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Michele Armstrong was ice skating on her Aunt Gloria’s and Uncle Joe’s Pond, or at least trying —since she was sitting on the ice more than standing.  She looked over at a bench and saw her grandma, Leewan Johnson, watching her.  Michele skated, with her legs far apart and arms swinging, over to her grandma, then flopped down next to her.  Looking at her grandma, she asked, “What are you doing here?”

“The paternity test results came back!  Prince Macalla Williams is 99.9% your biological father.”

“Oh!  I bet his wife, Princess Lalirra, and her daughter, Amarina, don’t like that!”

“No, they don’t!” Leewan said with a laugh.  “They keep arguing that the results have been rigged.” 

Michele laughed then said, “Wouldn’t they be mad if I said I changed my mind and have decided to live in the castle’s guest house with you!”

“Do you?”

“Sorry, Grandma.  You know I love it here in Michigan and want to finish my high school years here.  Plus, I don’t want to leave Paul!”

Leewan looked disappointed and said, “I know, dear.  We can just continue to talk in our dreams until you come to visit next summer.  Is there anything you want me to tell the prince?  I mean your dad!”

“Just let him know that I’m happy that I finally know who my biological dad is...  And I am glad he is my dad!”  

After a moment of silence, Michele asked, “Any word on what really happened to my mom?”

“No.  Princess Lalirra’s parents, Moki and Merrin Taylor, still deny having anything to do with her disappearance.  Have you had any prophetic dreams about her?”

“No, Grandma.  I wish I did.”

“Well, if you ever need to talk, just say my name three times before you go to bed.  Love you, Michele.”

Michele woke up in bed.  Her golden retriever, Mitch, was lying next to her, staring at her with her big, brown eyes.  Michele looked at the clock; she still had a couple of hours to sleep before she had to get up for school. 

*****
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MICHELE’S ALARM WENT off at 6 a.m.  She crawled out of bed and got dressed.  When she walked downstairs, her Aunt Gloria and Uncle Joe were sitting at the kitchen table drinking their coffee and reading the morning newspaper.  Joe looked up from his paper when she walked in.  “Well, good morning.  Are you ready to go back to school after our vacation to New Caledonia Island?”

“Not really.”  Michele went to the refrigerator, grabbed the orange juice, and then proceeded to pour herself a glass.  After she sat down at the kitchen table with her glass, she poured herself some cereal and thought:  Wish I could tell my aunt and uncle about finding my biological father.  Michele couldn’t tell her aunt and uncle about her biological father, who was a prince of the Hidden Islands of Honiawae, since their memories of meeting the prince, along with her boyfriend’s (Paul’s), were replaced by the mind-erasing witch.  Gloria, Joe, and Paul now believed they went to New Caledonia Island to visit Michele’s grandmother, Leewan.  They had no memory of meeting her other grandparents, King Levi Williams, and his wife, Queen Chloe; and they had no memories of the Hidden Islands of Honiawae—which consisted of seven islands located in the Pacific Ocean, somewhere between Australia and Hawaii.  The islands were originally founded by two witches in the early 1700s—back when witches, and some innocent people, were captured, judged, and burned at the stake.  One of the witches that founded the islands was Leewan’s great, great, great grandmother, Martha Black.  When Martha was young, her parents were captured by the men hunting witches.  Running for her life, she called upon her whispers of the wind powers for guidance.  The wind replied to her in the form of a storm cloud formation.  It showed her the coordinates of the hidden islands and whispered:  take all!  She shared this information with her best friend Elizabeth since her husband, Abraham Williams, owned a large fishing company.  Elizabeth had a hard time convincing her husband to use his ships to help Martha’s plan of relocating most of the witches and their families, but he finally agreed when she told him she was one of the witches targeted for practicing witchcraft.  After Abraham used his ships to transport seven shiploads full of people and animals to the hidden islands, the residents claimed him as their king.  The islands do show up on world maps; however, they are listed as uninhabited islands.  These uninhabited islands are protected from passing boats by jagged, underwater mountains.  There is only one safe entrance into the islands on the south side, and only narrative settlers know the whereabouts of the entrance.  The islands are also protected from satellite detection by an old magical boundary spell.  Michele continued to stir her cereal with her spoon, she felt bad about keeping secrets from her aunt and uncle, but the whereabouts of the hidden islands could not be exposed.  

Joe stood up and said, “Well, I better be getting to the police department.  I’m sure they’ve missed me.”

Gloria replied, “Of course, they missed their number one detective.”

“I wonder if they ever found anymore leads on that thug that broke into our house and killed my partner, Kevin.”

Michele looked up and said, “I think he is long gone.”

Joe looked at her and asked, “Why.  Did you have another dream?”

Michele didn’t know what to say at first since she knew the thug was killed by the Moki Taylor, the Warden of Keelonie Island, and his wife, Merrin.  They had him executed for treason after he had confessed to Michele’s grandmother—that he had orders from the Taylors to take her daughter, Mayra, to a Russian agent in Australia.  The thug also told Leewan that the Taylors wanted Mayra out of the picture since their daughter, Lalirra, was betrothed to the prince, and Mayra and the prince were lovers.  Of course, the Taylors denied these accusations to the king and queen and had the thug/spy executed for treason. 

“Well, Michele, did you have another dream?”

“No. That’s just it.  If I am not having any dreams, the thug must be gone.”

“Humph!  I wanted to get my hands on him.  Teach him a lesson for breaking into the City Hall and killing my old partner.”  He bent down and kissed Gloria goodbye, then he looked at Michele and said, “Have a good day at school.”
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WHEN MICHELE GOT TO school, her best friend Leah was standing by their shared locker.  Leah looked at her and said, “About time you come back to school, you slacker.”

“I only missed two days.  One before the Thanksgiving break and yesterday.”

“So, how was the trip?”

“It was nice visiting my grandmother.  The island she lives on is tropical and beautiful.”

“Any luck finding the whereabouts of your biological mother?”

“No.  She disappeared when she was around my age.  My grandmother lost all contact with her.”

“Well, that’s a bummer.”

Paul walked up to Michele’s locker and said, “Good morning, beautiful.  You ready to go to class?”

She grabbed his hand, then said to Leah, “We’ll talk more later.” 

*****
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AFTER SCHOOL, THE TEENAGERS met in the school parking lot.  Paul was leaning against Michele’s car with Michele cradled in his arms.  Leah was standing in front of them, hanging on to her boyfriend’s, Jeff’s, arm.  “So, you going to tell us about your vacation?” Leah asked. 

“What’s to tell.  We went to visit my grandmother on the Island of New Caledonia.  The weather was perfect, in the mid-80s, and the island was gorgeous.”

“What did you do for your 17th birthday?”

“Oh.  We celebrated that at Paul’s aunt and uncle’s house in Australia.  Look what Paul bought me!” Michele held out her hand.  “My very own birthstone ring.”

“Nice!  Where did you get that crystal necklace?”

“Oh, this.” Michele grabbed the multicolor crystal pendant.  “This was a gift from my grandmother.  I guess her mother gave it to her.”

“So, you told me there were no leads to your biological mother’s whereabouts, but what about your dad.  Did your grandmother know who your dad might be?”

“Yes and No.”

“What?”

“There was a guy there that my grandmother thought could be my biological dad.”

“And...”

“I had the chance to meet him.  He was really nice, and I did a paternity test before I left.”

“So, when do you get to know the results?”

Michele looked down.  She didn’t want to tell her friend before she told her aunt and uncle.  Moreover, she couldn’t tell them her biological father was a prince of a magical kingdom.  They’d treat her differently for sure... and think she was crazy.  

Leah interrupted her thoughts and said, “Well?”

“Oh, sorry.  I zoned out.” Michele laughed and said, “Soon.  I hope.” 

“How about your prophetic dreams.  Have you had any more dreams about that guy that tried to jump you and Paul at the bonfire?”

Michele knew that she needed to update her friends, but how much could she tell them?  Telling them right now, out in this freezing weather, doesn’t seem like a good option.  “No more dreams recently.  Hopefully, that means the thug left town.”

Leah nodded her head and said, “Good.” 

Paul looked at his watch and said, “I have to get going to work.  My boss at the computer repair shop won’t be too happy if I’m late again.”

Leah said, “Yeah... Jeff and I have to get going too.  But I wanted to ask both of you ... Do you two want to go to the city park with us this Saturday?  There’s supposed to be some sort of a winter festival with ice skating, sledding, food, and a Christmas tree-lighting ceremony.  I thought it would be fun if we could all go together.”

“I think Paul and I are both free this Saturday?”  She looked at Paul, and he nodded his head.  “So, I guess it’s a date.  We can talk more about it later.”  

Leah turned and waved goodbye.  Jeff nodded his head at Paul and said, “See ya.”

After Leah and Jeff left, Paul turned his attention to Michele.  “Sorry, I have to go.”  Then he brushed her hair aside and gave her a big wet kiss.  “Call me tonight, babe.”

*****
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WHEN MICHELE GOT HOME, she helped her Aunt Gloria with the farm chores.  When Michele got home, she helped her Aunt Gloria with the farm chores.  After they were done feeding the barn cats, cows, and chickens, Michele asked Gloria, "Do you mind if I stay here a little longer to spend some time with Harley?"

"Take your time.  I'll just take the dogs back up to the house with me."  The two golden retrieves, Ace and Mitch, followed Gloria back up to the house while Michele fed and brushed her horse.  “I missed you, Harley.”  The horse snorted.  Michele laughed, then said, “What?  Don’t you believe me?” 

Harley officially belonged to Gloria, but after Michele’s adoptive parents died in a car accident, and she moved in with her adoptive father’s brother, Joe Armstrong—she sort of claimed the old, brown mare as her own.  After Michele finished brushing the horse, she climbed up on her back, then laid her head down on the horse's rump.  Michele loved sitting/lying in the barn and talking to Harley – using Harley as a sounding board.  “So, Harley.  Guess my dad is a prince—who used to be in love with my mom when she was about my age.  My dad broke her heart when he told her he was betrothed to a woman named Lalirra Taylor.  But that’s not the worse part...  My mother, Mayra, wanted to do the right thing so she set up a date to meet him in the gardens to break up with him.  However, the parents of the Lalirra found out about their love affair and ordered their guards to remove my mother from the picture – by kidnapping her and taking her to a man from Russia.  No one has heard or seen my mother since.”    

After a moment of silence, Michele told the horse, “Now, don’t tell anyone I told you that.”  The horse turned her head and nudged her leg.  Michele laughed and dug a treat out of her coat pocket to give the horse.  After a moment of silence, Michele jumped off the horse’s back, untied her, then said, “I need to try to find my mom.  Maybe if I repeat her name three times before I go to bed, I can find out something in my dreams.  What do you think?”  Harley nudged her with her nose, begging for another treat.  Michele laughed, gave her a treat, then patted her on the neck before leaving.
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At the dinner table that night, Michele decided to tell her aunt and uncle about her biological father...  I just need to leave out the part about my dad being a prince. 

“Dinner is delicious, Gloria.”

“Thank you.  It’s an old family recipe.  I’ll have to teach you someday.”

“How was your day at work, Joe?”

“Same ole, same ole.  You know....”  Joe took another bite of his food and then held up his fork.  “But the department is working on one unsolved crime.  Do you remember that lady they were talking about in the newspaper, Gloria?”

“That older lady that was found dead by her family?”

“Yep.  That’s the one.  We still haven’t found the perpetrators who broke into her house to rob her.”

“That’s really sad,” Gloria replied.

Michele interrupted, “My grandmother came to visit me in my dream last night.”

“Oh!”  Aunt Gloria said.  “What did she have to say?”

“Do you remember that tall blonde man that my grandma thought was my dad?”

“Yes.  The guy in the picture on your mother’s old bedroom dresser,” Aunt Gloria replied.  

“Yes.  That’s the one.”  Michele waited to see if her aunt and uncle could remember anything else about the prince.  

After a moment of silence, Aunt Gloria spoke up.  “Well.  Is he your father?”

“That’s what my grandmother told me.”

“Well... That’s great news.  Now when you go visit your grandmother next summer, you can also visit your biological dad.”

“You don’t look too happy about finding your biological father,” Joe stated. 

“It’s just... I don’t think his new wife, Lalirra, and their daughter, Amarina, like me.”

“Oh... You met them?” Gloria asked. 

Michele thought she messed up but quickly replied, “Yes.  My grandmother took me over to meet him when we went to town.”

“I didn’t know that.  Did you like him?”

“Yes.  He was very nice.”

“Well, I’m glad you found your biological dad,” Joe replied.  “Too bad no one knows what happened to your mother all those years ago.” 

*****
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MICHELE CALLED PAUL that evening while lying in bed with her furry companions:  Mitch, and her cat, Pepper.  “What are you doing?”

“Just relaxing in bed... thinking of you.  Did your grandmother get ahold of you yet—to let you know the results of the paternity test?”

“Yes.  I guess Macalla Williams is 99.9% my biological dad!”  

“Well, that’s great.  Now you can go and visit your dad next summer when you go back to New Caledonia Island to visit your grandmother.”  After a moment of silence, Paul asked, “Do you think that one thug that was searching for you is still out there somewhere?”

She thought:  No.  That thug was killed for confessing the kidnapping of Mayra to my grandmother.  The Taylors covered up their involvement by saying the thug made up the story to protect his own life.  What should I tell Paul?  

“My grandmother told me that he is no longer a threat.  Guess he got himself killed – somehow.”

“That’s great!  I mean... at least we know he’s not still out there trying to kill you for some reason.  Guess we will never know the reason.”

She thought: Cause I’m the prince’s daughter, but said, “Guess not.”

After a moment of silence, Michele continued, “I need to let my friends, Leah and Amy, know about me finding my biological dad and about the thug.  Is it ok with you if I invite Amy and her boyfriend, Mike, to the festival this weekend?  And maybe Mike can spend the night with you again, and Amy can stay over with me at Leah’s house?  I would hate to make them drive all the way home after the festival.”

“I don’t see why not.  Mike stayed over after the high school bonfire... He seems pretty cool.  I’ll ask my mom.  Shouldn’t be a problem.”

“Thanks!  You’re the greatest.  Love you!”

“Love you, too.  See you tomorrow, at school.” 

*****
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WEDNESDAY MORNING, while Michele was sitting at the kitchen table with her uncle and aunt, Joe started talking to his wife about work.  “So, another elderly lady was found, robbed, and left for dead at her house.  Luckily, the elderly lady’s daughter stops by every morning to check on her mother on her way to work; I don’t think the lady would have survived if she didn’t.  Unfortunately, the elderly lady is unconscious and in critical condition at the hospital.  So far, the police department doesn’t have any leads on the perpetrators.”  

“Oh, that’s just awful!” Aunt Gloria replied.  “I hope they find the criminals soon before someone else gets hurt.”

Uncle Joe looked at Michele expectedly since Michele had prophet dreams before that had helped the police department capture criminals.  “Any dreams lately?”

“Nope.  Still quiet on the home front.  Sorry I can’t help with this case.”

*****
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IT SEEMED LIKE TIME was moving in slow motion.  Michele was bored out of her mind at school since every one of her teachers only wanted to discuss the finals that were coming up the following week.  She sat in each of her classes and watched as the clock tick by slowly.   

During Michele’s last class (study hall), she couldn’t stand looking at her review notes any longer, so she started doodling on a piece of paper while daydreaming.  She looked around the room, and her eyes roamed over to Paul.  He was looking down at the table, reviewing some of his notes.  Michele thought: He’s such a nerd... but he’s my handsome nerd!  I bet he ends up being the Valedictorian.  Then she started reminiscing about how her friend, Leah, taught her how to break the ice to talk to him at the beginning of the school year.  She had to pretend she didn’t understand how to do their homework assignment so he would volunteer to help her.  Michele felt a little guilty for having to tell the little white lie, but it had worked.  They were a couple now, and she was madly in love.  Michele looked at his strong arms, broad shoulders, and soft-brown hair.  She licked her lips and thought:  Boy, did I get lucky... he’s smart, good-looking, and sensitive.  Just looking at him made her blush as she remembered the first time, that they were alone together... in his parents’ basement.  Paul did look sad when Michele refused to go all the way.  But he seemed to understand her fear of getting pregnant, and he respected her wishes.  What Michele failed to do, was to tell him that her friend, Leah, took her to a health clinic shortly after that encounter—to help her get on some birth control.  Michele knew Paul was the one for her, and she wanted him to be her first.  She also wanted to plan out her first time so it would be special.  Michele continued to stare at Paul while daydreaming about what she wanted to do to him.  

Paul looked up and caught her staring.  He smiled and sent an air kiss her way.  She blushed, then quickly looked down, embarrassed by her wicked thoughts.  When she looked at her paper, she was surprised by the image she drew of a man.  She thought: What the heck!  Then she added a little more shading and thought:  Wonder if this is the guy responsible for all the recent robberies?  

The bell rang, signaling the end of the day.  Michele folded up the sheet of paper, threw it in her purse, then jumped up to catch up with Paul.  
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After school, Michele had to go to work at her part-time job at the Country Crock.  The restaurant was extremely busy that night, which helped with the tip money.  But by the time Michele made it home, she was totally exhausted.  When she walked through the door, she looked at her aunt and uncle sitting in the living room and said, “I’m home.”

Gloria looked up at her and asked, “How was your day?”

“Exhausting.  I think I’ll just go up to bed.”

“Have a good night, dear.”

After Michele threw herself on the bed, she looked at her dog and said, “I need to call Amy first.”  Her friend, Amy Long, lived a couple of towns over.  She was Michele’s best friend from the previous school system that she attended for only one semester.  Michele’s adoptive father was a military man, so Michele was constantly moving from town to town.  After the freak car accident, where both of her adoptive parents drowned in an icy, cold pond, Michele moved to a new town to live with her Uncle Joe and Aunt Gloria.  Even though Michele had to move again, she kept in contact with her friend Amy.  

Amy answered her phone on the second ring. 

“Hi, Amy.  How’s everything going?”

“Oh, you know...  Getting ready for finals at school, hanging out at the house while my mom works all the time, and... Mike and I, sort of took our relationship to the next level.”

“The next level?”

Amy laughed, “Yeah.  You know what I mean...” 

“What!  Aren’t you afraid of getting pregnant?”

“Nah.  I’m smarter than that.  I went to the health clinic to get on something before we took the next step.”

“Leah took me took a health clinic too.  But...  I haven’t told Paul yet.”

“What you waiting for?”

“I don’t know.  Just haven’t had time to make the first-time special.  You know.”  

“That reminds me.  How was your trip to visit your grandmother in Australia?”

“That’s what I want to talk to you about.  What are you and Mike doing this Saturday?” 

“Mike doesn’t have to work at the gas station, but I’m supposed to work four hours at the fast-food drive-through... Maybe I can get someone to cover my shift?”

“Please try.  I want you and Mike to meet Paul and me at a winter festival.  Then maybe the two of you could spend the night again, so we can all talk at Leah’s house after the festival.” 

“Sounds like fun.  Let me check into it.  I can call you tomorrow.”

“I have to work after school tomorrow.  It might be easier for you to text me.”

“Sounds good.  I’ll send you a text tomorrow.”

After Michele hung up, she called Paul.  He sounded half-asleep when he answered the phone, “Hello....”

“Sorry.  Did I wake you?”

“No. No.  I’m awake.”

“Sure.”  Michele laughed.  “I won’t keep you... I just wanted to let you know – it looks like our plans are on for this weekend.  Amy thinks Mike and her can make it.”

“Sounds good.  My mom said it’s ok for Mike to stay the night.”

“Great!  Well... I won’t keep you.  Goodnight, Paul.  I love you.”

“Love you, too.” 

*****
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THE FOLLOWING MORNING, Michele gave her Uncle Joe the picture she drew during study hall. 

“Hmmm.  I don’t recognize this guy, but guess I could have the guys down at the department run it through the criminal database – see if it gets any hits.”

“Yeah.  I’m not sure what it means.  I, sort of, drew it subconsciously while I was doodling.”

Aunt Gloria looked at Michele and asked, “Do you have to work again tonight, after school?” 

“Yeah.  Even though I want to call in since Paul has the night off and I have to work with Denise!”

“Who’s Denise?”

“She’s the head cheerleader from my school, she thinks it’s her job to socialize while I do all the work.  So, if it’s busy like it was last night, I’ll really be exhausted tonight.”

“Oh, honey.  Take care of yourself.”

“I will.  Oh!  By the way.  Leah and Jeff want to do a double date this Saturday to the town's winter festival.  Is it okay if I spend the night at Leah’s on Saturday?”

Uncle Joe looked up and asked, “No wild high school party tonight?”

She shook her head and said, “No parties.  I swear!”

“Ok then.  It’s okay with me if it’s okay with Gloria?”

Gloria nodded her head. 

“Thanks!  I better be going to school.”  Michele ran around the table and gave Gloria and Joe a kiss goodbye on their foreheads. 

*****
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MICHELE RAN INTO THE restroom before starting her shift and saw Denise primping in front of the mirror.  Denise glanced over at Michele, with her nose in the air, and said, “I hope you wore your roller skates.  Looks like you’re in for a busy night.”  

Michele went into a bathroom stall and sat down.  She thought:  Is it too late to call in?  Denise Johncock was a beautiful girl with long dark hair and big blue eyes.  She had a perfect complexion and an hourglass figure; however, she also had the personality of thinking she was better than anyone else.  Denise came from money, so she thought that working hard was beneath her.  She only worked part-time since her parents insisted on it and for the social life.  Most of the time at work, she would drag her feet while rubbing noses with the elite members of the city or flirting with the popular boys.  Which forced Michele to work double duty to pick up her slack.  If some customers sat in her section that she felt was beneath her, she would make up some excuse so Michele would have to wait on them.  

“Are you going to stay in there all night, Michele?”  Denise asked while packing up her makeup.  

Michele took a deep breath, then exhaled.  “I’m coming.”

*****
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MICHELE WAS RUNNING her butt off.  Every time she cleared off one of her tables, another group of people would sit down.  She thought: Where are all these people coming from?  She looked over at Denise’s section and realized why she had so many customers...  Her tables are all dirty again!   Michele looked over to where Denise was standing.  Figures.  She’s too busy socializing with the town’s mayor and his wife.  The cook interrupted her thoughts and called out from the kitchen’s window, “Michele, your order is up.”  

Michele threw the dirty dishcloth down on a table and rushed over to pick up the order.  After she delivered the food, she looked over and saw Denise standing at one of her tables.  From Michele's position, she could see Paul’s friends, Tom and Mike.  She walked over towards the table and watched as Denise flipped her long dark hair.  She had one hand on Paul’s shoulder and was saying, “Why are you dating someone like Michele when you could have me?  I could show you a good time if you want to hook up sometime?”

Michele could only see red as she walked up to the table.  When Paul noticed her, he looked down at his hands on the table.  Michele looked at Denise and said, “This table is in my section!”

Denise looked at her and said, “I noticed you were busy, so I thought I would help.  I can get this table for you, besides... Paul and I were just talking about meeting up.”

Michele’s blood started to boil.  The cook called her name for another order ready to be served.  Michele turned to get her order and shouted, “Fine.”  When she turned to leave, the mop bucket sitting on the floor next to Paul’s table started to vibrate and splash water all over the floor.  By the time Michele got up to the kitchen window, she heard a loud crash.  When she turned around, she saw Denise sitting on the floor—holding her deformed wrist.  Denise started screaming, “My wrist!  My wrist!  I think it’s broken.”  The cook and Michele ran over to help Denise up.  When Denise stood up, she was favoring one of her legs.  “I think my ankle is sprained too.  Who left that mop bucket there?”  Denise glared at Michele.  

“I was going to take care of it after I clean up the mess from the previous customers.  I just never had the time.  Sorry.” 

Michele and the cook helped Denise to one of her dirty tables.  “Get your hands off me!” Denise snapped at Michele.  “And get me my phone from the breakroom, so I can call my mom to come and get me.”

The cook looked at Michele and said, “I’ll go try to call another waitress into work if you can go and get her phone.”

After Michele gave Denise her phone, she walked over to Paul’s table with her pen and order slips in hand.  While posing the ink pen on the paper, she asked in a firm voice, “You guys ready to order?”

Paul looked at Michele and said, “Don’t be that way, babe.  You know I came here to see you.  I don’t even like Denise.”

Michele looked up with tears in her eyes and said, “Sure.  That’s your story!”

Paul stood up and hugged her.  She let him hug her for a couple of seconds, then she pushed him away.  She walked over to the next table, grabbed a napkin to wipe her tears, then returned to Paul’s table and asked, “You guys want something to eat or not?”  

Paul looked at Michele and said, “Just take Tom’s and Mike’s orders.  I’m going to start busing some of the tables for you... until someone else shows up to help.”  

*****
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PAUL HUNG AROUND THE Country Crock until the end of Michele’s shift, then he walked her to her car.  When they reached her car’s door, Michele turned to look up at him and said, “Thanks.  I can take it from here.”

Paul put one hand on the car and leaned over her while she rested against the car.  He took his other hand and stroked the side of her face with his thumb.  Michele jerked her head away from his touch.  Paul shook his head, then brushed a strand of her long blonde hair away from her face while saying, “You should know I only have eyes for you.”  

Michele smiled slightly then turned to get into her car.  Paul slid his hand down the car to blocked her exit with his arm and said, “What?  No kiss goodnight!”  Michele stretched up on her tippy toes to give him a quick peck.  When she tried to leave again, Paul wrapped his arms around her, pulled her close, and started kissing her.  He kissed her lightly at first, then he started teasing her with his tongue until she finally gave in and kissed him back full-heartily.  When the young lovers finally came up for air, Paul looked into her blue eyes and said, “I love you!”

“I love you, too.” She pulled away and started opening her car door. 

“Let me get that for you.”  She stepped aside and let him open the door.  He held the door while she got in, then said, “Are we good?”

“Yes.  We’re good.  I’ll see you tomorrow at school.”  She glanced at her watch, then said, “I better get going before my aunt and uncle begin to worry...  And thanks for the help!”

“Anytime.”  He closed her door and watched as she pulled away. 

By the time Michele got home, her aunt and uncle had already retired to their bedroom.  When she closed the front door, her aunt called out, “Michele!  Is that you?”

“Yep.  I’m finally home.”

“How was work?”

“Exhausting.”

“Get some rest, sweetheart.”

“I plan to.”

Michele ran up to her room and got ready for bed.  After she finally got into bed, she glanced at her cellphone.  She had a message from Leah saying: Everything is set for Saturday, a text from Amy saying: I got someone to cover my shift, and a text from Paul saying: sweet dreams, yours forever.  Michele smiled, plugged her phone into the charger, then snuggled up with her dog, Mitch.  The cat jumped up on the bed, circled the foot of the bed, then plopped himself down.  Michele looked down at the cat and said, “Good night, Pepper.”  

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 4
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Michele woke up to Mitch licking her face.  “Ok.  Ok.” Michele laughed and pushed the dog away.  “Will these strange dreams ever stop?”  Michele patted the dog on the head.  Pepper mewed, mad at his bed companions for interrupting his sleep.  

Michele got out of bed, turned on her desk lamp, and then grabbed her notebook off her desk so she could write down the dream’s imagery.  After Michele wrote down the dream, she looked at her notes:  A one-story brick house with the front door broken in, the number 351, and the image of the guy she drew.  She thought: Hmm.  Not much better.  Still missing the street name and the date this is supposed to happen.  I need to contact my grandmother.  See if she has any advice on how to make these crazy dreams give me more information.  She looked at the clock – 5:50 a.m.  Guess no time to contact her now! 

After Michele got dressed for school, she went downstairs to the kitchen to tell her uncle about the dream. 

Joe listened attentively to the story, then replied, “A house address of 351, without a street name, is like looking for a needle in a haystack.  But at least we know it’s a brick house.  Did your grandmother give you any pointers for controlling these dreams while we were over there visiting?”

“Not really.  But she did teach me how to contact her in my dreams if I needed to talk.  I plan on trying to contact her tonight.  See if she can help!”

“Good.  You do that.  But I do have some good news to tell you...  The department got a hit on that picture you drew; guess that guy spent some time in jail on charges of assault and battery.”

*****
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PAUL HAD TO WORK FRIDAY after school, so Michele just went home to help Gloria feed the farm animals.  The weatherman had been right in predicting the snowstorm, Thursday night into Friday since a fresh powder of white snow covered the ground—a good three to four inches.  Michele laughed on the way out to the barn since the golden retrievers, Mitch and Ace, were having a hay-day running around, chasing each other, and rolling in the snow.  After all the animals were fed, Gloria and Michele collected the eggs the chickens had laid and then started walking back to the house.  As they were walking, Gloria looked at Michele and said, “I think I’ll order pizza tonight.  I’m not in the mood to cook anything.”

“Sounds good to me.” 

By the time the pizza was delivered, Joe, Gloria, and Michele were in the middle of watching a comedy movie on TV.  Gloria went to the door, paid for the pizza, then dropped the pizza off on the coffee table for the group to share.  

At the end of the movie, Michele looked at Joe and said, “Think I’m going to turn in now.  I want to try to call my grandmother tonight – see if she can help me figure out this last dream and the picture I drew.”

Uncle Joe looked at her and replied, “Good luck!  The police department does need your help in finding this crook before he kills again....  And tell your grandmother I said Hi!” 

Michele gave her aunt and uncle a kiss goodnight, then looked at Gloria and said, “Thanks for the pizza!”

“Anytime...  And thank your grandmother when you talk to her—for inviting us over to visit her!”

“Will do.” 

*****
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WHILE LYING IN BED, Michele called Paul to discuss their plans for Saturday.  Paul sounded exhausted, so Michele kept the call short and sweet.  After she hung up the phone, she closed her eyes and repeated her grandmother’s name three times: Leewan Johnson.  Leewan Johnson.  Leewan Johnson.

Michele was sitting at a kitchen table with her grandmother.  She looked around and realized they were at the castle’s guest house.  The house King Levi Williams offered to give Michele so she could stay with her grandmother while they ran the paternity test—to see if she was his legitimate granddaughter.  The guest house was located kitty-corner from the castle.  It was a charming, three-story house with a glass cupola on top.  Michele had agreed to a paternity test, but she didn’t want to stay in the guest house since she wanted to finish her high-school years in America with Paul.  

Michele looked at Leewan and said, “Hi, Grandma!”

“Another visit so soon!  Did you have a dream about your mother?”

“No.  Sorry.  I’m here since you never had a chance to teach me how to control my powers.”

“I know.  I’m sorry.  We were just so busy after that spy jumped you and Paul by the river.  Did you have a different dream?”

“Yes.  I had a dream about a one-story brick house with the front door broken in, the number 351, and an image of a guy.  The strange part is... I sort of drew a picture, subconsciously, of the guy before I had the dream—while I was doodling.”

“You drew a picture of the guy!  Very interesting.”

“What does it mean?”

“Well...  Remember when I told you some powers don’t pass down generation to generation and just, sort of, reappear whenever they feel like it.”

“Yes.”

“Well, I think you are developing more powers than your mom or I ever had.  I just wish I gave your mom that crystal necklace I gave you.  I think it could have protected her from the Taylors’ spies sneaking up on her in the gardens—where she went to meet your father.  I feel her disappearance is all my fault.  Like I told you, my mom died during childbirth, so she never told me the importance of the crystal necklace.  My dad just told me my mother wanted me to have it and pass it down to any future descendants.  I told you how that necklace protected me more than once.  When I was about your age and started developing my powers, an evil sorceress came to me.  She tried to get me to join her in her quest to overtake control of the islands.  When I told her that I didn’t want any part of her evil schemes—she tried to take the necklace.  I grabbed it, and like you with that evil spy at the river, the sorceress was thrown and knocked unconscious.  I ran from the scene, and the evil sorceress never bothered me again.”

“Oh, grandmother.  You didn’t know anything about the necklace.  It wasn’t your fault Mayra was taken.”

“I know.  But I just can’t help feeling guilty....  Do you remember what that spy said at the river when he confessed to me about the Taylors’ plan to get Mayra out of the picture?”

“About delivering her to a man from Russia since their daughter, Lalirra, was betroth to the prince?”  

“No.  About the spies searching for you.  After they found out about you—they wanted to eliminate you, so you could not help me find Mayra.”

“Oh.  Yeah.  I remember.”

“Well, I think that necklace might help you.  Hold that crystal in your hand when you go to sleep at night and think of your mom.  Concentrate on what you want to know about her:  where she is, how she is, or try to meet her.”

“I can do that?”

“Oh, I hope so.  I just know she’s alive out there—somewhere.”

“We will find her grandma.  But you never told me how to control the dream I am having now!  My Uncle Joe said there is a guy in my hometown back in Michigan that is breaking into houses and killing the homeowners.” 

“Oh!  Since your powers are not fully developed, that crystal could help.  Just do what I told you to do to help you find your mother.  Hold that crystal in your hand before you fall to sleep.  Then concentrate on what you want to know... the five W’s—who, what, where, when, and why.”

Leewan started to fade.  Michele screamed, “Grandma—before you go!  I think I might have injured a co-worker.  Remember when you ask me if I could move things with my mind when I am upset.  Well, now that I think about it, I might have had a hand in spilling water on the floor at the restaurant where I work since I was mad at my co-worker for flirting with Paul.”  

“You need to be careful, Michele.  That’s how the witch hunts started in the 1600s—witches doing magic in public.” 

“I know.  I didn’t mean to break the girl’s wrist.  But she just made me so mad.”

“You need to practice controlling your emotions with deep breathing and mind control, and you need to start practicing using your new powers.  Start by staring at an object and pointing your finger to make it move.  Remember what I did to the spy by the river?”

“Yes.  You pointed your finger and lifted the spy up a good 20 feet into the air; then threatened to drop him face-first on his head.”

“Yes.  So, start by practicing moving small objects.  Only do this in private since most people are afraid of the things, they don’t understand...  And if you get mad, you need to try to control your anger and walk away.  Give yourself time to think about the situation before you react.”  

Leewan started to fade again.  “Sweet dreams, Michele.  I love you!”

“Love you, too.”
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Chapter 5
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Michele felt like a klutz trying to skate.  Paul, being the true gentleman that he was, tried his best to keep Michele from falling on her butt again—without success.  Michele watched from her sitting position on the ice as Amy and Leah skated around the man-made skating rink with their dates—like pros.  

“Well, everyone here can tell I wasn’t born and raised on skates,” Michele laughed as Paul helped her off the ice for the third time.  

“Paul looked at Michele and asked, “Do you want to retreat to the bench and have a hot cocoa with me?”

“I thought you’d never ask.”

Paul held her hand while she half staggered, half skated to the bench.  After getting her safely to the bench, he went to get their boots.  After the couple exchanged their skates for their boots, Paul stood up and said, “You just wait here.  I’ll go return these and come back with some hot cocoa.”

After he left, Amy came skating over to the bench.  Sitting sideways on the bench, she asked Michele, “You, ok?”

“Yes.  Yes.  I am great.  You guys go have fun.  I just didn’t want to show off my skating skills and make you guys jealous.”

“Yeah.  I can tell.  You missed your calling.” Amy laughed, then took off to skate with Mike around the rink.

After Paul returned with their drinks, he sat down next to Michele and wrapped his arm around her.  Michele sat in silence, enjoying the moment of hanging out with the love of her life, sipping her cocoa, and watching her friends skate.  

After the couples were done skating, they walked over to the community building.  The inside of the building was decorated like a Christmas wonderland.  One section of the building had carnival games for young children, and another area had a large, 360-degree circular fireplace.  The group walked over to the fireplace to find a place to sit and warm their toes.  After the group sat down, Michele started looking around the place.  She looked over at the children’s area and noticed a line of kids waiting to see Santa.  To the left of the children’s area, there were some picnic tables and a couple of food stands.  Her stomach began to rumble.  She nudged Paul and said, “You hungry?”

He looked over in the direction she was looking and saw the food stands.  He turned back and looked at the other couples, “You guys hungry?”

“I’m starving,” Amy replied, then pulled Mike up out of his chair.  “Let’s get something to eat.” 

“I’m game,” Jeff responded, then looked at Leah. 

Leah nodded her head, grabbed Jeff’s hand, and then started following the group as they made their way over to the makeshift food court to get in line.  

Looking up at the menu, Paul asked Michele, “What do you want, beautiful?”

“I’ll just take the cheeseburger meal deal.”

“Sounds good.  I can get our food if you want to go find us a table.”

“Ok.” 

After the teenagers enjoyed their meals, they headed back outside to do some sledding.  As Michele walked by the 25-foot Christmas tree, she read the sign: Tree lighting ceremony at 6:30 p.m.  She looked at her watch: 4 p.m.  Then “Hey!” Michele screamed after getting hit dead center by a snowball.  “That wasn’t fair,” she laughed, then grabbed a snowball and threw it back at Leah.  

The group ran, dodging snowballs, all the way over to the park’s sledding area.  After waiting in line to rent their round saucers, the group walked over to the least crowded area of the hill and waited their turn.  When the group made it to the front of the line, Jeff said, “Let’s have a race.”

After everyone was situated on their saucers, Jeff shouted, “On your mark.  Get set.  Go!”

At first, the group was in a neck and neck race until Michele’s sled hit a bump and sent her airborne.  When her sled finally landed, it hit the ground sideways, causing her to spin around in circles.  By the time she reached the bottom, in last place, she was facing backward.  Paul walked over to her side to help her off the ground.  Laughing, he said, “Show off.”  

Michele laughed as he helped her up.  “That was fun...  Let’s do it again!”  Then she looked over at Mike, who was proudly dancing around while holding his fingers up in the “L” shape, “I won!  I won!  Losers!”  

Paul walked over to Mike, patted him on the back, and said, “You might have been the first one down the hill, but I think Michele beat you in the most sledding stunt driving department.”

The couples slid down the hill a couple more times with the guys winning every race.  After the final race, Paul looked at the girls and said, “You girls aren’t much competition for us men.”

Leah responded, “It’s just because you boys weigh more -—makes you go faster!”

As the group climbed the hill for the third time, Michele claimed, “Sledding is fun, but it’s also a lot of work.  Think I’m ready to head back to the community building and check out the tree lighting ceremony.”

The group returned their sleds, then proceeded back to the community building.  As they approached the large Christmas tree, Michele couldn’t believe the number of people that were standing around the tree.  She thought:  Looks like half of the town showed up.  

The group found an open space in the back of the crowd to stand.  Michele snuggled next to Paul for warmth.  After the mayor gave a short speech, he flipped a switch and turned on the Christmas tree lights.  Michele watched in awe as the crowd all started cheering and applauding.  After a few minutes of admiring the lights, Amy asked the group, “Are you guys ready to head over to Leah’s?  My toes are frozen.”

“I am!” Michele spoke up and looked at Leah. 

“Sounds great to me.  Jeff and I will meet you guys there.” 

*****
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THE COUPLES MET OUTSIDE of Leah’s house in the driveway.  Michele looked at all the Christmas decorations around the house and said, “Your parents must really love Christmas.”

“Yeah.  My dad sort of goes overboard.  You should see his hardware store!”  She kissed Jeff on the cheek, then wrapped one of her arms around him. 

Leah worked, part-time, at her dad’s, Mark Brown’s, hardware store since the summer she turned 16.  In truth, working at the hardware store was one of the best things that ever happened to Leah since it gave her the chance to meet Jeff.  When Leah first moved into the area with her adoptive parents, she secretly had a crush on Jeff Backes, the star quarterback of their high school football team.  She never got the chance to meet him until he became a regular customer at the hardware store.  Over that summer, Jeff was helping his dad build a pole barn.  Leah and Jeff became close acquaintances since Jeff frequently had to ask for Leah’s help in finding supplies.  After a month or so of meeting at the store, Jeff finally asked her out... Michele thought: Fate has a strange way of bringing two people together.  Those two are inseparable. 

When the teens walked into Leah’s house, Michele noticed all the lights were off except the Christmas lights. 

“Where are your parents?”

“They must still be at the winter festival.  They took my younger brother there.  I did see Theron once while we were sledding.  I’m just surprised that I didn’t run into my parents, but the place was packed.” 

After all the teens took their boots off in the foyer, Leah led everyone to the basement.  Mike looked at the ping-pong table and then asked Jeff, “You want to play?”

“Sure.”

While the guys started playing their game, the rest of the group found a place to sit on the old couch and chairs that surrounded an old console TV stand.  Paul sat on one side of the sofa with his arm draped around Michele, while Leah sat on the other side of the couch.  Amy sat on the edge of one of the chairs and leaned forward to start the questioning, “So, tell us about your trip.  Did your grandmother teach you how to control your dreams?  Did you have fun?” 

Leah spoke up, “And what about you getting a paternity test.  Was that guy your biological father?”

“What!” Amy yelled.  “You found your biological dad?”

Michele laughed, “One question at a time!”

“Ok.” Leah laughed.  Tell us about the paternity test first.”

“My grandmother took Paul and me to meet this guy who lived on New Caledonia Island.  The guy agreed he could be my biological father, so we both did a paternity test.”

“And...”  Amy encouraged more information. 

“The test results came back 99.9% positive.”

“That’s great!” Amy shrieked. 

Leah held her hand up to give Michele a high five. 

“So, what does he look like?  Was he nice?” asked Amy. 

“He was blond like me.  Tall and muscular.”

“And was he nice?  Did you like him?  Are you leaving us to go live with him?”

“Wait a minute.” Michele laughed.  “No, I am not leaving you guys.  I hardly know the guy.  I’ll probably go visit him next summer when I go to visit my grandmother.” 

Paul added, “And yes.  I thought he was very nice.  And he acted like he still cared about Michele’s mom, Mayra, after all these years.  He didn’t seem to know what happened to her – she just, sort of disappeared.”  Paul squeezed Michele closer with his arm for a second, then continued.  “I don’t think Michele’s biological dad’s new wife liked us much.  What was her name?”

“Lalirra,” Michele added. 

“Yeah.  Lalirra!  She and her daughter, Amarina, were the rudest people I ever met.  They acted like Michele just showed up to get some money or some kind of handout from her dad.”  

Michele thought: If Paul only remembered how much I had to gain, he would understand why Lalirra and Amarina acted so rude.

“So, the truth comes out....  Your stepmother is a real piece of work!  You would have left us to live with your dad if she wasn’t like Cinderella’s stepmother,” Leah chuckled. 

“No.  Really.  I barely know the guy, besides... he did offer me a room to move into, but I told him I want to finish up my high school years here in Michigan with you guys and Paul.”

“Aw,” Amy said and jumped up to give Michele a hug.  Leah and Paul also joined in, forming a big group hug. 

Jeff looked over from the ping-pong table and said sarcastically, “Poor Paul, surrounded by all the estrogen.”

Leah looked at Jeff and playfully said, “You’re just jealous cause you weren’t in the middle of that hug.”

Jeff shrugged his shoulders, picked up the ball, and served it to Mike. 

Amy sat back down and asked, “So, how about the vacation.  Did you like the island?”

“Yes.  It was beautiful.  Like a tropical paradise.  Paul said it reminded him of Hawaii.”

Paul nodded his head. 

“And did your grandmother get a chance to teach you how to control your crazy dreams so you can find out where that one thug is that was tracking you?”

“Yes, and No,” Michele replied.  “Yes, she told me how I could control my dreams with the help of this crystal necklace.  She gave me this necklace for my 17th birthday.  She told me to hold this crystal in one hand before I go to sleep, then think about what I needed to know.” Michele lifted the crystal off her chest to show her friends, then continued, “And No.  It will not help me find the one thug since my grandmother told me he, sort of, got himself killed – somehow.” 

“Well...  I, for one, am glad you don’t have to worry about that thug anymore...  But where did you get that beautiful ring?” Amy asked.

“Oh.  Paul gave me this birthstone ring for my birthday.”  Michele held up her hand for Amy and Leah to admire. 

Leah winked at Paul and said, “You did well.”
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AFTER THE GUYS LEFT, the girls said goodnight to Leah’s parents, who were sitting in the living room watching TV, then made their way upstairs to Leah’s room.  When they walked into the bedroom, Michele said, “I claim the floor.”

Leah looked at Michele and said, “You don’t need to sleep on the floor.  We all squeezed into my queen-size bed last time.”

“That’s okay.  I don’t want to wake you guys up – in case I have another dream.”

“Another dream?”  Amy asked. 

“Yeah,” Michele told the girls about her latest dream.  “I think this dream might be connected to some unsolved cases my uncle is working on.  Some perpetrator is breaking into homes, beating the occupants half to death, then robbing them blind.” 

“What the heck?  I hope they catch that person.”  Leah said. 

“I want to try my grandmother’s suggestion tonight, see if I can find out the five W’s—who, what, where, when, and why.”  Michele thought:  Sorry, Grams....  I need to find out more about this dream before someone else gets killed.  Mayra will have to wait.  She’s been missing for over 18 years; another day wouldn’t hurt her.  

“Hope it works,” Amy said.  “Wake me if you need me!”

“I will.  Thanks.”

Michele made her makeshift bed on the floor.  After the girls turned out the lights, she grabbed the crystal necklace and concentrated on the five W’s.  

*****
[image: ]


MICHELE WOKE UP IN a tangled mess on the floor.  Disoriented, she started tugging, frantically, at the blankets that were restraining her body.  When she finally untied herself, she sat up and tried to catch her breath.  Her heart was pounding out of her chest, and her body was soaking wet with perspiration.  She grabbed one of her blankets and wiped her face.  When she was finally able to focus her eyes, she looked around the room in the dim lighting that was shining through the bedroom window from the street lights down below.  In the dim lighting, she could make out a bed with someone sleeping in it.  It took a minute or two before she could comprehend where she was.  She thought:  Oh, wow!  It worked.

Michele started crawling across the floor to find her purse and overnight bag.  After she found them, she quietly unzipped her overnight bag and reached into it to get her notebook.  She thought:  I’ll just sneak out and write the dream’s imagery down in the upstairs bathroom. 

She started crawling towards the door.  Amy flipped on the bedside lamp.  “What’s going on?”

Michele looked up at Amy, caught in the act of leaving, “Go back to sleep.  I just going down the hall—to write my dream imagery down.” 

“No, you’re not!  I came here to help you.”

Leah woke up with a stretch and yawn.  “What’s going on?”

“Oh, fudge nuggets,” Michele said as she stood up.  “I was trying to sneak out without waking the two of you up.”

Amy scooted over in the bed towards Leah, then patted the spot right next to her.  “Come on over here and let us help you decipher your dream.”  

Michele walked over to the bed, flopped down next to Amy, then opened her notebook.  “I think the crystal worked.  Let me write down everything I can remember first, then I’ll let the two of you read the list.”

After she wrote down her list, she handed it to friends to review:  The number 21.  A mailbox with the number 351 on it.  A street sign with Hawkins Lane written on it.  The guy in the picture.  A one-story, brick house.  And an old lady lying on the floor.  

Amy looked at Michele and said, “Wow!  I guess your grandmother’s suggestion did work.  According to your notes, it looks like the perpetrated you drew is planning on robbing an old lady’s house located at 351 Hawkins Lane on December 21st.”

Michele grabbed her cellphone and looked at her
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