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The Enchanted Crossroads

Enchanted by the Craft Book One









Chapter 1


 
 
“Girl, you’re single. It’s Friday night. You’re not spending another night working when you should be out living your life. Come on. One of the guys from Trampled by Turtles is playing local tonight. You need to come with me.” Angie’s voice whined out of the speaker on the desk. 
“Angie, I have things I need to do. I have a deposition on Monday and three other cases I need to be working on. I can’t go out tonight.” I flipped through papers on my desk and went back to typing. 
“Oh my God, Kaira. You are going to turn into one of those cat ladies who never leaves their house. Come on, you’re approaching thirty and need to go out. See what’s out there before all the eligible men are taken.” 
“I’m completely fine with the prospect of being a cat lady. I think you’re the one who’s insecure about it.” I huffed out a breath. “Angie, why did you call me on my work line? I’m only supposed to be taking business calls on this phone.” 
“Because you are avoiding your cell phone. I’ve left messages and texted you half a dozen times. When you don’t respond, I have to change tactics. Someone has to drag you out of your office. I’m not taking no for an answer tonight. You can go back to all your boring work the rest of the weekend. I’m pretty sure that’s what Sundays are for. I’ll be at your house at eight. Don’t you dare stay in the office too long! You need to look good. Your boring pantsuits are not going to cut it tonight.” Angie hung up the phone before I could argue. 
“God, she can be so infuriating.” I looked back to my computer. My office was four rooms down from the official partners’ offices. Working hard was what you did to get ahead in my field. I took on so many cases because I wanted to be a partner someday. I knew it wouldn’t be too soon, but in five years, I knew I could get there. I glanced up at my door. Nicole, my office secretary, was leaning against the door jamb. 
“I made copies of the Dorken file. Mr. Cross also rescheduled the meeting about the Sampson case. It’s now Wednesday at ten. You’re all set on the Johnson case, although I’m not sure why you took it. You’ve already done more pro-bono cases than anyone else on this floor.” Nicole shrugged, handing me a file.
“I took it because no family deserves to work so hard to start a business only to have it destroyed over someone’s stupidity. Plus, I like helping others whenever I can.” I shrugged, setting the file on my desk. When I looked back at Nicole, I cocked my head to the side studying her. She seemed to be in a relaxed position, leaning against the door, but her right heel was perched on its toe behind her and her ankle swung back and forth swiftly. “Do you have somewhere you need to be, Nicole?”
“Well, it is Friday, and I’d like to miss traffic.” She bit her bottom lip, letting it go slowly. 
“It’s after five. You’re not missing traffic. What’s up?” I narrowed my eyes on her. 
“Oh, nothing,” she said, looking up to the ceiling. 
“Now I know something’s up. What is it?” I stood and walked around my desk, pausing to sit on the front, pushing my plaque to the side. 
“Ugh, fine,” she threw up her arms. “I have a date tonight.” She looked at me, and I knew she was gauging my reaction. 
“Oh? A date, huh? Do tell.” I smiled and wiggled my eyebrows at her. 
“Ah, I met him on Match. It’s our first meeting, and I’d like to make a good impression. He’s cute in that boy next door kinda way. I just really don’t want to show up in my work clothes.” She brushed her hands down her suit. “Besides, don’t you have to be home to meet Angie?” Her eyebrow quirked up in challenge. 
“Nicole, were you listening to my call?” My eyebrow rose as I stared at her. 
“Not entirely, I can hear you when you put it on speaker at my desk. Sorry, I didn’t mean to eavesdrop on your conversation, but I kinda have to agree with her. You spend way too much of your time working.” She sighed. “I know it’s a requirement, especially if you want to move up the ranks here, but come on. You took another pro-bono case when you’ve already met your quota for the next two years. Plus, you’re already overloaded with cases. You need to have a life, too. And we both aren’t getting any younger.” 
I shook my head. “Fine, I guess we’ll both leave at a reasonable time. Go, have fun on your date. I expect a full report on Monday.” I laughed and walked back around to sit at my desk. I had one more document to proofread before sending it off, then I’d leave. Traffic was going to be hell either way. It’s part of the reason I always left the office after seven. 
After another half-hour, I flipped the switch leaving my office in darkness. Walking to the parking ramp, I thought about what Nicole had said. I needed to have a life. Maybe, I’d let loose a little tonight. What could be the harm in having a little fun? 
I had the rest of the weekend to work on my cases. Maybe they were right, I worked too much. I heard what sounded like the scuffling of shoes on the pavement behind me when I reached my car. There was only one other car in the lot. Lawyers as a group were workaholics, but the ramp was surprisingly empty for a Friday. I glanced over my shoulder, feeling a chill run down my spine. I hurriedly opened the door and jumped in, hitting the lock button as soon as I was safely cocooned in my car. Turning the key, I blew out a breath of relief. It was probably nothing, I told myself. 
As I drove through the different levels to the exit, I noticed there were several other cars still here. 
I’m not the only workaholic, I thought. 
 Rolling down my window to scan my parking card, I felt a chill go down my spine again. It felt like someone was watching me. I glanced around quickly but didn’t see anyone. It’s probably nothing, I told myself. Just my overactive imagination. I guess I needed to stop watching so many crime shows. Shrugging it off, I turned and headed home. Angie would be there in less than an hour. 
I stood in front of my full-length mirror, appraising my third outfit. The tight black pants and rich plum blouse looked good. The V-neck blouse exposed the swell of my breasts just enough. I was going for classy with a hint of allure. I clasped a silver chain around my neck to match my small raindrop earrings. My fire-red hair stood out against the rich plum blouse. A knock on my door startled me out of my reverie. I took one last glance at myself before I walked over to open it. 
Angie stood; arms crossed over her chest. She instantly dropped them when she took in my appearance. “Oh honey, you’re gorgeous.” She took a step in and wrapped her arms around me. She squeezed and stepped back, keeping her hands on my elbows. “Honey, I’m serious. Where did you get this top? It’s stunning with your hair.” 
“Um, The Fun Sister’s shop I think, or maybe that was the earrings. It was one of the places on Nicollet. I love going to Curan’s, and I often stop in at the shops on the weekend. I’ve gotten some awesome treasures at the antique shop there.” I stepped back letting Angie walk past me into the living room. 
“So, are you ready to go?” Angie asked. 
“You’re in a hurry. What’s the rush?” I asked. 
“I want to get you out of this house before you change your mind.” 
“I’m already dressed to go out. I’m not changing my mind. Where are we going?” 
“One of the guys from Trampled by Turtles is playing at Blackstack Brewery tonight. It wasn’t advertised. It’s a secret show. I love Trampled, so we have to go.” She gripped the handle of her purse, trying to stifle her excitement. 
“Agreed,” I smiled. “You know if you would have told me all that I would have gone. I know you love them.” I gave her my best “duh” look. 
“I did, I said who was playing. You always fight me on going out. ‘I can’t tonight, I’m working,” She made air quotes when she said working. She shook her head at me and sighed heavily. “You are so boring sometimes. If you’re not working, you’re reading. You need to live a life outside of those books.” She pointed to the small bookcase I had in the living room. 
“I like reading. Getting lost in a book is by far my favorite thing to do.” I looked longingly at the novel I had propped up on the end table. I didn’t want to put it down last night, but I knew I needed rest for work. It’s always a struggle to put down a good book. 
“I know, I just wish you wouldn’t do it so much. Life is passing you by.” She waved her hand as if it were literally passing. I rolled my eyes at her dramatics. “I’m worried you’re going to miss it. I watch you work and stay home night after night and I worry. There’s a whole world out there, Kaira. Moments of pure happiness, you’re missing. I love you, babe. I don't want to see you miss out on life.” 
She took a step toward me, taking my hands in hers. I sighed audibly. “I don’t want to see you waste one moment of your existence. It’s too damn short to waste.” Her mouth thinned into a hard line then, a second later, it spread into a wide smile. “Come on, babe. Let’s go get our dance on.” And just like that, she was a totally different person. At least I hoped that was the last rant I would get about how I’m not living my life. I heard it every time we were together and it was getting really old. 
“You are so bipolar sometimes, you know that.” I shook my head. 
“I do know that. Manic days are the best.” She smiled. “You know you love me.” She reached her hand out toward me 
I shook my head and took her hand. “I do love you.” 
“I know, now let’s go have some fun.” She wiggled her brows and quirked her mouth into a mischievous smile. 
“Okay, I just need to grab my things.” I snatched my black leather coat and slipped it on. I grabbed my purse from the counter, sticking my phone inside. “Alright, I’m ready.”  
“Let’s go. I have a Lyft driver waiting downstairs.” 
“Wait, you had the guy wait down there. Why didn’t you say anything? We could have left right away.” I quickly locked my door and raced after Angie down the stairs.  
“Don’t be so dramatic. I’m paying, so stop worrying.” 
“I can’t let you do that,” I said. 
“Oh yes, you can. I’m sick of you giving me the whole, I’m a lawyer and make more money bullshit. I’m paying. Someone needs to take you out for a change.” Angie opened the door to the car and scooted over for me. 
“God, you can be so annoying sometimes.” I huffed out, frustrated and closed the door. 
“Yes, but we already established your love for me.” Angie turned her attention to the driver. “Hey honey, can you take us to Blackstack Brewery?” 
“Yes ma’am,” the driver said. I noticed a slight crook in his nose. He was a handsome young man. His caramel skin and broad shoulders made him appealing. I could tell he was one of those guys who spent a lot of time working out. 
Angie let out a giggle. “Girl, you need to get out more.” She rubbed my thigh and squeezed. I rolled my eyes, so she’d notice. I was not ogling the driver, just appreciating the body he obviously worked hard for. I spent a fair amount of time in the gym, so I appreciated anyone else who did the same. 
“I go out.” I quickly defended. My eyes flashing to the rear-view mirror. When the driver’s eyes met mine, he smiled. 
“So, are you ladies going to play mini-golf this evening or is there something else going on at Can Can?” he asked. 
“Oh, one of the members of Trampled by Turtles is playing at the brewery above Can Can Wonderland. I’m a big fan, but it’s supposed to be a secret.” She gave him a mischievous smile and winked. 
“Wow, a secret show. That’s cool.” He looked pointedly in the mirror at me. “You meeting anyone special there tonight?” 
Angie spoke up first. “No, uh, it’s girls night.” She nudged my side, and I winced. 
“Oh, well then, I better get you there, lickity split, so you can start having a good time.” 
Angie laughed, “Oh my god, did you just say lickity split? Who says that?” 
He raised his brows, “Me, I say that.” He smiled and looked at me. I gave an apologetic smile and blushed under his prolonged gaze in the mirror. If he kept staring at me, we were going to get into a car accident. Although, I didn’t mind his attention. It was nice to have someone notice me instead of Angie. She got everyone’s attention.  
The car pulled up to the brewery. “Well ladies, it’s been a pleasure driving you.” 
“Thanks,” Angie said as she scooted toward me. 
“Thank you, um, I never got your name,” I said, trying not to sound too desperate.  
“It’s Tyler, but everyone calls me Ty.” He smiled. 
“Well thank you, Ty,” I said, opening the door and stepping out of the car. 
Angie rolled her eyes and closed the door behind me. She hurried up to the entrance of the brewery. “Why didn’t you invite him to join us? He was totally crushing on you.” Angie scanned the room then sauntered up to the bar. I followed and pulled out a bar stool to sit. 
“Oh no, we’re going to sit closer to the stage,” Angie said and waved her hand to get the bartender's attention. He nodded in her direction. She smiled and turned to me. “What are you drinking?” 
I studied the menu. “I’ll take a People Person.” 
The bartender walked over and stopped in front of Angie. She smiled wide. “Hey, cutie. I’ll take a Public Persona and she’ll have a People Person.” Angie winked at the bartender as he nodded. He set two tall glasses in front of her and she handed him a twenty. He returned with her change. After she tucked her wallet back in her purse, she turned. “Come on, I want to be near the stage.” She sauntered over to a table to the left of the stage and sat, so she could see the room. I sat with my back to the bar. 
I glanced around and lifted my beer carefully to take a sip. “Mmm, this one’s good.” 
“How are you supposed to see all the yummy bachelors if you sit with your back to the room?” Angie rolled her eyes and scanned the room. She was obviously looking for someone although I had no idea who. 
“I’m not sure I want to be watching the room. I’m here to see the band. I thought you were here to see them, too.” I smirked toward Angie. 
She scowled. “I’m here to do both. I can enjoy listening to the music while checking out the eye candy around the room.” Her mouth lifted on one side and I noticed her eyes lingered on one spot. 
“See something you like?” I quirked one of my brows up at her. 
“Yes, I do. If you’ll excuse me. I think I’ll go introduce myself.” Angie stood and stalked over to a tall man leaning against the bar. I shook my head at her as I watched. Her back was to me so I couldn’t see her. The man smiled when she spoke to him. In a moment, they were both laughing. I watched as Angie smoothed her hand over his arm. She was so good at flirting, like she’d taken a class in it or something. I had no idea how she did it. 
The chair scooting out from next to me averted my attention. “Hey beautiful,” a smooth voice spoke from next to me. “What’s your name?” 
“Uh, I’m Kaira,” I said surprised. 
“Beautiful name for a beautiful lady.” He spoke. “Are you here to see the band?” 
“Yes, my friend loves them,” I said. I looked into his cobalt eyes. His blonde hair was a little long, the curls hung just over his ears. He smoothed it back when he noticed where my eyes had traveled. 
“Just your friend?” he inquired. 
“I like them, but I’m not as big of a fan as she is.” I looked over to Angie who was still talking to the man at the bar. 
“Oh, so what do you do when you’re not out with your friend?” he asked. 
“I’m a lawyer,” I said, waiting for him to make his exit. Usually, anytime guys found out about my profession they made a smooth, and sometimes, not so smooth exit. 
“Oh wow, um, ah, I have to get back to my friends, sorry.” He rose and for a moment, I thought he did actually look apologetic before he darted far away from my table. I sighed and rolled my eyes as he walked away. Someday, I was going to meet a man who wasn’t intimidated by me. It hasn’t happened yet, but someday. I heard a throat clear behind me and I spun around. 
A tall dark-haired man sat at the table behind me. He rubbed his hand over the stubble on his chin as he held back a smile. “Excuse me,” I said. My eyes wandered down his body. He had strong shoulders covered by a black leather jacket. He wore dark indigo jeans and a pair of black boots. One leg of his jeans was bunched up slightly, caught on the top of his boot. My eyes went back up to his face. He was handsome, his strong jawline and full lips drew my eyes and I bit my lip. When he noticed where my eyes had lingered, he licked his lips and I felt all the blood rush to my face. I quickly averted my gaze. 
“That was brutal,” he chuckled. 
“What?” I asked, hoping he wasn’t talking about the guy who just left. 
He dropped his hand from his chin and gave me a knowing look. “Nothing, I’m sure he’ll be right back over once he checks with his friends.” His deep voice was melodic as he spoke. 
“I’m not worried about it.” I shrugged.  “I’m here to see the band, not to deal with young boys looking for an easy hookup.” I rolled my eyes and turned back to my beer. 
“Interesting,” I heard him mutter. 
My attention was averted when the band walked out on stage. One man stepped to the mic and introduced the band. I turned to get a better view and realized the man I had been talking to had disappeared. I looked around the room, but he was nowhere to be found. I turned my attention back to the band. Angie pulled out the chair next to me and sat down. 
“So, how was your meeting?” 
“Great, I gave him my number and promised him a dance later. I didn’t want to leave you sitting over here all by yourself for too long. Who was the tall drink of water you were talking to?” She smiled at me. 
“Oh, ah I don’t know. He didn’t stick around long.” I shrugged and turned back to see the stage. 
“Did you tell him you were a lawyer? You need to stop telling guys what you do right away. Talk about something interesting for once. There’s nothing interesting about being a lawyer.” She rolled her eyes at me. 
“He asked me what I did. What was I supposed to do?” 
“Lie, change the subject, flirt, god anything but tell him you’re a lawyer.” The band kicked up into the next song. It was an upbeat tune so our conversation ended. I glanced around the room again looking for the dark-haired stranger. There was something alluring about him. He must have heard me tell the other guy I was a lawyer, yet he hadn’t run away. 
Instead, he had struck up a conversation with me, albeit a short one. I looked around one last time, then focused on the band. Angie grabbed my hand and pulled me up to dance with her. We both danced to the fast-paced banjo. I loved dancing, there was something so freeing about moving your body to the beat. It felt so natural. Others were dancing around us. Angie laughed as I crossed my eyes and stuck out my tongue at her. I was having so much fun.  
When we were both tired, we walked back to the table and sat. A waitress ambled over and asked, “Can I get you ladies a refill?” She pointed at the empty glasses. 
“Yes, please. A Public Persona and People Person.” Angie answered quickly and leaned further back against the chair. 
“Coming right up.” She smiled and flitted away. After a few moments, she returned with our drinks. I handed over a twenty before Angie could reach for her purse. The waitress headed back to the bar, returning to give me change. When I handed over a tip, I felt like someone was watching me again. A shiver ran down my spine. I whipped my head around quickly trying to see if anyone was looking at me. It was so weird to feel like I was being watched, but not a single person seemed to be looking at me, which was strange.
Angie cocked her head when she looked at me. “What’s wrong?” 
“Nothing,” I said, forcing a smile. 
“I know you better than that?” she responded, lifting an eyebrow and giving me a speculative look. 
“Oh, it’s probably nothing. I just felt like someone was watching me. I got a chill, it’s probably nothing.” I took a sip of my fresh beer, trying to push away the feeling. 
“There are lots of people watching us. Some of them are even hot, like really hot. We had some amazing moves on the dance floor. Now, we have some admirers. That’s probably what you’re feeling.” She shrugged and took a pull from her own beer. 
“You’re right. It’s probably nothing.” The band announced they were taking a break. Angie glanced around the room again. Her eyes stopped. I turned to see what she was looking at. The man she was talking to earlier was looking over at her with a smile on his face. 
“Are you ditching me?” I asked. I cocked my head to the side in annoyance. She always did this. She would beg me to go out, then she’d ditch me for some new random guy she met. Sometimes, I wondered if we even were friends. I was starting to think she used me to go out so she could hook up with guys. She sure did leave me behind enough times. 
“No, it’s girl’s night. I can’t believe you’d even ask me?” She fluttered her lashes and glanced at the man again. 
“Right, you can go with him if you really want to. I understand. I’ll find my way home.” Under my breath, I said, “I usually do,” I patted her hand on the table. 
“No, no I couldn’t.” She flicked a glance from me to him as she bit her lip. You’d think she was making the most important decision of her life, the way she looked from me to him. 
“You can, and you should. He’s hot. One of us might as well get lucky tonight.” I wiggled my brows at her and smirked. 
“Whatever, you could get lucky.” She sat back and looked around the room. “Look at all the eligible bachelors here. All you have to do is not mention you’re a lawyer, and bam, you’ve got yourself a man.” She looked at the crowd with new interest. “Come on, let’s find you someone delicious to take home.” Her eyes began scanning, and I shook my head. 
“I don’t want to take anyone home. I’m not interested in a one-night stand. If I meet someone I want romance. I want to go on a date. I want to get to know someone before I take them to my bed. I’m so sick of this hookup culture. I miss old-fashioned dating. I love the thrill of getting to know someone. Those first months of slowly learning about someone is fun. I’m not interested if I don’t get to date the person first. It’s probably why I always end up with guys who were my friends first. I like to know someone before I sleep with them.” I huffed out a frustrated breath. 
“Okay, okay, I get it. I, on the other hand, am looking forward to taking that hot man to my bed. I couldn't care less if he even remembers my name tomorrow. I mean, he will remember.” She winked at me before going on. “But I’m certainly not looking for anything serious.” She raised a brow and looked over to the blonde again. 
“So, you are going to go then?” I asked. I already knew the answer. I had probably known the answer before I even got dressed up to come here tonight. Same old Angie. 
“I didn’t say that,” Angie said. 
“Angie,” I huffed out. “You should go. I promise I will be fine. He’s hot, you should go enjoy yourself.” 
She studied my face. “Are you sure?” her voice perked up. 
“Oh my God Angie, just go already, before he finds someone else to spend the night with.” I rolled my eyes and took another drink of my beer. 
She smiled at me and squealed. She stood up, her beer in hand and swaggered over to meet up with the man who was still watching her. I shook my head and moved to take her seat. If she wasn’t watching the room, it felt weird to have my back to it. 
While I sipped my beer, I took out my phone to order a Lyft home. I entered my information and set my phone on the table face down when I was finished. I glanced around the room again. I was surprised only one guy had walked up to talk to me. 
I wasn’t sure why it seemed weird, but usually, I had to fend off at least a few guys. No one had even tried to come up to me after the last guy. There was the one who had joked about my awful encounter, but he had disappeared after his mocking. I hadn’t seen him since. Maybe I didn’t look as good as I thought I did.
I looked at my phone again. My driver would be here in about twenty minutes. I debated on ordering another beer before I had to leave. I stood and walked over to the bar. I ordered another People Person from the bartender and he gave me a sweet smile as he poured my beer. I took a seat at the bar to wait. A couple sat to my right, and I heard the dark-haired girl talking about her students. 
I smiled at the adoration in her voice as she spoke. The seat next to me was empty. I looked back to the stage as the band continued to play a beautiful bluegrass song. I couldn’t help but tap my foot against the stool as I listened. The dark-haired man from earlier slid onto the stool next to me. 
My eyes widened in shock. I recovered quickly and smiled at him. “Well, hello again.” 
“Hello,” he smirked. “Enjoying the music?” he asked, looking down at my tapping foot. 
“Yes, I like this band, I believe I said that already.” 
“I believe you did. Where did your friend go?” he asked. 
“Oh, she’s talking to someone. I’m sure she’ll be back soon.” I shifted nervously in my chair. I didn’t want this guy knowing she had left, and I was alone. 
“I’m sure she will.” He eyed me and took a drink from his beer.
Butterflies in my stomach fluttered when I looked over at the man again. “So, who are you?” I asked. My tone was a little more biting than I wanted. 
“Why do you want to know?” He eyed me. The way he looked at me made me shift slightly in my chair. 
“I don’t know, it seemed polite.” I shrugged. “I’ve never had anyone question the simple asking of their name.” I turned my attention to my beer and away from him. 
“Yeah, well I’m different.” He chuckled darkly. 
“So, you’re really not going to tell me your name?” I asked skeptically. I’ve never met anyone who wouldn’t freely give their name. 
“Oh, I’m sure you’ll get it out of me soon enough. Why spoil the surprise by making it easy for you?” He wiggled his eyebrows at me and sipped his drink. 
“Okay,” I rolled my eyes at him. “You have quite the ego thinking I’m going to work to find out your name.” I took another sip of my beer. 
“Oh, I do and you will.” His voice was low so only I could hear, and my head snapped in his direction. He stood and walked away from me again. 
Who the hell was this guy? I thought. I’ve never met anyone who caused me to feel both annoyed and aroused at the same time. I looked down to my phone. Five minutes before my ride would be here. I downed the last of my beer and got up from the bar. I walked to the door, slinging my purse over my shoulder. 
There was a group of guys smoking next to the building. I took a few steps forward and looked down the street. Home sounded better by the minute. It was nice to be out, but now I just wanted to be at home. I walked further down and waited. I hated smoke, so I tried to stay away from the smokers. I watched as they put out their cigarettes and went back into the building. 
Alone in the dark, I watched the road, hoping my ride would be here soon. I looked down to my phone and sighed. The driver should be here already. Swiping my finger over the phone I checked the Lyft app. I tapped my foot on the pavement, waiting. 
I heard a noise coming from the garage below the building. I figured it was the door and someone was driving up. I looked back toward the street and felt a shiver again. Clutching my purse with my hand, I slipped my other hand in and gripped my pepper spray. I kept my fingers wrapped around it as I looked around me. A car came up the ramp, and I stepped away instinctively. The car stopped in front of me. 
The dark-haired man from the bar stepped out of the driver’s seat and smiled. 
“Kaira, I presume?” he smiled. 
“Yes, how do you know my name?” I asked. 
“I’m your Lyft driver,” he smirked. 
“You’re kidding.” I laughed. 
“Afraid not, are you getting in or are you going to stand there all night?” he asked. 
I huffed. “I guess I’m getting in.” I took a step toward the car and opened the back door. 
“Oh no, you don’t. You sit up front with me.” He rushed around and opened the door for me. I stood frozen for a minute at the gesture. 
“I’ve never sat up in front of a...um...driver’s car.” I wasn’t sure what to say. 
“Well, I thought we had a good conversation. Are you too good to sit up front with me?” he tapped his finger on the top of the door, waiting.
“No, of course I’m not too good to sit up front. I always thought drivers preferred to have customers sit in the back. Isn’t the front seat for your friends?” I asked, blushing. 
“Well, consider yourself a friend.” He tapped the door again, and shifted his eyes to the seat, then back to me. 
I rolled my eyes and got into the car. He quickly ran around and got into the driver’s seat next to me. I took a deep breath and looked out the windshield. “If you were my Lyft driver, why didn’t you say anything inside?” I asked. 
“I didn’t know I was your driver. I stopped in before I took another fare.” 
“Do you always have a beer before driving someone home?” I quipped. 
“If you noticed, I was drinking a Coke. I wasn’t drinking a beer. I know the bartender. Sometimes I stop in to say hi and bring customers over when I can.” He shrugged. “I wouldn’t drink and drive.” His tone was firm, and I watched as he tightened his hands on the wheel. 
“Oh,” was all I could think of to say. 
“I thought you said your friend would be back shortly.” He smirked as he took a turn. 
“I lied; she went home with some random guy. I wasn’t interested in doing the same, so I decided to go home.” I looked out the window. 
“Really? Not into one-night stands then?” He raised a brow and looked over to me. 
“No, I’m not an easy girl,” I said. 
“I bet not.” He chuckled. 
“What does that mean?” I asked. 
“Nothing, I’m simply agreeing with you.” He smiled, and I noted the slight sarcasm in his tone. He meant much more than he was saying. I sat up straighter in my seat. If he was going to play, so was I. 
“Sure you were. So, I still didn’t catch your name.” I glanced over to him. 
“I still haven’t given it.” He glanced over to me then took another turn. We were only a few blocks away from my place. I was irritated with this man. I couldn’t believe he was still keeping his name from me. I looked down to my phone, remembering his name would be under the driver’s information. I opened the app, and he looked over to my hand. “It’s not there either. You think I give just anyone my name?” 
“Don’t you have to give them your name, since you work for them. What’s the big deal anyway? You know my name. Why is yours such a guarded secret?” I studied him as he drove. He had a calm presence behind the wheel. Some people get nervous as they drive, but he was utterly calm. I guess when you drive for a living, you’d have to be calm. 
“Names, true names hold power where I’m from. It’s not something we give freely.” He looked over to me, gauging my reaction to his words. 
“So, what am I supposed to call you if you’re not going to give me your name?” This whole conversation seemed ridiculous. 
“You can call me Razor.” He smiled wickedly at me.  
“What? That’s not a name. A nickname maybe, but not an actual name.” I eyed him. After a few moments of silence, I said. “Ugh.” I threw up my hands and turned away from him.  
“That’s the name you're getting from me tonight. If we meet again, maybe I’ll tell you my real name. Only if you’re good, of course.” He winked at me and I stared in bewilderment. Did he think I would see him again? He seemed rather sure I would. I shook my head. He pulled up to the door of my apartment. I reached for my door handle, coming out of my thoughts, but he was already there. He held the door open for me and I stepped out. I was shocked by his gesture. He hadn’t seemed like a gentleman, but here we were.  
“You’re such a conundrum. I’ve never had a Lyft driver open the door for me. Am I to believe you’re a gentleman?” I cocked my head to the side. 
He took a step toward me. His cedarwood and orange scent enveloped me. I took a deep breath and felt him next to my ear. His voice dropped low as he spoke. “I’m hardly a gentleman.” He whispered against my neck. I felt his hot breath and drew in a sharp breath. He took a step back and winked.  
I felt a tinge of pleasure run down my body at his words. A part of me wanted to ask him to come up. I wasn’t a girl to invite someone I just met up to my apartment, but there was something both appealing and unsettling about him. I took a shaky step back. I needed to get with it. “No, a true gentleman would have given me his name.” I smirked. “Thanks for the ride.” I hurried up to my door. 
 “My pleasure, Kaira,” I heard him say as I slid the key in the lock and opened the door. I closed it quickly and leaned against it taking a deep breath. I ran up the steps to my apartment. When I opened the door, I felt a chill again. I flipped the switch for the light but nothing happened. What the hell? The lights are working in the hall. I flipped the switch back and forth again. Nothing but darkness. I went for the phone in my purse. It had a flashlight I could use. 
Suddenly, I heard someone take a step to my left. “Kaira, it’s about time you came home.” A deep voice spoke. A shiver ran down my spine and I froze.




Chapter 2


 
 
I turned, gripped for the door handle and began to turn it. A strong body flew against me, holding me against the hard door. “Bitch, you can’t run from me,” he spat. 
I shook as he gripped my hands, and I felt the weight of his hard body against my back. I screamed. One of his hands moved from my hand and gripped my hair. I screamed again as he flung me away from the door. “Stop screaming bitch, I’ll make your death painful if you keep screaming.” 
I crawled away from him as he moved to stand over me. I stopped screaming as I tried to scramble away in fear. My body shook, and I kept stealing glances toward the door. I was trying to figure out if I could get around him and out of the door. I looked toward the kitchen. Maybe I could get to the knives. If I could make a mad dash, maybe I’d have one in my hand by the time he got to me. 
I kept glancing over, hoping he couldn’t read my train of thought. I needed to find a way out of here. My purse lay next to the door, so I couldn’t get to my pepper spray. Blinding him and running would have been a nice option. My mind was racing through the possibilities in seconds.  
The man chuckled. “You are not leaving this room alive, witch.” 
“Witch? What the hell are you talking about?” I asked. I was surprised my voice was steady as I spoke. 
“Witch, do you not know what you are?” he asked. Then he let out this booming laugh at my expression. This guy must be crazy. Maybe he had escaped from the psych ward. I’m sure the cops were looking for him if he had escaped. Maybe they’d know to find him here. I doubt it, but miracles happen every day, right? 
“Ah, no obviously not. Last time I checked I was a lawyer.” I chanced a glance over to the kitchen. I looked back to my attacker. I had one advantage; I knew my apartment better than him. It wasn’t much of an advantage since he was twice my weight in all brooding muscle. If I could get to the second drawer, I’d have a knife. I knew enough self-defense that If I could get one stab in, I could run out the door. I took off to the kitchen and made it to the drawer before two hands grabbed my waist and pulled me back. I screamed again. He pulled me toward him and clapped a hand over my mouth. I bit him and he cursed. 
He carried me kicking back to the bedroom. He threw me onto the bed and leered over me. True terror gripped me as I realized what he was about to do next. He was much bigger than me and now he had me in my bedroom. I got up to run toward the door and he caught me again. 
He slapped me across the face and I felt his ring bite into the side of my cheek. I screamed again, and he pushed me down onto the bed, putting his hand over my mouth. I bit him again, tasting the copper of his blood in my mouth. This time he didn’t move his hand, only pushed his hand harder against my face. I could feel the silver of his ring digging into the side of my mouth. A tear slid down my face as I looked up into the dark eyes of my attacker. I couldn’t believe this was happening. 
Suddenly, a knock sounded at my door. I bit him again. He cursed. “Bitch, shut the fuck up and stop fucking biting me,” he whispered harshly. 
“Kaira?” I heard a familiar male voice. 
I struggled beneath the man. He tightened his hand over my mouth. I struggled and tried to kick at the man, praying the driver didn’t leave. I kept struggling, trying to get my mouth free, so I could yell out. I had no idea why he was at my door, but I was grateful. I wiggled and thrashed my entire body in hopes that I would throw him off enough to loosen his hand. 
The door flew open, Razor stood at the door with fire in his eyes. He flicked his wrist and the man holding me flew against the wall. He ran to me and held out his hand. “Come on.” 
I reached up and gripped his outstretched hand. I didn’t ask questions as we ran out of the door and down the stairs. His car was parked across the street, and we raced for it. When I closed the door, I took a deep breath. He started the car and hit the gas hard, throwing me back against the seat. I clenched my hands in fists to stop myself from crying. I knew if I let go I wouldn’t stop. 
I gulped in air as he drove. When I had finally calmed myself I asked, “What the hell was that back there?” I took another steadying breath. Nothing about what just happened made sense. “How did you make him fly off me? What the hell did he even want with me?” 
My mind raced with questions. There was so much I couldn’t explain. How did that guy even get into my apartment? How did the driver get in? I must not have locked my door. In all fairness, I was distracted by an intruder. I tried to focus on the important questions before I spoke aloud. 
My voice lowered. “Why did he call me a witch? I’m not a witch. I’m a lawyer. There are no witches. I mean, not really, there may be people who practice Wicca, but that’s different.” I realized my words were running into each other in my panic. I needed to get it together. I was supposed to be able to recall details. I was a lawyer. I knew the drill. I tried to recall things about my attacker to tell the police. They would need details to find him.  
“Kaira, calm down.” His voice was soothing as he spoke. Calm down? Was he serious? I was just attacked in my own fucking apartment. How was I supposed to calm down? I took a deep breath anyway. I hated being told to calm down. It always had the opposite effect. 
“Who the hell are you?” I asked. I was more than a bit irritated, even though he did just save my life. 
“Damn, I guess you deserve to know my name. I’m Leif. I don’t give anyone outside of our world my name. I have a name to blend in, but that’s my real name. Nice to meet you.” He inclined his head toward me.
“Our world? What are you talking about? There’s only one world,” I said. 
He laughed, “Oh, Kaira, there’s a whole other world you know nothing about, apparently.” His tone changed as though he were speaking to a child. “Don’t you know anything about your birth? I can sense you’re a witch. How come you don’t know you’re a witch, or well, a mage as we’re usually called?” He eyed me skeptically. 
“I am not a witch. I’m a lawyer. There’s no such thing as witches. Not real witches anyway.” I crossed my arms over my chest and looked out the window. This guy was crazier than the guy in my apartment if he thought I was going to believe in witches or mages or whatever. 
“Oh Kaira, you are most certainly a witch. I could sense it at the bar. How is it you don’t know? That’s the reason I could throw the guy across the room. I have the ability to move objects with my mind. I wonder what your power is?” He glanced over at me. His gaze penetrated as he tried to figure something out. I shifted in my seat.  
“Power? I don’t have any power. I’m a lawyer. I’m not a witch. What part of that didn’t you understand?” I asked. I bit my lip and rubbed my palms on my pants. My heart was finally returning to a normal pace. This conversation was frustrating. You’d think I would know if I were a witch and I most certainly wasn’t. A magnet for crazy people, yes, but not a witch. 
“Oh, you have power. When we get back to my place, we’ll have to figure out what it is.” He glanced over at me. I watched him lick his lip as his gaze raked over my body. It should have made me uncomfortable after what just happened, but I wasn’t. I wanted him, despite his crazy talk. Then it hit me, he was taking me to his place.  
“Your place? Shouldn’t we be going to the police? Report the guy who broke into my apartment. He needs to be caught.” I looked wide-eyed at him. I needed to be on my way to the police station. I knew eyewitness testimony diminished after time. They were already going to have a hard time finding him if he wasn’t still at my apartment. We needed to get to the police, now. 
“We can’t go to the police. They’ll find you. There are too many people working for Morrigan in the police department. We’ll hide out at my place. It’s safe. I don’t think that guy saw my face, so I doubt he’ll know who I am. It’s the reason I don’t give out my name. I don’t want to be found so easily.” He gave me a peeved glare. 
“What do you mean by that?” I accused. 
“I wasn’t the one giving just anyone my name at the bar. How many guys did you tell your name to?” He rolled his eyes at me. 
“Ah, tonight, only one. Why would that matter? I give people my name all the time.” I narrowed my gaze. 
“Great, just great. So you could have tons of people after you. Why don’t you just put it on a billboard? Do you want Morrigans to find you?” He asked, tightening his grip on the wheel he turned into the Lake of the Isles neighborhood. I stifled my desire to whistle. If he lived here, he would be wealthy.  
“Morrigans? What the hell are Morrigans?” I asked. 
“They’re like warlocks. Don’t you read any fantasy books? Male witches, the kind I’m talking about, are evil. They take the powers of good witches or mages like us. Morrigan is their God. It’s where they get their name from. He was egotistical enough to create an entire breed and name it after himself. He rewards the Morrigans who track down special powers. I’m betting you have a coveted power. The guy who was in your apartment isn’t just any old Morrigan. He’s an enforcer. They work directly under Morrigan. I’m surprised he didn’t use his powers on you. If he did, you wouldn’t be here right now. Why didn’t you use your powers?” he asked and studied me. I blew out an exacerbated breath. 
“Are you kidding me? I already told you. I don’t have any powers,” I huffed out frustrated. I had no idea what this guy was talking about, but he was talking crazy. I wasn’t a witch. I didn’t have any powers. I didn’t understand why these guys were after me. I was a lawyer for crying out loud, not a mage. My only power was in filing court documents.  
“You have power. You just don’t know anything about it, apparently. Not sure how that’s possible.” His voice was annoyed as he looked at me skeptically. I couldn’t believe he thought I was the one lying. He was the one going on about things that don’t exist.  
“Okay, whatever.” I shrugged, deciding to give up on this one. He’d find out soon enough that I don’t have any powers. 
When he pulled up to a large iron gate, he rolled down the window to type in a code. The gates creaked open, and he drove forward. “You’re a Lyft driver and you live here?” I asked, the surprise leaking into my voice. 
“I drive for something to do. It’s a way for me to drive around the city without notice. We all have jobs outside of what we’re assigned by Hecate. Driving for Lyft has an added bonus. When I turn on my light, the police don’t bother me.” He shrugged and hit the button above his head. 
The house was a Spanish style with large pillars surrounding the front. The stark white stucco was in sharp contrast to the darkness. The light of the moon shone on the large fountain out front. I was mesmerized by the beauty of the house. I couldn’t believe he lived here. The garage door opened, and he pulled his car inside. He hit the button, and the door closed behind us. I couldn’t believe I was about to go to this stranger's house. It was a remarkable house in the best part of the city, but still. I knew nothing about Leif. What if this whole thing was a set-up? I bit my lip. What the hell had I gotten myself into? 
He opened his door then looked back at me. “You coming?” 
“Yeah.” I scrambled out of the car and followed him into the house. I gasped when I walked through the entryway. A crystal chandelier with gold accents dangled over a green marble table in the center of the room. A light Renaissance-style painting hung on the wall opposite the door. The dark wood floors shined in their brilliance. 
My eyes widened as I followed Leif into the kitchen. The white marble countertops over pure white cabinets were breathtaking. This was the house of my dreams and I hadn’t even known it. I was slightly afraid to touch anything. It was all too beautiful. I’d tarnish it with my sweat-soaked hands. I quickly rubbed them on my pants. 
“Do you have a girlfriend who lives with you?” I asked. There was no way a man designed this house. It was beautiful. A chandelier hung over the white marble island in the center of the kitchen. The stove was a stainless steel top like I’ve seen on cooking shows. No one actually had something like that in real life. No one I knew at least. I thought my uptown apartment was fancy, but this blew anything I had out of the water. Hell, it blew it out of the damn ocean. Who the hell was this guy? I glanced over to Leif trying to figure out if I’d missed something. He was wearing dark jeans, boots and a t-shirt. Nothing about him screamed rich. Looking around his house told an entirely different story. 
“Are you asking because you’re interested?” He wiggled his brows as he pulled out a stool from the counter to sit. 
"Honestly, I don’t believe you designed this home yourself. This has a woman’s touch all over it. The logical conclusion is you have a girlfriend who designed it.” I looked down to the leather-upholstered stools. 
“Ah, it was my parents’ home before they passed. I kept it just as my mom left it. She was into design. She took pride in every inch of this house. That's why I’ve never been able to change it.” He looked around the kitchen and shrugged. 
“Oh, so no girlfriend then?” I said, then bit my lip. I couldn’t believe I just said that.
He chuckled, “Persistent one, aren't ya. No, I don't have a girlfriend.”  There was a note of curiosity in his voice as he spoke. I was suddenly aware of his eyes studying me. 
“I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to pry.” I breathed, looking down to my clasped hands. 
“It’s fine. I haven’t had much time beyond being a mage to devote to a relationship. My parents were important members on the council. I inherited an important role when they passed. I’m not on the council, but I work directly for them. I’ll need to report the incident with them tomorrow. First, we’ll need to figure out what your power is, and why the Morrigans are after you.” 
He shifted in his chair. “Can I get you something to drink? I know this may be a bit of a surprise. What happened at your apartment was a little traumatic. Do you need anything? I have a fully stocked bar if that will help to soothe your nerves.”  He stood and walked to the fridge. 
“Can I just get a glass of water? I think I had enough beer earlier tonight.” I looked into his dark hazel eyes. He nodded and took a glass down from the cabinet. He filled it from the door of the fridge and handed it over to me. He opened the fridge and took out a bottle. He popped the top off and took a long drink. 
“You may not need the beer, but I do.” He took another long pull from the bottle. 
Suddenly, I heard the shuffle of feet coming from the hallway. “What in the bloody hell is going on in here?” a husky voice called down the hallway. 
“Hey Haskell, just saving a fellow mage from an enforcer. You know, typical Friday night,” Leif said in a light tone. He took another swallow from his beer. 
“Bloody hell, you’re kidding? An enforcer? What did a lovely lady such as yourself do to have enforcers after you?” Haskell asked. He gave me a skeptical appraisal after he spoke. 
“I have no idea what you’re talking about? I’m starting to think everyone is crazy.” I threw up my hands and took a step away from both of them. This had to be some kind of practical joke. 
“I’m no Verity, is she lying?” He narrowed his gaze on me before looking at Leif.  
“I doubt it. She honestly doesn’t know she’s a mage. If she’s lying, she’s the best liar I’ve ever seen.” He shrugged and took another drink. 
“She’s right here.” I pointed to myself. “I don’t appreciate being called a liar. I also have no fucking clue what you're talking about. The only thing I know is that a guy attacked me in my apartment when I got home tonight. He,” I jabbed my thumb towards Leif, “saved me from whoever the hell that guy was. He was more likely a robber than an enforcer. Considering I have no idea what the hell an enforcer is, I’m sticking to my story. It makes more sense than either of yours.” I crossed my arms over my chest again. I had somehow entered the Twilight Zone. 
“She’s a little spitfire isn’t she?” Haskell smirked and slapped Leif’s shoulder with the back of his hand. 
“Ugh, you guys are ridiculous. Where’s your bathroom?” I glanced from Haskell to Leif. 
“Down the hall, third door on your left.” He pointed down the hallway where Haskell had emerged. I trudged down the hall. I needed a moment to get myself together, and those two weren’t helping. I walked into the bathroom and closed the door. I shut the lid on the toilet and sat down, dropping my head in my hands. Everything was starting to hit me at once. 
When I was in the kitchen, I needed to be alone. I wasn’t going to let two strangers see me cry. I knew if I stayed in the kitchen they would have. After letting the emotions run through me and crying, I took a deep breath. I didn’t know what the hell was going on, but I needed to find out. 
Leif had mentioned I had power. If they were right, I would be able to use it. I took another calming breath. Maybe mediation would work. I moved to the plush rug in front of the luxurious tub and crossed my legs in front of me. I’d seen other people meditate but never found reason to try it myself. 
I tried to silence my racing thoughts. When I closed my eyes, I saw the face of the man looming over me. His eyes were primal as he stared down at me. I let out a squeak and my eyes flew open. So much for mediation. I didn’t want to see the face of that guy ever again. I was probably going to have nightmares. A light tap sounded at the door. 
“Kaira, are you okay?” Leif asked. There was hesitation in his voice. 
“Yeah, fine.” I stood up from the floor. 
“Are you sure?” he continued. I looked in the mirror and ran my hands over my frizzled hair. I opened the door and Leif was leaning against the door jamb, concern in his eyes. He took one look at me and cupped my face in his hand, running his thumb over my cheek. He brushed away a tear. “No, you’re not okay.” He looked down at me, then wrapped both arms around me, pulling me into him. 
“I’m sorry. I’m not normally this emotional. I just, I…” I wasn’t prepared for the feeling of him against me. The comfort he gave me. I thought I’d finally pulled myself together. 
“Shh, it’s okay. You were attacked by a man in your apartment. Being shook up after an experience like that is to be expected. I’m sorry I didn’t see it before.” He stroked his fingertips down the length of my spine, calming me. I took a deep breath and was intoxicated by the cedarwood and orange scent. 
I sniffled and enjoyed the feel of his warm body pressed against mine. A twinge of desire sparked in me and I sucked in a breath. He moved his hand to stroke my hair, thinking I was crying again. I backed my face away to look into his eyes. In them, I saw compassion and understanding. I didn’t know who Leif was, but somehow I knew I could trust him. 
“Will you explain to me what’s going on? I really don’t understand. Why was that guy after me?” I blinked as I looked into his eyes. His arms still held mine, and I felt calmer when he touched me. 
“How about we take this one step at a time? You want to come sit down, and I’ll tell you what you need to know.” The right side of his mouth quirked up, and I noticed dimples I hadn’t seen before. 
I nodded, swallowing hard. “Okay, dimples.” I smiled and lifted my finger to touch one. He laughed and shook his head at me. 
“That’s better.” He dropped his hand and took mine in his, pulling me behind him to the living room. This was the first room in the house that looked like someone actually lived here. There were two black leather sofas facing a television in the corner. I could see the cord from a gaming system hanging out from the sleek black tv stand. I smiled; the room felt comfortable. He sat on one end of the sofa and patted the spot next to him. I sat and curled my legs under me. 
The couch was comfortable. I looked to Leif and realized he was watching me. “So, can we revisit why I was attacked in my apartment? I’ve never had anything like that happen to me before.” I met his eyes and saw the corner of his mouth drop. 
“Well, you’re a witch or mage as we call ourselves. Most everyone knows what witches are but no one typically knows we’re called mages. The guy who attacked you is called a Morrigan because they work for the evil God Morrigan. Witches are guarded by the Goddess Hecate. Speaking of which, you should have a sage assigned to you. I don’t know how it’s possible for you to have lived so long without knowing. Mages have a guardian assigned to them at birth. Sage families often spend generations with the same mage families. There’s no way you don’t have a sage assigned to you if you were born one of us.” He scratched his whiskers with a pensive look on his face. “Haskell?” he called out. 
“Yes,” he purred, walking around the corner from the kitchen. 
“How is it that a mage can make it to adulthood without having a sage assigned to them?” he paused for a moment. “Hecate wouldn’t let that happen, would she?” 
“Impossible, we have records of every mage born. The only way that would be possible is if her birth was hidden from the council. I supposed a knowledgeable mage could manage to hide it, but their assigned sage would have been obligated to record the birth. It shouldn’t have been possible without some serious breaking of laws.” He flicked his wrist and tapped his finger on his cheek. He slid his nail between his teeth. “I suppose it could be done, but it shouldn’t. Something like that would leave a mage wholly unprotected. Why would a mother want to do that to their child? Registry allows for a certain amount of protection. Without it, a young mage would be vulnerable to attack and draining of their powers.” He moved to sit on the other sofa. 
“Well, Kaira here is a mage. I can sense her energy. It’s faint, but it’s there. How is it possible she didn’t know about it herself?” he asked. 
Haskell studied me for a moment. It felt like he was scrutinizing me, then he narrowed his eyes at me and nodded like he’d just figured something out. “I’m not sure. I’ll get into it. See if I can find any record of her in our books. If you’ll excuse me.” He stood in one fluid motion and sauntered out of the room. I was impressed with his command of a room. 
“So what does this mean?” I asked, turning my attention back to Leif. 
“It means we need to find out who you are and how you don’t have a guardian. We are all trained to use our powers. Without training and protection, you’re vulnerable to attack. The guy in your apartment is only the beginning. The more Morrigans who find out about an untrained mage, the more danger you’ll be in. My house is protected, so for tonight you’ll be safe here.” He reached a hand out and squeezed my shoulder. 
“What about all my stuff? I don’t have anything to wear here.” I realized a moment too late the stupidity of my statement. Who cares about things? There were people trying to kill me. 
The corner of his mouth lifted. “I think I can find you something to wear.” 
I yawned. “Okay.” It had been a really long couple of hours. 
“Come on, I’ll show you to a spare bedroom and find you something to sleep in. You look exhausted. We can talk more tomorrow.” 
“Thanks, just what every girl wants to hear.” I scowled. I don’t know where that came from, but suddenly I was in a foul mood. 
He shook his head at me and let out a small laugh. He stood, holding his hand out to me. I took it and he pulled me up. When I was on my feet, I stumbled forward, and my hand fell against his chest to steady myself. He placed a hand on my waist to steady me. “You okay?” he asked.  
“Yeah, I’m fine. I guess I’m more exhausted than I thought.” 
“Well then, by all means, let me get you to bed.” 
I looked up at him, eyes wide. He chuckled again, “Don’t worry Kaira, you’re safe with me. I promise.” 




Chapter 3


 
“Hey, hey, Kaira, it’s just a dream.” I heard through the fog. I felt a hand on my shoulder. The darkness was all-encompassing. “I’m coming Kaira,” the voice kept repeating. I saw the man from the apartment. His eyes glowed red as they glared at me. I couldn’t seem to wake up. My heart was beating out of my chest as I looked into the man’s eyes. I was transfixed. I couldn’t move. I screamed. 
The insistent voice was there again. “Kaira, you’re dreaming. Wake up. You need to break from the dream. Listen to my voice. Kaira, wake up.” I felt the insistent hand on my shoulder. I felt myself drifting away from the dream. Suddenly, I heard screaming. Oh shit, I’m screaming. I clamped my hand over my mouth quickly and rolled over. 
Leif was staring down at me. I was surprised by the concern I saw in his eyes. “I’m sorry, did I wake you?” I bit my bottom lip in embarrassment. I was certain he would throw me out if I continued to wake him up with my screams. 
He chuckled and brushed my hair back from my face. My heart skipped at the kind gesture and the feel of his skin on mine.  “It’s fine, Kaira. Are you okay?” 
I searched his eyes. I’m not sure what I was looking for, some sign that his kindness was a lie. No one was this understanding. My screams had just woken him up. 
“I’m fine. I couldn’t get out of the dream. He kept saying he was coming for me. The guy from the apartment. This time though, his eyes were glowing red. Why couldn’t I get out of the dream? It was like I was stuck there,” I asked. I was afraid to fall asleep again. What if he had some power over me in my dreams? 
“You’re untrained, so dream walkers can get into your head. He must have done something to you when he pinned you in the apartment.” He brushed his hand through his hair. He met my eyes. “You need to be trained. You’re too vulnerable like this.” He blew out a breath. 
“Something, like what, other than scaring the shit out of me? I was no match for him. He had me pinned against my bed in two seconds.” I closed my eyes as tears welled. One slid down my cheek. I felt Leif’s hand brush it away. I opened my eyes to look at him. I had been so scared back at my apartment. I thought my life was over after he had his way with me. I never wanted to feel that way again. I think Leif noticed the emotions flit across my face. 
“Don’t worry mi cielo. I won’t let anyone harm you.” He brushed back a strand of my hair. I felt a tingle go all the way down
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‘A well-read woman is a dangerous creature.”
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