do with it. Then last night this guy comes in and Charlie, I wanted to take him right there. I know you won’t have any problems hearing about this since you hadn’t wanted to have sex with me for a really long time before you died anyway. So I feel like the least you could do is listen to me now. I couldn’t stop thinking about him last night. I killed the batteries in my vibrator. Which, to be fair, had been in there a long time.”

      I shake my head, “That isn’t the point though. The point is, I think there must be something wrong with me. Why else would I see a stranger and suddenly feel like we have been connected forever?” I sit there in silence with Charlie for a little while longer. The peace I usually feel isn’t really here today, but I stubbornly sit there in the belief that it will arrive.

      The time for me to go if I plan to arrive at work on time draws closer and I stand, telling my Charlie goodbye and that I will come visit him again tomorrow. I turn to leave and I see some blond hunk of a man across the cemetery at a different gravesite. He smiles and waves, I return the gesture and head to my car.
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        * * *

      

      The library has been packed this evening; I wonder what professor assigned a paper? The students have all been looking for books on various famous figures. It's all been biographies today and thank goddess we have multiple copies of the more popular books right now. Things have finally slowed down now that it is after ten.

      I am behind on the re-shelving so I grab a cart and start to check in books. I freeze in place as I see the gorgeous blond man from the cemetery walk into my library. What are the chances of that happening? He sees me and smiles; I blush and smile back. Where is all this male attention coming from? Why are they suddenly noticing a 40-year-old librarian? Did Charlie’s death have some weird effect on me that made me more attractive? Ugh. I need to do some research of my own, of the witchy kind. I don’t think it is possible, but weird things happen when magic is involved.

      The blond stranger is heading toward me. Admittedly, that is less strange than his being here since I am behind the desk. “Hello, can I help you?” I ask with my best customer service voice. He manages to smile even bigger, like he recognizes the voice. “Yes, you can help me Mrs?” I blink, wow, that voice. He sounds like I would think a Greek God would have sounded like. “Owens, Ms. Owens. What can I do for you?” I decline to ask his name, the guy seems really nice, and he is definitely good looking in the conventional way, but my witchy senses are tingling.

      His eyes narrow so slightly I almost think I imagined it. But I know I didn’t. Forty years on this planet have taught me to listen to my intuition. “Why Ms. Owens, you wound me. It would seem almost as though you aren’t interested in knowing my name.” He flashes me a smile as he grabs at his chest like his heart is breaking. I smile at him, going along just to get him to the point already. I have a ton of books to check in.

      Satisfied with my participation he continues, “I have a research project starting very soon and I have requested the university allow me to utilize one of the rooms here in the library as I will be relying heavily on the resources available here. They have granted me a room,” he waves toward the back where there are some locked rooms made available for visiting researchers, “back there. Sadly, my assistant has just taken an extended leave of absence. Now I have no help. Would it be possible to enlist your aid when you are not otherwise occupied?” The balls on this guy. I manage to keep a smile pasted on my face, but barely. “I’m sorry, I am not available for research projects. However, if you speak to the university, I am sure they will be happy to assist you with an intern or two.”

      Touché ballsy.

      He frowns, bringing a hand to his chin with the other crossed in front of him to cup his elbow. Tapping his chin with a finger he seems to be thinking, I have my doubts. “Hmm, that might work. But I really would prefer someone more mature like yourself. I really dislike the chatter of children.” Closing my eyes in frustration, I take a deep calming breath.

      He smells nice, at least. “Well, we have students of all ages here so you should have no problems there. Just be sure to make your requirements clear to the university. They will help you however possible, I am sure. Now, if you don’t need me to pull up a paper or place a book request. I haven’t even seen your ID, and I don’t have time to waste on people that aren’t patrons of the library…” I let the sentence drift off and look toward the door, hoping he will take a hint.

      No such luck.

      He actually leans on the counter, “Perhaps,” he reaches across the counter and takes my hand. I am so amazed at the audacity, I just stand there to see where he is taking this, “I could request you specifically from the university. I have made sizable donations, they might be willing to accommodate my wishes in this matter. They are printing my ID card right now.”

      He starts rubbing my hand with his thumb and I snatch it out of his, “No. As a matter of fact, they will not be accommodating you in this because I said no. N. O. Now, as I said before, I have work to do. I think you should leave and go work on getting that ID because without you don’t belong in the building. Have a nice day.” His smile slipped while I spoke and his face grew darker as I neared the end of my little set down.

      He straightens and slams his hands on the counter, “Now you listen to me MS. OWENS.” His voice rises with each word and I hear the click of Natasha’s door opening, she steps out, suddenly he is all charm and smiles again.

      Natasha has way too much fire in her not to feel the current in the air and she glides over exuding authority, “Are you having a problem with this gentleman Fate?” I nod, “Yes, he seems to have lost his way to the exit. He is very confused.” Natasha looks at him in that cold way she has perfected, “Well, good sir, you are in luck. The door is just over there,” she points at the door to the left of our desk area, “and we look forward to seeing you again when you are not feeling so very confused as to how to treat our staff. Have a nice rest of your evening, sir.”

      She smiles and extends her arm toward the door in a guiding motion. His face is dark again, but controlled this time as he says, “Thank you ladies, I look forward to seeing you again as I work on my project. Have a nice evening.” His smile is that of an ego-driven jerk, sure that he will win us over. We watch in silence as he leaves the library.

      Once the doors close completely behind him I turn to Natasha, “Thank you for having my back. That guy just feels wrong. He sets all my witchy senses off and he wanted me to be his research assistant. Yuck. No. If he does request me through the university, tell them I will quit before I will work with him.” Natasha hugs me to her, “I’m so sorry I didn’t get out here sooner!” She releases me and steps back, “I was knee deep in paperwork and I wasn’t paying attention until he made that loud noise, what was he doing?”

      I describe the whole incident to her and she shakes her head, “What a jerk. Yeah, I will talk to the university chairs myself and make sure they do not assign any women to aid him. Ridiculous behavior. Do you want me to stay out here? In case he comes back?” I think about it, looking toward the door. What if that dark guy comes back? I might could use her presence to keep my hands off of him. “No, just uh, maybe leave your door open so you can hear the sounds out here better?”

      Natasha starts toward her office, “Sure thing love, and I will be paying attention too.” I take a deep breath to clear my head and get back to that pile of check-ins.
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        * * *

      

      It's two am when I feel him walking toward the library. It's like nothing I have ever felt before. But I know Devon Kordell is about to walk through the library doors and I can’t do anything but watch for a glimpse of him. I feel like a woman starved for the touch of this one particular man. How is this even possible? I only met him yesterday!

      The doors open and Devon steps into the library, his gaze zeroes in on me like he knew where I was as well. We drift toward each other, my cart of books left abandoned as I am pulled to this man. We stop an inch from each other and I breathe in his scent; he smells like patchouli and books. I could breathe him in all day. I see his nostrils flare as he drinks in my scents as well.

      My eyes are drawn to his, I could fall into those eyes, deep like a black forest pond. I catch myself reaching toward his hand and I shake my head, stepping back I clear my throat. “Nice to see you, Mr. Kordell. May your research prove fruitful tonight.” I turn to run back to my cart. No shame here. I hear him snort in disgust behind me and I stop.

      Looking back at him, I say, “Excuse me?” He glares at me, glares! “When did you get so scared, Fate? And call me Devon. Mr. Kordell was my father, and he is long gone from this existence.” I turn fully around to confront him, “I am not scared of you or anyone else, Devon Kordell. I have work to do and no desire to flaunt library policy with a passing patron.” I turn and walk to my cart as he laughs at me, the jerk.

      I feel him walking toward me and he stops just behind me, not even our clothing touches as he whispers in my ear, “I would love to hear more about what you do desire, Fate.” I feel a sense of loss as he walks away to seat himself and I shiver with longing. A deep breath and I shelve the books that belong in this spot before moving on.

      A few books later I realize he has seated himself so that he can watch me wherever I am with few exceptions. Usually I would find that behavior creepy, but if he feels anything like I do then how the hell could I hold that against him? Especially since all I want to hold against him is me. Besides, I only noticed because I have been watching him. All I can think about is him, and his shoulders. Those thighs. Good grief, it's like being a teenager again.

      I hear him chuckling and I turn to glare at him, he just smiles and asks, “Am I distracting you Fate?” His voice makes my knees weak, but he will not know that. “No. You are not distracting me, Devon. You are disturbing me in my work. You should get to yours.” I make a shooing motion at him and grab another book off my cart, turning to place it in its spot.

      As I turn back around to move to the next spot he is there, just a breath away, “I disturb you Fate? Hmm, I think it would be much nicer to distract you. Would you have breakfast with me when you leave here tonight?” I suck in a breath, even more turned on at his nearness, “No Devon, I will not have breakfast with you. I am not interested in having breakfast with anyone. And you especially.” His face falls, he actually looks heartbroken, I can’t take that.

      I place a hand on his arm and I watch his eyes float closed in pleasure at my touch. I fight the same reaction in myself, the joy generated from the contact between our skin is stunning. “Wait, Devon, it isn’t you. I don’t want to date anyone because I am still mourning my husband. He died recently, well, nearly a year ago. I am deeply attracted to you and that terrifies me because I can’t go through losing someone again. I am too broken for this, do you understand?” His eyes open and I am surprised to see a dampness at the corners of his eyes as he says, “Oh Fate, I understand so much better than you could ever imagine. I am very sorry for your loss. But love, we are meant to be together. Our names are written together in eternity. I understand if you need some time. Though I know you can feel it just as much as I do.” He raises a hand and caresses my face with a feather-lite touch that feels like heaven. I feel myself leaning into his hand and I force my body to stop. He smiles sadly at me, “I will let you work now, love.” He turns and walks back to his seat as my heart shatters to watch him walk away.

      Oh, I am in so much trouble.
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      Oh wonderful.

      Here comes Charles the creepy. Just the same as every night for the past week. Charles arrives in the early evening, pretends to work while following me around and then leaves around midnight. Just when I think I might get some work done, in walks Devon and all I can focus on is him and his package.

      Maybe if I look especially busy with this paperwork, Charles will leave me alone tonight. Or maybe ducks will fly out of my ass and start granting wishes for the patrons. Futile as it may be I act like I don’t see Charles as he heads toward the desk I am sitting behind.

      

      I really am working, but definitely able to split my attention if I wanted to do so. Charles stops in front of the desk and I just continue to ignore him until he clears his throat. I look up, he smiles and holds out a gift-wrapped box, “I brought you a gift.” I smile weakly and take the box from him, “Um, thanks. Why are you bringing me a gift? I don’t think you should be giving me gifts. You should take this back, I can’t accept this.” I try to hand it back to him but he steps back out of reach, holding his hands up with the palms facing me.

      “No Fate, it is a gift. It will upset me greatly if you don’t accept my gift. It is simply a token of my appreciation for your lovely company this past week.” My jaw drops open as he speaks, lovely company? I told him to go away at least once every evening. “I think maybe you have me confused with someone else? I have been telling you to go away all week. It was just last night I told you I would rather sit in a fire than talk to you again. Are you feeling ok? Do you need a doctor? I think maybe you are having a stroke.”

      He laughs and I am really concerned that this guy is delusional.

      Then he starts talking and confirms his delusional state, “Yes you have, and it has been the best thing. I have never met a woman quite like you, Fate. Most women chase after me and throw themselves at me. Now that I find myself in a similar position, I understand the thrill of the hunt.” A predatory gleam crosses his face and is quickly hidden.

      I just shake my head, “Oh, are you barking up the wrong tree. Look, Mr. Armstrong, I am unequivocally interested in being nearly anything but yours. We are never going to be an item, I will not date you. If you insist that I keep this gift, so be it. It does not mean I owe you anything. It does not mean we are together in any way. Now go away so I can finish my work.”

      The jerk just grins even wider, “I love it when you speak so definitively Fate. I bet you are a real firecracker in bed.” He turns and saunters off toward his research room in the back of the library. Ugh, so creepy. I look at the box in my hand. I don’t like it, it looks like a ring box. I lift the lid.

      It fucking well is an engagement ring.

      Dammit.

      He brought me a gorgeous ring with an enormous emerald cut sapphire surrounded by small diamonds with more diamonds on the band to either side of the stone. This looks like a really expensive engagement ring. What is wrong with this guy? I have told him every way I know how to that I am not even thinking about being interested in him. Whatever. I set the box down on my desk and continue on with my work. Maybe his lunacy will stay in his research room tonight until it is time for him to leave.
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        * * *

      

      Ah yes, nearly two am and I can feel Devon draw closer to the library. He really is funny and sweet and the most sexy man I have ever met. If  I wasn’t so terrified that I wouldn’t be able to live through another loss, I would have sex with him in an instant. It couldn’t be just sex with him though, if it was just sex I wouldn’t feel him walking up the sidewalk.

      I wouldn’t know the instant he walked through the door. My eyes wouldn’t seek him like I am starved for the sight of him though I see him every night I work here. He really is stunning. His head is turning toward me as he walks through the door. A smile lights up his face as he walks toward me and damned if I can do anything but smile back at him.

      He stops in front of me, in the same place Charles stood earlier this evening. “Hello beautiful, how are you this evening? Any closer to having breakfast with me?” I laugh, “I might, if only I wasn’t sure you would break my heart, you charmer.” He grins, “Oh darlin’, I would never do such a thing. You wound me to the core. Say you’ll have breakfast with me so my heart might keep beating a little longer.” He slumps dramatically over the counter as I laugh at him. “Get up, silly man. People are starting to stare.” I stand and lightly shove at those gorgeous shoulders, not that I expect them to move unless he decides to do so.

      He laughs and straightens, “I suppose I can go on since you laid your sweet hands on me.” He spots the box on my desk and pointing toward it he says, “You have another admirer?” I scowl at the box as though it were Charles sitting there. “Yes. Unfortunately, I do. He isn’t near so pleasant as you, but he is here doing research and following me around early every evening. I’ve told him every way I can think of to go away, but he just won’t. Tonight he brought this,” I pick up the box and hand it to Devon, “as a token of his appreciation for my company this week. He said he would be upset if I didn’t accept it. I figure I can throw it in a drawer, it will make a great re-gift for someone.”

      As I have been talking Devon opened the box and frowned at the ring inside, “Fate, this is an engagement ring.” He looks at me, his brows drawn low over his eyes. “Would you be mad if I started coming by earlier in the evening for your safety? It worries me that you have been telling him to go away and tonight he brought you an engagement ring. He sounds dangerous for you.” I nibble on my lip, “I don’t know Devon. I agree that he is possibly dangerous, but spending more time with you is dangerous for me as well.”

      He smiles softly at me, “Sweet Fate, are you a witch in this life too?” My eyes open wide at that and I look around quickly to see if anyone is close enough to hear him before hissing, “How do you know about that?  Shhhh! Don’t say anything right now. We can’t talk about this here, someone might hear us. The answer is yes, but for now just hush and go sit. Do your research.” He cocks an eyebrow at me, “I will go sit for now. But I will be escorting you to your car this morning and we will talk then.” He hands the ring back to me and turns on his heel to take his usual seat in the middle where he can see everything.

      I sigh, I am in so much trouble. Setting the ring down, I get back to work.
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        * * *

      

      Eight am has never seemed to take so long to arrive. But now that it has, I am apprehensive about walking out to the car with Devon. I don’t fear him at all. It’s me I fear, my reactions to him. But if he wants to talk about things like witchcraft, we can’t do that in the library. I clock out and exit the desk area, Devon is waiting by the doors.

      I wonder how he knows when I get off work? He isn’t usually here when I leave. I stop a little away from him, “I haven’t agreed to go to breakfast with you, only to talk with you outside the library. Are we clear about that?” Devon nods, “Yes Fate, you are crystal clear, and that is why I worry about your admirer. I know you want me and yet you are very vocal in maintaining a distance for your own good. How vocal must you be when you actually want someone to go away?” He steps through the door pushing it open with his free hand and turning to hold it open for me, “Shall we dear lady?”

      I blush and walk through the doorway, ambling toward my car. He falls in step with me before I am two steps from the doorway. He is amazingly fast. We walk in silence to my car. Once there, he asks if I will wait long enough for him to put his things in his car and return. He points to a car a few rows over. “Sure, no problem. Go on, I will stow my things while you do. I won’t even drive off while your back is turned.” He grins and heads off toward his car.

      I unlock mine and lean in to set my purse and book on the passenger seat. As I lean back out, a hand grabs my arm and slams me against the open door before slinging me over to slam against the car. Before I can summon air to do my bidding I feel the hand on my upper arm ripped away and I hear a body hitting the pavement and… growls?

      I hear growling.

      I slowly turn and see Devon restraining a very pale mugger. I don’t think the guy is usually so pale, but he looks terrified. That might have something to do with it. I think Devon is growling at him. I reach down slowly, I feel a little dazed, to touch Devon’s shoulder. I don’t know why I feel the need to touch him but it seems the right, the only thing I can do. He jumps when my hand rests on his shoulder and he turns his head to look at me. His eyes look strange, but it doesn’t matter as much as the ground rushing up at me.

      I wake up laying on the pavement, my head is pounding like a drum set with an exuberant five-year-old behind the wheel. Devon’s face is hovering above me. “Fate, can you hear me? Fate? Are you back with me yet?” I start to nod and think better of that idea, “Yes. My head hurts like the devil, but I am here, not so bloody loud. What happened?

      Last thing I remember is touching your shoulder and the pavement rushing up at me.” He chuckles, “Ah, the pavement didn’t move but you definitely did. I had subdued your attacker but when you touched my shoulder and started falling I had to catch you. Don’t worry though, he is taken care of and won’t bother you again.” There is an odd note in his voice, something tells me I shouldn’t ask but, “What do you mean taken care of?”

      He glances away, “Let’s not worry about that right now, hmm? How about we get you up off this pavement and home?” Now I feel a little panicked, I can’t drive home. Not like this. I must have made a noise or a face because Devon answers, “Don’t worry, love, I will drive you home.” He moves away from me briefly, I hear some things move and my doors lock before he shuts my car door. “How are you going to get me home without my car?” He chuckles, “Oh yeah, you are definitely not driving anywhere. We are taking my car Fate. Does your phone know where you live?”

      He lifts me so gently it almost doesn’t make my head throb a little more. Wow, is he strong. He isn’t even breathing hard. We arrive at another vehicle and he opens a door, slowly lowering my feet to touch the ground and easing me into a seat. He pushes a button and the seat smoothly lays back, as it stops moving he lifts my legs to set them into the car.

      “Fate, love, does your phone know where you live?” I chuckle, “What a strange question. Unthinkable the first time I was born. I know where I live, I cannot speak for my phone good sir.” I hear Devon exhale, he takes my hand, so weird. Then he places my thumb on a flat surface. I would probably recognize it if I opened my eyes. But there are so many strange memories floating in my mind right now, I can’t seem to focus on the things outside of my head.
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      “This is a very nice car. Are you laughing at me? I feel like you’re laughing at me. You wouldn’t laugh if I did that thing I used to do that you liked so much. Do you remember that? It was when we lived in England. What year was it…” He answers my question, “It was 1856. I’m a little surprised that you remember it.”

      I nod, not the smartest thing I have done recently. “OOOOOWWW. Yes, I seem to be recalling a great many things now that my brain is working so diligently to escape the confines of my skull. I recall that we have had a loooot of sex and it was very enjoyable. I think I would like to do that again. It has been a year, give or take a little, since Charlie passed away. Did you know I am still mad at him for that? I told him off at his funeral. I still miss him. He was my friend, not so much my lover as we got older, but he was my friend and I miss my friend.” My traitorous eyes leak again, as they do every time I say Charlie’s name.

      Good thing they are closed so I can’t tell if he is seeing this or not. “I missed you too. Every time I died and had to go away, I was so sad to leave you. Did you find the person that kept killing me? Are they like you? You look the same every time I come back. How are you doing that? Do you request a specific body type every time? I think I would like to keep this one. This is a good body. This is the longest I have gotten to keep a body, isn’t it? Maybe that’s why I like it so much, it’s the one I have known the longest.”

      The car stops and he asks me, “Do you want me to respond to any of that or is it a stream of consciousness and I should just listen in silent amusement?” I stick my tongue out in his general direction, one of the few things I can do without causing explosions in my head, “Yes, I would like answers, and a lot less sass from you, mister. Or that tongue thing is definitely not happening.”

      He chuckles again, “In the order you asked then, Yes, I was laughing at you. Yes, I remember the thing you did, though I feel like I already answered that one by responding with a year. No, I was not aware that you were still mad at your husband for dying. I am sorry for your loss and I am sorry that you felt the loss of me each time. I do know who has been killing you. Yes, in fact, they are like me.” He pulls the car into my driveway, puts it in park, and continues, “The rest of your questions will have to wait. We need to get you in your house and get you some aspirin, maybe some tea. Do you like tea?”

      I manage to stop myself before I nod, “I do like tea. I like tea much better than aspirin. I have some tea with willow bark, black tea leaves, and hibiscus. It tastes much better than those pills go down and I would rather have that.” He nods, grabs my purse out of the back of the car and appears next to my door.

      He has it open before I have even summoned the energy to summon the will to lift my head. It feels so full. He helps me out of the car and even as gentle as we go my head is pounding. “What— what kind of car is this, anyway? Looks fancy.” He is silent as we float to the door, or maybe I am the one floating? “Do you really want to know about my car right now?” We stop at my door and he holds my purse out in front of me, I shove my hand into the side pocket, straight to the bottom. I find my keys slightly to the left of where my hand touched the bottom, I draw them out with a triumphant cry, “Ha! Found them! And yes, talking helps to distract me from the pain in my brain. What kind of car is that?”

      He takes my keys from me and quickly starts trying them till he finds the right one as he tells me, “It is an Audi A8 e. It is rather fancy though not as fancy as some others, nor is it so flashy.” Opening the door he walks in and though I would swear I am walking I still feel floaty. I hear him kick the door shut and flinch at the slam, both of which make my head pound.

      “Where is your kitchen? Why do you live in suburban hell?” He scoops me up and doesn’t wait for directions, but I point the general way for him. He moves so fast, it tickles my brain and I feel like there is something about that I should remember…

      He sets me down slowly, and gently, then slides out a chair from my little wooden table. It is old and scarred, thousands of meals graced this table before I found it and I love it. It was one of the few things Charlie and I argued about. He wanted one of those modern glass top tables, but I hate them. I don’t want to see people’s feet when I look down at my table. I also didn’t want anything to do with cleaning a glass table all the time.

      Devon helps me ease down into the chair in a way that won’t jostle my head further. He is describing his car in great detail.  Silver on the outside, dark gray leather inside. Tinted windows so dark that no one can see in but he never gets pulled over, he says the car is too white for that though he thinks if they saw the darkness of his skin he would be harassed a lot.

      He asks where I keep the tea as he fills the enameled kettle from the stove. “It’s in the pantry, the very back. There is a light switch, just next to the door. It is in a blue glass jar and labeled headache tea. Make sure you grab the honey while you are in there, that tea needs honey. Too much bitter and tart in it, have to add some sweet or it won’t be  drunk. Drank? Ugh. That shit isn’t going down without some sweet. I like honey.” He comes back out of the pantry with the blue jar of tea and another jar with honey.

      I watch as he methodically searches my kitchen, starting with the cabinets on the far side and interspersing them with the drawers. I could have told him that the cups are two cabinets away from the stove and the tea ball is in the drawer farthest from the stove and closest to me. But why ruin his fun? Or my entertainment. I should rearrange that entire kitchen.

      It is all still exactly as Charlie wanted, even though he didn’t cook or do anything in the kitchen beyond eat what I served him. Even the colors in the house, it is all reds and browns. I like purples and blues and greens. The kettle barely starts to whistle when he lifts it from the stove and pours the steaming liquid into the cup. He gives it a stir and brings it over to me. After he sets the cup in front of me I lift it up and blow on it to cool it. It doesn’t work, but the habit of it makes me happy.

      He pulls out the chair next to me and seats himself, “Would you let me cook for you?” I sip at the tea to hide my shock. Memories are surfacing of him cooking for me in past lives, but I have no experience with a man taking care of me in this life. Charlie was a good guy but I am seeing more and more that he was a lot of extra work for me. We weren’t the partners I liked to say we were and that, that makes me sad that I spent so much time fooling myself.

      “Yes,” I say, “it would be much appreciated if you would cook for me.” My voice is much smaller than I want anyone to notice, especially Devon. He eyes me but decides against asking any questions. I am very grateful for this as I watch him search my, no, Charlie’s kitchen. “Are you particular to anything?” I almost laugh but I am afraid it might become tears so I just tell him, “No, I will eat just about anything you will cook for me. It is really very nice to have someone else cook and I am not picky at all.”

      He frowns at me but carries on with finding something to feed me. I keep sipping my tea and the pain in my head is beginning to recede. I am finally able to hold my head up without a hand on it. There is a slight lump just inside my hairline, but I think it will be fine. I watch him move through the kitchen. He is making an entire meal. I see he has a knife in hand and vegetables waiting to be cut on the counter, he must be looking for a cutting board. “There isn’t one.” He looks surprised. I continue on, “Charlie thought cutting boards were a waste of time with concrete countertops. So he forbid them in the house.”

      Devon’s jaw drops, “Fate, I don’t want to speak ill of your husband but this is very confusing to me. Why would you let someone tell you what to do in your own kitchen?” I stare deep into my nearly empty cup of tea as he goes back to meal prep.

      “I don’t know. Right now it seems like I was sleepwalking most of these forty years, it just never mattered to me that he was as domineering as I am now seeing that he was in all reality. This entire house is all Charlie. The colors, the placement of everything. I have changed almost nothing because it really didn’t matter. I don’t think I even saw it for the most part.”

      I look up at him, “Until you walked back into my life and woke me up. I wonder if I should be mad at you for waking me from the dream?” I feel a tear slip down my face.

      Damn traitorous eyes. Then Devon’s arms are around me as he murmurs “I’m so sorry” over and over again.

      I find myself crying on his shoulder and I am a little frightened at these wild emotions that seem to be bubbling up since he walked into my library. The tears don’t last long and I am embarrassed by them so I shoo him back to cooking before he burns my food. I stand very slowly and carefully, testing the waters to see if my head is ok for this.

      No spinning or pounding, so I start to walk slowly toward the bathroom in the hall. I close the door behind me and lean carefully down to turn on the faucet and splash my face. The last thing I want right now is leftover evidence of my tears. I grab one of the towels that weren’t supposed to be used to dry my face.

      I feel a tender spot near the top of my right temple. Pulling the cloth away from my face I see a minor bruise running along the line of bone that separates forehead from temple. It is long but relatively thin. I guess that and the lump are what knocked old memories loose in my head.

      

      They are all still floating in there, but they seem to be starting to coalesce into a sort of order. I think they will over time and I just need to wait. I need to talk to my coven sisters. They could help. But not tonight. Tonight I will be fed, body and soul, by this gorgeous dark man creating a meal for me, find out if he picked up my glasses, and sleep.

      Because today has been entirely too much. With my course decided I look at the towel in my hands, Charlie would demand it go in the hamper to be washed. I hang it back up where it was but sloppy. It makes me smile as I open the door and walk carefully back to the table.
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      He created an entire meal for me. Looking at it, I realize I haven’t bothered to cook for myself in, well, since Charlie died. Yellow rice, honey and curry chicken, with a small salad and every dressing I had in the fridge set out. I glance at the kitchen expecting to see a mess but he has cleaned up after himself too. I don’t know what to do with all this. I pick up a fork and knife, beginning to eat just to avoid my own feelings for a moment.

      The food is fantastic. Mouth safely occupied with chewing, I look over toward him, only to see he is watching me eat and hasn’t made himself anything. I quickly finish chewing, “The food is fantastic. Why aren’t you eating? Aren’t you hungry?” He cocks his head to one side and gives me a strange look, “Uh, no. I am not hungry right now, I ate earlier. So, not everything has clicked into place with your memories?”

      I finish the bite I have just taken before answering, “No, not entirely. Right now it just feels a bit like I have a jumble of pictures floating in my head, but nothing holds still long enough for me to get a good look at it. Or when it does, it’s like a random sound bite. The tongue thing, that is one of the random things that I got to be pretty immersed in. Other things,” I shrug, “they slip away even as I try to hold on. Like water through my fingers. It’s annoying and frustrating. I got a knock on the head and it gave me access to all these memories, sort of, if I don’t really want to pay attention to them.”

      He nods, “I see. Hmm. Oh, looks like you’ve finished eating, let me get that for you.” He whisks my completely empty plate away to the sink where he washes, dries, and puts it all away. I had no idea men did this kind of thing for any reason. This is wild. He has opened some wine and is filling a couple glasses. I hope it is sweet, I hate the fancy wines Charlie loved that taste like an oak tree. We aren’t allowed to put trees in the taco meat, why is it in my wine?

      He brings a glass over to me and seats himself in his chair once again. “Don’t worry, it is a sweet wine. That is one of the few things that has never changed with you. There hasn’t been one life in which you cared for a wine that wasn’t sweet, so I figured it was a fair bet that you preferred them this time around as well.” I exhale in relief, “Oh thank goodness. I didn’t want to be rude, especially after you went to the trouble of making me a complete meal for me. No guy has ever done that for me⁠—”

      “Wait a minute, forgive me for interrupting but I can’t have heard you correctly. Did you say no guy has ever made a meal for you?”

      “Yes, that’s what I said, why?”

      He just shakes his head for a minute, “Because I find it amazing and horrifying that someone could have been married to you for so long and never once made a meal for you. This is the first time in this life that I have made you a meal, sure. But I have made you meals so many times in other lives, I don’t understand how… Why wouldn’t he do something so basic as make you a meal?” He holds up a hand, “You are not in any way obligated to answer that, I am expressing my amazement is all. I am happy to listen if you would like to tell me about it, but there may be more outbursts from me as I attempt to wrap my head around this.”

      I laugh, his face is so incredulous and I think he must feel the way I was feeling as he made me dinner. The laughter pours out of me until it is tears and I am crying on his shirt again.When finally my tears have dried I am exhausted.

      The day, well night, has been so long. I check my phone, it is already near eleven. “I need to get some sleep. If you plan to sleep here, you are welcome to any room with a bed in it except mine. I am not ready for that, especially with all the stuff in my head right now.”

      I stand and begin to walk slowly to my bedroom when he says, “I wasn’t trying to find you this time. I wanted to leave you alone so that you could lead a regular life and live out your full measure of years. For all that, I am not sad I found you and now, I wonder if I didn’t do you a disservice by not coming to find you.” I nod, he may be right but I can’t think on that tonight or the tears may come back.

      Snotting his shirt up twice in one night is plenty. Once in my room I shut the door and strip down, throwing my clothes straight to the floor for tonight. I want nothing more than to rest and forget for a time all that has happened today.
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      My dreams are clouded, there is a man in the shadows. He caresses me but I do not want him; I turn away from him. Still he persists, he whispers in my ear and it sickens me. He bites me and I scream; he hisses and leaps away.

      Devon runs into my room and jumps onto the bed, standing over me, facing away from me, “Where is it? What attacked you Fate? What happened?” I am frightened by the dreams I
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