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      Writing this dedication, I think about all women who are told they have breast cancer.  Yeah, chemo sucks and radiation reminds me of when I tried, as a teenager to tan my fair, freckled skin.  Personally, I believe losing your hair is one of the harder things we have to go through emotionally.  Well, after you learn you have breast cancer.  Know that you will make new friends with the other women going through this same journey.  They will cheer you on when you finish your last round and give you tips on coping with hair loss, radiation burns, and generally just feeling crappy.  You will get to the finish, and know you are stronger than you ever thought you could be.  And about the hair thing, two months out and I now have peach fuzz on my head.  Woo-hoo!
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      Ian sat at the kitchen table reading the sports section while drinking his coffee.  Sighing, he pushed the paper away and rinsed his cup before setting it in the sink. 

      Staring out the window into the backyard, he saw his brother shift as he came out of the woods.  Rafe had left his clothes on the patio table and was pulling his t-shirt on as he walked in the back door.

      “Where’s Lisa?  When I saw you, I expected to see her too,” Ian turned and leaned against the counter. 

      “Substituting today.  She’s planning on easing her way in with the other teachers.  Even though the school is run by us, she didn’t want to beat anyone over the head with her being the alpha female and all,” Rafe told him.

      “Wow, mated five months and she’s already bored with you,” Ian joked.

      Rafe rolled his eyes, “Yet she comes back for more, go figure.”    

      Rafe opened the refrigerator, grabbed a bottle of water and rolled it along his neck.  Sensing something was troubling Ian, he waited for him to spit it out.

      After a few minutes of silence, Rafe realized that Ian was not going to volunteer anything.  Of his two brothers, Ian was the stoic one.  Most relaxed with family or close friends, he would let his guard down somewhat with them. 

      Being the head enforcer was the job he was born for.  Being a wolf shifter had made him an excellent soldier in the marines.  Faster, stronger and over six and a half feet tall, he presented an intimidating figure.

      “Are you going to tell me what’s bothering you or do I have to beat it out of you?” Rafe asked. 

      Ian glanced over with a shit eating grin.  “You could always try.”

      Rafe just stared at him.  Patience was one of his best traits.  You needed it to be able to run a large pack. 

      Running a hand through his hair, Ian started to speak, stopped, then started again.

      “Man, I don’t know.  It’s really hard to put into words.  It’s like I have this urge to just take off and run.  Or get in my truck and drive until I can’t go any further.”

      Ian went into the great room and sat on one of the large sofas.  Leaning his head back on the cushion, he closed his eyes.  With his arms crossed over his chest, it was obvious by the taut muscles in his arms that he was not relaxed.   

      Rafe sat on the opposite sofa across from him.  “Does it feel like some form of magic?  Good?  Evil?”

      Ian sat forward with his hands dangling between his knees.  “That’s what has me so fucked up.  I can’t tell.  I just know that if I don’t do something soon, I’ll explode.”

      “I’d talk to Melissa if I could reach her.  I haven’t heard from Robert since he took her with him to Faerie.  Lets go down to the pond and I’ll see if I can summon him,” Rafe told him.

      Melissa was the seer from the cougar clan.  She would warn the shifters when she had a vision concerning them.  Their friend Robert, who happened to be a light fae and the Faerie Queen’s guard, had taken Melissa with him back to Faerie.  That was five months ago and Rafe hadn’t heard from them since. 

      They both rose and walked down to the pond sitting in front of the castle.  Looming behind them, their home was a replica of their ancestral castle in Scotland.  Not as big as the original, but large enough for their family’s needs.

      Rafe didn’t say it out loud, but he didn’t have much hope of reaching Robert.  Things had been quiet lately and he imagined Robert had his hands full with Melissa.  He just hoped she had gone to Faerie willingly, and that Robert hadn’t done something stupid. 

      “I tried contacting Robert about a month ago and got the feeling it was blocked.  My thinking is that if no one is in danger, Robert is giving us a busy signal.  Too bad it isn’t as easy as a phone call.  At least then we could leave him a voicemail,” Rafe chuckled.

      They stood at the edge of the water, feeling the magic rise up from the pond as he concentrated on Robert. Mentally requesting Robert to come to the castle, he sighed.  Normally Robert would appear almost instantly if the summons were urgent. 

      “Nothing.  I’m not surprised.  If I were with Lisa, I’d ignore his call too.  Okay, we’ll wait until Lisa gets home and see if she can come up with anything.  Being mated to a witch has its advantages,” Rafe grinned at him.

      Rafe went back inside to his office.  There was always paperwork or calls to be made even for an alpha.  Ian left to check with his enforcers and hear their reports from overnight patrols.  After the trouble they’d had with Ciar, the dark fae, Ian had put more patrols around the pond.  Supposedly Ciar’s power was gone, but he wasn’t taking any chances.  The entire pack knew how important it was to protect the magical water from any evil. 

      Satisfied after speaking to his men, Ian and a couple of his pack members left for a run.  It felt good to be free of his human body and enjoy the freedom that comes with being a wolf.   

      Lisa arrived home around two that afternoon.  Since she had only been needed as another chaperone on a field trip, she didn’t have to stay until school was out.

      She went straight to the refrigerator, dropping her huge purse on the table.  Grabbing a bottle of wine, she poured herself a glass and leaned against the counter. 

      Rafe walked in and slid his arms around her waist, propping his chin on her shoulder.  Turning, she sat her glass on the bar and laid her cheek on his chest.

      “Hard day at the office?” he joked.

      “Fieldtrip,” was all she mumbled.

      “Enough said,” Rafe nibbled her neck before releasing her.   

      He moved his arm around to her shoulder, guiding her to a chair at the table.  Once she was comfortable, he told her about Ian’s problem.  It was difficult since Ian himself did not know what to make of it.

      “I haven’t felt or seen anything bad lately.  No disturbance in the force,” she joked. 

      At that moment Ian came through the front door and saw them sitting at the kitchen table.  The entire space from the great room to the back door was open so anyone could easily see into the kitchen and dining area.  A high countertop bar had been built to separate the kitchen from the great room, with stools placed around the bar. 

      Ian went straight to the refrigerator and grabbed a bottle of beer.  Sliding up on a stool, he stared at Lisa.

      “What? Rafe just told me about your problem.  I know nothing,” Lisa said in her bad, Sergeant Schultz impression.  She was a fan of sixties sitcoms and loved to watch the old reruns.   

      Ian pinched the bridge of his nose trying not to smile.  Lisa was perfect for his brother.  She helped carry the load an alpha has while having a great sense of humor.  Ian was glad Lisa was someone he liked.  Living together in the castle would have been impossible if their personalities had clashed. 

      The brothers had all had a bedroom in the same wing for years.  Now that Rafe was mated, he and Lisa had moved into the left wing.  They had their own living area, bedrooms, and a small kitchen, which was rarely used.  They still all gathered in the larger dining room or great room.  Being pack, they liked to be together for meals and conversation.

      Lisa jumped up and grabbed Ian’s hand, pulling him to one of the sofas in the great room. 

      “Come on.  I can’t wait to get into your head.”

      Ian groaned but went along gracefully with Lisa.  She shoved him down on the sofa and quickly bounced down beside him.  Rafe grabbed a longneck and strolled over to the recliner. 

      “You’re just a little too eager.  Makes me wary,” Ian frowned, wondering if this was a good idea. 

      “Oh, don’t be a baby.  Now I’ll be able to tell all the women that ask about you what goes on inside that head of yours,” she said, grinning.

      “Lisa,” Rafe sighed.

      “Pfft, I’m just kidding.  You wolves need to loosen up.”

      “Did you forget you’re a wolf now too?” Ian asked.

      “Whatever.  Okay, seriously now.  You know I won’t pry where I shouldn’t.  I’m going to go look at whatever pulls me in, alright?” Lisa asked.  

      Ian nodded.  Getting into someone else’s head was personal but he knew Lisa would never intrude where she wasn’t invited.  She was family, part of the pack.   

      Taking hold of his hands, Lisa looked deeply into his beautiful green eyes.  She tended to get distracted as both he and their youngest brother, Devlin, all had the same color eyes as Rafe. 

      “Close your eyes and think about that feeling you’ve been having lately,” she told him.

      “I don’t have to think about it, it’s always there,” Ian mumbled. 

      Lisa closed her eyes also.  Moving into Ian’s mind, she felt it immediately.  She’d gotten better over the last few months using her magic, but this took no effort at all.  It was an explosion of unease and urgency.  Lisa absorbed it all and looked deeper past the initial rush.  She followed a thin blue line that seemed to be beckoning her.  It felt good, no evil there.  She saw something that looked like a woman standing alongside a highway.  It was misty but she could tell that there was something different about her.  Not evil and not a witch either.  Shifter maybe?  No, human, I think.  Lisa was then pulled past the woman along the blue line.  Suddenly, several lines opened up but Lisa did not know which way to go.  How prophetic, she thought sarcastically.  She felt Ian’s chuckle.  He must have picked up that thought while she was in his head. 

      Lisa opened her eyes just as Ian opened his.  “You follow all that?” she asked.

      “Yes, but I don’t have a clue who she is.  I couldn’t see a face to see if it was anyone I would recognize,” Ian said, frustrated. 

      Lisa explained to Rafe what she had seen. 

      “Think she’s your mate?” Rafe questioned him.

      “That’s what I’m tempted to think.  Why else would I see her?” Rubbing his temples, Ian had a slight headache from Lisa’s mind meld. 

      “Not to burst any bubbles or anything, but what if it’s someone you’re meant to help?  I mean, there were so many paths leading off behind her that I’m not sure what to think,” Lisa said.

      “What was your impression Lisa?  Is Ian in any danger?” Concerned for his brother, Rafe gripped her hand.

      “I didn’t feel that, but of course I can’t be certain.  What I do know is that he has to go.  Whatever this is, it’s pulling at him so strongly that I don’t know how he hasn’t gone nuts.”

      Ian smiled at her, “Thanks Lisa, but I can handle it.”

      Rolling her eyes, she replied, “Tough guys, sheesh.”

      “Pack a bag. Be sure to keep in touch and let me know what’s going on.  And don’t worry about our security here.  I know how well you’ve trained our guys, so don’t even think about using that as an excuse,” Rafe ordered him.

       

      

      
         

      

      Ian threw his duffle bag into his black Ford F-250 after giving orders to the men guarding their property.  He knew he was repeating himself but he couldn’t help it.  The pack was well trained and most of the men had been in combat situations before.

      He turned around to glance at his home and saw Rafe, Lisa and Devlin watching him.

      “I’m not going off to war you know.  It’s just a trip,” Ian said.

      “Roadtrip!” Devlin yelled, heading for the passenger door.

      Ian put a hand on his chest, shoving him back.  “Sorry little brother, no passengers.”

      Devlin knew what was going on, Rafe had filled him in.  He was worried about Ian since he’d noticed how distracted he had been lately.  Devlin had asked what was wrong, but as usual Ian grunted saying everything was fine.

      “Good luck, I hope you find what you’re looking for,” Devlin said as he gave him a man hug.

      “Keep in touch.  I want calls or text telling me what you find,” Rafe growled, pounding his back also. 

      “Yes, mother.  Which reminds me, where are Mom and Dad?  I can’t believe they’re missing this sendoff,” Ian said.

      “We didn’t tell them you were going.  Since they don’t live in the castle anymore, we thought you’d prefer the less said the better,” Rafe told him.

      “Thanks, Mom would just worry about me.”

      Lisa hugged him next.  “If this were just a regular trip, we wouldn’t be so worried.”

      Ian got in his truck and started the engine.  Backing out, he heard Lisa’s parting comment.

      “Don’t pick up any ho’s on the road!”

      “I can’t promise anything!” Ian yelled out the window, smiling as he pulled away.  He saw them all laughing when he looked in his rear view mirror.

      Ian was on a two-lane highway leading out of Wolf Creek.  As he headed west toward Dallas, he wondered if he would find the woman there.  Dallas was a big city and he hoped that was not where this compulsion led him.  Ian preferred the woods of East Texas where his home was.  There was too much noise and concrete in the city.

      Nearing Sweetwater, he exited to find a gas station and some food.  After filling his pickup, he asked the cashier if there was a good place to eat that wasn’t a fast food chain.  He directed him to a small mom and pop place saying their food was really good.

      The café was a small, whole in the wall place tucked into a strip mall.  Surprisingly, the chicken-fried steak reminded him of his mom’s cooking.    

      Ian lingered over his coffee, giving the sun time to set over the horizon so he wouldn’t be staring into it while he drove west.  He had no intention of stopping until he absolutely had to.  Pulling out his wallet, he left his payment with a generous tip on the table.  He pulled his leather jacket on as he strode out the door.  Most people who weren’t from the area, thought Texas didn’t have cold weather.  They were wrong.  Depending on which part of the state you lived in, it could me anywhere from mild to freezing cold.  Thankfully it was just a little chilly and not freezing in Sweetwater.  He left his jacket hanging open as shifters body temperatures ran pretty warm anyway.  Climbing into his truck, he drove back towards the interstate. 

      A couple more hours saw him passing Midland and Odessa.  This was the Texas most people pictured.  Dirt, tumbleweeds, and drilling rigs.  Off in the distance he could see small mountain ridges.  He knew he still had over four hours until he reached El Paso.  He kept hearing that old saying in his head, “The sun has risen, the sun has set, and here I am, in Texas yet.”

       By the time he made it to El Paso, he decided to rest for a few hours.  He was on Interstate 10 now and could see the shantytowns across the Rio Grande River in Juarez, Mexico.  Seeing a sign for a Comfort Inn, he took the exit. 

      After checking in, he showered and plopped down on the bed.  Being behind the wheel for so many hours was tiring.  He’d never understood how long distance truckers did it for a living.  It had to be brutal.

      Relaxing on top of the comforter, Ian closed his eyes and concentrated on the vision Lisa had shown him in his head.  He felt like he was getting closer, and he was on the right track.  The urgency had let up somewhat so he knew he would find her soon.  He fell asleep trying to get a clearer picture of the woman.  It didn’t work.

      After a quick breakfast at the hotel, Ian was on the road again.  Highway driving is monotonous.  He put his radio on scan trying to find anything to listen to.  No stations lasted very long and they faded out or had too much static. 

      He was in New Mexico now west of Las Cruces when he felt the pull to exit.  He ended up on a two-lane highway having no idea where it was leading him.  He drove on, knowing he’d find her soon.  He stopped at another gas station since he had no idea how far the next one would be and didn’t want to run out of gas.  After filling up and buying a drink and some snacks, he took off again.
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      Melanie walked along the highway with her hands in the pockets of her jacket.  It was a little cold but not miserable.  She had her blue jeans on with her thermals underneath.  She wore a bright pink t-shirt simply because she liked pink.  At her last pedicure she chose neon pink for her toes.  Pink was her favorite but any bright color would do. 

      Her backpack was a tad heavy but she was in good health and walking never hurt anyone.  She knew she could have driven, but for some reason felt she should walk.  Melanie always listened to her intuition.

        The pack had all her essentials tucked away inside.  Her parents were concerned when she told them her plans, but knew that her abilities would keep her safe.  They understood what drove her.  She wasn’t an orphan or some poor, put upon relative of mean cousins.  She was actually quite wealthy.  This trek was something she knew she had to do. 

      She had left Albuquerque three weeks ago to walk south toward Las Cruces.  When you didn’t have a deadline or exact destination in mind, you could enjoy the world around you.  New Mexico is a beautiful state and walking was hard work but well worth it.  Not everyone could do this, but Melanie was different.  She had abilities she could rely on in case of danger or if the weather turned bad. 

      There weren’t a lot of towns to rely on for food or supplies so Melanie would stock up whenever she could.  She also depended on the kindness of others.  A couple had picked her up south of Albuquerque and shared their lunch with her.  They’d had a cooler with lunchmeat and drinks so they ate their meal sitting under a roadside tree.  She had cheated a little by sending a small urge to the couple compelling them to stop for her.  She knew they were curious when the car slowed down as it passed by.  Knowing instantly they were good people, she’d sent them an urge to stop with a feeling of well being so they wouldn’t be nervous about picking up a stranger.

      That had been yesterday and she’d left them with a little bit of magic to keep them safe on their trip.  Now she trudged down the road, knowing something miraculous was going to happen soon.  She couldn’t wait.  This feeling that had pulled at her to hit the road was coming to fruition.

      Walking along the blacktop, Melanie looked for a place she could sit and rest for a little bit.  Rock formations protruded up towards the sky, reminding her of the Garden of the Gods in Colorado.  Not the same red colors, these were more pink and beige, their spirals winding around showing the different colors in the sandstone.

      As she leaned back against one of the pillars, she felt a sense of peace coming from the surrounding land.  She could understand why the Pueblo Indians revered the cliffs and rock gardens in the area.  This place was sacred.  They reminded her of Kasha-Katuwe Tent Rocks National Monument, one of her favorite places to hike. 

      Slowly the air around her changed, an oppressive weight sliding up her body.  She felt as if the spirals cringed in empathy. 

      Rising to her feet, she saw a car had parked in the gravel alongside the road.  If she knew her cars, and she did, it was a sixty-nine corvette stingray.  She loved the sky blue paint job and wished she could see the interior.  Nervously chewing her bottom lip, she waited to see who would step out of the car.  This couldn’t be good, she thought.  No way was this the monumental event she’d been waiting for.   

      The passenger door opened while she waited in anticipation, the tinted windows making it difficult to see the occupants.  Filthy boots hit the ground, followed by the dirtiest blue jeans she’d ever seen.  Seeing tattoos on both arms as he climbed out, the biker shirt came as no surprise.  His hair was dirty blonde, greasy enough to oil his car.  Stretching, he turned and smiled when he saw her.  Reaching back inside, he grabbed a jacket and pulled it on.

      What in the world makes guys think dirty, stringy, hair is attractive, she wondered?       

      She waited as the driver opened his door and stood, casually resting his arms across the top of his car.

      “Need a ride, sweetheart?”

      He was the antithesis of the biker dude.  He was too pretty.  There’s just something about a man that you cannot trust when he’s prettier than you are.  Perfect white smile, long silky black hair blowing behind him, wide shoulders in an expensive light blue dress shirt.

      She knew her clothes, and this was not from any Kmart blue light special.  And his eyes, my god, they were beautiful, she thought.  From twenty feet away she could see they were cobalt blue, with long black lashes.  But there was something wrong with him.  An oppressive weight pulled at her chest and she could almost imagine slime oozing from his pores. 

      He came around the car and she could see his dress pants.  She knew those had to have come from a tailor, they fit his slim waist and long legs perfectly. 

      He had no aura.  Melanie stood frozen, shocked as she realized what he was.  A wizard, he had to be she knew.  Her mind was frantically sifting through all the different magical beings she knew of.  Some wizards could block their aura using black magic.  Had she not known this, she may have assumed he was fae.  He was just that beautiful.

      She didn’t take the time to answer him.  Turning, she ran back to the rocks, intending to hide.  If she had to, she could shimmy down one of the cliffs and hide there.

      She heard the passenger door slam shut, not turning back to look, she wound her way through the rocks, pressing up against one to catch her breath.

      “Get her,” she heard.

      Her brain was scrambling, trying to figure out how in the world she could run into a wizard out here.  Mathematically, the odds were astronomical. 

      “Come out, come out, little witch,” Melanie thought it was the pretty one speaking, but couldn’t be sure. 

      If he thought she was a witch, maybe she could use that.  She had magic, just not a whole lot of power on her own.  Too bad her brother wasn’t here, she thought.  They could combine forces.  Two were much stronger than one.

      Deciding to take a chance, she peaked around the rock.  The black haired one was standing by one of the larger spirals, eyes closed with his hands pressed against it. 

      He was trying to pull power from the rocks, but this was a place for good, not evil.  Melanie knew she needed to do something.  She’d seen the biker dude standing next to him, seeming to wait for instructions. 

      Melanie could see that biker dude’s aura was black and slimy.  She assumed he was probably an apprentice wizard, maybe his flunky.

      Looking again at the real threat, she saw his sleeves were rolled up, showing off his own tattoos.  There were long black swirls winding down his forearm to his wrist.  She could not tell what they were from her hiding place.

      Now she wished she would have paid more attention when learning about runes.  It looked like some grotesque misrepresentation of the beautiful runes she had seen in pictures. 

      Looking towards the heavens, Melanie silently asked for the magic to come through her and into the stones.  Placing her hands on the rocks, she felt the magic pulse through her veins.  She concentrated on sending out a barrier to protect the sacred grounds. 

      “Son of a bitch!” she heard him yell.

      The wizard was sitting on his ass, snarling.  He no longer looked so well groomed with dust and dirt covering his clothes.  His companion was slowly rising from the dirt also, looking around in confusion. 

      “Krew, give me a hand, you idiot,” he yelled.

      Melanie peeked around the stone as the guy, Krew, helped his boss up.  The magic had blasted him away from the rock, but she was still in danger.  She willed the rock to hide her, hoping it would work.

      “Where are you, you little bitch,” he yelled.

      Like I’m gonna answer, she sniggered.

      Melanie clapped a hand over her mouth, realizing she was slightly hysterical.  She kept chanting in her head, go away, go away, and praying he would leave. 

      Hearing him start to mumble, she braced herself, fearing his dark magic.  Melanie backed up against the rock, trying to strengthen her shield for whatever magic he sent her way.

      Abruptly, pressure pushed against her back, forcing her to her knees. 

      Melanie fell forward with her palms on the ground, groaning from the force pushing against her head.  Afraid she was going to pass out, she wrapped her arms around her body and used every bit of magic she had to fight against the pressure.

      “You’ll be my queen, little kitten.  Come out, come out, wherever you are.”

      Great, bat shit crazy wizard wants me, she mumbled to herself.  Melanie had her back pressed against the wall, her knees pulled up to her chest, trying to make herself as small as possible.    

      Concentrating her magic on the rocks, she willed them to hide her, knowing she didn’t have the power to fight them both.  She watched as they searched the rocks, moving closer to her hiding place. 

      “I don’t see her, Braeden.  You think she’s fae?  Cause man, she ain’t here.  This sucks.  I wanted to party with her, you know, show her a good time,” Krew grinned, rubbing himself.

      Braeden growled as he shoved Krew aside.  “Shut the fuck up and get in the car.  We missed our chance, dammit.  I won’t make the same mistake when we go after the other one.”    

      Melanie was happy to see Krew leave, one less to worry about.  She cringed as Braeden moved closer to her, tucking her feet underneath her as he moved to stand near her rock.  She breathed quietly through her nose, reinforcing the shield directly in front of her. 

      Braeden spoke softly, “Where did you go, kitten?  Your magic, it felt different, wonderful.”  He kept talking to himself, murmuring.  “Not witch, but fae, maybe?”

      He kept circling the rocks and Melanie wasn’t sure how much longer she could hold on.  Finally he turned toward his car, glancing back once more.

      “I’ve got a date with another fae I can’t miss kitten, but we’ll meet again.  Don’t worry sweetheart, I’ve already got a plan to find you again.”      

      Tires squealed as he floored the vette, jerking the wheel to get back on the road. 

      Hearing them leave, Melanie slumped against the rocks as her magic dissolved.  Exhausted, she fought consciousness, but lost.

       

      

       

      “Stop the pounding, I’m coming.”  Melanie rolled to her side, trying to push herself up and get out of bed.

      Feeling dirt and rocks under her palms, she opened her eyes and saw the rock face she had been pressed against.

      Remembering, she groaned and pulled her pack around and off her back, digging through it for some Tylenol.  Finding her water bottle, she downed two capsules, hoping they were quick release like they advertised. 

      She knew she could not walk any further today, so she lay back down and used her pack as her pillow.  Reaching out, she patted the rocks as she would a dog and silently thanked them for their protection.  The sun was setting in the west as the rocks cast a shadow over her body.   

      By tomorrow, she would be rejuvenated.  This was a good place to rest, which was great since there wasn’t a town anywhere near.  Rolling her body close to the rocks, she hoped to absorb some of the day’s heat coming off of them.  She tugged her jacket tight against her body, determined to be more vigilant on her travels.  Now she knew to be wary, no wizard would get the jump on her again, she hoped.        

       

      

        

      Melanie noticed her running shoes were a bit scuffed up, but she liked them that way.  They were well broken in and comfortable.  They were also a bright pink, of course.  Contemplating her shoes, it took her a moment to realize she could hear a vehicle coming around the curve. 

      She’d hit the road as soon as she woke, feeling that urge to get up and go immediately.  Walking for over two hours, she was relived to know her journey was almost over.     

      She glanced up and felt it.  A shiver went through her body.  This was it!  She knew it.  This was good magic, no hint of evil anywhere.  Melanie stuck her thumb out so the driver would stop to pick her up.  She never imagined he would blow right by her.

       

      

       

      Ian was enjoying the freedom of hardly any traffic on the highway so he opened her up and flew down the road.  There weren’t any towns along the way so he figured there wouldn’t be any cops hiding and waiting on speeders.  He had his windows open letting the cool air
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