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            FIND SOMEONE WHO LOVES ME

          

        

      

    

    
      I’m sitting on a wicker chair big enough for three on the backyard patio of the Billington frat house, flipping through my World Civ notes. It’s warm and pleasant with a lovely full moon lighting the wild grass of the backyard and the surrounding trees of Hawthorne Forest. So most of the students are enjoying the outdoors. Normally I wouldn’t mind—the front yard of the house is a creepy place to hang out at when you aren’t surrounded by people, and the house is supposedly haunted. But I’m having a helluva time concentrating for my test tomorrow. I told Maddie I couldn’t make it, but she insisted I come. Apparently, the May festival is super special in Hawthorne. Because Hawthorne is super weird.

      I’m on Ramses II. Did you know that Ramses II is a pharaoh who reigned from 1303 to 1213 B.C.? Yep. This pharaoh, perhaps the most popular, lived to be ninety years old! That’s really amazing for an ancient old guy. It’s thought he might be the pharaoh who lived during the exodus of Moses in the Bible.

      Shouts and laughter disrupt me again, along with the smell of burning embers. Usually I like the smell of burning wood, but this smoke is getting thick. The entire grassy field surrounding the two bonfires is glowing red. Tons of students are hanging around there, pushing each other, yelling stupidly, and laughing. Some are wearing creepy black masks with beaks, others have ornate flower arrangements on their heads, and a few are wearing antlers. Maddie told me that, for pagans, this time of year is like an upside-down Halloween.

      Anyway … Ramses II. Maybe Ramses II is so well known because he was an egomaniac? He put his face in stone everywhere, including the famous Abu Simbel temple. (I’ll have to mention that in my essay.) I’m looking at a black-and-white photo of the Abu Simbel temple. Ramses’s wife, Nefartari, was pretty big in Egyptian lore too. She was supposedly the most beautiful lady ever to marry a pharaoh. Nefer means beauty in ancient Egyptian.

      A partier jumps onto the other side of my bench, shaking my notebook. It’s not the first time. The last time it was a couple making out.

      “Whatcha doing, bitch?” she asks, slapping my thigh. It’s my roommate and best friend, Maddie. She’s chewing gum with this really big grimace.

      Our outfits are fun. She’s wearing a garland of daisies over her long dark hair. She told me that one of her friends who’s organizing the party, named Tammy, made the flower garland for her. Apparently, she made my garland too. And we’re wearing matching white dresses that make us look like the Greek goddess Diana. It’s cute and summery.

      She places a red plastic cup in my hand.

      “What’s this?” I ask.

      “Try it,” she says with a wink.

      My friend knows full well I’m not twenty-one, but I take a sip. Then I wrinkle my nose. It’s dry and sharp, but very sweet. Too sweet.

      “Yuck. What is it?”

      “You’re so cute, Katie.” Maddie grabs me and holds me tight, laughing. “I love you.”

      “Yeah? But what is it?”

      “Mead. A bit sharper than the youz. My friend made it.”

      “Mead is like fermented honey, right?”

      She shrugs.

      I sip it again. “It’s not so bad. I guess I was expecting beer.”

      “So?” she asks with a shrug. “Whatcha reading?”

      “The pharaohs of ancient Egypt. Did you know they drank mead in Egypt?”

      She shrugs again as if to say she really couldn’t give a shit.

      “I told you I have an exam tomorrow. And finals after that.”

      “Kates, you’re the only nerd I know who can still look good with her nose stuck in a notebook in the middle of a raging party. I need to get you some fake glasses. Why not lift those lovely eyes of yours and look around? Didn’t I get you to come to this place to see guys? You’re not gonna see anything burying your head in the ancient pharaohs.”

      Right then and there, two girls run past us giggling stupidly. One has a weird black druid cloak and dark makeup. The other is wearing practically nothing: a bikini bottom—only a bikini bottom. She’s braless, boobs and all, but you can’t be certain because her entire body, including her face, is painted red. But I clearly see breasts bobbing. They’re heading for the two bonfires, of course.

      “Well, there’s a naked girl,” I say, shaking my head and pointing. “Where’s the guys?”

      “Her body’s painted, Katie,” Maddie says, rolling her eyes.

      Then Maddie takes a deep breath, leans back in the wicker chair, folds her arms, and stares out at all the people hanging around the bonfires. Before I can get back to the pharaoh, she heaves another long, deep sigh, playing up this pretense of being totally bored.

      “What are you doing?”

      “Hanging with my friend. If you want to be dull, then I’ll just be boring with you. Go ahead. Read on.”

      “Okay, fine,” I say, getting up. “What do you want to do?”

      She looks at me with a sly smile and puts a finger to her chin, as if she doesn’t know. “Well…we might be too late.” She snatches my arm and drags me off the chair. “Come on. Let’s go find out.”

      She shoves my notepad to a confused guy as he walks out of the house. She tells him to take very good care of my book or else. I don’t know who the boy is, but Maddie apparently does. She knows everybody.

      Then we walk across the backyard, dodging a few more bodies. I’m holding the mead I don’t like in one hand and Maddie’s pulling me with the other.

      “Where are we going?”

      “Got something to show ya.”

      It’s a hilly yard, covered with wild grass, that eventually just blends into the woods. There are no boundaries, and we’re soon traipsing through Hawthorne Forest. Hawthorne Forest surrounds our college for miles. But as I look back through some trees, I can still see the large three-story brick structure. The Billington House is the oldest house in Hawthorne. But now it’s a fraternity house, and tonight the lights are on in every room and rock music is blaring with kids screaming. The party’s raging inside, and the place is so packed that the yellow light flickers as bodies pass the windows.

      As we move farther away, the music fades. People blend into the shadows under the full moon. And I just hear lots of talking. The smell of fire is replaced by the smell of pot. My eyes fall on a girl, lying under a tree. Her mouth is hanging open and her eyes are closed. It’s so busy that people just walk past her. She’s wearing a plaid skirt and a red sweater with Greek letters in gold. Maddie and I don’t care for sororities.

      “She okay?” I ask. I might not like ’em, but I don’t want to see them hurt.

      “She’s dead,” Maddie whispers in my ear. Then she blows a bubble of gum at me.

      I freeze over the girl for a moment. Thankfully, she shifts position showing that she’s alive.

      “Come on, babe!” my friend says, tugging me. “We’re gonna miss it.”

      “What? We’re heading away from the party into the middle of the woods. I thought you wanted me to see the festival?”

      “They’re still preparing. There’s more festivities this way. Trust me. Come on.”

      We pass another few tree trunks; these are darker. And here in the shadows I catch a couple groping and making out.

      “I really need my notes, Maddie. I outlined all my stuff for the test tomorrow. If not tonight, I want to go over it again tomorrow morning.”

      “Don’t worry,” she says, chewing gum that smells like spearmint, “Trent is like you. He’s always got his nose stuck in books. And he’s got a crush on me. He does anything I ask him. Your notebook couldn’t be in better hands. Trust me.”

      We climb over a grassy hill and it’s brighter. At the bottom of the hill a small valley opens into Hawthorne Forest. I can see shadows of trees for miles. At the base of the hill there are four large torches on wooden poles. Even though it’s still the backyard of the Billington House, it seems secluded. A small group of about twenty students, holding beer bottles or plastic cups, are talking around a branchless tree.

      “Finish up, everyone,” cries someone with a laugh. She’s a dark-skinned girl wearing a white dress and garland like Maddie and me. “When you’re done writing your greatest wish in the world at the end of your ribbon, follow the lead or you’ll tangle and fuck everything up. Follow the person in front of you. The frat boys want us to do a real good job for their hall. Right, Bryce?”

      “Hi Tamms,” Maddie says, touching the girl on her back. “This is my bestie, Cadence, I was telling you about. Cadence, this is my friend Tammy. Tammy organized this.”

      “Hi,” I say with a wave. “Fun party.”

      I sip more of the mead. It’s not that bad, actually. It has a sweet wine-like taste. I’m actually starting to like it.

      “Hi Cadence,” Tammy says more quietly, handing me the end of a red ribbon. “Welcome and happy Beltane.” She hugs me really tight. She has a kind smile. “Have you two decorated a maypole before?”

      I shake my head.

      “I’ve done these ever since I was a kid. It’s a lot of fun. We start at the top of the tree with the wreath and streamers. Write your greatest wish at the bottom of your streamer. Just a sentence. Keep it private and only to yourself. Then, when ready, dance in step with us. We picked a spot where no one should bother us, deep in the woods. The pole will remain here for months with your note. My hope is that your wish will be granted for you, Cadence.”

      She seems real nice. Maddie smiles at me because my BFF can read my mind. She told me about Tammy, and I think she knows I already like her.

      I put my cup on the ground and take a pen from my jeans pocket. Yes, I have a pen. I’m a college student. And yes, like Maddie said, I’m a nerd. Actually, I have two pens. I hand Madison one.

      I bite my lip, looking around, thinking of what to say. Then I make sure no one’s looking and quickly scribble, deliberately making the words barely legible: Find someone who loves me.

      The moment I finish writing the last word, I’m startled by someone tapping the back of my shoulder. I turn and gasp. Under the flickering torchlight is this tall blue-eyed boy with slicked-back, perfectly combed dark hair. He’s wearing another of those really weird black druid cloaks, but under it is a preppy button-down and slacks. He’s smiling. And he’s hot as hell.

      My face feels hot. I don’t think he can notice in the flickering torchlight, but I kinda step back. Then I feel even more embarrassed, worrying about him seeing me blush. My skin is naturally tanned, you know, but my cheeks can still light up like a cherry. I’m hoping, no, praying, that this guy didn’t read the stupid thing I just scribbled.

      “Be careful what you wish for,” he breathes. “Your wish will come true. All wishes come true by Samhain after our ceremony with Cernunnos.”

      …Okay.

      “Hope so,” I blurt. God! Please tell me he didn’t read what I wrote! “I just jotted down the first thing that came into my mind,” I mumble with a shrug.

      “The words manifest from our magic as we circle the pole,” he says with a nod. Then he sticks out his hand for a shake. “I’m Bryce.” He looks over at Maddie, still shaking my hand. “And you guys are late. When you both are ready, we’re going to dance.”

      Dance with Bryce. How nice...

      “Cadence,” I belatedly say to him. Maddie giggles stupidly behind him, and I want to kill her. Then Bryce seems to hold my hand a little longer than usual.

      “Got mine written,” Maddie says. “Hey, Cadence, how ’bout you? What’d you write?”

      “I thought it was private?” I ask, pulling away from tall-dark-and-handsome.

      “Why? Did you write something you don’t want us to know?”

      Bitch.

      She’s got a stupid grin and, of course, the whole group is staring at me.

      “How’ve you been, Madison?” Bryce asks with a chuckle. I tell you, Maddie knows everyone in Hawthorne. “Did you like my mead?”

      “You made that?” I ask.

      “Um-hmm.” He nods. “Home brewing is my hobby. Got the taste for it from some of my chemistry friends.”

      “You guys done chitchatting?” asks Tammy. “Come on, we’ve got to hurry up or I’ll miss my part in the fire ceremony.”

      But Bryce is gazing into my eyes. He has these really gorgeous blue eyes and, for a moment, as I look deeply into them, I just die. I know it’s stupid, but I do. He smiles really sweetly. At me.

      Cadence. Huh. Yeah what? Cadence.

      Okay, he doesn’t say all that, but I imagine he does. Then I think of how stupid I’m being. He’s just a boy—a tall older guy with a square jaw, broad shoulders, and these gorgeous bright blue eyes.

      “Grab the edge of your streamer, okay?” Tammy says to the group. “And chug down or drop your drinks. Let’s go.”

      Bryce nods to a few people behind him, in the trees, that I didn’t notice before. They start playing drums. Then he surprises me by looking deeply into my eyes again. Because he has to. Everyone is facing the person next to them. Maddie’s behind me.

      “Ready, Cadence?” he asks, facing me.

      Uh, with you? For sure.

      The drumbeat is hypnotic. We walk slowly around the tree. But the drum’s rhythm speeds up as we get accustomed to the right step and tempo. We exchange partners. I’m a bit disappointed with that, but it doesn’t take long for Prince Charming to be back after circling around with the other dancers.

      We’re laughing. I swear, it feels like we’re children playing hopscotch. Then the childishness stops as Bryce passes beside me again. And I swear—no, I know—he looks into my eyes and gazes at my dress, checking me out.

      “Bring the wreath down,” Bryce says, still looking into my eyes. “Keep going, you guys. You’re all doing great.”

      It’s a lot of fun.

      But I feel a little dizzy walking in circles. The torchlight streams by my eyes, a burning beam of red-yellow light. Then I hear the cracking of twigs and leaves rustling to my side.

      I turn and am surprised to see a herd of deer in the brush. They’re not far from the drummers. There’s one really large stag with big antlers followed by a doe. Behind these deer is an adorable fawn. It’s cute to see a deer family like that. I usually only see deer alone. But it’s weird that no one in the group seems to notice the deer in the woods or even care. And it’s also strange that the deer are so close to us.

      Maddie bursts out into stupid laughter behind me. That makes me laugh too. Everybody’s laughing and we’re just having fun.
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      I close my eyes.

      The laughter is like a pack of hyenas now. It seems to echo with the drums, only getting louder in my ears. The sound’s surrounding me and making me feel dizzier. Everyone’s acting so dumb, but we’re all having so much fun doing it.

      “Hold the hands of your partner,” says Bryce between laughs.

      Gladly. Because Bryce is my partner again. I grab Maddie’s hand with my left and handsome’s with my right. The streamers haven’t been brought down to the base yet from the top of the pole, but now we’re supposed to drop them and do some kind of dance around the branchless tree. My hands shake when the pole seems to wave like a vertical snake for a moment as the flower wreath slowly travels down the pole. That makes me feel even dizzier. Then we raise our hands high, and back down. It seems like we’re following the vertical movement of the pole.

      “You okay, Cadence?” Bryce asks, tugging my hand.

      “Uh-huh.” I nod. “Fine.”

      “You seemed a little unsteady.”

      Because I’m not fine. We stop and dip down a few more times. It’s like we’re bowing to it. And I’m only getting dizzier. My cheeks feel hot, not from embarrassment but from nausea. It dawns on me how impossible it is that the pole was waving at all. It’s a stiff tree trunk. I’m beginning to feel sick enough to think there was something slipped into my drink. I look at Maddie to say something, but she’s laughing too hard. And Bryce seems way too into staring at the pole for me to want to disturb him. But everything is blurring. Particularly the torchlight, which now seems like a red-yellow ball rather than a flame.

      Cadence Hawthorne.

      I hear someone say my name. Was it Bryce? Or do I just want it to be Bryce?

      Cadence Hawthorne.

      “Faster,” Bryce says to the crowd. “Faster, Cadence.”

      Well, he said my name now.

      I close my eyes again. It seems we’re spinning too fast. It feels like I’m on one of those rides at the fair and we’re twirling around and around, faster and faster. I hate those rides. I even hear screams in the far distance as if we’re on a roller coaster. It feels like that. Like we’re at the fair.

      I open my eyes and the strangest thing is that my companions seem to be moving slower. But the pole, which is writhing upward more aggressively, seems to be growing taller.

      Then I see flashes of light by the base of the pole. It’s like someone is firing a firecracker. Then sparks crackle around the base.

      Cadence Hawthorne.

      “Cernunnos!” cries a girl in a black cloak. Her shriek makes me jump. She’s standing across from me with her hood down, and I can’t make out her face. I don’t even remember seeing this girl before. Nor do I recognize her voice. “Cernunnos! Come forth and bless us with your presence, Cernunnos! Spring forth the Green Man. Witness virgins of fertility kneeling at your feet, providing offerings, before you join the May Goddess in handfasting. Bless us with your presence, Cernunnos, for a bountiful harvest and spring. Allow all our wishes to come true!”

      “Cernunnos,” echo all the students in black cloaks, including Bryce, beside me. “Cernunnos.”

      Cadence. Cernunnos.

      Cadence. Cernunnos.

      Cadence. Cernunnos.

      The pole ignites in a burst of flame, and soon it’s as bright as the bonfires near the Billington House. At first I think it’s on purpose as part of this ceremony, but then I think that such a bright, bursting explosion came out of nowhere.

      “Everyone,” Tammy says, laughing. “Okay, everyone, let go of your partner’s hands now and pick up a streamer. Pull the streamers all the way down. We’ve almost got it.”

      But I’m staring at this flaming trunk. It’s really freaking me out. No one lit it. And the weird thing is Maddie and Bryce are just going about their business, picking up their streamers as if nothing happened. Everyone is. Tammy is acting like we’re just finishing wrapping a tree. Am I the only one who thinks it’s weird that our pole just burst aflame?

      It starts to rain. There isn’t a cloud in the starry sky. The water washes away the flame and smoke emanates from the base of the pole, misting everything around us, but the fire still burns strong.

      I hear more rustling in the bushes. I expect it to be the family of deer. But it’s only two deer now—one stag on top of a doe. The stag is making love to the doe.

      My heart beats faster.

      Maddie and Bryce are still picking up their streamers. How? Why is it taking so long? They seem frozen, with their hands touching the strips of paper on the ground.

      “Maddie, what’s wrong with…”

      Beside my friend, in the shadow of a tree, is an older man. He is naked, but painted green, having sex with a girl lying on a bale of hay. The nearby torch is bright enough to shine over his bald green head and goatee. He’s dirty with leaves all over his body. The lady is dark-skinned, with a red line of makeup over her eyes. And her face is powdered white. And she’s wearing a garland of flowers, like Maddie’s and mine. The drums are still beating in the background, now seemingly matching the thrusts of this Green Man over this girl. His green painted hand caresses her dark skin, squeezing her soft breasts and nipples. His ass tightens as he presses hard into her. Then he leans down and kisses her lips passionately.

      Cernunnos. Cernunnos.

      Cadence. Cadence. Cadence.

      Maddie is holding her streamer in her hand, still frozen, just staring at what she wrote.

      I turn to Bryce. He had dipped down on a knee, gazing at our burning pole. But now he’s moving. Slowly. He casts his black cloak on the ground, and he’s slowly unbuttoning his shirt. He seems hypnotized. I am embarrassed, but from the corner of my eye, I can’t resist glancing at his bare chest. The rain drips along his pecs and ripped abs. He’s cut as hell. My heart beats fast, I’m so excited. I have a desire to touch his wet skin. And pull my dress over my head.

      I look back at Maddie. That’s actually what she’s doing. She’s pulling her white dress up, exposing her black lace bra and panties. Now she’s reaching back to unfasten her bra.

      “Maddie,” I exclaim, “don’t! What are you doing? Stop!”

      She removes her bra and stands there bare chested, staring at the pole. Then she pulls down her underwear.

      I’m so dizzy. Everything is spinning now, faster and faster, even the surrounding forest, the ground and the moon too.

      I see the stag and doe again. They’re at it—faster. As I turn, trying to avert my eyes, I see the Green Man still fucking the Black girl. And everyone, all my dancing partners, are now taking their clothes off.

      I close my eyes. I feel unsteady but, thankfully, there is only darkness. What’s going on? I’m either drunk or poisoned.

      Then I notice something weirder. My heart is thumping so hard, but I realize it’s not fear. I’m not afraid. I realize that I like this. I feel wonderful. It’s desire. Excitement is where I want to be. This is where I’ve always wanted to be. As odd as everything happening around me is, this weird naked evening ceremony feels absolutely right.

      I touch my chest and run my hands along the white cotton dress and over my breasts. I press my left breast, and my heart is aching for me to touch myself—to pull up my dress and touch my naked chest. My eyes are still closed. I hear moaning. Groaning. I know what’s continuing to my left, but I avert my eyes. I can’t face it.

      I force my eyes open and look past the pole. That’s far worse. A naked couple is groping each other. I remember one wearing glasses, a jacket, and jeans and the girl beside him wearing a pretty light-blue summer dress—kind of like a blue version of the goddess Diana’s dress, which Maddie and I are wearing. Now the two of them are butt-naked making love. But they seemed like they didn’t know each other when we arrived. Beside them, I see a burly nude guy with a thick beard squeezing a petite blonde’s pale breast while he’s holding her aloft in the air. His skin is painted red. He’s bouncing her over him.

      I close my eyes tight again. Part of me wants to run; the other is quaking with energy and desire.

      “Are you okay, Cadence?” Bryce asks again softly.

      I open my eyes. The pole isn’t on fire. Bryce looks like Bryce. Then I look at the crowd, and they’re all staring at me. I’m the only one not holding a streamer in my hand.

      “You have to pick up your streamer,” Tammy insists, squinting at me. “We have to finish.”

      Everyone looks “normal.” Some are still wearing cloaks or flower garlands, but they’re all wearing clothes. And they’re all looking at me like I’m completely insane. Perhaps I am? Even the drummers stopped drumming.

      “Sorry,” I mutter, picking up my streamer with a shaky hand.

      “Are you okay, babe?” Maddie whispers, leaning over.

      “I don’t know.” But I force a smile at the group.

      “Okay, guys,” Tammy says again. “Let’s finish. Grab your streamers and pull it down to the base of the pole.”

      The flower wreath sinks all the way to the ground as we circle it to the beat of the drum.

      And there’s no rain. The sky is clear. The pole isn’t on fire. And no one is fucking anyone.

      “That was fun, huh?” Bryce asks me. Then he squints his eyes and furrows his brow, touching my shoulder. “Are you sure you’re doing okay?”

      “I … I just feel weird, that’s all.”

      “Everyone kiss the person’s cheek to your left,” Tammy says with a laugh. Maddie’s laughing too hard by my left side. “Now to your right.”

      That’d be Bryce. So, for the benefit of their ceremony and all, I gladly lean up on tippy-toes and pucker up. He expects a peck. It’s not. I lean my whole body into him and press my lips and chest against him really hard. I force his mouth open and my tongue dances with his. My heart is thumping so hard and fast, and it’s like the weirdness of the pole dance is happening all over again in his arms. But this time, it’s with this handsome guy. I feel his hand press over my back and down to my bum, bringing me closer. Apparently, he desires me too. Again, I want to pull my dress off. I know that’s crazy, but I’m that excited. Then my hand wanders over his face and brushes against the stubble on his cheeks. I want to take him, pull off his cloak, his shirt, and his pants, and gaze at his chest and stomach again with the rainwater dripping over his naked skin. I want to run my fingers down his cut abs. I want⁠—

      Everyone’s laughing. At me!

      Bryce backs up hesitantly from my lips and says with a nod, very sternly, “It was nice to meet you, Cadence.”

      “Uh… Yeah. For sure.”

      “Okay, everybody,” Tammy says with a laugh. “Just a kiss. Now one more dip for the horned god of spring.”

      Bryce furrows his brow at me after we bow.

      I’ve had enough. I feel like a complete idiot. I hightail it out of there, rushing back up the grassy hill, without looking back and without the company of my friend.
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      “Nice kiss,” Maddie says with a laugh, catching up to me. Then she tugs at my arm. “Just glad you didn’t lay that on me. Damn. I mean, Bryce is hot and all, but… Hey! What’s up? Where are you going?”

      I want to get the fuck out of here. I’m rushing back up the grassy hill. I feel a mix of emotions, none of them good. Maybe it’s because I was just hallucinating? I’m doubting my sanity. Maybe I have schizophrenia or something? You know that can develop around my age. The other thing is Bryce. I just met him. He seemed so nice and intelligent, someone I might want to really get to know, and I kissed him like a total whore.

      “That was…fucking weird,” I say, choked up, finally stopping. We’re far enough from everyone else in the shadows of the trees. My best friend’s face is still lit by the torchlight from the valley below. She’s squinting and frowning. She looks concerned. That’s sweet.

      “Oh, god, Cadence,” Maddie says, touching my shoulder. “What’s the matter, babe? Tell me what happened?”

      I’m going crazy.

      “Kate, what the hell’s the matter?” Maddie asks, searching my eyes.

      I shake my head and pull away from her. “Why’d you take me here?” I ask. “I didn’t like any of it.”

      “We were just having fun. It’s May Day.”

      “No,” I say, quickly shaking my head. “Somebody slipped something in my drink.”

      “What?” She laughs and that pisses me off more. “That’s ridiculous. That was Bryce’s mead.”

      “So? It was spiked.”

      “It wasn’t,” Maddie says, shaking her head. “It was made by Bryce.”

      “So? What about the deer? Did you see deer screwing in the bushes?”

      Maddie opens her eyes wide.

      “And what about dancing naked with everybody touching each other around a burning tree.” After Maddie doesn’t say anything, I add with a nod, “See. I was poisoned.”

      She’s looking at me like I’m a total loon. But then she grows this infernal smirk and shakes her head. “Oh, Cadence, you had a vision.”

      “What?”

      “A vision.” She jumps into my arms with joyous laughter. “That is so cool! I didn’t know it was possible. Tammy said that someone really in tune with wrapping the maypole might see something when celebrating, but I didn’t really believe her. But it sounds totally like you⁠—”

      “What do you mean, cool!” I yank myself out of her grasp. “It wasn’t a vision, it was your mead that was poisoned by that Bryce guy. I thought he was a good guy.”

      “I know. You seemed to like him when you kissed him.”

      “Shut up, Madison! It’s not funny.”

      “Oh, Cadence. Tamms says that sometimes when you circle the maypole, the magic of Cernunnos can manifest. You weren’t poisoned. Bryce would hurt himself before hurting you. Trust me

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/images/vellum-created.png





OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    Contents


    
      		Cover


      		
        Title Page
      


      		
        Copyright
      


      		
        Contents
      


      		
        Dedication
      


      		
        Beltane Fire
        
          		
            1. Find Someone Who Loves Me
          


          		
            2. The Kiss
          


          		
            3. Beltane
          


          		
            4. The Stranger
          


          		
            5. Gothic
          


        


      


      		
        Samhain Witch
        
          		
            1. The Hawthorne Coven
          


          		
            2. Puka
          


          		
            3. Ghost Stories
          


          		
            4. My Party
          


          		
            5. The Dean
          


          		
            6. The Samhain Witch
          


          		
            7. Jumbee
          


          		
            8. The Howling
          


          		
            9. Lilias Adie
          


        


      


      		
        Candy Crone
        
          		
            1. Totally Not Santa
          


          		
            2. Happy Halloween
          


          		
            3. Witch Hunting
          


          		
            4. Midnight Blue
          


          		
            5. Alondra’s Office
          


          		
            6. Granulated Sugar
          


          		
            7. Giant Green Gumdrop
          


          		
            8. Cotton Candy
          


          		
            9. Scrying For Witches
          


          		
            10. Walpurgis
          


          		
            11. Clean Up My Mess
          


          		
            12. Margaret
          


          		
            13. Totally Santa
          


          		
            14. Happy Yule
          


          		
            The Witch Series
          


          		
            Also by A.L. Hawke
          


          		
            Parting Words
          


          		
            About the Author
          


          		
            Excerpt from Book I, where it all begins…
          


        


      


    


  
  
    
      		Cover


      		Title Page


      		Copyright


      		Contents


      		Beginning


    


  


OEBPS/images/beltane-firesmaller.jpg





OEBPS/images/h-collection_ebook.jpg
v /

~~ HOLIDAY COLLECTION
BELTANE FIRE, SAMHAIN y\/ITCH AND CANDY CRONE





