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To my family, who didn’t murder me during lockdown. 
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Faith smiled to herself as she dropped her bag on the rustic cabin porch, the feeling of fresh air and wild places and dusty old magic pressing into her skin like the embrace of a long-lost family member. It seemed as if this place had missed her as much as she had missed it. She laughed at her own fanciful thoughts and started digging in her pocket for the key. 
"Come on, sis, I bet this place needs airing out something awful," Faith turned to look over her shoulder at where her sister Christina– Crissy– was struggling with the bags. Her mahogany dark hair was pulled back into a messy bun, though Faith knew that when it was released it swept down her sister's back like a damned dream, making her look like royalty. Like a queen when she was all glammed up and making an effort.
Faith's own black hair was more like their mother's had been: stick straight and boring as hell. Her slight frame and general failure to gain any sort of athletic ability were from her mother as well. It was infuriating, especially when they had both wanted to take gymnastics classes and she watched Crissy doing cartwheels and handstands while the coach had very kindly offered to keep her in the classes though she would never, ever compete. Ever.
Crissy took more after their father, with her sparkling smile and outgoing personality and athletic ability. He had looked like a fairytale prince, they both agreed, and Crissy looked like a fairytale prince's daughter. 
Faith wasn't jealous. Usually. She had other skills that made up for it. And, of course, she had her mother's gifts as well. They both did to an extent, but Faith got the greater share, just like Crissy got more of their father's athleticism.
"I bet it does, it's been shut up for ages. When was the last time we were up here?" Crissy laughed as she managed to finally free the strap of the duffel with all her clothes in it. She glanced around and smiled when she saw her daughter dancing around the half-wild lawn and picking buttercups and dandelions. "I think Kaylee was a toddler. She was just starting to walk, remember?" Crissy pulled another bag from the car and walked up the steps to the porch.
Faith snickered. "I remember. She kept landing on her butt and you kept freaking out that she was going to get hurt."
They both turned to look at the girl in question, not quite five years old and adventurous and eyeing a tree as if considering its climbability. Hell, she probably was. The kid didn't know the meaning of the word fear. Or, unfortunately, the meaning of the word careful.
Faith jiggled the key in the lock again and something finally clicked and the door swung open at last, blasting her with stale air as if the cabin had been holding its breath. "Why haven't we come up here more often?"
"Because it's a pain in the ass to organize while juggling my kid and both of our schedules?" Crissy laughed.
"No more excuses! We do this more often from now on. Oof, let's get the windows open. I hope we cleaned out the fridge, whichever of us was up here last," she wrinkled up her face to express her opinion on the mustiness.
Still, as the sisters hurried around, opening windows and shaking out blankets and curtains, Faith found herself smiling. The cabin had barely changed since she was a girl. She felt an unreasonable joy surge through her when she looked at the ancient sofa. It was lumpy and patched where her mother had tried to cover up a small hole caused by lord knows what childhood antics. The extremely seventies floral print of the patch clashed perfectly somehow with the rust-colored sofa fabric and the cheerful quilt thrown over the whole mess to try to make up for the sins of several generations of children.
The rest of the cabin was similarly shabby but just as well-loved. Three small bedrooms held five beds between them, each with its own small collection of quilts and worn bedding. The kitchen was full of chipped cups and plastic bowls with scratched pictures printed on them, and a coffee maker that was at least twenty-five years old but somehow still worked. 
And neither she nor Crissy had ever considered replacing any of it since they came into their inheritance.
"Mom would be so mad that it's been so long," Crissy said softly as if she read Faith's mind.
"Yeah. Remember how much she loved coming up here every summer? Man, we must have been out here every weekend from the time school ended till we had to go back in the fall," Faith laughed at the memory of weekends spent running wild with Crissy through the small section of woods that belonged to them. "I think we were the only kids at that school who showed up at the end of summer unrepentantly wild."
"Well, it sure didn't help us fit in well, that's for sure,” Crissy grinned. "We didn't have a lot of friends there, but I didn't care. We had each other and Mom and Dad and the best summers ever. And we made up for it when we moved."
"To be fair, there were several reasons we didn't fit in. I'm pretty sure that Mom's special talents weren’t the only reason. She was still different enough even without that. Not a lot of our classmates had seen such an unrepentant hippie, let alone an Asian one,” Faith shrugged and turned back to pulling the cooler over and opening the fridge, carefully. It was thankfully empty, so she started filling it up with their supplies. She didn't like to think about the move. 
Faith had been only nine and Crissy twelve when their parents died. Just like that, their lives changed dramatically. They were pulled out of school and away from the home they'd shared with their parents and sent to live with their dad's sister, Lucy. 
Aunt Lucy was a sweet woman and did her best to raise two heartbroken little girls more used to playing outside and getting filthy 'hunting' in the park than to dressing up like princesses and pretending to find Prince Charming. Aunt Lucy, however, lived and worked in Los Angeles, and while she tried to get them all outside to hike as much as she could, her job was demanding, and the city intruded even into the wilder spaces. It was nothing like the small northern California town they had been used to, but Aunt Lucy tried, bless the woman.
Faith had hated it.
She hated everything about the city– cities in general, in fact, made her teeth itch. The first thing Faith did after she graduated high school was to come back to the town she had started in— with Chrissy following enthusiastically not even a month later— and worked her way through community college while working as a waitress at the local diner. Aunt Lucy helped as much as she could, and when Faith turned 21, she had come into her inheritance as well which put her over the top as far as getting set up for her happy, small-town life.
Now she was settled in her own home, down the street from the house she spent the first nine years of her life in. That house was now occupied by Crissy and Kaylee, inherited along with this cabin when they came of age.
Faith finished emptying the cooler and the bag of dry goods they had packed and frowned at the empty bag.
"Crissy? Where's the coffee?" Faith called out the front door. She stood up from where she crouched by the fridge and wandered out the door to lean on the porch railing and laugh at Crissy trying to do a cartwheel on the lumpy grass. She was significantly less graceful at it now than she had been when they were kids. Kaylee was rolling on the ground with laughter.
"Been a day or two since you practiced, hasn't it?" Faith laughed and joined them.
An hour, and about a million grass stains later, all three of them were lying in the trampled grass, grinning like lunatics and staring at the sky. Kaylee was snuggled in between her mom and her aunt and Faith couldn't think of a better way to spend her time than playing on the lawn with her niece and her sister.
Life was pretty good.
"Hey, what was that you were yammering on about when you came outside?" Crissy asked after a while.
"Oh! Hah!" Faith laughed. "We forgot to pack coffee. Tomorrow morning could turn into a bloodbath."
"Oh good lord no," Crissy sat up and glared wildly at Faith, gasping and clutching her chest dramatically. "We shall surely perish!"
Kaylee giggled and Faith tried to keep a straight face even though she felt the smile tugging at her lips. 
"Aunt Faith's so mean in the mornings without her coffee," Kaylee giggled again. "Like a monster! Aunt Monster!"
"GRAAAR!" Faith growled and rolled over to tickle Kaylee, who squealed with laughter again and squirmed her way free somehow, running across the lawn.
"You wind her up again, you calm her down," Crissy grinned. "I'll go into town by myself."
"Wait, what?" Faith turned to glare at her sister. 
"You heard me!" Crissy laughed and scrambled to her feet. "I'll grab some coffee and if there's anything that looks good for snacks. I think s'mores supplies are in order, as well!"
"Ooooh, that's genius!" Faith smiled broadly. "Okay, that's a deal. Coffee and chocolate and marshmallows in exchange for babysitting and bed-making from Auntie Faith."
Crissy snickered and stepped back just before Kaylee tackled Faith back to the grass. "I'll leave you to it, then." She brushed off the grass and other bits of lawn debris she had stuck all over her, completely missing a long bit of dandelion chain that Kaylee had abandoned after three flowers that was stuck somehow to her collar, and headed to the car.
"Well, Kaylee-bee, it's just you and me!" Faith sang out and Kaylee grinned.
"Ice cream for dinner!" Kaylee cheered.
"Shhh!" Faith found it difficult to shush her niece and laugh at the same time.
"I heard that!" Crissy called over her shoulder as she slid into the driver's seat. "That explains why she was still so wired the last time I left her at your place when I had a date!"
"Just go! Coffee is life!" Faith shouted. She chased Kaylee around the yard for another few minutes after Crissy drove off before herding the girl inside.
"Okay, Kaylee-bee, I volunteered us to get this place a bit more habitable for this week. What should we do first?"
"There's suitcases in the living room!" Kaylee pointed. "That's not right. And I know you said we would make the beds, right?"
"That's right. They're just case-less pillows under a pretty quilt right now. They need sheets! And pillowcases! And monsters!" 
Kaylee giggled. "No monsters!"
"Sure, why not? It's not like the monsters under the bed stay there all the time!" Faith told her, her laughing smile refusing to stay hidden like she was trying to keep it. She gathered up the bags and Kaylee's backpack and headed down the short hallway. "Can you imagine how bored those poor monsters would get in a place like this? They only have little girls to scare maybe once every few years! Poor, sad, lonely monsters."
Kaylee laughed. "Aunt Faith! There's no such thing as monsters!" 
"Let's see, now," Faith said. "Which room do you want?"
Kaylee raced in and out of the bedrooms and finally picked one with two beds and the afternoon sunshine pouring into it.
"These are the best quilts here!" Kaylee declared. Faith grinned and had to agree. They were the ones she and Crissy had slept under themselves when they were kids, both made of soft pink and yellow and blue squares, seemingly stitched together at random. They looked like they had once been several other blankets or sheets that had been cut up and recycled into quilts by someone's grandmother. 
That was likely exactly what happened, in fact. Faith's grin turned into a small smile as the faint memory of her grandmother bustling around the kitchen here, whipping up cookies or muffins or something with a small smudge of flour on her cheek. This cabin held so many wonderful memories.
"Well, whip those quilts off there, girl!" Faith shook herself out of the memory. "We have sheets to tuck and pillows to case and monsters to rent space to!"
Kaylee giggled and did as she was directed, and the rest of the afternoon turned out to be one of the best Faith had in recent memory. They really had to get up here more often.
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Faith had trouble remembering why they hadn't prioritized coming out here. Sure there had been reasons, but it felt now like they had been making excuses. It was bittersweet to think about coming here without their parents, it was true, but the good so greatly outweighed the bad in Faith's mind. It felt like Kaylee was blooming before their eyes after even just one day in the woods. 
The weather was perfect, seemingly just for them. Hot enough to make swimming in the small creek the ideal way to spend the afternoon, but cool enough that hikes and picnics weren't uncomfortable. The rain held off on their third day until they were safely inside for dinner, then provided a glorious summer thunderstorm that they could sit on the porch with s’mores and enjoy watching. Even Kaylee loved it, despite the thunder.
That evening, after Kaylee had passed out hard in her bed, freshly washed and wrapped up in the cozy quilt but somehow still smelling of sunshine and creek water, Crissy flopped down on the old sofa with a bottle of wine and two plastic tumblers.
"Classy!" Faith grinned over at her sister. "Plastic souvenir cups for the wine. I feel romanced already!"
Crissy threw a pillow at her. "Bite me," she said, faking a grumpy attitude. "You want to bring cut crystal goblets to the cabin, you go right ahead."
"Nah," Faith laughed. "Frank's Fried Fish and Bait Shack's line of fine dinnerware is good enough for me."
They both smiled and laughed while Crissy poured a surprisingly decent white wine into the cheap cups. 
"I'm impressed with the wine selection out here these days," Crissy said, sinking back into the lumpy cushions with a satisfied sigh. "Not that I was paying much attention to it when we were kids, I grant you, but still. I can't imagine there was the same variety. There were some good beers there, too, but tonight felt like a wine night."
"I'll allow it," Faith agreed. She sipped her wine and enjoyed the crisp coldness for a moment. "So, what's had you so tense these past couple of weeks? Don't think I haven't noticed. And this trip was somewhat abrupt, not that I regret coming out here in the slightest."
Crissy sighed. The stress immediately returned to her posture and her shoulders tightened.
"I've been getting creepy phone calls lately. Just some jerk who got my phone number and calls to breathe heavily at me. So stupid and last century, but still gross. And there's been a guy hanging out near Kaylee's preschool. And another guy with the same vibe was hanging around the neighborhood. Neither of them have talked to us or anything, but the way they watch us..." Crissy shivered and that conveyed her thought on the subject just fine without the words. She shrugged. "I guess I hoped that if I blocked the number and left town for a bit, it would all blow over, you know? Seems okay so far."
"Well, if you did block the number," Faith pointed out. "You might not know if it blew over."
Crissy shuddered. "Thanks. I feel much better now." She shot Faith a flat stare.
Faith shrugged. "Sorry, but it's true. Where do you think the creep got your number?"
"No idea. Probably the internet. God knows you can find anything on the internet," Crissy seemed to deflate. "I just didn't want it affecting Kaylee, you know? She picks up on things so damn fast. And I haven't seen anyone here in town."
"So, you're up here to get loose of a stalker. Thanks for the warning, sis," Faith kept her tone joking to keep the tension from creeping back.
"I'm not sure I'd elevate him to 'stalker' status, but yeah. Basically," Crissy shrugged again and took another sip of her wine. "Damn, that's an empty cup!" Crissy grabbed the bottle and refilled her drink.
Faith nodded. She understood Crissy’s attitude. For a kid, Kaylee was remarkably sharp. She paid attention to the people around her and how they were doing. Faith had the feeling that Kaylee was perfectly aware of her mom's stress, and also of her mom's reluctance to talk about it.
Kaylee also had an excellent sense of who was trustworthy and who wasn't. She had more than proven that fact when the barista at the coffee shop was trying to give her a free cookie and she looked at him and said flat out that she knew he was only pretending to be nice to her because he wanted to ask her mom out. His stunned expression was enough confirmation for Crissy, who thanked him very much and never went back to that shop.
"Well, nobody in town but that delicious-looking guy at the grocery?" Faith tried to break the tension a bit. The stress lines that were evident on Crissy's face as she spoke and the tight way she held her shoulders were so unlike the brash, confident woman she usually was that Faith was a little freaked out.
"Mmmm, he was tasty, wasn't he? Too bad he was there with his whole family," Crissy sighed. "All the good ones are taken... So! Speaking of boys. Any luck with your own social life? Any new guys I need to threaten against breaking my little sister's heart?"
Faith groaned. "No, Cris, geez. When have I had the time to date anyone?" As subject changes went, this was a perfect choice. Well, not perfect for avoiding embarrassment, but it would definitely help her sister relax, so she'd take it.
Crissy raised her eyebrow and narrowed her eyes. "If you would stop taking on so much damn work that you can't breathe, you'd have plenty of time to date someone. That's the joy of freelancing, after all, right? Making your own schedule? You took the time to come here with us at the last minute, taking the time for a date should be easy."
"How do you think I managed to get two weeks free to come up here? I shuffled my projects around and squeezed the time out. As it is, I'm going to have to find some internet somewhere and get an hour or so of work in, before too much longer."
"Don't dodge the question, sis."
Faith sighed and drained her own glass– er, cup.
"Crissy..."
"Faith."
"You know perfectly well how much men suck," Faith said, pouring the last of the wine. She glanced pointedly at the room in which Kaylee was sleeping. "Your baby-daddy didn’t even leave you a phone number, let alone helped raise his kid.”
"Don't start with me, miss one-bad-apple-spoiled-my-life. I had a one-night stand in L.A. that ended with a statistically unlikely accident, which wound up becoming the best thing to ever happen to me. He has no idea he’s got a kid so you can’t be mad at him.” Crissy stabbed a finger at Faith. "You let a slimy jackass talk you into a few dates– after I warned you about him, I might add– and then when you found out he was going out after your dates to troll the clubs, you shut yourself down. And now we're done wallowing in self-pity, it's been a year and a half. I'm signing you up for some online dating site or something when we get back."
"Crissy!" Faith groaned. She knew that her sister meant it, was the worst part. "Come on, why do I need to date to be happy? I'm fine. Besides, Dad set the standards way too high. I'm never going to find a guy like that so I'm not going to bother. I'm perfectly happy on my own."
"Uh-huh. Sure," Crissy drew the word out as she rolled her eyes the way only sisters can.
"You suck."
"Not lately, but hey, a girl can dream!" Crissy wiggled her eyebrows and leered at Faith. "Maybe when we get back I'll call that guy back. The one from Kaylee's favorite restaurant."
Faith cracked up. 
It was easily the best week she'd had in months, and it had only been a few days.
* * *
"Aunt Faith! I'm all done!"
Kaylee's voice rang out through the cabin and Faith grinned at the sound. It was just her and Kaylee in the cabin at the moment, making sure that all the mud was out of Kaylee's hair. Chasing frogs was all well and fine, but Kaylee had needed to be convinced that they don't belong in the house. Then she had to be convinced that she didn't belong moving into the frog's house either.
"Are you sure? Really, really Kaylee-bee?" Faith wandered down the hallway toward the bathroom. Between the two adults, they had finally coaxed the mudball formerly known as Kaylee into the yard to get hosed off then into the shower to get washed, by making promises about baking brownies. This meant that someone had to go to the grocery in the nearby small town and get brownie making supplies.
And more marshmallows. Because there's no excuse for staying in a cabin and not having marshmallows, Kaylee had explained. Faith was pretty sure the kid was onto something.
"Really, really! See?" Kaylee threw open the bathroom door and revealed herself, all wrapped up in a towel, her hair half combed, but clean enough to qualify in Faith's book.
"As long as there's not going to be any mud on your pillowcase in the morning, I'm convinced," Faith laughed. "Now scoot on into your room and get some clothes on. Your mom'll be back soon and we don't let chefs into the kitchen if they're not dressed. The health inspectors would shut us down so fast!"
"Aunt Faith, there's no specters! There's no such thing as ghosts!" Kaylee giggled but dashed into her room.
"Inspectors, sweetie. That means people who come and look really hard for something wrong and then write a really long report about it and send other people to stop us from doing things," Faith said. "Like making the best brownies ever known!"
Kaylee giggled again and went dashing off into her room. Faith smiled. She hadn't been convinced that her sister hadn't lost her damn mind when she got pregnant with Kaylee and insisted on raising her on her own, but the kid had turned out to be the light of both their lives. Aunt Lucy was completely charmed, too, and was determined to fill in for all of the girl's lost grandparents.
Faith headed back to the kitchen, popping her laptop onto the breakfast table and double-checking the recipe they had settled on. It seemed entirely ridiculous but then smores brownies while at a cabin was significantly less silly than when they were back home. At least here it was a reasonable thought that they might work off all those calories. 
Faith smiled to herself and stood up to start making a new pot of coffee. Keeping up with Kaylee was a workout all by itself. Who needed a gym membership when they had her?
She scooped the grounds into the basket then dropped it back into place and pulled the pitcher out to carry it to the sink. As the water ran into it she glanced out the window, letting her mind drift around between thoughts. Kaylee thumped around in her room. A bird startled out in the woods and went flying away from the trees, protesting loudly. Some other animal had disturbed it.
She shut the water off and poured it into the reservoir and put the carafe back into its slot, and flipped the switch, starting the machine to gurgle itself from separate ingredients to that life-giving elixir known as coffee. Faith grinned as a poster she almost bought the other day popped back to her mind. It was black with white cursive writing on the front, like words forming out of the steam that drifted out of a cauldron-shaped cup, and it said I'm a witch! Every morning I brew a magic potion from beans! 
Maybe she would pick it up after all. Crissy's birthday was coming up soonish. She could get them one each. Crissy would be amused at the semi-truth behind the flippant words.
"Aunt Faith?" 
Something in Kaylee's voice snapped Faith out of her mental wandering. "Yeah, sweetie?"
"Did you hear something weird?" Kaylee popped around the corner where the open living room fed into the hallway. Her hair was still half-combed, but she wore shorts and a blue t-shirt with a glittery rainbow and had sandals on her feet. That counted as dressed to Faith.
"No, I didn't, but then I wasn't paying attention," Faith said. "I was making coffee."
Kaylee grinned. "No Aunt Monster here!"
"Ha ha ha," Faith crouched over and reached for Kaylee, drawing her niece close and wrapping her up in a hug. "I'll give you Aunt Monster!"
Faith blew a raspberry on the side of Kaylee's neck and danced her fingers over her ribs.
"No! Aunt Faith! No tickles!" Kaylee dissolved into shrieks and giggles and Faith felt the world right itself. Everything was better when Kaylee was happy. 
The low growl outside the back door was quiet but still managed to drown out the joyful sounds. Both Faith and Kaylee froze at the sound.
"What the hell is that?" Faith's voice was soft now as well, and Kaylee shrank into her arms.
"That's the sound I heard," she said.
"Maybe it's a bear? Stay back here, behind the sofa. I'm going to look," Faith said. She gave Kaylee a little push, then turned toward the kitchen. 
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Faith stepped close enough to the window to peek out and immediately wished that she hadn't.  
What the hell IS that thing? As soon as she thought it, four more of the things slunk out from the cover of the woods. Whatever they were, they were nasty, and they were coming towards the house.
They looked more movie monsters than any kind of real dogs she could think of. Or… wolves? These creatures were way bigger and way more mangy-looking than any wolf she had ever heard of, with red eyes and teeth that were not just there for decoration. The growling stopped and for a moment the only sound was the gurgling drip from the coffeemaker. 
One of the creatures swung its heavy head around and looked right at her through the window, making her yelp and scramble back from the kitchen. 
The front. They'd go out the front and... shit. Crissy had the car. 
Well, then, they'd stay inside. The doors were closed, so they should be safe. Wolf… things... whatever they were, they didn't have thumbs, so they couldn't open the doors, right? She reached into her pocket for her phone to call Crissy and warn her. Maybe she could bring some hunters or a SWAT team or something?
The back door rattled and she imagined the– screw it, she was calling it a wolf, though she had a feeling that she was insulting real wolves everywhere. She imagined the wolf sniffing at the door, pawing at it. Kaylee whimpered.
Faith hurried over to her niece and wrapped her in a tight hug. "Don't worry, Kaylee-bee. I'm right here. Those things are outside and we're safe in here, okay?"
Kaylee just nodded, her eyes wide and scared. Faith swallowed and glanced back over her shoulder at the door. The wolf-thing was now banging against it and the growling had started again.
Faith's mind flashed back to her mother and a conversation from so long ago she could barely even remember it. Monsters aren't real, she had assured Faith. They're just your imagination putting a form to your fears. She shook her head to try to clear it because her fears never tried to break down a door. She had to focus on the present, and she fumbled her phone out of her pocket.
The first crashing bang made her jump and her phone went flying, skittering across the floor to slide under the table. The imagined-form-of-her-fears was trying to break through the door.
"What the hell?" Faith whispered and Kaylee whimpered again and pressed herself against Faith's leg. She had just enough time to reach down and smooth her hand down Kaylee's shoulder when the wooden for frame splintered, cracked, and gave way. "Stay behind me, Kaylee-bee."
The monster wolf growled– a sound that rumbled against her brain like a buzz saw before it swung its head around, nose and ears twitching. Its crimson gaze landed on her and she would swear the damned thing smiled. She didn't even think, flinging her free arm up and pulling on the few lessons that her mother had managed to pass down before she died. The power tingled as it erupted from her hand, but it formed a barrier just like she hoped it would. Just like she remembered.
The dog-thing in front launched itself at her and slammed into the magic shield, the impact reverberating up her arm and she hissed with the shock.
Another of the things shoved through the door, its matted fur catching in the splinters that had recently been the door frame. Faith couldn't quite get her mind to accept that these creatures were not only real but were in the cabin's kitchen. Claws that made her think of dinosaur movies dragged across the wood floor but barely left scratches. Some tiny, vaguely rational part of Faith's brain was impressed at how delicately and carefully the creature was putting its paws down.
The rest of her brain was nearing panic.
The first wolf-thing slammed into her shield again and Faith gritted her teeth together. She kept one hand wrapped around Kaylee's shoulders, holding the girl's face into her side to keep her from seeing these monsters while the girl whimpered. 
Up close she could see that the dog-things weren't actually gigantic, only eye-level with her hips, but they were dense with muscle. The huge claws were matched by teeth that were revealed by the snarling jaws, and those horrifying red eyes... 
She pushed her power through her arm, strengthening her shield where it glimmered faintly in front of them. Her mother's words flitted through her mind, warning her to never, ever use her magic in public where anyone could possibly see her. 'They'll find you and they'll kill you, baby. So make sure you only ever use your power when you know you are alone and safe, and that nobody can see you.”
Well, Mom. Sorry to break that rule, but I think this would be considered a special circumstance. Not that I know if these things can talk or tell anyone or... god what the hell are these things?
The monster growled, low and angry, and the sound went straight to her monkey brain and activated just about every flight instinct she had. If she and Kaylee weren't backed into a corner, literally, she might have tried it. Although, weren't you supposed to never run from a predator? 
Whatever, her shield would only last so long. The second of the monsters flung itself at her and snarled when it bounced off her shield. The impact reverberated up her arm again making her flinch slightly, and she realized that she had less time than she had thought. The first monster noticed her reaction and it growled a bit louder before lowering its head and charging her.
Damn, that hurts! She bit her lip to stop a sob. This wasn't anything like her practice sessions or her childhood tousles with Crissy. She didn't remember the pebbles
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