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seraphine pov

The silver moonlight streaming through my cottage windows turned blood red.

I dropped the wooden spoon I’d been using to stir Arion’s evening porridge, watching in horror as every protective ward I’d spent three years weaving around our home began to crack like broken glass. The air itself seemed to scream as ancient magic tore apart, leaving raw wounds in the fabric of reality.

“Mama?” Arion’s voice carried that tremor that meant he was trying not to cry. At three years old, he already knew when something was terribly wrong. “The light hurts.”

I spun toward my son, my heart stopping cold. His eyes—those beautiful, impossible silver eyes that marked him as either blessed or cursed—were glowing like twin stars. The prophecy markings I’d worked so hard to keep hidden blazed across his tiny forehead in ethereal script that spelled out his destiny in the old tongue.

“Close your eyes, baby.” I rushed to him, scooping him up from his wooden high chair. “Close them tight and don’t open them until Mama says, okay?”

He buried his face against my neck, his small body trembling. “The bad people are coming, aren’t they?”

My blood turned to ice water. Arion’s glimpses of the future were rare and usually fuzzy, but when they came during times of magical upheaval like this, they were never wrong.

“How many bad people?” I whispered, carrying him toward the back of the cottage where I kept our emergency supplies.

“Lots. They have red eyes like angry wolves.” His grip tightened around my neck. “And they smell like blood and hate.”

Crimson Pack. Of course they’d be the first to track the magical signature when my wards failed. I’d known this day would come eventually, but I’d hoped for more time. I’d hoped Arion would be older, stronger, better able to defend himself before the supernatural world came hunting for the prophesied child.

The cottage shuddered as something massive slammed against the front door. Wood splintered, and I heard the low, rumbling growls that meant shifted wolves were testing my remaining defenses.

“Well, well.” A voice like gravel and broken promises drifted through the gaps in the door. “Little Seraphine Vale, the prince’s rejected mate. We’ve been looking everywhere for you.”

I set Arion down behind the kitchen counter and pressed my finger to my lips. He nodded solemnly, those too-wise eyes reflecting my own fear back at me. I hated that my baby had to be brave like this, hated that his childhood was built on hiding and running and constant terror.

“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” I called back, proud that my voice stayed steady. “You’ve got the wrong cottage.”

Harsh laughter echoed from outside, joined by at least six other voices. Seven wolves minimum, probably more circling around back. I reached for the crossbow I kept hidden behind the flour jars, my hands moving with the muscle memory of three years spent preparing for this exact moment.

“The magical signature doesn’t lie, little witch. That ward collapse lit you up like a beacon across three kingdoms.” Heavy footsteps circled the cottage now, and I caught glimpses of red eyes gleaming through the windows. “The Crimson Pack has been very patient, waiting for you to surface. Our alpha is quite interested in that special child you’re hiding.”

My grip tightened on the crossbow. “There’s no child here.”

“Mama,” Arion whispered so softly I almost missed it. “There’s more coming. From the back.”

I spun toward the rear windows just as claws scraped against glass. They weren’t trying to break in yet, just letting me know I was surrounded. Crimson Pack loved their psychological warfare almost as much as they loved actual violence.

“Here’s what’s going to happen,” the leader continued, his voice getting closer to the door. “You’re going to hand over the silver-eyed brat, and we might let you live long enough to watch what happens to him. The prophecy says he’ll either save or destroy the supernatural world. We vote destroy.”

“Over my dead body.” The words slipped out before I could stop them.

“That can absolutely be arranged.”

The front door exploded inward in a shower of wooden splinters and twisted metal hinges. Three massive wolves in half-shifted form poured through the opening, their eyes burning crimson in the darkness. Behind them came four more in human shape but with claws extended and fangs bared.

I fired the crossbow at the lead wolf, catching him in the shoulder. He stumbled but kept coming, black blood streaming down his grey fur. Not a killing shot, but it bought me precious seconds.

“Run, Arion!” I shouted, diving for the hidden panel behind the stove where I kept my emergency weapons. “The tunnel!”

My son scrambled toward the loose floorboard that led to the escape route I’d dug during our first month here. Smart boy—he didn’t hesitate, didn’t look back, just followed the plan we’d practiced a hundred times.

But as he pulled up the board, silver light blazed from his eyes again, so bright it illuminated the entire cottage. Every wolf in the room froze, staring at him with a mixture of hunger and terror.

“There he is,” one of them breathed. “The prophesied child.”

I grabbed the silver-blessed dagger from my emergency cache and threw myself between Arion and the wolves. “Touch him and die.”

The lead wolf shifted back to human form, a scarred man with filed teeth and tribal tattoos covering his arms. “Bold words from someone who’s outnumbered seven to one.”

“Eight to one,” another voice corrected from outside.

“Nine to one,” came a third.

My heart sank. More were arriving by the minute, drawn by Arion’s blazing magical signature. Soon we’d face the entire pack, and there was no way I could fight them all.

But I’d die before I let them take my son.

“Mama!” Arion’s terrified cry made me spin around just in time to see claws reaching through the back window toward him.

I lunged forward with the dagger, slashing at the reaching arm. The wolf yanked back with a howl of pain, but two more took his place. They were coming from all sides now, coordinating their attack.

The scarred leader laughed. “Nowhere left to run, little witch. Give us the boy and make this easy on yourself.”

“Easy was never really an option.” I raised the dagger, silver blade catching the red moonlight. “But you want him? Come and take him.”

They rushed me all at once.

I moved like my father had taught me during those secret training sessions when I was young, before the pack elders decided half-breeds were too dangerous to trust with combat skills. Silver dagger dancing, I caught the first wolf across the throat, the second through the ribs. Their inhuman screams filled the cottage as blessed silver burned through supernatural flesh.

But there were too many.

Claws raked across my back, shredding my shirt and painting deep furrows in my skin. I stumbled forward, tasting blood, and rolled to avoid a second swipe that would have taken my head clean off.

“Mama!” Arion was crying now, his small hands pressed against his ears as the sounds of battle overwhelmed him.

I tried to reach him, but a massive wolf landed on my back, driving me to my knees. Hot breath washed over my neck as fangs prepared to tear out my throat.

This was it. I was going to die, and they were going to take my baby, and there was nothing I could do to stop it.

But then the cottage door frame exploded in a shower of stone and splinters.

Something dark and deadly poured through the opening like living shadow, moving faster than anything I’d ever seen. The wolf on my back suddenly wasn’t there anymore, and I heard his body slam against the far wall with a wet, crunching sound.

The newcomer rose to his full height in the center of the cottage, and my world tilted sideways.

Prince Kaelan Dravmor stood there like some vengeful god of war, his black hair wild around his shoulders and his golden eyes blazing with fury. Royal power radiated from him in waves that made every other wolf in the room back away instinctively.

But it was the way he looked at me—like I was the most precious thing in all the world—that stopped my heart completely.

“Hello, Seraphine,” he said softly, his voice carrying that rough edge that used to make me melt. “I’ve been looking for you.”

The scarred Crimson Pack leader snarled, showing his filed teeth. “Prince Kaelan. How nice of you to join us. We were just collecting what belongs to the pack.”

“Nothing here belongs to you.” Kaelan’s voice dropped to a dangerous whisper. “But if you’d like to discuss it further, I’m happy to provide a demonstration of royal authority.”

He shifted.

The transformation was instant and terrible and beautiful all at once. One moment he was a man, the next he was the largest wolf I’d ever seen, coal black with golden eyes that burned like stars. Royal blood meant royal power, and royal power meant death for anyone stupid enough to challenge it.

Three of the Crimson Pack wolves broke and ran immediately, crashing through windows in their haste to escape. The others hesitated, caught between their alpha’s orders and their survival instincts.

The scarred leader held his ground, though I could see sweat beading on his forehead. “The child is prophesied to destroy the supernatural world. We’re doing everyone a favor by eliminating the threat.”

Kaelan shifted back to human form, but his eyes stayed wolf-bright. “The child is under royal protection.”

“Since when?”

“Since right now.”

It was a simple answer, but the authority behind it made the remaining wolves flinch. Royal decrees carried magical weight in our world. Breaking them meant automatic death sentences.

But the Crimson Pack leader wasn’t ready to give up. “You can’t protect them forever, your highness. The prophecy demands blood, and we’ll have it one way or another.”

“Then you’ll have to go through me first.”

The wolf’s grin turned nasty. “With pleasure.”

He lunged at Kaelan with claws extended, moving faster than human eyes could follow. But Kaelan was ready. He caught the attacking wolf by the throat mid-leap and slammed him to the ground so hard the entire cottage shook.

“Anyone else?” he asked mildly, not even breathing hard.

The remaining Crimson Pack wolves exchanged glances and fled through the broken door, leaving their unconscious leader behind.

Silence fell over the cottage like a heavy blanket.

Kaelan turned toward me slowly, and I saw something shift in his expression when he noticed the blood soaking through my torn shirt. “You’re hurt.”

“I’m fine.” It was a lie, but I wasn’t about to show weakness in front of the man who’d publicly rejected me three years ago. “What are you doing here?”

Instead of answering, his gaze moved past me to where Arion was still huddled behind the overturned chair, silver eyes wide with terror and confusion.

Kaelan went perfectly still.

I watched his face change as he took in those unmistakable features—the strong jaw that mirrored his own, the stubborn chin that came from my side of the family, and those silver eyes that marked Arion as something special. Something prophesied.

“How old is he?” Kaelan’s voice was barely a whisper.

I lifted my chin defiantly. “Three.”

“Three.” He was doing the math, and I could see the exact moment when understanding hit him like a physical blow. “Seraphine. Is he…”

“He’s mine.” I moved protectively in front of Arion, even though my son was hidden from view. “Just mine.”

But Kaelan was already moving toward us, and I saw something desperate and hungry in his golden eyes that made my chest tight with old memories.

“Please,” he breathed. “Let me see him.”

“No.” The word came out sharper than I intended. “You lost that right when you rejected me in front of your entire court.”

Pain flickered across his face, but he kept coming. “Seraphine, I know how it looked, but there were reasons—”

“I don’t want to hear your reasons.” I was shaking now, three years of buried hurt rising to the surface like poison. “I want you to leave.”

“I can’t do that.”

“Why not? You managed it just fine before.”

He stopped close enough that I could smell his scent—pine and leather and something uniquely male that used to drive me crazy with want. “Because they’re not going to stop coming. The Crimson Pack, the Blood Moon Coven, every supernatural faction that sees your son as either a threat or a weapon. You can’t protect him alone.”

“I’ve been doing fine so far.”

“Your wards just failed. You were seconds away from being overwhelmed.” His voice was gentle but implacable. “How long do you think you can keep running?”

I wanted to argue, but the truth was written in the wreckage of my cottage and the blood on my clothes. I’d known this day would come. I just hadn’t expected it to come with him.

“Mama?” Arion’s small voice made us both freeze. “Is the scary man gone?”

“Which scary man, baby?” I asked softly, not taking my eyes off Kaelan.

“The one with the mean teeth.”

“Yes, he’s gone.”

“Good.” Arion peeked around the overturned chair, and his silver gaze locked immediately onto Kaelan. “Who’s the big man?”

My heart clenched as I watched father and son see each other for the first time. Kaelan dropped to one knee, bringing himself closer to Arion’s eye level, and his expression was so tender it made my throat ache.

“Hello,” he said quietly. “I’m Kaelan. What’s your name?”

“Arion.” My son studied him with the serious expression he got when he was trying to figure something out. “You smell like Mama.”

Kaelan’s eyes flew to mine, and I saw the question there. In our world, scent compatibility was everything. Mates shared certain pheromone markers that their children inherited, creating family units that could recognize each other even across great distances.

If Arion could smell the connection between us, it meant the mate bond had never really been broken.

“Do I?” Kaelan asked, his voice carefully neutral.

“Uh-huh. Like home.” Arion tilted his head, silver eyes glowing faintly in the dim light. “Are you my daddy?”

The question hung in the air between us like a blade.

I wanted to lie, to protect my son from the complication this man represented. But Arion had inherited more than just prophetic abilities from his supernatural bloodlines. He could sense truth and deception the way other children sensed hot and cold.

“Yes,” Kaelan whispered, and I heard his voice break just a little. “I think I am.”

“Cool.” Arion’s face lit up with the kind of uncomplicated joy that only children could manage. “I always wanted a daddy.”

The simple acceptance in his voice nearly undid me completely.

But before anyone could say anything else, a new scent drifted through the broken door. Not Crimson Pack this time—something else. Something worse.

“They’re coming back,” I breathed, grabbing Arion and pulling him close. “But it’s not the same ones.”

Kaelan rose smoothly to his feet, and I saw his muscles tense as he caught the scent too. “Blood Moon Coven. How did they track us so fast?”

“Witches have their ways.” I was already moving toward the emergency supplies again, but my cottage was destroyed and most of my weapons were scattered. “We need to run. Now.”

“There’s nowhere to run to.” Kaelan’s voice was grim. “They’ll track the boy’s magical signature anywhere you go.”

“Then what do you suggest?”

He turned to look at me, and I saw something fierce and possessive in his golden eyes that reminded me of the man I’d fallen in love with three years ago. “You trust me.”

“That didn’t work out so well last time.”

“This time is different.”

“How?”

“This time, I’m not letting anyone take you away from me. Either of you.”

The sound of chanting drifted through the night air, getting closer by the second. Dark magic that made my skin crawl and Arion whimper against my shoulder.

“Mama, the bad witches are coming,” my son whispered. “They want to hurt me.”

I looked at the wreckage of our safe haven, then at the man who’d broken my heart, then at the child who meant more to me than my own life.

“If I trust you,” I said slowly, “and you betray us again, I will kill you myself.”

Kaelan’s smile was sharp and dangerous and utterly confident. “If I betray you again, I’ll hand you the knife.”

The chanting was getting louder, and I could smell sulfur and brimstone on the night air. Whatever the Blood Moon Coven was planning, it was big enough to tear apart what was left of my protective wards.

“So what’s the plan?” I asked, shifting Arion to my hip and grabbing the silver dagger from the floor.

“We run. Fast and far and together.” Kaelan moved toward the back window, checking for threats. “I know a place where even witch magic can’t reach us.”

“Where?”

He looked back at me with an expression that was equal parts promise and threat. “The Ancestral Grove. Where this all began.”

My blood went cold. The Grove was sacred ground, protected by magic so old it predated both our species. But it was also where the original wolf-witch peace treaty had been signed, where the first supernatural marriage bonds had been forged.

Going there with him felt like tempting fate.

But as dark magic pressed against what remained of my wards and Arion’s eyes began glowing brighter with fear, I realized we were out of options.

“Lead the way,” I said.

Kaelan’s smile was fierce with satisfaction. “Try to keep up.”

He shifted to wolf form again and bounded toward the back window, pausing only long enough to make sure we were following. I grabbed Arion tighter and ran after him into the night, leaving behind the only home my son had ever known.

Behind us, the cottage erupted in flames as witch magic finally overwhelmed my defenses.

But ahead of us, something even more dangerous waited in the sacred grove where broken hearts went to heal or die trying.

And I couldn’t shake the feeling that by the time this was over, one of us wouldn’t be coming back.
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kaelan pov

The scent hits me first—wild honeysuckle mixed with something darker, more dangerous. My wolf claws at my chest, desperate to break free after three years of searching. Three years of following cold trails and broken leads. Three years of sleepless nights wondering if she’s safe, if she’s alive.

If she hates me as much as I hate myself.

My boots crush dead leaves as I race through the Whispering Hollows. The forest feels wrong tonight. Ancient magic pulses through the mist like a heartbeat, and every shadow could hide a threat. The lunar eclipse overhead bathes everything in blood-red light, making the twisted trees look like gnarled fingers reaching for my throat.

“Your Highness.” Commander Rhoen’s voice crackles through the communication crystal at my ear. “The Crimson Pack scouts were seen entering the western edge of the Hollows an hour ago. They’re moving fast.”

“How many?” I dodge a low branch without slowing down. My enhanced vision cuts through the supernatural darkness, but the magic here plays tricks. Paths that should lead north suddenly turn south. Streams that flowed east yesterday now run west.

“At least six. Maybe more hiding their scent with blood magic.”

Six assassins. Against a woman who’s been in hiding for three years, probably weakened from raising a child alone. My hands clench into fists. “I’m five minutes out from her location.”

“Kael…” Rhoen’s voice drops. He’s the only person who still calls me by my childhood name, and only when he’s worried. “What if she doesn’t want to be found? What if she runs again?”

The question I’ve been avoiding for months. What if Seraphine looks at me with the same disgust she had that night? What if three years haven’t been enough to heal what I broke?

“Then I’ll spend the rest of my life protecting her from the shadows,” I say. “She never has to forgive me. But she needs to be safe.”

A child’s laughter echoes through the trees ahead. High and sweet and completely innocent. My wolf goes absolutely still inside my chest.

My son. Our son.

I’ve known about him for six months. Queen Mother finally let slip during one of her rants about “bastard bloodlines threatening the crown.” She thought it would hurt me to know Seraphine bore my child in exile. Instead, it gave me something I’d lost the night I rejected her.

Hope.

The scent trail grows stronger. Honeysuckle and… cinnamon? No, something spicier. Like the air before lightning strikes. Magic. Her magic. It’s different now, more complex. Three years ago, her witch heritage was barely a whisper. Now it sings through the forest like a battle hymn.

A cottage appears through the mist. Small and cozy, with herbs drying from the rafters and protective symbols carved into the door frame. Warm light spills from the windows. For a moment, I let myself imagine walking up to that door like a normal man coming home to his family. Knocking politely. Being invited in for dinner.

Then I catch the scent of blood.

Not hers. Thank the moon, not hers. But foreign blood, thick with the copper tang of violence. My wolf surges forward, and I don’t fight him. We streak through the trees as shadows detach themselves from the darkness ahead.

Six figures in black leather surround the cottage. Crimson Pack assassins, their faces painted with war symbols. One kicks in the front door while another circles toward the back. A third climbs toward a window on the second floor.

They move with practiced efficiency. This isn’t their first hunt.

It’s going to be their last.

I hit the first assassin before he realizes I’m there. My claws extend mid-leap, catching him across the throat. He drops without a sound. The others spin toward me, weapons already drawn.

“Prince Kaelan.” The leader’s voice is rough from too many battles. A jagged scar runs from his left temple to his jaw. “We have no quarrel with you tonight. Walk away.”

“The only thing walking away is your corpse,” I growl. My wolf’s rage bleeds into my voice, making it deeper, more dangerous. “You’re on royal hunting grounds. Threatening my—”

A crash from inside the cottage cuts me off. Glass shattering. A woman’s shout. Not fear. Fury.

Seraphine.

“Kill him,” the leader orders. “Quickly.”

They attack as one. Professional killers who’ve trained together for years. But they’re not royalty. They don’t have generations of supernatural strength flowing through their veins. They’re not desperate fathers protecting their family.

I catch the first blade bare-handed, ignoring the pain as it slices my palm. My other hand closes around the assassin’s throat. Snap. The second attacker comes from my left. I spin, using the dead man’s momentum to send his body crashing into his partner.

The third has a crossbow. Silver bolts, designed to slow down shifters. He fires three in rapid succession. I dodge the first two, but the third clips my shoulder. Fire spreads through my muscles as the silver works its poison.

Behind me, the cottage door explodes outward.

“Stay back, Arion!” Seraphine’s voice carries clearly through the night air. “Mama’s handling this.”

I want to turn, want to see her face after three years of dreams and nightmares. But the scarred leader is rushing me with twin daggers, and the crossbow assassin is reloading.

“You always were too protective of broken toys,” the leader taunts as our blades clash. “First your father’s crown, now a discarded whore and her—”

My fist connects with his jaw before he can finish the insult. He staggers back, spitting blood. “Careful what you say about my family.”

“Family?” He laughs, wiping blood from his split lip. “Is that what you call the bastard you never claimed? The woman you publicly humiliated?”

Each word hits like a physical blow. Because he’s right. I did humiliate her. I stood in front of the entire court and told her she meant nothing to me. Told her our bond was a mistake.

The biggest lie of my life.

“I was protecting her,” I say through gritted teeth.

“By breaking her heart?” Another voice joins the conversation. Sweet and deadly familiar. “By making sure everyone in the kingdom knew she wasn’t good enough for their precious prince?”

Seraphine steps out of the cottage shadows. Three years have changed her, but not in the ways I expected. She’s leaner now, all sharp edges and controlled power. Her dark hair is shorter, barely brushing her shoulders. But her eyes… her eyes still hold galaxies.

And right now, they’re focused on me with enough fury to level mountains.

“Hello, Kaelan.” She twirls something in her left hand. A dagger, still dripping with assassin blood. “Fancy meeting you here.”

“Sera.” Her name comes out like a prayer. Like an apology. “You’re hurt.”

“I’m fine.” She doesn’t look at the shallow cut on her forearm. “Though I can’t say the same for your friends here.”

“They’re not my friends.”

“No?” She tilts her head, studying me like I’m a puzzle she’s trying to solve. “Then why did they know exactly where to find me tonight? After three years of successful hiding?”

The accusation hits like ice water. She thinks I led them here. She thinks I’m here to hurt her.

“Seraphine, I would never—”

“Mama?” A small voice calls from the cottage doorway. “Are the bad men gone?”

Everything stops. The assassins, the fight, my heartbeat. A tiny figure appears in the doorway, no more than three years old. Dark hair like his mother’s. My nose. My stubborn chin.

And eyes like liquid silver that seem to glow in the moonlight.

Our son.

“Arion, baby, go back inside,” Seraphine says without taking her gaze off me. But her voice is gentler now, full of protective love.

“Is that my papa?” the boy asks. Direct as only children can be.

The scarred leader chooses that moment to attack while I’m distracted. His dagger slices across my ribs, opening a long gash. I stumble backward, silver poison making my vision blur.

“Yes,” Seraphine snarls, “that’s your father. And he’s about to learn what happens when someone threatens our home.”

She moves like deadly poetry. Her dagger becomes an extension of her will, finding gaps in armor with surgical precision. But it’s not just her weapons that have improved. Magic crackles around her fingers, making the air itself her ally.

She’s beautiful and terrifying and everything I’ve dreamed about for three years.

The remaining assassins realize they’re outnumbered. The crossbow archer tries to fall back toward the tree line. I catch him in three strides, my claws finding his spine.

The leader is backing away from Seraphine’s relentless advance. “This isn’t over,” he warns. “The Crimson Pack has long memories. We’ll be back.”

“No,” I say, stepping beside Seraphine. Not touching her, but close enough that our power resonates together. “You won’t.”

For just a moment, we fight as one. The connection that bound us three years ago flares to life, making us faster, stronger, deadlier. She anticipates my movements. I cover her blind spots. We’re a perfect team.

Until the last assassin falls and reality crashes back.

Seraphine immediately steps away from me, putting several feet of cold air between us. “You need to leave,” she says quietly.

“Sera, please. Let me explain—”

“Explain what?” Her voice could freeze flames. “How you tracked me down after three years? How convenient that assassins arrived the same night? How you expect me to believe this is all coincidence?”

“It’s not coincidence.” I take a careful step forward. She doesn’t retreat, but her hand tightens on her dagger. “I’ve been searching for you since the night you left. I needed to know you were safe.”

“Safe?” She laughs, but there’s no humor in it. “I was safe until tonight. I was hidden until tonight. And now suddenly everyone knows where to find me.”

“Someone’s been watching you,” I realize. “Someone who knew your location and sold it to the Crimson Pack. This was planned.”

“By who? You?”

The accusation cuts deeper than any blade. “Never. Sera, I swear on my father’s grave, I would never put you or Arion in danger.”

“Your father’s grave?” Her expression shifts from anger to something colder. “I heard about King Marcus. I’m sorry for your loss.”

“He died six months ago. Heart attack.” I don’t mention the suspicious circumstances. The way he collapsed right after arguing with Queen Mother about the succession. The way the royal physicians seemed more interested in covering up than investigating.

“So you’re King now.”

“Not yet. Not officially. The coronation…” I trail off. Does any of that matter when she’s standing here looking at me like I’m a stranger?

“Mama?” Arion’s voice calls again. “Can I come out now? I want to see Papa.”

Seraphine’s facade cracks for just a moment. Love and pain and fierce protectiveness war across her face. “Not yet, sweetheart. Adults are still talking.”

“About me?” The boy’s voice is closer now. He’s moved to the window, probably watching everything with those unsettling silver eyes.

“About keeping you safe,” Seraphine calls back.

“Am I in trouble?”

“No, baby. You’re perfect.” Her voice goes soft when she talks to him. Gentle in ways it never goes when she looks at me.

I want to hate that. I want to be jealous of the easy love between them. Instead, I’m grateful. Grateful she had someone to love her when I couldn’t. Grateful she wasn’t alone.

“We can’t stay here,” I say

























































































