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Dedication


For Chike, because there’s no such thing as a final draft.
Godspeed, my friend.






Quote


There is no reason not to follow your heart.
-Steve Jobs






Note to my Readers


Dear Readers,


Thank you so much for picking up this book. This story was previously published by me in 2020 under the title Protecting His Windflower. After a lot of consideration, I have changed the title and cover to reflect more of what this story is about. I feel the book is now truly what it was always meant to be. If you read Protecting His Windflower, this story has not changed and is identical to the old version. It has been revamped with a new title, cover, and beautiful formatting on the pages. I hope you enjoy this new version along with the rest of this series. Thank you for your continued support. Happy reading! 
Xoxo,
Temperance Dawn






[image: image-placeholder]
One


Heavy footsteps charged up the grand stairs. Wood splintered as three men kicked the door in. Liam was pulled from bed, tossed to the ground as if he were nothing more than refuse. Whimpering sounds had him scampering to his feet only to be halted by a blow of solid knuckles cracking against his cheekbone. Blood oozed from his flesh. The scent of iron flooded his nose. Shock dulled the sting at first but quickly morphed into a piercing pain, sending stars shooting off behind his eyes. Two sets of hands lifted him from under the armpits and shuffled him out of the bedroom and down the hallway, his feet dragging behind him. 
In the study, the men stepped away from him. Liam’s eyes darted around the room, spotting two burly men through his cloudy vision. His beloved was near the door. Her hands were bound behind her, and a rag covered her mouth. Each of the two men held her by an arm. Unable to fully focus, another blow to his ribs rocked him to his core. He hunched over and clutched his middle before falling to the floor. Gasping for air, he was rocked by a fiery pain hitting his temple. More blood seeped from his head, pooling onto the wooden planks beneath him, staining the rich chestnut floors. The room spun as cries echoed in his ringing ears.
Liam rolled to his side. His vision blurred when he cracked his eyelids open. The dim light sent stabbing pains through his head. Weight pressed him into the floor while his hands were bound with rope behind him. His love being restrained across the room sent his heart into an agonized panic. 
Only moments ago, he had been staring into her brilliant honey eyes. The golden flecks danced in the warm glow of the candlelight. His hands had been tangled in her wavy, mahogany hair. Now, tears streamed down her cheeks in constant waves. Her luscious, rosy lips trapped behind a cloth. He wanted nothing more than to go to her, crash his mouth to hers, and swallow her pain away. 
Another set of footsteps echoed from the hall. The sight of pointed toe, black boots came into view. The man donned an ornate walking stick and coat. His back faced Liam as he removed his top hat and spoke. “What is this I see?” his voice, deep and menacing. Liam had heard the voice many times. Only he didn’t know who the man was, couldn’t ever place his name. 
The man touched his fiancé’s hand, lifting it into his, and glared at the exquisite gold ring he had placed on her finger only moments before. 
Liam coughed and willed his head to rise, to look into the eyes of the man holding his bride to be captive. “Don’t touch her!” Liam rasped. 
“Does this mean you said yes?” the man asked her. His hand grasped her chin, forcing her to look at him.
Her confirming nod wobbled, but her eyes held a definite and firm stare.
“You know I could have given you more? All of this could have been ours. We could have lived together.” 
A muffled shout ripped through her, followed by a scream of agony when the man’s walking stick landed on the side of her head. 
“No!” Liam bellowed. 
“Take her away!” the man shouted before removing the engagement ring from her finger, placing it in his breast pocket.
Liam bolted to his feet as the two men dragged her out of the study and down the stairs. Her screams were muffled by the gag, but his movement was halted as a set of firm hands held his shoulders in place. The man with the familiar voice turned toward him. His eyes were dark and full of hatred. The sneer on his mouth was not that of a man, but that of something…evil. 
Liam’s heart raced, and his mind struggled to find a solution as the room went dark. 
No sounds. 
No light. 
Only total darkness filled his senses. 
Liam frantically opened his eyes and found himself in his bedroom, sweaty and panting from the nightmare he had to endure for the hundredth time. The late afternoon light cast shadows from the trees outside on his walls, where they danced to the rhythm of the wind. His body felt lifeless, as it always did after he woke from the dream. As if the life force had been drained from him. 
That recurring nightmare plagued him for all of his adult life. He suffered the tormenting dream time and time again. Lately, the dreams came more frequently, and he couldn’t put his finger on the reason. However, there was more information in this episode. The woman he loved in the dream was his fiancé. A piece of knowledge that squeezed his heart. He hadn’t been able to rescue her. The nightmare always ended the same way, in total darkness before he could reach her. 
Sitting up on the edge of the bed, Liam stood and walked to the bathroom. Cupping his hands under the running faucet, he splashed his face in an attempt to wash the images from his mind. He watched the water cascade over his pale skin and stubbled jaw while staring at himself in the mirror. His eyes were red and swollen from tears. 
Something was different this time. The pull felt stronger, keeping him in the undercurrent of the dream far longer than he had ever been in it before, making it difficult to wake. The woman felt more real. The pain in her eyes hit him with a force that could only be shared between two lovers, not a fantasy. “It’s only a dream.” 
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Two


Five o’clock PM. Right on schedule, Emily thought to herself as she stepped onto the pavement, glimpsing at the mass of low clouds in the distance. Clicking the key fob in her hand to lock her sky blue hatchback, she turned to the north as a breeze picked up. The view of the Golden Gate Bridge in the distance, standing tall and mighty, greeted her. A symbol, she had read, of perseverance and determination. It seemed fitting that she felt compelled to take up residence in the spectacular city.
The fog made its way into the Bay, creeping ever so slowly toward the entrance of the Golden Gate. It would glide through the narrow channel beneath the towering bridge and blanket the entire city in a thick, pillowy, grey mass. Growing up in Seattle, Emily was used to dark, damp skies and welcomed the coolness that freshened the air. Her only reservation about her new residence was the ominous presence she felt growing stronger.
Turning toward the historic Victorian home that she now lived in, Emily gasped before letting out a huff of air in annoyance. The front window to her flat swayed open in the gentle wind. A window that had continuously been opening even though she was adamant about ensuring it was closed and locked before leaving. Emily made a mental note to stop by the caretaker’s unit that evening and ask if he could take a look at it. 
A heaviness bore down on her as she climbed the steps to the front door of the old building. The house sat sandwiched between two other row houses in the center of the block. It was a typical architecture style used in San Francisco to build more large, single-family style homes during the nineteenth century. 
The charming, two-story Victorian home had been converted into two separate residential units years ago. She lived on the main level of the building while the caretaker, who she hadn’t yet met, lived in the top unit. Her front, living room window was flush with the house, but the unit above had a rounded, larger window with beautiful carving detail framing it. The traditional Victorian era, steep pointed roofline adorning the top drew her eyes up to view the majesty of the home. It was evident that the house had once been painted in bright colors of royal blue, gold, and amethyst. But time and the salty air of the city had weathered its vibrance.
Dark oak wood paneling stopped a third of the way up the walls. High ceilings showcased the same chestnut crown molding woodwork. Faded tan paint created a stark contrast between the walls and ceiling. And, a heavy, rounded wooden framed staircase greeted Emily as she passed the threshold. Above the front door, the stained glass window cast a colorful warm glow in the morning while the sun shone through—a once elegant and formal entry now worn by time and lack of care.
The door to Emily’s flat was on the right. The large staircase leading to the upper level sat halfway down the hall. A second set of stairs, through a wooden door, led to the basement. 
She lifted her key and inserted it into the deadbolt when a man coming down the stairs caught her eye. He was tall, maybe six feet, with dark hair, and a closely shaved beard framed his strong jaw. Dark rimmed glasses accentuated intensely blue eyes. Though his all-black attire added to his brooding mystery, he smiled and waved as he walked toward her.
He paused, hesitating for a split second when their eyes met as he finished the last few strides to her. His gaze warmed her insides, sending her heart into a gallop and flipping her stomach until her breath caught. 
The man towered over her as he approached, coming to a stop only a couple of steps from her. “Hi. I’m Liam Wesley. You must be Emily Taylor.”
The sound of his voice was hypnotizing. It was smooth and deep, sending the butterflies in her stomach into a frantic frenzy. “Yes. I am.” Emily cleared her throat while tucking a lock of curls behind her ear. “I just moved in a couple weeks ago. Are you the caretaker that Phil mentioned?”
Emily’s new landlord, Phil, had informed her that the tenant above her took care of all the maintenance in the building and she should contact him with any issues she may have. The convenience of an on-site caretaker only added to the attractiveness of the rental. As soon as Phil responded that the unit was available for immediate occupancy, Emily signed the lease agreement and began the moving process. 
“That would be me. I travel a lot for work, and I just got back into town today. I’m sorry I wasn’t here to welcome you for the last two weeks. My work has been quite busy. It’s nice to finally meet you.” He held out his hand, and Emily took it.
“Very nice to meet you,” Emily echoed, saying a silent prayer that she wasn’t turning beet red from the blush creeping up her face.
“I’m glad to see someone finally living here. It will be nice to have a neighbor again.”
Curious at Liam’s statement, Emily asked, “How long was the place empty?”
“About six months. Phil just can’t seem to find reliable tenants. I know he was worried about dropping the rent price, afraid he’d only get shoddy people inquiring.”
“Oh. I can assure you I’m not shoddy. I’m a quiet person, there won’t be any loud parties or any commotion coming from my place. Plus, I don’t know anyone here in the city yet, so I won’t be having company anytime soon.” Emily stared down at her keys, embarrassed that she’d already shared so much information with a perfect stranger. Albeit, her incredibly attractive new neighbor, but a stranger nonetheless. Willing the moment to pass quickly, she fumbled for her key, clutching it between her thumb and finger. 
“Oh, no. Please don’t take that the wrong way.” Liam took a small step toward her. “Phil sounded very happy when he told me you would be moving in. Don’t worry. You might hear a couple of my friends from time to time. We work together, so we occasionally meet up here to talk business, but we’re not party animals. You said you don’t know anyone around here. May I ask, where did you move from?”
Emily pulled in a breath. “Seattle,” she admitted.
Liam’s eyes lit up as he smiled down at her. They were the color of crystal clear waters with light and dark tones dancing together, creating a kaleidoscope effect as she gazed into them. “Seattle? Really? I’ve been up there a few times. Great city.”
“Yes. It’s a great place to live.” Seattle had been the only home Emily had known until a couple of weeks ago. She was more than ready to restart her life in a new city and forget about all of the heartache from her past. Though the darkness still lingered near her, an element she wasn’t sure she would ever be able to escape.
“Actually, I’m glad we ran into each other. I was just thinking of heading upstairs to introduce myself to you.”
“Oh yeah? I came by to do the same a bit earlier, but you weren’t home. Do you always keep your window open when you’re gone?” Liam’s ocean eyes brightened. His mouth tipped into a sexy grin.
“Umm…my front window seems to be swinging open a lot. I know I close it and latch it. I even triple checked before I left this morning,” Emily giggled at the absurdity of it. She was nervous. She knew the presence around her was growing stronger—could feel the weight of it pressing down on her as each day passed. And that evening, as she entered the building, it felt the heaviest. Emily had grown accustomed to it, had perfected her ability to ignore it. But since arriving in San Francisco, she found it more difficult to brush off the ominous spirit. She only hoped it stayed hidden from Liam. The thought of it latching onto and tormenting anyone around her was unbearable. She hoped it would lighten its grip on her soon. It was a cycle all too familiar to her. During any significant life change, the spirit made itself known by overshadowing her, as if to prove who was truly in charge. 
Only this time, the presence felt more powerful than in the past. Consuming her thoughts and her dreams. “But it’s open now. I saw it swinging open from outside.”
“Would you like me to take a look?”
“You don’t mind?” Emily asked.
“Of course not. It’s part of my job description here,” Liam said casually. He gestured with his hand toward Emily’s door, “After you,” and she led him inside. 
Emily held her door open, inviting Liam into her flat. She hung her sweater and purse on the hook in the entry, and Liam waited in the middle of her living room. When she turned to face him, he asked, “So, how do you like the place?”
“I love it. The neighborhood is great. And it’s quiet.” A breeze blew through, causing Emily to shiver. 
 Liam turned to the window. “So this window here?”
“Yes. I have no idea why it keeps opening.”
Liam pulled the window in, closing off the outside elements, and swung the latch to lock it before giving it a good push. “A breeze shouldn’t be able to open it. It fits tight against the frame with the latch in place. It should be impossible for wind to catch it and swing it open. You said it’s been happening a lot?”
Emily shivered once more. Instinct told her it wasn’t a breeze causing the window to open, and her concern grew at the realization. The haunting had never manipulated her space before. Only making itself known by its presence and in her dreams. “Yes. Almost daily.”
Liam bobbed his head as she spoke, still observing the window. “That is strange. I’ll tell you what. I’ll go grab a couple more latches and install them for you. That should keep it closed.”
Emily stood staring at the window while Liam spoke. An eerie feeling washed over her, setting her on edge. Her skin pebbled as her hairs stood on end. Attempting again to ignore her reality of being haunted, she told herself it was just from the fog that had rolled in. It easily weaved itself into any void, bringing with it a drizzle that covered everything and could chill anyone to the bone. 
“Everything okay?”
Emily jumped. She’d been unaware that she’d drifted off in her thoughts. “Huh? I’m sorry, what?”
“Is everything okay?”
“Oh, yes. I just got cold all of a sudden. Must be a draft from the open window. I’ll just turn on the heat.” She crossed to the opposite wall and switched on the thermostat, but nothing happened. No clicking or humming sounds from the vent, indicating that the furnace was working. “That’s weird.”
“What is?” Liam remained staring at the window.
“I don’t hear the furnace kicking on.”
“That is strange,” he said as he turned. His crystal blue eyes met hers, and for a split second, she felt the urge to go to his side, to take his hand in hers, but she refrained. “I’ll go down and take a look.”
“Are you sure? You don’t have to check right now. If you have things you need to do, I can wait.”
“No. It’s not a problem at all. Like I said, it’s part of my job. I help Phil keep this place up. Plus, it’s supposed to get pretty cold. It may be springtime, but it still gets cold here on the coast at night. I don’t want you going without any heat. I’ll be right back.”
Emily felt more chilled by the minute and decided it was a good idea to let him take a look. “Okay. I really appreciate it.”
“It’s not a problem,” Liam told her as he headed out of her front door and down the long, narrow hallway of the building.
Emily was now standing alone in her flat, yet she didn’t feel alone. A disturbing sensation pricked her skin. Sinister, unseen, cold eyes watched her. A chill shook her again as she closed her front door, its icy grip closing in, suffocating her. “Go away,” her voice wobbled. It gripped onto her soul tighter. “Leave me alone.” She felt the entity release her, allowing her to take a lung-full of air. She could breathe freely. For now.
[image: image-placeholder]Liam ran down the steps to the basement, his heart raced, and his breath was erratic. His rational mind told him it was impossible. He had never met her before. And if he ever had, he was sure he would have remembered. He could never forget her face. He’d been seeing it in his dreams for years.
He clasped his hands and brought them up to his mouth. His thoughts raced. She was beyond beautiful. Liam had been around beautiful women his entire life, but Emily captivated him. The pull he felt toward her was a powerful tethering sensation. As if invisible strings were reaching out and trying desperately to connect. The moment she turned and noticed him walking down the stairs, Liam’s eyes caught hers, and his heart almost stopped. 
She was average height, and he towered over her. He knew her head would fit comfortably on his chest under his chin in an embrace. The fantasy washed over him, bringing with it a rush of images from his dreams.
Everything about her was familiar to him. Freckles sprinkled across her nose and cheeks, while golden bronze ringlets fell loosely around her face and shoulders. A part of him knew how it would feel tangled in his hands. Her eyes were a warm brown, like dark wildflower honey. He wanted to fall into them and knew that in the right light, flecks of gold within them danced in the warm glow.
After taking a few moments to gather himself, he rubbed his hands through his hair. “One thing at a time,” he whispered. His thoughts raced, but he forced himself to focus on his current task at hand.
He walked to the furnace. The thing was ancient. Of course it was. Phil always preferred to repair things rather than replace them. Even when Liam insisted that an appliance needed to be replaced, Phil put up a fight. Liam always chalked it up to the man’s stubbornness to being old, stuck in his ways. The furnace wasn’t original to the house, but it might as well have been. He was sure they didn’t even make replacement parts for the thing anymore. 
He noticed the pilot light was out. Of course he didn’t have anything to relight it with him. Liam turned toward the steps to head upstairs. As he rounded the corner, something caught his attention—a glimpse of a shadow. It happened so quickly, he couldn’t be sure exactly what it was. “Hello?” he called out. “Is anyone down here?” But who would be in the basement? The lower level apartment was unoccupied. It always had been. In fact, Liam had never been inside the apartment. Phil said it was too run down, and he was using it for storage.
Liam walked back to the furnace, a natural reaction he had fine-tuned in his line of work over the years. Never leave a stone unturned. But there was nothing there. No one was in sight, and he could see if anyone was down there with him as there was nowhere to hide. The wooden staircase was the only access to the basement.
An uneasiness came over him, the same foreboding feeling from a few minutes earlier when he stepped away from Emily’s window. It was a queasiness in his stomach that always warned him something was about to happen. He had lived in that house for years, and nothing unexplainable had ever taken place. Still, Liam couldn’t shake his instinct, alerting him that something was amiss. Not sure what to make of what he’d just experienced, Liam headed back upstairs to his flat and grabbed a butane lighter. On his way back to the basement, his thoughts once again drifted to Emily and the look of worry on her face.
He was certain her startled reaction was in response to more than just a chill in the air and wondered if she recognized him the way he recognized her. When Liam had turned away from the window, he noticed she was distracted and a little on edge. She jumped when he spoke, and her unease was evident. He had seen that look before but didn’t dare say anything. She was spooked, and the last thing Liam wanted to do was cause her any more alarm. He had to fight the instinct to run to her. The need to wrap his arms around her was overwhelming. He always had control over his emotions, but for whatever reason, the need to care for this woman’s well-being overtook him. 
The warm feeling that rushed over him when he had entered her flat had taken him by surprise. He had been inside a few times to make repairs for past occupants, with the most recent being when he repainted the walls after the previous tenant moved out. Liam took in the charming, homey feel of her flat. It was girlie, soft, and delicate, but sophisticated. Her sofa was a neutral cream tone, as was most of her furniture, but she accented the space with bits of color in soft shades that welcomed you in.
For a moment, Liam pictured himself lounging on her sofa, drinking a beer while having a conversation with her. He had no idea where that thought had come from. He blinked, pulling himself back to the present before he crossed her living room to examine her window. 
Liam rounded the corner of the basement stairs once more, and the dreadful feeling from a few minutes ago had grown in intensity. He cautiously made his way toward the furnace. When he knelt to examine the pilot light, he gasped before falling back. His heart hammered, and he felt himself go pale. “What the fuck?” he whispered. Liam knew it had been out. How could it be lit now?
Liam rubbed his hands across his face and surveyed the basement again, making sure there was absolutely no one down there who could be fooling around. Crossing to the apartment door across from the furnace, he checked that the padlock was still there. It was locked from the outside, making it impossible for anyone to be hiding on the other side of the door.
Baffled, Liam wasn’t sure what to think. His mind moved a hundred miles a minute with potential theories. Needing to get to a place where he could think clearly, he hurried up the stairs to Emily’s flat. As he reached the top of the stairs, the furnace kicked on and heated, as if it were good as new.
Liam pulled in three long, deep breaths to steady himself before knocking on Emily’s door. When she opened the door, and her angelic face came in to view, he willed his heart to stop pounding.
“Hey, thanks! Whatever you did worked. The furnace just came on.”
“You’re welcome. It was just the pilot light. If anything else happens, let me know right away. No matter the time. Okay?”
“Okay.” Emily paused, her lips slightly parted as if she were going to say something. 
“Well, it was good to meet you, Emily.” Liam wanted to reach out and touch her. Stroke her hair, caress her cheek. He tamped down the feeling. His senses were an erratic mess, and he needed to pull his head together. 
“It was good to meet you too, Liam. Thanks again.”
“You’re welcome. Don’t hesitate to let me know if you need anything. I’ll be back in the morning to install those extra latches on the window. Ten o’clock okay?”
“Yes. That will be fine. I’ll be here. I’ll see you tomorrow.” Emily smiled, and Liam caught the gold flecks that he remembered from his dream shimmer in her brown eyes.
“Good. I’ll see you in the morning. Have a good night.” Liam watched as Emily closed her door. He stood in the hallway for a minute, collecting himself. Needing fresh air and to clear his head, he decided to walk to the hardware store. 
Outside, standing in front of the old building and glanced up toward Emily’s window. It was still closed. A part of him hoped he would glimpse her peering out. But her curtains remained drawn. Only the soft glow of her lights shone through. Liam’s heart raced. The woman he’d dreamt about for years was real, and she was living in the flat below his. A moment later, his stomach twisted, a feeling of anxiousness overtook him. Something was going on. He was sure of it. He just needed to figure out what.
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Three


Emily woke feeling more exhausted than she did when she had gone to bed. Her sleep had been inundated with vivid nightmares that woke her throughout the night. She had dealt with terrible dreams for as long as she could remember. But lately, they were more frequent, and she couldn’t put her finger on what the cause may be. This morning, she wanted nothing more than to bury her aching head under the covers and sleep the day away. She whimpered softly to herself, knowing that was not going to be an option. 
With her head pounding, she rolled to the side, and using only one eye to squint at her phone, she saw it was 7:30. That gave her a couple hours to get ready, put herself together, and nurse her headache. She had work to do on her new website for her photography business. Since she lived in a new city, she needed to update her site and social media pages to make her online presence known to the local community. Plus, Liam was supposed to be coming by to fix her living room window.
She needed to get up. But first, she snatched her phone from the nightstand to respond to her friend, Lexi. In typical Lexi style, she had sent Emily a text message first thing in the morning. The two of them had been friends for forever. They considered themselves sisters and texted with each other all day, every day. Only lately, it had been less frequent with Lexi being busier than usual at her job and Emily’s recent move.
Lexi: What’s up, woman? It’s Saturday. You have any plans today?
Emily: Not really. I may go for a walk later. Maybe find a coffee shop and get some work done. You?
A few moments passed, and Lexi responded with…
Lexi: Claire called in sick. Again. So I’m at the hotel covering for her.
Emily: Again? What’s up with her?
Lexi: No idea. I’m tired of it though. I need a change.
Emily: Move down here?
Lexi: I’ll work on it.
Emily: I gotta get ready. TTYL
Lexi’s response was a ridiculous amount of emojis of hearts, smiley, and kissy faces. Followed by XOXOXO’s, and I miss you.
Emily smiled before moving to the edge of the bed, where she gently stretched her neck and padded her way to the bathroom. She grabbed some Ibuprofen from the medicine cabinet, cupped her hands under the sinks faucet, and swallowed the medicine. 
Emily looked in the mirror and was startled by her reflection. The circles under her eyes looked more like bruises than the typical light shadows she normally had after a bad night of sleep. Her complexion appeared sallow. It would be a makeup kind of day for sure. 
The sound of floorboards creaking caught her attention. It sounded as if someone were walking. Peeking her head out into the hallway, she had a clear view of most of her apartment. No one was there. And she spotted the chain lock on her door still in place. It was probably Liam walking around upstairs. The building was old. Emily had read that the majority of the Victorian homes in San Francisco had been built in the mid-eighteen hundreds. The house was well over a hundred and fifty years old and bound to come with creaking and settling sounds. 
Stepping into the shower, Emily stood under the spray of the hot water, letting it cascade over her. Her mind drifted to her new neighbor, Liam. She couldn’t help but notice how attractive he was when she met him last night. In the past, Emily had never been attracted to men with facial hair, but on Liam, she thought it was sexy as hell.
It had been years since Emily had dated, and she hoped that starting her new life in a new city would be the spark she needed to live a normal life. Her last boyfriend had been a disaster, and she swore off dating forever at the time. But after seeing Liam last night, dating kind of made its way back into the forefront of her mind. He was tall, incredibly gorgeous, kind of mysterious too. That was new for her. But maybe, she needed new and different. Hell, that was why she left Seattle in the first place. She wanted a change. The spontaneous pull she felt to move ignited a desire within her to live a life she had always wanted. To find peace and be happy. Maybe even find love.
She shook the thought from her head. What were the chances that Liam was even available? Knowing her luck, he probably had a gorgeous girlfriend. Emily had never thought of herself as being particularly attractive. The thought that someone like Liam could be attracted to her was far-fetched in her mind.
Maybe she would just let things play out and see what would come of it. If she had learned anything through her trials in life, it was never to get her hopes up. Staying neutral was safe, and if she got more than she thought she would, great! If not, no harm done. That was how she lived her life. Completely neutral.
Clearing the thoughts of Liam from her mind, Emily mulled over ideas for her website. It was early spring and considered to be the offseason still. There wasn’t much work for photographers just yet. Most people who were getting married that summer would have already hired their photographers. So, she decided that focusing on family photo sessions for the summer was her best bet. Next year she would have plenty of weddings to photograph. 
With her head still under the running water, she felt the hairs on her arms and the back of her neck stand up, and a cold breeze blew past her. She knew all of the windows in her flat were closed, and could hear the faint hum of the furnace running through the vent. Perhaps the living room window blew open again? But she closed the bathroom door, so how could the breeze come through?
The air changed. Electricity swirled, prickling Emily’s skin with pins and needles. Goosebumps formed, inflaming her body with tiny, painfully hard lumps. Her breathing quickened, and her heart hammered against her ribs. Despite the cold blowing around her, her face flushed, and her ears rang. Afraid she might pass out, Emily pressed her back against the cold tile behind her.
Another bitter cold breeze blew through. This time, Emily could see her breath in the chilled air. She lifted her gaze and turned her head. Looking through the opaque, white shower curtain, a shadow stood near the door. Emily sucked in a breath of air, where it froze in her lungs. Unable to move, she stared at the form in front of her. It was hard to make out what it was exactly. It resembled a human form—one of a man with broad shoulders and much taller than her. Only it did not look natural. It pulsated, becoming more solid before fading and coming back into view—a void of darkness against the light in the room.
“Hello?” was all Emily could manage. Fear rose within her. She turned off the water, hoping the absence of the sound would clear her hearing. It did, but only barely. Her ears still rung from the fluctuating energy swirling around
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