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“Okay, what was your dream about?” Kris asked and took a sip from her cup.

“I was getting burned at the stake. I could feel the heat and everything. Then the lake started on fire. What?”

“That was my dream. Could you tell who stood in the circle around the fire?

“No. Wait a minute. You were dreaming about being burned at the stake?”

“Yes.” Kris looked at her cup of tea and stood. “I need something stronger.” She went to the pantry and grabbed a bottle of whiskey and two shot glasses, pouring the amber liquid into them. She pushed one toward Cassie. 

Kris drank the shot and put the glass down. “The fact we both had the same dream, means something, I guess.”
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Her feet were hot, and the heat spread up through her arms and shoulders. She noticed a circle of people surrounding the stake, most of them were men. Seeing the flames so close, she opened her mouth to scream, but no sound came out. She saw her husband, handcuffed and on his knees, being held down by two strong men. The fire burned the hem of her jeans. She saw the flames dancing rapidly to the lake and the neighboring houses.

Kris sprang to a sitting position and swung her feet over the side of the bed. It took a moment for her to realize she’d just had a nightmare, one she’d experienced repeatedly. She looked over her shoulder and saw her husband, Roman, sound asleep. His deep breathing and gentle smile on his beautiful face was assurance he was safe, for now.

She stood quietly and put on her robe, then tip-toed out to the kitchen. After filling the teakettle with water and setting it on the burner to warm, she opened the pantry door, pulled a box of peppermint tea off the shelf, and set it on the counter.

There was a light tapping on the backdoor window and when she looked, she saw her neighbor, Cassie Diaz, standing in the dark. Kris unlocked the door and let her friend into the house.

“Hey, why are you up?” Kris whispered.

“I just had the weirdest dream. It was strange.”

“Me, too. I’m making a cup of tea. Want one?”

“Yeah.”

Kris caught the kettle before it whistled. She didn’t want the sound to wake up Roman. Carrying two cups of tea to the table, they sat down and dunked the bags into the boiling water.

“Okay, what was your dream about?” Kris asked and took a sip from her cup.

“I was getting burned at the stake. I could feel the heat and everything. Then the lake started on fire. What?”

“That was my dream. Could you tell who stood in the circle around the fire?

“No. Wait a minute. You were dreaming about being burned at the stake?”

“Yes.” Kris looked at her cup of tea and stood. “I need something stronger.” She went to the pantry and grabbed a bottle of whiskey and two shot glasses, pouring the amber liquid into them. She pushed one toward Cassie. 

Kris drank the shot and put the glass down. “The fact we both had the same dream, means something, I guess.”

“But what? We haven’t dealt with anything magical in a while. You haven’t experienced any previews of coming attractions since back with Garda.”

“Right, I don’t know if this is anything precognitive or just a dream and because we both are magical, we connected somehow. This is weird.”

She heard a stomp come from the bedroom and her husband, Roman, appeared at kitchen entrance. Naked from the top of his head down to his toes, he put his hand on the wall. His dark hair stood up in many different directions.

“What’s going on?” he asked.

“Babe, go put on your sweatpants. It’s too early for Cassie to get a show.” She saw his eyebrows go up. “We’re okay.”

Cassie threw back the shot and stood. “I better go wake up Omar. We’ll be back.”

She walked out the backdoor just as Roman came into the kitchen. He sat down next to Kris and took her hand.

“What’s happening?”

She explained to him about Cassie having the same nightmare she’d had and shook her head.

“It was strange, Roman and different from the ones I’ve had before. There was a group of people standing around the stake. One of them wore a strange pilgrim looking hat.”

"Do you think it could be related to that great-great-grandmother of yours who was hanged in the late 1600s?"

“No. It seemed present time. There were modern cars parked in the area. It was at the lake.” She shook her head. “I don’t know. Cassie wondered if I was seeing the future. It’s been so long since any future predictions have come to me, that it makes me wonder.”

“Who were the people standing around you?”

“I couldn’t see them clearly. Neither could Cassie.”

“Do you think we need to go on alert? It’s been a while since we’ve done that, too.”

“I don’t really know. Cassie is waking up Omar. Let’s talk about this and see if there’s anything to worry about. Do you want a cup of tea?”

“No.” He grabbed her shot glass and poured in some whiskey. Throwing the shot back, he let out a breath. “We haven’t had anything evil attack us in years. Nothing’s been happening since Garda and the underworld trial.” He let out a breath. “Both you and Cassie having the same dream is worrisome.”

Kris clasped her hands on top of the table. “I wish I could remember how the dream started.”
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Kris stood at the kitchen sink and finished washing the breakfast dishes. She shut off the water and looked out at the lake. Remembering the flames dancing on the water caused her stomach to churn. She shook her head and went to the foot of the stairwell leading up.

“Hey, Otter, Sam, Livie. Get a move on. The school bus will be here soon.”

Walking back to the sink, she heard two of her children shout back down that they were almost ready. Her son, Otter, never answered. At fifteen he’d gotten to the age when he didn’t feel answering his parent figures was necessary.

She turned the water on and continued rinsing dishes and putting them into the dishwasher. Looking out the window again, she saw Roman standing by the lake talking to one of the Lakemen, Cedric. 

It was roughly sixteen years since Roman retired from his lake guardian duties. Their neighbor Omar took over the leadership for a time, but after some difficulties, he retired, as did their other neighbor, Marcus. Cedric took over leadership about six years ago and still came to Roman with questions.

The Lakemen were appointed by an Oracle to watch over waterways around the world. It wasn’t easy work, and some were better than others. Roman and his team watched over Haller Lake for over three hundred years, keeping it clean and beautiful. During their time of service their aging clocks were slowed. But when they retired, they were returned to the normal aging process. When she’d first met Roman, his hair was dark chocolate brown, but now there were some white streaks and his sideburns were completely gray. 

She wiped off the counter, closed the dishwasher, and set to start. The back door opened and Roman entered the kitchen.

“Hello, my love.” He walked over to the cupboard, grabbed a coffee cup, and poured from the pot. 

“What did Cedric want this morning?” Setting the towel aside, she pushed up onto the counter.

“He said we have new neighbors. They bought the house next door to Cassie and Omar. Did we know it was up for sale?” He sipped his coffee.

“I knew the Banks were planning on selling but didn’t know they’d put it on the market.”

“According to Cedric, the new folks moved in sometime around midnight a few days ago. Weird, right? He said he’s getting a negative vibe from them.”

“Usually people move out at midnight. Does he think the negative vibe is something bad?”

“No, nothing evil.” Roman shook his head. “I don’t know what to think. After that dream you had last night and now this...I’ve got to clean the cobwebs off the magical thinking brain cells. It’s been so long. I might have to call Rupert.”

“I don’t know if we’re overreacting.”

“Once the kids are on the bus, we could do some research. It just seems strange that you and Cassie would have the same nightmare at the same time.”

“I’ve got to go into the gallery today. Its quarterly tax time and I get to pay attention to Lorrie grumping about the unfairness of the tax system.”

Roman grimaced and shivered. “I’ll send positive thoughts your way. That has never been fun for you.”

“Thank you, sweetheart.”

Loud stomping sounded on the stairs and two of their children turned into the kitchen. The light brown haired twins, Sam and Olivia, were both growing up so fast.

“Okay, where’s your brother?”

Olivia got a snarky look on her face. “We are not our brother’s keeper, Mom. I still think you need to put a bell around his neck.”

“Livie. Really?”

“I’m just saying,” the thirteen year old girl threw her book bag over her shoulder. “If he keeps turning into a cat, it will keep him from bringing dead birds and mice into the house. A bell would warn them.”

Roman started laughing and Kris looked at him with a frown. 

“Dad, I have math group after school and will need you to pick me up,” Sam said.

“I think I have that on my schedule. Four o’clock at Jacob’s house, right?”

“Right.”

Kris walked back to the bottom of the stairs and looked up. “Otter...”

“I’m coming, I’m coming.” Her fifteen-year-old appeared at the top of the stairs and looked down. “Jeez, Mom. I’ve been on the same schedule for how long and you still feel it’s necessary to yell at me. Have I ever missed the bus?”

He came down the stairs and stopped in front of her. Looking up, she realized Otter was now taller than she. They grow up too fast, she thought and the shook her head. She felt she used clichés too much.

“Smarty pants.” She kissed his cheek, turned and walked to Roman. “Lunches are on the table. The same as in forever,” she said in a sing-song voice. The three just stared at her as if she’d sprouted horns. “All right, Friday night. We’re heading out to Mt. Vernon tomorrow to Ren and Jack’s farm.”

“Can we go out to the monastery? I have some theories I want to discuss with Father Gregory,” Sam asked, and grinned.

“We’ll see.” Roman set his coffee cup into the sink.

The kids grabbed their lunch bags and went out the back door. Kris watched them go and leaned against Roman.

“Remember the days when we could stay in bed all day?”

He wrapped his arm around her waist and kissed her neck. “Those definitely were the days.” Looking down into her blue eyes, he smiled. “But I wouldn’t trade this for anything.”

“All right, Dad. I’m off to the gallery.” She smiled. Roman truly was a great dad.

“I’m going to call Rupert and see what he thinks about the dreams.”
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