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    Author's Note:
Yverwood is a mostly cozy universe. Readers, however, should take note of the following within this tome: violence, blood (mentions of and depictions of), scenes of fear.

      

    



  	
        
            
            Gall of goat, and slips of yew
Sliver'd in the moon's eclipse
 
-Macbeth, Act IV, Scene I
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I don't have a home. All I've got is my old yellow Mustang and the clothes on my back.

A few towns prior, my former boss and lover screwed me over, and Gabby disappeared, and now, I'm a loner again. I miss Gabby's gabbing, talking to everyone who will listen, even toads. I don't miss Gram, though, because all he turned out to be was a liar.

Not all witches are bad. I learned that from Gabby. There are a helluva lot more good ones. Maybe one day I'll find the place Gabby mentioned. Yverwood, he called it. A magical town. There are many magical towns in the world, though most of them are hard to get to, especially if you have no magic about you. Yverwood is where Gabby is from, though, so if I can make it there, someway, someday, maybe I'll meet him again. Eventually.

For now, I'm broke and out of gas, stuck outside of the town I was almost to. I could walk the rest of the way... I'm a fit enough looking guy that I wouldn't be worried about anyone messing with me. I don't think I have enough cash to fill a canister enough to get my car into town, though. And walking will mean leaving my car, my baby, out here unattended, not to mention the hassle of walking back.

This blows.

I know I'm cursed with bad luck, but do the fates really have to be so cruel? Can I not catch a single break?

If someone drives by, I'm hoping I can convince them to help me out. This area is so dead, though, so I don't know when that'll happen.

My stomach growls. I have a single granola bar in my glove compartment, so I munch on it, leaning back in my seat and gazing at the moon. I wonder if it'll be full by All Hallow's Eve, or Halloween night. It'll be close. I don't know if that will be an unlucky occurrence or not.

"Hey, what happened?" A voice says out of nowhere.

I jerk upright and find a guy I'm surprised was able to sneak up on me, as buff as he is, standing by my passenger side door, head tilted in question, topaz eyes staring at me.

"Outta gas. Outta money."

A quick glance around confirms there's no other car around. This guy came on foot, wherever he came from.

"That sucks. I'm sorry."

He must be a drifter like me, only one without a car. His brown hair is just long enough to stick up, going multiple directions, like he woke up that way and didn’t bother fixing it. He's wearing a worn Deftones shirt, sleeves ripped and showing off his strong, broad shoulders, and jeans ripped off at the knees.

I pull my eyes away from his biceps. I don't have a type; strong and tall and handsome, cute and flirty, grumpy and pouty, I like it all. He's ticking the strong, tall, and handsome boxes for me right now. There's an innocence in his eyes, a friendly smile upon his face, which gives me the feeling that either this guy is a closet serial killer or just super friendly. With my luck it will be the former, but hopefully it's the latter.

"Uh, where'd you come from, anyways?"

He smiles sheepishly, and I really hope he's not a wolf in sheep's clothing. I'm not out of shape, but with his tight, corded muscles, I'd be no match for him.

"I don't have a car, so I walk everywhere. Or jog."

My eyebrows rise. "Everywhere?"

"Yeah. Sometimes I hitchhike." He's still smiling, all relaxed and like it's no big deal. I don't know if I find it cute or strange, but his smile is kinda magnetic.

Might as well take a chance, I guess. "You wouldn't wanna help me out, would ya?"

"Sure," he replies without a second thought, his smile not faltering.

"Do you have any money to get me some gas and bring it back? I'll find some way to repay you as soon as I get an odd job in town, I promise."

"It's all good, don't worry about it. I'll be back in a flash with some gas. You have a gas can?"

"Uh, yeah." I stumble out, surprised he so readily agreed. This guy is too good to be true. He's a saint. There's no way my luck has suddenly turned around. I'm literally cursed. "What's the catch?" 

"No catch. People should help each other out, you know? There's not enough kindness in the world."

There's a catch here somewhere, and I'll find out what it is eventually. Either that or he won't come back, and I'll be back where I started. 

"I guess. Thanks, uh... What's your name?"

"Val." His smile widens and God, he's cute and pure and sweet but also hot? I don't know how he pulls that combo off, but he does.

"I'm Addison."

"Nice to meet you." He sticks out his large hand, and I clasp it; his grip is firm and his palm rough, like that of a wilderness-hardened mountain man, or something. 

"You, too. You're sure you want to do all this for me?"

"Yeah, it's really not a big deal. It's only a few more miles to town. I'll be back before you know it."

Only a few miles, he says. Well, I guess that's not a lot when you walk or jog everywhere like him.

"Thanks. I'm really gonna owe ya."

"No problem!"

He takes the gas can and is off. I watch his backside as he takes off down the road, admiring what I can see and wondering if it's as muscular and firm as his arms.

Still waiting for the catch. There will be one, I'm sure there will be. It's only a matter of time. I'll wait, because I have nothing better to do.
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"ADDISON, I'M BACK!"

"Ah!" I jolt awake and bang my knee on my steering wheel, forgetting where I am and who the hell is talking to me for a moment. "Val?"

"Yeah. I got your gas." He's leaning in the driver's side, and his face is really, really close. He smells kind of like... a dog? It’s not unpleasant, just strange.

"I could kiss you!" I blurt out exactly what I'm thinking, reaching through my window to grab his face before I can help it, before I can stop to think maybe that's a bad idea.

I pause and look into his eyes. He's not pulling away, just staring back with his big brown doe eyes and smiling like he wouldn't mind me kissing him one bit. I wonder if he likes guys? This is not helping my tendency to fall into bed with people.

He pecks my lips and stands up straight again. "I'll get you filled up," he says as he heads to the back end of my car, leaving me staring blankly at the fact that he gave me a peck on the lips without a second thought.

After he’s done, he hops in the passenger seat and makes himself comfortable, leaning the chair back.

"Ready to go?" I ask.

"Yeah, let’s roll!"

I start up the car, and turn down the radio. I’m still waiting for that catch, for the moment he turns out to not just be a nice person, but a killer or something. Val is just vibing in my passenger
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