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      The feel of the crisp March air stung at my nose, making each exhalation create a puff of white fog before my face. Where most of the country was enjoying the beginnings of the long winter thaw, Havenwood Falls was still knee deep in snow.

      Literally.

      I was sure my trek into the deep forest made my guardian, Micah, and his girlfriend Sedona, question my sanity, but there was a purity that came from hiking through the heavily laden trees while trying to catch a glimpse of the approaching spring.

      The town was already abuzz with possibilities and what goals they had for the coming year.

      New beginnings.

      That seemed to be the current theme for most of the conversations back at Shelf Indulgence. Sedona was trying to talk Micah into redecorating our home, and when I left them both this morning, she had already started throwing new color scheme swatches at him, talking his ear off about how amazing it’ll look and to just trust her.

      They sounded like a married couple.

      If I was a gambling girl, and I wasn’t because hello   . . .   still a teenager, I’d say this could be the year that Micah finally stepped up and asked Sedona to be his forever.

      That was one of the reasons why I’d announced I wanted to go see the falls and explore this morning over my pancakes and syrup. The logic behind it was if I wasn’t around as a constant reminder that he couldn’t fully let his guard down because of the big bad that we were hiding from, then maybe, just maybe, he’d soften his focus enough to see that the perfect woman was right in front of him.

      True love didn’t just happen in fairytales.

      Sometimes you can find it in small, quirky towns in the Colorado mountains.

      Anywho, I was determined to show Micah that we were safe, and other than my massive faux pas of using magic last Christmas and accidently turning him into a legit treetop angel, we could relax and attempt a normal life.

      Well, as normal as a teenaged oracle and an angel in love with an empath witch could.

      The snow crunching beneath my boots broke through my thoughts, reminding me that while I was all about helping love along, I was also indulging in my latest obsession.

      Plants—more specifically magical plants that were in an abundance here in the mountains and around town.

      Micah and Sedona had actually agreed with me when I made the argument that just because I couldn’t perform magic right now, didn’t mean that I shouldn’t spend as much time as I could learning. Knowledge was as much a weapon as wielding the energy I felt flowing through my veins.

      I was especially excited to explore the falls because unlike the rest of the area, the enchantment that pulsed in the aether there created a warm bubble of energy that felt stronger than anywhere else in town.

      Magic acted different there—at least that’s what I felt. Despite how cold the wind brushed against my skin now, turning the tips of my nose and ears pink, once I reached my destination, the warmth of the air would help defrost my freezing joints.

      Just the thought of it made me speed up as I slid my gloved hands into my pockets. I’d come prepared, having learned my lesson the first winter we were here and almost getting frostbite. Today’s attire consisted of my favorite long-sleeved fleeced sweater, jeans, heavy winter coat, two scarves, and a beanie. I snorted. Once I got to the falls, I’d be sweating because of all the layers.

      Almost there. Just through this last stretch of pines and over the next crest, I thought as excitement bubbled within me.

      Fallen branches cracked beneath my steps, pushed into the snow from my weight. Whether it was my imagination or not, my entire body seemed to thrum with magic. Goddess, I loved living here in Havenwood Falls. This was the first time in my entire life where I didn’t feel like a freak amongst a sea of normal people. Energy was infused into the very fabric of the town. I no longer felt alone.

      I shook my head, clearing it of the random thoughts that tumbled about in my mind. I was here for a reason   . . .   to see what kind of plants grew around the Falls and whether I was getting better at identifying them.

      My goal was to eventually convince Micah to let me start my own interesting collection in a backyard garden. I’d already tested the waters with Sedona, knowing full well if I could get her on my side, she’d help plead my case.

      I snorted out loud this time. My mind was all over the place this morning, reminding me of the squirrels that liked to scurry around the square looking for dropped food.

      “Get it together, girl,” I teased, knowing full well I was talking to myself. “You can worry about all that later. Just focus on the moment.”

      I took in a cold breath and readied myself for the onslaught of green that awaited me, when a sound filled the air—a beautiful, grief-filled voice singing.

      The melody was coming from up ahead, and it stopped me dead in my tracks, demanding that I give it the attention it deserved. The haunting notes seemed to hang on the snow crystals that danced as they fell from the above trees. Emotions churned within me, making my heart hurt and weep for the person singing.

      A man.

      Micah had warned me that even though Havenwood Falls was the safest place we’d ever lived, I still had to remain vigilant and this, this was definitely something he’d expect me to be cautious about. It wasn’t every day that I heard someone sing such a tragic tune   . . .   alone   . . .   deep in the woods   . . .   during winter.

      Part of me knew this was one of those situations where I needed to carefully retreat and rush home, but there was no denying the pain the singer infused in each word.

      There was something solemn in its nature, almost reverent in the way each note worshiped.

      Peeking through the trees to maybe catch a glimpse before leaving, I let out a soft sigh as I caught the outline of a man crouching on the snow. He didn’t appear dangerous. If anything, there was something that felt vulnerable about the stranger.

      Realizing this wasn’t a moment that required an audience, I slowly stepped backward, desperately trying not to make a sound.

      I failed.

      There was a soft swish of snow like the gentlest of whispers, yet he heard it.

      Whipping up and about, he scanned the area, and like a deer caught in the headlights, our gazes met, freezing me to the spot.

      He saw me. He must’ve known I’d heard him singing, violating his privacy.

      My chest began to burn from the air caught in my lungs. I couldn’t breathe, let alone will my body to move. I wanted to tell him I was sorry, that I hadn’t meant to intrude, but that my curiosity had gotten the better of me.

      Curiosity killed the cat, right?

      All I could hope was he wasn’t some serial killer a second away from severing my head from my shoulders.

      “Shut up,” I muttered low beneath my breath. “Stop thinking everyone’s a threat.”

      The man bristled like he heard, which should’ve been impossible given I barely spoke louder than the wind whistling softly about me. That was one of the issues living in Havenwood Falls—I was also surrounded by those with inhuman senses.

      “Crap.” I closed my eyes for a second as I prepared myself to run. Gone was the magical melody that had kept me rooted to the spot. The coldness of the snow had now begun mingling with the fear that filled me.

      He took a step toward me, raising his hand in front of him.

      “Wait.”

      One word, but like the gullible fool I was proving to be, I paused.
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      “Just don’t kill me,” I joked, inwardly groaning at my ill-timed sense of humor. If I survived this, I was dangerously close to Micah doing it himself for being so reckless. I steadied my nerves, holding my hands to stop them from trembling. “I’m sorry.”

      The stranger took another step toward me.

      “I’m not going to hurt you.” And as if to prove he was speaking the truth, he moved to the side, revealing what he’d been focused on. “I give you my word.”

      A bazillion voices exploded in my head, most of them screaming for me to run. There was just one small thought that peeked through, reminding me of something Micah had told me about. One of the beautiful things about Havenwood Falls was that it was hard for strangers to go undetected within the town’s magical wards, and that very little surprised those in charge of keeping the residents safe.

      I might not have seen this man before, but that didn’t mean he didn’t live here.

      “Why should I trust you?” I countered, my body still primed to flee.

      He gestured to the ground beside me. “Last time I checked, it was you who intruded on a private moment.”

      His lips curled into a sad smile, reminding me of the melody he’d been singing.

      “I heard your voice,” I answered honestly. He didn’t feel dangerous, but that didn’t mean anything to the fear that prickled my skin. “You seemed so sad.”

      At the mention of me overhearing him, grief flooded his features, causing me to come closer. There was some kind of innate need for me to help, to see if I could somehow ease his suffering. As I closed some of the distance between us, my gaze dropped to what he revealed by moving.

      There at his feet was a small photo frame with a beautiful woman smiling tenderly out from it. That wasn’t what piqued my interest all over again and had me walking toward him.

      It looked like he was kneeling before some type of altar or memorial. Peeking up through the white, cold snow was the glowing stalks of a flower that pulsated with magic. That still wasn’t exactly what enthralled me though.

      With each step I took, the plant grew—breath for breath, glowing and twinkling with animated life.

      “What is that?” I whispered, not wanting to do anything that might disrupt the scene before me. Part of me was scared if I blinked, the plant with disappear like an illusion, and I deeply hoped that it was real.

      “Initiis Novis,” the stranger answered in Latin. “It means new beginnings.”

      I was now right beside him, and together we watched as a miracle unfurled before us.

      Along the green stalks of the glowing plant, I could see sparks of magic ignite and weave along the surface. With the kind of energy flowing from it, I expected to see puddles of water mixing with the soil to make mud, but it remained untouched.

      As each second passed, an extraordinary scent filled my lungs. Small buds appeared before bursting into the most vibrant flowers of yellows, reds, and oranges. The colors were unlike anything I’d ever seen before—the depth and intensity seeming otherworldly.

      There was no way this plant came from this world.

      This was something created from pure, unadulterated magic.

      “What is that?” I repeated, unable to find the right words to ask the questions I had, like where did he find this flower and why hadn’t I ever seen in it in all the research I’d been doing? Now I was wishing Sedona and Micah were here just so they could help me find out its origin. Maybe the answers were located in the libraries up at the academy. I wondered if Micah would even let me go and find out.

      My eyes never once left the now trembling, fully bloomed flower.

      “Ssshh,” the stranger said, holding his arm out to stop me from moving. “Wait.”

      Silence filled the air.

      The ground shook ever so slightly beneath my feet, causing the petals and leaves to sway and shimmer right before everything went still—deathly still.

      The stranger gasped, wetting his lips as he stepped forward and dropped to his knees. His hand reached forward, quivering with restraint. I could tell he wanted to touch the flower, but something held him back.

      Fat tears fell from his eyes and rolled down his cheeks.

      No matter how many times I replayed the next few seconds, I couldn’t ever tell which came first—the explosion of energy or the one name he uttered with absolute love and devotion.

      A burst of air rushed past me and where the glorious flower once grew, there now stood a woman   . . .   a ghostly woman.

      She had long dark hair that was curled and pinned up into an elegant style. Her clothing wasn’t modern—in fact, I’d say she was possibly from the nineteenth century because of the ruffled petticoats I saw peeking out underneath her wide skirt. Her skin glowed, but that wasn’t what my gaze fell on.

      No, it was the way she looked with equal adoration at the stranger.

      The way her lacy gloved hand stretched forward as if to pierce the veil and actually touch his whiskered jaw.

      “My Catriona,” he murmured. The emotion in his voice was thick enough that it caused a lump in my own throat to form. The last thing I’d expected to find when I left the house this morning was such an innocent display of devotion.

      “My darling Marcus,” the ghostly woman replied.

      My breath hitched as I watched them desperately want to embrace each other—their love almost palpable. They didn’t utter any more words. Instead, they simply spoke volumes with their eyes until both sensed their time had run out.

      The woman began to flicker, the spectral glow around her body beginning to fade. Panic filled her eyes and a mangled sound erupted from the stranger.

      “Please,” he begged, choking on his tears. “Just a few moments longer. It isn’t enough.”

      I took a step backward. I shouldn’t be here. I should’ve left when I first stumbled across him singing alone. If I’d thought he’d been vulnerable then, this was even more exposed.

      Despite the crunching of the snow beneath my feet, he didn’t once glance away from the woman he loved. He didn’t seem to blink even as she slowly faded away into nothing but a whisper.

      The wind held her last words—an utterance that broke my heart.

      “Forever, Marcus. Forever.”

      As an agonized sob wrenched from his throat and he crumpled forward to where she once stood, I didn’t stop to comfort him.

      I couldn’t.

      I ran from his tears.

      I ran from my own.

      I ran from the magic laced with pain.
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      No matter how many ways I tried to word my searches, the Internet provided no answers. Add to the fact that I’d scoured almost every magical book I’d been able to lay my hands on, and I was coming up with a big fat nothing.

      The glowing flower that turned into a ghost was still a mystery, and it bugged me to no end.

      It wasn’t that I was a glutton for punishment   . . .   well, I was, but I wasn’t focusing on the sorrow that I still felt remembering Marcus and Catriona, the two strangers. I didn’t enjoy reliving those moments between them or the helplessness that seemed to exude from them.

      Love wasn’t meant to hurt like that—to feel so all-consuming that death would be a welcome relief.

      That wasn’t what I thought each night when I lay in bed and the scene repeated over and over in my mind. No, that was the truth I saw embedded into their features with such clarity that I could almost taste their longing to be reunited.

      Did a love like that truly exist, and if it did, which obviously it must because I saw it, should it really be classified as love? It felt cruel   . . .   unfair   . . .   unbelievably devastating to ever be paired with the emotion I saw between Micah and Sedona. I couldn’t imagine them staring at the other with such desperation. I still struggled to find the right words to describe it.

      All I knew was my heart still ached so I did the one thing I knew best—I focused on what I could control. I obsessed over the flower and finding out what kind of magic made it possible.

      I’d spent the past week with burning questions on the tip of my tongue. I wanted to confide in Sedona what I’d seen and ask if she’d ever come across spellwork that could produce that kind of enchantment. Addie had even come into the store—someone I knew was a magical badass. If there was anyone in Havenwood Falls who would know or could find the information I was seeking it was her, but I choked when I’d seen her. By the time I’d found my courage, she was out the door and on her way.

      Asking questions shouldn’t feel like a betrayal to my promise to Micah to not dabble in power I didn’t understand. It wasn’t like I wanted to create my own flower and summon the monster who hunted me. I wasn’t that stupid, even though for a microsecond the thought did tempt me.

      No, I was going to stick to research and learning all I could. Which was why this afternoon I was going to see if Tempest and Natalie could sneak me up to the Academy to search through the libraries there. The mystery of the flower demanded I exhaust every possible avenue before I give up.

      “Ugh,” I exclaimed, pushing away from the makeshift desk Sedona had set up for me. The cute décor and knickknacks I’d collected to add personal touches annoyed me—like the obsidian carved cat and agate goldfish mocked me for not being smart enough.

      “It can’t be that bad,” Sedona said as she popped her head around the bookshelves.

      A new shipment had arrived, which meant she was rearranging displays and cataloging her growing inventory. Soon it would be time for her to update the windows for upcoming spring, and this year she wasn’t telling anyone what the theme was yet. Knowing her, it wouldn’t be something easy like bunny rabbits, flowers, and Easter eggs. Sedona had too much creative flair not to go all out.

      I rubbed my face with my hands and let out a tired sigh. This would be where I’d probably take a break or a nap, but this newfound obsession wouldn’t let me. Glancing over at the half-eaten egg salad sandwich that sat on the plate, a spear of pickle ignored beside it, I knew I’d at least need to finish lunch before diving back into reading.

      I lifted the sandwich to my mouth, poised to take a bite. Sedona had even added pickled sliced beets, a personal favorite of mine, but that didn’t even tempt me. I had zero hunger.

      “Well, crap,” she teased as she watched me place the sandwich back untouched. “I never thought I’d see the day that you’d turn your nose up at chilled beets.” I knew she was studying me as if to gauge what was going on, and for the hundredth time that day, I just wanted to blurt out my questions and be done with it.

      Once again, I said nothing. There was something so personal and private about what I’d seen that by talking about the flower with someone else, it felt like I was sullying the couple and what they shared. Maybe the answer laid not in discovering what the flower was, but in finding the stranger called Marcus and seeing whether he could tell me about it himself.

      “There’s a first for everything,” I replied, trying to lighten the mood. If Sedona worried, then Micah would notice, which would then lead to him worrying. Once that ripple effect was set into motion, it was only a matter of time before it led him to me. So, instead of confiding in her, I decided to tease her right back. “Gotta keep you on your toes. Can’t have you knowing all my secrets.”

      That was the wrong thing to say because instead of her laughing it off like I’d hoped, frown lines deepened on her brow.

      Crap.

      “You feeling okay?”

      Double crap.

      I lied through my teeth. “Of course. You know me. Once I find something that interests me, I become hyper-focused.” I didn’t flinch when her eyes squinted a little—like she could read my mind. Which she couldn’t. She was trying to read my emotions. Thankfully I’d learned from the best when it came to protecting myself from other people’s powers and gifts.

      I simply stared at her, letting Sedona know I knew exactly what she was doing.

      “Sorry.” She actually looked like she was. “I’m just not used to you refusing food.”

      I rolled my eyes, reached for the sandwich, and took an exaggerated bite. The tang of the beets zinged against my tongue right before the creaminess of the cheese and crispness of the lettuce filled my mouth. Damn, this was a stellar sandwich.

      “Satisfied?” I chewed deliberately, resisting the urge to open up and stick out my tongue before I swallowed. “I promise I’ll have an extra helping of dinner tonight, okay?” It was my turn to study her.

      Sedona nodded, and with that, the air lightened. When she worried, you could always feel it, her magic coming off her in waves.

      Peering around me, she pointed to my desk. “What are you working on that has you so frustrated? Anything I can help you with?” She took a step toward the pile of books I had stacked to the side. Without thinking, I countered her, my body blocking her from reaching them.

      Damn, if she wasn’t worried about me now, she’d be suspicious. I was acting like I had something to hide.

      I picked up the glass of iced cola that was leaving a wet circle of condensation on the desk and took a long sip. This gave me a chance to gather myself and hopefully show her I wasn’t acting weird.

      “I’m still trying to learn more about the plants around here. I have a hunch that because this is Havenwood Falls, the magical properties of herbs and flowers would be a little different.” She eyed me closely. “Not that I’m wanting to do magic, I promise. I just want to learn.” And with that declaration, I moved over so she could see for herself. Luckily, I didn’t have the notes I’d written about the flower out in plain sight.

      Her sigh of relief was audible.

      “You thought I was cooking up some scheme to turn Micah into something else, didn’t you? Perhaps a giant Easter bunny so you could use him in your window display.” Just the thought made me giggle.

      Sedona’s eyes widened. “Don’t even joke about it, Holly!” she exclaimed, hand covering her mouth. “Although   . . .   “

      It was my turn to gasp. “You seriously pictured it, didn’t you?”

      Her cheeks flushed a bright pink as she tried to control her laughter. “With a pretty blue plaid bowtie to match his eyes!”

      “To match what?”

      I swear the man needed to wear a bell or something because Micah had an uncanny way of sneaking into conversations and scaring the crap out of me. The man didn’t even make a sound when he moved—he had the stealth skills of a ninja.

      “Micah!” I snorted, not knowing how much he’d heard. “How good are you at hopping?”

      Sedona burst into laughter, her body shaking from the strength of it. “And how do you feel about carrots?”

      Confusion flooded Micah’s face, making our questions even funnier. He was completely oblivious. Thank goodness.

      “I’d hate to interrupt you both, but I actually need to ask you a favor Holly.” I could tell he was dying to ask us what was going on but bless the angel and his ability to focus.

      “Tell me what it is so I can hop right to it.”

      The sound that came out of Sedona’s mouth in response was hilarious. “Holly!”

      Micah shot a curious glance at Sedona and then back at me. “Seriously, guys. Can we focus for a second? This is important.” He had a package wrapped in brown butcher paper, the same kind that we used when we delivered orders to people in town.

      I instantly sobered. For a moment. “What’s up, Doc?”

      Sedona and I both howled, unable to breathe from laughing so hard. Tears streamed down my cheeks, and I knew this was mostly due to releasing the frustration I’d been feeling. By the time I finally stopped, and Sedona was hiccupping beside him, I felt more like myself than I had all week.

      “You’re a pair of weirdos.” Micah shook his head at us, clearly the odd man out. “And while I wish I understood the joke, Professor Knox is waiting for this, Holly. I’d take it myself, but I’m needed back at the Academy for class. He should be there for the next hour so go to the address and give it to him.”

      The look he gave me stopped any further joking around, and I nodded. “Want me to text you when it’s done?”

      There was a good chance he wouldn’t get my message because the mountains often messed with the wi-fi signal, but I always sent one anyway.

      “Sure. Then come straight back.” Micah peered over at my desk, no doubt seeing what Sedona had earlier—he was familiar with how I got with new projects. “The fresh air will do you some good, and when you return, help Sedona out in the store. Too much study isn’t always a good thing. Give your brain a break.” He pulled me in for a hug, planting a light kiss on the top of my head. “Love you.”

      He meant it, too.

      “Love you more,” I fired back, already heading to where my coat and winter gear was hanging. While the town wasn’t as a snow packed as the mountain and forest, it was still super cold outside. “Love you too, Sedona!” I hollered.

      The bell over the door tinkled as I opened it. That first hit of wintery air hit me hard. I pulled up my scarf, so it sat like a mask over my nose.

      Maybe on the way back I’d stop by Coffee Haven and grab a hot chai latte, the thought already sending a rush of warmth through me.

      It would take about fifteen minutes to reach Professor Knox’s home and then fifteen minutes back. Maybe, if I was lucky, I’d arrive at the coffee shop in time for a batch of gooey chocolate brownies fresh out of the oven.

      Sounded like a great way to spend the rest of the afternoon.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER 4

          

        

        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

    

    
      Holy. Smokes.

      Despite knowing where the address Micah gave me was, it hadn’t really hit me how far up Eighth Street it was or just how fancy the house would be. We’d known Knox for a while now, but this would be the first time I’d personally come here. Hell, if I’d known I’d be standing in front of a home I would only describe as palatial, I’d have dressed up a little.

      I took pride in the clothes I wore, liking the style I’d developed over the years, but something told me if I wasn’t careful, I’d probably scuff the fancy tile foyer with my cheap sneakers. I stared down at my feet, somewhat awkwardly. The Converse-like shoes looked amazing at the consignment store where I found them a few months ago.

      Now, they just looked out of place.

      “Who the heck is Professor Knox when he’s not a teacher?” I muttered beneath my breath. I was the last person to judge a book by its cover, or in this case an owner by his house, but this mansion wasn’t something a person bought on an academic salary.

      Resisting the urge to turn around and tell Micah I’d gotten lost, I gathered all the courage I had and approached the front door. Well, the front gate because there was no way the occupants would allow visitors to just wander in off the streets.

      I pressed the button on the intercom and bounced softly on my feet, trying to keep warm. Those brownies were sounding more and more delicious by the moment.

      “Hello?” I recognized the professor’s voice over the speaker.

      “Hey, Mr. Knox. It’s Holly. Micah sent me.” I felt silly talking to the small electronic box attached to the wrought iron gate. Somewhere there was a camera pointed at me to make sure I was who I said I was.

      “I see you. Let me buzz you in and come up to the front door.” The intercom clicked off, and I heard a loud sound as the gears creaked to life and the gate slowly swung open.

      I tried not to gawk as I walked through, peering around for the camera I knew was there. I could only imagine the professor laughing as I almost jumped out of my skin when the gate clanged closed. Rolling my eyes, I quietly chided myself for being so jumpy.

      Even with all the snow that had kept Havenwood Falls buried over the past several months, the front yard still looked magical with the white flakes coating sculpted bushes. The closer I got to the house, however, the more I felt the tell-tale tingle of magic as the iciness gave way to lush greens and a beautiful tinkling fountain. If I wasn’t already tracking in snowy footprints, I’d have assumed that it was mid-spring based on how fresh everything looked.

      What the heck did Mr. Knox specialize in again? I wondered, racking my brain for the tidbits I’d heard from Micah. He’d lived in Havenwood Falls since just after its founding and had come over from England where he’d studied alchemy. Whenever I’d tried to listen closer, Micah had dropped his voice and spoke in hushed tones. There was mystery that surrounded the professor, but until now I hadn’t really given it much notice.

      There was nothing like approaching a person’s home to spark the imagination and get the questions firing.

      The front door was ajar, and as I hastily wiped my feet on the mat in front of me, I heard Knox welcome me in. “Don’t be afraid, Holly. I’ll be down in a moment. Come in and make yourself at home!”

      His voice came from deep within his home—perhaps from upstairs based on the gorgeous curved staircase that greeted me in the foyer.

      “Okay,” I replied tentatively, worried that if I spoke too loudly it would echo throughout the house like the Grand Canyon. Tugging my gloves off with my teeth, I carefully stuffed them into my pocket. The last thing I wanted to do was traipse the cold outside over the immaculate flooring.

      This place was exquisite, and honestly, a little more lavish than I thought the professor’s tastes were. Not that I didn’t think he had nice things, but this was a level of richness that I’d never seen before. A crystal chandelier hung above me, and it was hard not to become enthralled by the way the light reflected off each facet, casting rainbows across the walls. Beautiful flowers adorned the side tables in vases that looked old and vintage. The artwork was what drew me in, however. Whomever the artist was, there was such a boldness in each stroke of color—the landscapes and portraits whispering of stories that begged to be shared. The person had a gift.

      Standing there in the foyer, it was hard not to feel small. Somewhere in one of the rooms I heard the faint ticking of a clock, a reminder that I had things to do and places to be.

      “Professor Knox?” I called out with the hope he’d answer. Nothing. Wherever he was, he was out of ear range.

      Another sound reached me—the crackling of a fireplace. The feeling in my fingers and toes still hadn’t quite returned and remembering that he’d told me to make myself at home, I couldn’t fight the need for warmth any longer.

      It wasn’t until I checked the third room that I found the source of temptation. The room looked like it was decorated straight out of the history books I’d studied from last year, which made sense considering when Professor Knox had arrived in town. I tried not to get hung up on the fact that considering how old he was, he looked about the same age
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