
        
            
                
            
        

    
	It’s funny how in life, true love always finds a way.

	 

	 

	After years of thinking he was dead, Adele, a Native American Witch, opened the door to her long-lost best friend, Jake. She gazed into his eyes and saw that the boy she had fallen in love with over a decade ago had grown into a handsome man. She wanted to wrap her arms around him and tell him she’d never stopped thinking about him, but the pain in her heart stopped her. He’d abandoned her when her dad was brutally murdered in front of them, and for years she’d looked for him, but it was like he had just disappeared.

	Now, after all these years, he’s back. Why?

	Jake, a Lycan, knocked on the door to the old cabin, looking for the girl he fell in love with so long ago. He wanted to see her one last time before he disappeared again for good.

	Victor, an evil Witch, is lurking in the darkness, waiting for the right time to take back what he believed was rightfully his. Power.

	Adele must learn to control the magic inside her and embrace the powerful Witch she was born to be, fighting back against Victor before he kills the only man she ever loved.
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Prologue

	 

	 

	A late-night visitor rattled against our old oak door. Dad’s muffled voice boomed through my walls, waking me from my nightly slumber. I tiptoed out of bed and went to Jake’s door, opening it. Jake and I shared the second floor of a little cabin just on the edge of the mountains in Littleton, New Hampshire.

	Jake’s head popped up. “What’s going on?”

	I shook my head. “I don’t know. Someone’s at the door.”

	I squatted down and crawled over to the banister, pushing my face through the railing. Moments later, Jake joined me, and our gazes met. A man was standing in the doorway with Dad. His body glowed a slight gray hue, radiating dark intentions. With my body shivering, my witch instincts tingled down the back of my head, alerting me that our uninvited guest wasn’t human.

	“Bill! The war is here. They’re out there looking for you. They know you live in a log cabin. They know you have a daughter. They know everything.”

	“No!” My father’s voice boomed through the house. The walls vibrated, and the house flexed inward towards him. His body ignited a vibrant glow of pearl, shards of electricity flowing through his limbs. Dad lifted the man with one arm and trudged to the door, hurling him out. The door slammed, and the house crackled, shifting slightly before settling back down to the ground. Dad’s head shot up, and he glared at us with glowing red eyes. “Go to bed!”

	I scrambled to my room and jumped into bed. Restlessly, I tossed and turned as the late-night visitor’s words haunted me. Who do we have to worry about? Why did Dad throw him out of the house? I cocooned myself with covers and closed my eyes.

	 

	The next day, I woke up to the sun blazing through my curtains. I shot up in bed and ran over to the window. “Dad’s gone.” I dressed and knocked on Jake’s door. “Jake, get up. We’re late for school.” As I walked down the stairs, the house seemed quieter than usual. Sunshine peeked through the drawn curtains in the family room. I let the light in and looked out into the yard. It appeared to be an average day, but I knew it wasn’t. My instincts alerted me that something was off. The calm before the storm.

	Our schoolwork began every day at the kitchen table. I opened my math book and grabbed a pencil and paper. Jake’s footsteps creaked along the hall above my head, and then the bathroom door slammed. I looked up to see him enter the kitchen a few minutes later. We nodded at each other, and I went back to my book. We didn’t speak to each other all morning, and then around three, we both jumped when the phone rattled on the wall. Our gazes met, and I stumbled over anxiously to pick it up.

	“Hello.”

	“I’m going to be late. Don’t go outside. I have something important I need to do. Don’t go outside!”

	“Dad, what’s going on?”

	“Adele! What did I just say? Stay inside! Don’t answer the door. I’ll be home soon.”

	The dial tone hummed on the other end. I hung up the receiver and looked over at Jake. He stared at me, waiting for me to say something.

	“He said to stay inside.”

	“Did he say why? Or what’s going on?”

	“No.” I shook my head and sat back down at the table. I stared down at my book but couldn’t focus on the page. I propped my elbows up on the table to rub my face, and acid burned in my stomach as chunks rose into my throat. Swallowing, I exhaled a deep breath. Dad had never yelled at me like that before. I knew then that my instincts were right. Something terrible was going to happen, and it would change everything. I dropped my hands on the table. Glancing up, I saw Jake’s glowing golden chestnut eyes. I stared back at him and felt my lip quiver. Tears welled up, and I gently shook my head. His eyes softened, and he nodded slightly. He studied me for a long moment before he looked away.

	The sunlight was slowly dimming through the kitchen window as we sat down to eat dinner without Dad. He was late. Very late. We finished eating, and Jake restlessly started pacing back and forth in the kitchen. I kept looking from Jake to the phone, expecting Dad to call any minute. The clock’s second hand clicked through the silent kitchen like a heavy drum. My parched lips ground together as I tried to swallow.

	I stood up and walked over to the sink to fill a glass of water. My mind raced with questions as I held my cup under the faucet. Where’s Dad? What’s happening? He should’ve come home by now. Before I realized what had happened, glass shattered on the floor, and water splashed my legs. A sudden wave of despair struck me like a bullet in the chest. I sensed the presence of someone with magical abilities standing just outside of our house.

	“Something’s wrong. I feel...I feel them. They’re here.”

	Jake sniffed the air, grabbed his bo staff, and handed me mine. A loud thump against the side of the house sounded in the family room. Jake looked over at me, and his facial features began transforming. A loud crackle echoed through the kitchen as his bones enlarged, doubling in size. A low growl ruptured from his throat, and his nose elongated into a snout. His shoulders and chest broadened as his legs took the shape of an ebony beast. His furry paw grabbed my arm, and we ran into the family room.

	The oak door burst open and slammed against the window, sending shattered shards of glass everywhere. Frozen, I watched as hooded men dressed in all black crowded into my house. A sharp pain blasted in the middle of my back, knocking me down on all fours. Jake pulled up the hidden door in the floor and shoved me in first. A cloud of dust swooshed up into my face as I landed hard against the cold floor. The heavy door slammed down above us, and I looked up through the floor cracks. Water splattered over my face and ran down the back of my neck. Jake stood under the door, holding his bo staff.

	My lips quivered when I felt him drawing near. Dad’s coming home. Moisture dampened my face as the tears rolled down my cheeks. Jake stood up and pushed on the door. I scrambled over to him, gazing into his eyes, and shook my head.

	A blinding white light gleamed into the room above us, flashing through the cracks. The walls and floors vibrated, quaking the whole house, and shattering the windows. All the men in our house collapsed to the floor in one loud crash. Blood oozed between the floorboards and dripped down over our bodies. The house settled down, and everything went silent.

	My father’s pain radiated through me, paralyzing my body as I dropped to the floor. My lips trembled. I opened my mouth but couldn’t speak. The vibrant light dimmed, and his body hit the floor. I was released and looked up to see a figure lying above me. I shook my head and raised my hands to cover my mouth, but the screams escaped my lips, burning my insides. My skin glowed a pearl-white light for a brief moment.

	Jake crawled over and pulled me close. My face vibrated off of his furry chest as I let the tears flow. I couldn’t feel him anymore. I couldn’t feel anything. It was over. Dad was gone.

	 


Chapter One: Adele

	 

	 

	“Do you really want to live all the way out here by yourself? We’re still driving and haven’t even made it to your house yet. Like, what if there was an emergency or something? No one would know. Seriously, Del, I’m worried about you,” Molly said.

	“I’ll be fine.” I stared out the window, watching all the trees and remembered all the drives I took when I was a kid with Dad. Nostalgia struck my heart with a strong beat as I realized I’d been away for too long. The town had changed and grown into a new-age city with a hint of vintage flavor. Tension knotted in my stomach as I drew closer to where my life had started and changed so abruptly thirteen years ago.

	“Mom would roll over in her grave three times if she knew I was letting you move out here by yourself.”

	I turned to Molly. “I’ll be fine. This was my home. I want to try it out. It’s all I have left of Dad.” I looked away as the tears welled up in my eyes. I didn’t want Molly to see how much it hurt me. She would never let it go. “It’s been so long since I’ve been out here to check on the place. I appreciate everything you and your mom did for me, but this is where I want to be now.”

	I watched out the window and gazed into the mountains as they drew closer. The peaks were layered with a white blanket hugged by a thick cloud. The sun was peeking over the top, smiling its light over a vast forest.

	“The cable company said they’ll install a satellite, so I can have wi-fi out here. They’ll be out next Monday. The electricity and water should be on already. I called in last week to hook everything up.”

	“Wow. A satellite, Del? Next thing you’ll say is that we’ll have an antenna in the house to watch television. Come on, Del. Really?”

	“Molly.” I turned to glare at her.

	We turned down an ominous looking road that parted through thick trees soaring overhead. Sunlight glistened off the frosted two-story roof as we arrived at our destination. The cabin didn’t look as big as I remembered. I sat in the car and stared before opening the door.

	“Adele!”

	“What?” I jumped and looked over at her.

	“It’s awful. It’s falling apart! You can’t live here. Heck, you can’t even stay here overnight.”

	“It’s fine. Calm down, crazy.”

	Molly glared at me for a moment and then turned away.

	“I’m sorry. Thank you for coming here with me. I know it was a lot for you to miss work and stay with me tonight.”

	I sensed her anger ease as she turned to look at me. I held my arms out, and she scooted over and hugged my neck. Molly was a little high-strung, and when she didn’t want something, she would say it repeatedly.

	I walked to the back seat of my SUV and opened the door. “Hi, Buddy! We made it.” My dog’s tail knocked against the leather seats. Buddy was a large Pit Bull mixed breed I’d rescued from the shelter a couple of years ago. “That’s a good boy. We made it to our new home.” I unhooked his seatbelt from his harness and snapped on his leash. He jumped down and pulled me back and forth with hard jolts. “Hey. Sit down. Sit.” Buddy sat down with his rump bouncing up and down in the dirt.

	Molly was already up at the house, waving her hands back and forth. She squealed and jumped back from the front door as if something startled her.

	“Okay, let’s go, Bud.” Buddy galloped, pulling with everything he had up to the front door.

	I dug through my purse and accidentally dropped the keys on the ground. I reached down to pick them up, and the old wooden swing clanked against the house as the wind picked up. A memory of Jake and me arguing over who would sit on the swing popped into my mind. He would sit on me and squish me until I got up. Smirking, I stared for a moment.

	“What’s wrong?” Molly asked.

	“Oh, it’s nothing. Just old ghosts.” Shaking my head, I put the key into the lock and turned. The deadbolt clicked, and the lock jolted open. I turned the knob slowly, and a cloud of dust dropped into the doorway as I pushed the door. An icy breeze nipped at my face, welcoming me into the family room. My boots pushed through piles of damp leaves and old newspapers in front of the door.

	Molly shivered and pushed past Buddy and me. “Well, at least there’s a fireplace.”

	My gaze ran along the walls and stopped at Dad’s bedroom door. I walked over to it and put my hand on the knob. My eyes closed, and I could see Dad smiling at me from his bed, smoking his pipe.

	“Yuck.” A kitchen cabinet door slamming echoed through the house. “The kitchen is so seventies! Ugh! I hope you remodel this!”

	I took a deep breath and pushed open the door. The room looked untouched, with the bed made and pillows tucked under the covers at the top. I walked over to the bed and ran my fingers across the old quilt.

	Molly stomped in and stopped in front of me with her hand on her hip. “The laundry is a tiny little hallway before you go out the back door. Which is attached to the kitchen. This is a weird little house.” She looked around the room, huffed, and wafted the air in front of her. “Adele! Where do you expect to write? Are you sure you can work here? I don’t know, Del. Is this what you really want?”

	“Yes, it’ll be fine, and it’s called a mudroom, doofus. The room or little hall where the laundry is.”

	I headed back to the family room when the picture next to Dad’s bed caught my eye. Mom and Dad were standing in front of their apartment in New York, smiling at each other. Mom’s belly was enormous with me, and Dad’s hands were around her. I walked over and picked it up. Dad said he’d always hated living in the city, so they’d moved out to the country right before Mom had me. Mom died a few years later of cancer. Dad never remarried and would always say he’d had his great love, and that was enough for him. I smiled at the picture and turned around to look at Molly.

	She frowned and shook her head at me.

	I walked out of Dad’s room, walked past the stairs, and headed into the kitchen. Molly was right. The house needed some serious updating. My once-white kitchen had matured into a mustard mess with layers of dust and mildew. The mudroom was in front of the back door with rows of Dad’s old heavy coats still hanging up. I grabbed the big brown jacket he favored and hugged it, inhaling the remnants of tobacco and sawdust.

	Buddy tugged and jumped onto the back door, pressing his nose against the glass.

	“Okay, pup. Come on, then.”

	The deck was still standing six feet off the ground. The forest wall was a couple hundred feet from the back door. I scanned the tree line until I spotted the path we’d used to enter the forest on warm days.

	Dad would say It’s just a little walk when he really meant a full-blown hike to the river two miles from our house. If he wanted, we would go another mile to the mountains. Dad liked to take us fishing, or sometimes we would just explore the forest. He took the time to teach us the differences between berries and other plants.

	I was staring at the path’s entrance when a twig snapped and echoed to my right. Buddy and I looked over and scanned the forest. He huffed, and a little whine came from deep in his throat. “I know, I heard that, too.” Drops of melted snow drizzled from the tops of the oaks and pines. I turned to head back into the house and heard another twig snap, but this time it was right next to us. Buddy pulled me towards the forest, whimpering. “No, Buddy, we can’t go in there.” I stared at the forest wall and sensed someone’s gaze looking back.

	I stopped, closed my eyes, and reached out, using my senses. It had been a long time since I’d used my power, but I knew it was still there. I focused and opened my mind, looking for anyone or anything watching us.

	A cool breeze whistled through the air and tickled the back of my neck, and I opened my eyes when I felt sharp pains radiating down my head and into my spine. I hadn’t flexed the muscle I used for my power in a very long time. I knew it was going to take some getting used to again. Dad always told me to never stop using my power no matter what, but after I lost him, I just stopped. I stopped everything and felt numb and empty inside. But I’m here now, and I’ll get back to who I really am. Who I was meant to be.

	“Del! Someone’s at the front door.”

	“Okay, I’m coming.”

	As soon as I entered the house, I heard a man’s voice talking. The ridge on Buddy’s back fluffed out as a deep growl rattled from his chest. He pulled me into the family room to see a man chatting with Molly.

	“Well, hello, Adele,” he said.

	He put his hand out for me to shake, but Buddy barked at him.

	“No! Sit down, Buddy!” Buddy sat down, but he didn’t take his focus off him. “Hello, do I know you, sir?”

	“Well, you and your brother were kids back then. My name’s Mason. Everyone calls me Mace. I live out that way.” He pointed his finger back towards town. “I worked with your dad at the Mylar Mill. It went out of business a few years after you...well, after you left. I’m retired now.” His gaze darted around the family room, as if he was searching for something. He slowly turned his head and looked back at me. “So, what are you doing? Are you moving back here?”

	“Yeah, she’s—”

	“No, I’m just cleaning up the place to sell it. Yep, we’re just staying a couple of days.” I glared at Molly for a long moment before she turned back to Mace and smiled. “Well, it was very nice to meet you, and I’m sure we’ll see you around town.” I pointed to the door and handed Molly Buddy’s leash.

	He looked at me for a minute and then back at the door.

	“Well, if you need anything, I’m not far away. Don’t hesitate to ask.” He grabbed my hand and squeezed.

	Shuddering, I pulled back my hand and nodded as he exited the house. The darkness inside him sent chills down the back of my head. I knew he wasn’t there by accident and that I would have to be careful.

	“Um, what was that? He seemed nice.”

	“Molly, how did he know we were here? Bad people always seem nice when you don’t know their real intentions.”

	“What?”

	“It’s just, he shouldn’t have been here.”

	“You don’t know if he’s bad and has bad intentions. You always do that with people. You need to be more friendly. He was just coming to greet his new neighbor, Del, and you just shoved him out the door.”

	I stared at Molly and knew I couldn’t explain why I knew some people were dangerous. I’d looked inside his heart and saw the evil he was capable of. It was just easier to smile and nod.

	“We have a lot of work to do. Can you help me get the rest of the boxes out of the car?”

	“Yeah.”

	 


Chapter Two: Adele

	 

	 

	I retrieved Buddy’s kennel from the SUV and put him in it while unloading the car. After all those years of being away, I’d only ended up with four boxes, two suitcases, and one carry-on bag with my stuff for work.

	After bringing in everything, I headed to the kitchen and turned on the water. The pipes grunted and sprayed brown sludge water, so I left it running. Walking over to the old refrigerator, I opened the door. Cold air greeted me as I put up the remaining Sprites from my bag. The water started running clear, so I grabbed a bowl from the cabinet and filled it up for Buddy. He gulped down eagerly and then head-butted my leg and snorted. He pawed my foot, looked up at me, and ruffed.

	“What? Are you hungry? It couldn’t already be dinner time?” I looked at my watch and realized it was already four o’clock.

	“I’m hungry!” Molly yelled from the other room.

	A loud thud hit the floor from upstairs. I jumped, spun around, and looked up and then down at Buddy. He was looking up and cocking his head to the side. “What was that?”

	“Molly? Are you okay?” I walked out of the kitchen and headed to the stairs when Molly ran into me.

	“Ow! What are you doing?”

	She was carrying my bag with my work stuff in it. My eyes darted up to the ceiling and then back at her. “I thought you were upstairs?”

	“No, I was unpacking in the family room. You’re going to take over the master bedroom, right?”

	I looked up at the ceiling and then back at her again. She flipped on the light, pulled out my computer, and set it up on the dining room table.

	“I figured you wanted to work here until you got a desk. Right?”

	I shook my head and stared at her. My heart pounded in my chest as I inhaled deep breaths. She slowly nodded and looked up at me.

	“What?”

	“I heard something upstairs, and I thought it was you.”

	Molly looked up at the ceiling and then at me, shaking her head. “I haven’t been up there yet.”

	Buddy barked and took off, running towards the stairs.

	“Shit!” I followed him and stopped at the bottom of the stairs. He disappeared into my room. “Buddy?”

	Buddy ran out of my room with his nose to the floor until he came up to Jake’s room. He snorted loudly, blowing air through his nostrils, and then stood up on his hind legs and pawed at the door. He dropped on all fours and dug at the floor in front of the door. I ran up the stairs and noticed lights flickering from underneath Jake’s door. I reached for the knob.

	“Wait!” Molly whispered.

	I jumped back, holding my chest. “Don’t do that!”

	I reached for the knob and turned it. The door opened, and a cold breeze greeted us from the window. The curtains fluffed out, showing glimpses of a hole broken at the top of the window. I exhaled loudly and pushed the door open all the way. Damp leaves covered the bed and floor. A thin layer of dust mixed in with a stench of mildew polluted the room. The armoire that Dad had built for Jake was ajar, and all of Jake’s clothes were missing. I looked around the room and noticed a footprint near the window. I cocked my head to the side and stared. It looked like the print was from someone who’d crawled in through the window from the outside. I leaned down and touched the footprint. The mud had dried out and crumbled on the carpet long ago.

	“Well, I need to call the window guy and have him come back out here to repair that window.”

	“Yeah.”

	“I can put some boards up, for now, to keep the critters out.” Buddy jumped up and ran his nose along with the window. He followed the scent to the bathroom and stopped in front of the tub. It was an old clawfoot tub that Dad had found and installed. Dad was a man of all trades and could build or repair anything.

	Buddy followed me out of the bathroom and into my old room. Everything looked the same, except for the layer of dust covering my furniture. The handmade quilt Dad bought for me was still covering my bed. My armoire was closed, and my dresser was untouched. I walked over to the window and looked down into the yard. The sun was going to bed for the night fast.

	“Molly, let’s go to the store before it gets too late.”

	Buddy had sniffed his way out of my old room and left me alone. I turned around to see another bare footprint. It was right in front of my armoire. I walked over and pulled the door open quickly. I jumped back and almost fell on my rump. My reflection greeted me as I swung open the door. Panting, I stared at my reflection, holding my chest. My long black hair had clumps hanging out of a rushed, messy bun. Dirt and cobwebs covered my t-shirt, and my tennis shoes had remnants of dried, moldy leaves. My height had altered a few inches, and my body had developed into that of a muscular Native American woman. Shaking my head, I closed the armoire and left my room. I walked over to Jake’s door and closed it before going downstairs.

	“Molly! Where are you?”

	“What! I’m down here.”

	I ran down the stairs and looked for her. She was in the dining room finishing my computer setup. “Let’s go to town and get some groceries and a pizza.”

	“Okay.”

	I put Buddy in his kennel, and we left for the store. Molly was quiet until we got back onto the road.

	She finally turned to look at me. “Why didn’t you tell me you had a brother? You cried for weeks about your dad, but you never mentioned a brother.”

	“Well, Jake wasn’t actually my brother. My dad adopted him when his dad died, and he only lived with us for a few years before everything happened.”

	“Jake?”

	“Yeah.”

	“I remember when you were in college, and Mom and I were visiting you. You had some paperwork on your desk about a guy named Jake. Is that the same Jake?”

	I looked over at her and knew she’d been snooping in my things. I thought about snapping at her but knew we would have gotten into a huge fight if I had. Molly had always been nosey and rummaged through my things when I wasn’t around or she thought she would get away with it.

	“I just...I guess I don’t understand how you can live in that house after your dad died there. It’s kind of creepy.”

	I didn’t answer and drove into town. I knew she wouldn’t understand what I had to say. She’d never understand that Dad’s old house was the only thing I had left of him. Even though he was gone, his memory was still very much alive.

	We went to the grocery store, and I filled up the cart with everything I could think of so I didn’t have to go back there for a while. When we walked out of the store, it was already dark outside. I opened the back, put the bags in, and hurried to jump in the car. Molly walked around the car and silently ignored me.

	“What is it? If you have something to say, then just say it.”

	Molly exhaled a deep breath. “Why do you do that? You don’t tell me the truth about things? For years, you never told me you basically had a brother. I don’t understand that. I thought we were sisters?”

	I shook my head, my mouth dropping open. I didn’t know what to say to her. I knew I could never tell her the truth about everything. I could never tell her we were different and that my father’s murder wasn’t an accident. Something from his past killed him, and I had come back to find some answers. Deep down, I was there to find Jake, too.

	“I’m sorry, Molly. It just hurts me to talk about it. Sometimes, I miss them both”—I swallowed hard. “I love you very much. I’m just not very good at showing it.” I scooted over and hugged her. She didn’t respond at first, and then she turned and opened her arms and hugged me back. She wiped her face and sniffed.

	“Well, did you ever find him?”

	I scooted back over to my side and turned on the car. “No. I don’t know what happened to him after that night. I remember the police coming into the house and riding to the station with them, but I don’t remember seeing him after that.” I quickly changed the subject. “I’m hungry, and I saw a pizza shop around the corner. Let’s go get something to eat, and I bought your favorite beer.”

	“Okay,” she said.

	The dark roads home winded around mountains, hugging the rock as the fog settled over the road. I crawled around the curve, blinded to oncoming traffic, and looked up to see the full moon ducking behind rows of snow clouds racing across the night sky. After a few more miles, I turned, and my lights illuminated the murky path leading to my cabin. The cabin was hauntingly dark, with a hue of caliginous light glistening through the fog.

	I parked with my headlights shining and ran to unlock the door. I reached for the outside light switch and flipped it on. The light remained dark, so I walked over and saw the bulb had been removed.

	Buddy pounded against his kennel, demanding to be let out. Howling, he dug at the plastic flooring. “I know, Buddy, it’s okay. I’m coming.”

	Tingling crawled down my head as I rushed back out to the car. I felt someone or something lingering in the darkness. Molly looked up at me with frightened eyes in passing. Even though Molly was human, she felt it, too. I picked up my speed and jogged as I carried the last bags in. We unloaded the groceries, and I went to retrieve Buddy from his kennel.

	“Oh, poor sweet puppy. Come on then.”

	He circled around me until I filled his food bowl and put it on the floor in the kitchen. He finished his food and followed me around until I took him outside to do his business.

	“Come on, pup.” I walked Buddy quickly around the backyard. The wind picked up and blew the trees back and forth violently in the forest. Buddy nervously circled around several times and finally did his business. “Okay, come on.” We jogged back inside, and I locked the door behind us. I kicked off my boots and dropped Buddy’s leash and harness by the front door.

	I took the pizza box, grabbed two beers, and walked into the family room. Molly was trying to light a fire in the fireplace when I walked in. She dropped match after match into the newspaper clippings with no luck. “Here, let me try.” I motioned to sit down on the floor next to her. I turned the flue to open the chimney, grabbed the matches, and hovered over the newspaper with the lit match. The paper slowly caught fire and ignited.

	Molly stood up, grabbed a beer, popped the lid open, and gulped a big swig. I lit another match, put the flame on the other side of the paper, and waited for it to ignite. I motioned for Molly to put the wood pieces into the fireplace. The wood slowly ignited, and I leaned in to blow.

	Molly walked over and plopped down on the couch. I followed and opened my beer, drinking two big gulps before pulling out a piece of pizza. We both sat in silence, staring into the flames fluttering over the charred wood.

	“What happened with Tommy? I thought you were in love and going to get married and all that jazz?” She turned up the beer bottle, and a loud hiccup popped out when she lowered it.

	“Well, he wanted to live in the city, get married, have kids, and I said I wanted to be a writer and move back here to live in this house and write my novel.” I turned up my beer and gulped the last bit.

	“Well, that wouldn’t have been so bad. He was really handsome and funny and good-looking.”

	“Oh, really now.” We both looked at each other and laughed out loud.

	Once we stopped laughing, she turned and looked at me seriously. “I thought you were going to marry him, really.”

	I took a deep breath and exhaled. “I realized I didn’t love him, and we wanted different lives.”

	“Too bad, cause his bod is delicious.”

	“Yeah, but he was terrible in bed.” We both looked at each other and busted out laughing again. Molly rolled back and forth, gasping for air. The laughter finally stopped, and I turned to Molly. “I’m exhausted. Let’s go to bed.”

	“Where am I going to sleep?”

	“With me, goofy. Come on.”

	“Okay.”

	I put the pizza in the fridge, box and all, and double-checked the lock on the backdoor. Then I headed back up front and checked the front door. Buddy followed me through the house and sniffed everything as we walked. I went into the master bedroom, undressed, and put my pajamas on. Molly was already under the covers and rolled over onto her side. I dug in my bag, pulled out my charger, and plugged in my phone. I pulled back the covers, pushed my feet in, and patted the bed for Buddy to get in.

	“Good night.” I rolled over onto my side, turned out the lamp, and closed my eyes.

	“Del?”

	“Yeah.”

	“Do you think about Jake? The guy you grew up with?”

	I didn’t know if I wanted to answer that. I inhaled a deep breath and exhaled loudly. My body slowly recovered from the booze high, and I could think straight again. I opened my mouth to answer and closed it.

	Molly stirred in the bed and turned to face my back. “Do you think he thinks about you, too?”

	“I don’t know.”

	“What would you do if you saw him again?”

	“I don’t know.”

	“I bet he still thinks about you, too.” Molly’s voice grew softer as she yawned.

	“Yeah.”

	“Love you, Del.”

	“Love you, too, Molly.”

	“Molly.”

	“Yes.”

	“I think about him.”

	“Yeah, I know.”

	“Night, Del.”

	“Night.”

	 


Chapter Three: Adele

	 

	 

	The wind whistled outside, wailing in the darkness as its force shifted back and forth. My eyes flew open, and I shot up deliriously, looking around to see I was sleeping in my old room. A glimpse of moonlight peeked through the crack of my curtains. I crawled out of bed and reached for the doorknob. A blast of ice sent sharp pains down my forearm. Flinching, I quickly turned the knob and looked out into the hallway. Steam exhaled from my lips as I stepped into the darkness.

	Jake’s bedroom door looked miles away and was closed. My vision tunneled and steadily moved up and down like a funhouse at the carnival. I stumbled towards the banister and gripped the railing as I slowly walked down the stairs. The old steps creaked with my weight as I went down, step after step. Lights flickered outside and flashed shadows up and down my family room walls.

	I passed the front door, through the dining room, and went into the kitchen. I walked over to the sink and filled a glass of water. Cool water ran down my mouth and covered the rim of my nightshirt. I wiped my mouth and looked up to see streaks of lightning flashing through the darkness. I peered out of the curtain and waited for the lightning to strike again. A rumble from deep in the earth rolled up and boomed off in the distance. Then the lights flashed a bolt of electricity off of the horizon. A loud ping struck the window and splintered a long crack across the window. The wind had picked up, carrying a limb, and hit the window.

	“Shit!” Panting, I held my chest. My finger ran along the fine crack. “Great.”

	I turned around and headed back to bed when a loud rap knocked against the backdoor. Trembling, I turned and looked down the dark mudroom. Shadows bounced back and forth in front of the little glass window. Three monotonous pings rang at the door again, only this time with more force. I lunged back. My heart thumped against my chest. The side of the house rang with rapping sounds as if limbs were bouncing off the house. I slowly walked to the door, opened it, and looked out. The wind furiously blew hard against the door, funneling gusts through the treetops and into the forest. I rammed the door with my shoulder and walked out onto the steps. My long black hair whipped into my face and stabbed my eyes. I hugged the railing as I slowly walked down the steps and out into the grass, gazing up into the sky.

	Thunder roared through the mountains vibrating the earth with its magnificent power. Hairs on my forearm stood up and reached for the electricity. Lightning flashed over the mountains and spidered out over my head. The energy ran over the peaks, calling me to succumb to its power. I looked back at the house, and it appeared miles away. A mirage floating further and further from my grasp. As I tried to keep my balance, my legs were heavy with every step, one step after another, reaching out with my hands to grab the railing.

	The back door slammed shut. I dropped to my knees and crawled to the banister. My body lifted in the air as a strong gust of wind picked me up. The wind thrust against me, trying to pull me into the storm.

	“No!” My voice echoed through the forest with a momentous howl. The wind abruptly stopped, and my body dropped into the dirt with a heavy hit.

	“Adele.” A soft voice whispered from behind me. I huffed, trying to catch my breath, and turned around. The backyard was still, with darkness crowding in around me. The backdoor light flicked off, and the back of my head tingled, alerting me that someone was nearby.

	I jumped up to my feet and spun around, searching the backyard. It was calm and eerily quiet. My heart pounded in my chest as I exhaled steam from my lips. “Hello?”

	A moment felt like an hour. I turned back to the house and started to climb the steps again.

	“Adele!” A gruff voice screamed my name in my ear. A hand grabbed my shoulder and pulled me back. I fell onto my rump and looked up to see a wolf. He wasn’t an ordinary wolf. He was standing up like a man looking down at me. I slowly stood up and faced him.

	The majestic beast towered over my five-foot-ten body with glowing golden chestnut eyes. He didn’t move his mouth when he spoke, but I heard him talk to me.

	“It’s not safe here for you, Adele. They’ve been searching for you for many years. You need to leave this place before it’s too late.”

	“I don’t want to leave. This is my home. If they want a fight, then a fight is what I’ll give them. I’m not scared of dying!” I turned around, marched up the stairs, and looked back before grabbing the knob.

	He disappeared, and the wind picked up right where it left off. My body slammed against the door, and I couldn’t open it. I planted my feet firmly and pulled with all my might. The door finally opened, and I dropped inside onto the floor. The door slammed behind me. Panting, I sat up and put my back to the door. After I caught my breath, I stood up and looked outside. The wind whistled against the back door, begging to come in. I locked the door and went back to bed.

	 


Chapter Four: Adele

	 

	 

	I woke up early and walked into the kitchen to brew coffee. Buddy bumped his head against my legs, then pawed at my foot. “Ow! Okay. Okay. I’m coming.” I slipped on his harness and grabbed one of Dad’s old jackets. The cold winter wind greeted me at the door, and a blanket of white covered the ground from the night before. We walked around the back yard for a few minutes before Buddy circled several times and relieved himself.

	Remnants of my dream haunted me as I swayed back and forth, waiting for Buddy to finish up. I looked back at the house and remembered today was Molly’s last day with us. I would officially be alone and miss her chattering. She would return to school and her busy life as I to mine. Molly lived fifty miles away in the city, and honestly, that was the furthest I’ve ever lived from anyone I knew.

	Buddy finished up, and we jogged back up the cabin steps. The back of my head tingled as I reached for the door. I slowly turned around and saw oaks thrashing in the wind. Footsteps sounded as if something was running just out of my sight. Buddy tugged on me and scratched the bottom of the backdoor. “Okay. I’m coming.”

	I fed Buddy, poured a coffee, and watched out of the kitchen window.

	“Hey.”

	“Morning.”

	Molly walked into the kitchen, rubbing her face. She poured a coffee and grabbed
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