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​Chapter One
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Mila Warren sat up in bed as the name, “Stefan,” whispered from her lips. A bit of desperation, fear, maybe need thrown in too. Her soul reached out to the nameless faceless male in her dreams, the name forgotten as soon as it came. Her soul called out, reaching for the connection. Reaching for answers.

Scrubbing her face with her hands, she sighed. She had been having the same nightmare for as long as she could remember. A nightmare she didn’t experience every night, thankfully. She wasn’t sure she could handle it if she did. It left her drained. Aching for answers that eluded her all her life. Some nights it left her body aching in other ways.

A name.

There was always a name she whispered, but she never recalled what it was. As soon as it left her lips, it was forgotten. Never reaching her ears. She set her cell phone to record all night, as well as a camera. Everything else she could think of to help her know what name she called out failed.

Static.

Static was all she heard, all that was recorded. Mila gave up. On the rare occasion someone stayed over they said, “I heard you talking, but don’t remember what you said.”

Never remembered.

Only thing she, or anyone else could ever recall, was that it was a name. One name. One name that rolled easily off her tongue, from her lips, as if spoken a million times. Whispered through so many lifetimes she knew it by heart.

What name was so powerful as to erase memories? To cause electrical devices to malfunction? What name was such a secret?

Sweat clung the clothes to her body. The tank top and shorts were plastered to her skin. Mila threw the covers off, letting the chill of the night dry her skin, hoping to breathe. She took a deep breath in the silence. Shadows covered every surface.

Mila ran a hand through her hair, then climbed from bed. She plodded barefoot across the chilly wooden floor, into the adjoining bathroom to get a glass of water. Never turning on a light, she moved with expert ease through the gloom, her body on fire.

The heat seemed sweltering in her room—despite not having a heater—so she went over to the window, set her glass on the sill, unlatched the window, then threw it open. The cool night air spilled into her room, dispelling some of the heat from her flesh.

She inhaled as deeply as she could, tasting the clean air with her soul. Breathing in the early morning dew along the grass and the boughs of the cedars. The evergreen’s crisp notes smelled almost sweet. The full moon reached out to say hello and welcome again. A blue aura drifted around the edges.

“Always the same,” she whispered, not that she needed to since she lived alone. “When the moon is full, and the aura is blue, Mila will wake.”

As the gentle breeze caressed her flesh, Mila drank her water. Beyond, a thin crest of yellow lined the horizon. Day beginning to break. Five in the morning or thereabouts, she figured, not bothering to check the clock. Her instincts were strong.

Beneath her, a shadow moved across the lawn. The wind stirred a bush under the large trees that surrounded her property. The trees stood tall and proud against the backdrop of the navy blue sky, twinkling stars slowly drifting from view. Soon to be replaced by the sunrise.

The bush drifted back with the wind, deeper into the shadows of the hulking cedar’s trunk.

Mila blinked and placed her drink down, then flattened both palms on the windowsill so she could lean out. The bush no longer existed, the wind never did. She straightened up, but kept a close eye on that corner of her yard. No movement. Anywhere.

“Must’ve been an animal,” she murmured. Could have been a grizzly bear, maybe a wolf, but she’d never seen such a large wolf. Animals didn’t typically venture too close to her yard, and certainly not sneaking about with that sort of awareness. That one only moved when she leaned out. Anything else would’ve disappeared the moment she opened the window.

She didn’t keep food scraps near the back of her yard, kept her garbage cans secured properly in their own private metal shed she built. She had no bushes to speak of anywhere within a good five hundred or more feet of her yard. It kept pesky rodents and other animals far away from her home. Also the potential creeper. It was a modest ranch property at best, and she held no interest in battling with any extra animals she didn’t have to. It was hard enough for her to deal with her chickens. Their food was cleaned up by nightfall, and precautions in place to protect them from predators. That was more than enough work when she was exhausted and just wanted to go to bed.

Mila was too busy during the day for pets, and not particularly fond of altering her ways to accommodate any emergencies that could crop up. Short of a dangerous disease or anything that prevented them from being eaten, if one of her chickens—none had names—were bad off, it became her dinner.

The sky had begun to lighten, the line beyond gradually fading into a sunrise. “May as well prepare for the day’s schedule.”

On tap for the morning was widow Giles. The woman had been coming to see Mila for many years. Ever since she lost her husband Josiah. Mila tried to tell the woman he was dead, but Lila wouldn’t listen. On the days she did believe Mila, then she hoped Mila would try to contact Josiah.

Worse for Mila was the one day she heard a whisper in her ear that seemed to be Mr. Giles. It frightened Mila as much as the widow because Mila was a seer, and not the best. She hadn’t expected to hear anything. Hadn’t ever expected to contact Mr. Giles. But she had. She got the impression of a genial old man. He spoke the name Kennedy. Mila didn’t mention it. Not that it felt affair-ish. Just didn’t seem right. She told Lila that wherever Josiah was, he seemed happy.

That didn’t stop Lila’s visits. She wanted that connection. Mila understood. She too craved that depth in a connection. That sort of intensity that could overcome anything, even death.

Things hit Mila out of nowhere like that more than she called upon them. It wasn’t that her visions didn’t always come true. Sadly they did, and more often than not, the truth came too late.

What nobody understood—save for her clients—was that the future could never be predicted. Not completely. Because of free will, because of the little things that could take place, there were so many variables that changed what happened, or destroyed it.

Even a simple cough could realign the entire prediction for an individual. Mila wasn’t a future predictor. She received visions, could tap into the past, but she could not, as she adamantly explained to new customers, could not predict or change a person’s path. The fates were incredibly funny that way.

For those who weren’t serious and wanted to play, Mila knew. So when they asked for a lotto number prediction, she gave them the numbers from the past lotto. When they came back after her she explained that it was what they asked for. They had to be incredibly careful about asking fates for help in such a thing. Money and success came to those who worked hard, the fates would not give such a thing for free. Not without severe loss.

Dangerous things happened and dangerous entities were involved in any freebies. They didn’t want to cross that path. They had no idea what they asked for then.

For those who didn’t buy it and attempted to hurt her because of it. . . Well, that was what all those self-defense teachers had been for. Long ago she’d felt she may need extra help in that department. One could never be too careful when one dealt with a variety of people.

She flipped the coffee pot on, then shoved two slices of bread into the older styled aqua toaster. After that she plodded past the large window over the double sink to the fridge to get the butter and huckleberry jam. Mila froze in the center of the kitchen before having reached the fridge.

Behind her the coffee pot bubbled and boiled away, heating the water and dripping it through the coffee grounds. The wonderful aroma of the Columbian beans filled her kitchen, but didn’t distract her heightened senses from what caused her to stop moving.

The kitchen overlooked the backyard. A homey country kitchen, fairly decent sized among the white house she called home. There was an island to her right and stools under the overhang for people to come and gather while she cooked. A small booth beyond that many times held neighbors coming over for a cup of coffee or her infamous biscuits they held so dear.

While they rattled on and drank coffee, ate a biscuit smothered in honey, they’d often talk to her, and one another. Her home was a gathering place. Her customers knew they were one hundred percent allowed to hang out before and after her readings. They often did. So did children who came by.

Mila wasn’t particularly interested in having her own children, but enjoyed listening to children playing in her backyard. The yard was large and open. Not so open that she didn’t notice a shadow moving near a large cedar outside the window. Maybe twenty feet away.

The movement of the shadow wasn’t near the same tree she’d seen earlier from her bedroom. In fact, this one was a tad closer. Not by much certainly, but closer. That entire idea unnerved the hell out of her.

Someone was watching her. Intent on it too by the looks of it.

This time Mila couldn’t deny it was a stray bear wandering through. From the corner of her eye she caught it shift inside the shadows. Continuing to the fridge, she casually made it seem as if she hadn’t seen anything. If it was a person, she didn’t want to alert them.

In the meantime, against the backdrop of the aroma of coffee calling her name, Mila ducked down and slipped through the house. When she neared a window, she crouched and slipped under. She swept downstairs into the cellar and over to the side entrance.

Out the door she snuck into her side yard. Her slippers weren’t quite the outdoor wear, but she wasn’t about to take the time to grab good shoes, or ditch them. Normally, this was the reason she bought slippers that were worthy of sprinting outside, but she went through them so quick that this round she’d just grabbed the cheapest pair. They lacked the grip she needed not to slide on her butt on the dewy grass so she was careful with her steps. Quickly ducking behind a bush, she used the shadows of the trees and the large trunks to shroud her from view. The moist ground already soaked through the soles and squished coldly between her toes.

In no time, she came around the tree from behind, where the person had been the first time. Nobody was there, but that wasn’t the tree they’d hidden behind. She slid around the trunk to stare straight at the house. Where they’d been watching her from.
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​Chapter Two
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Nobody was there.

Not man.

Not beast.

Mila stepped into the main yard and studied all the trees, wiggling her cold toes in her now soaked slippers. She narrowed her eyes, attempting to see into the shadowy corners, but still saw nothing.

Checking if her watcher left anything behind, she found nothing more than a few large animal prints in the dirt. A bit deeper than a man or woman would leave, which meant the animal was heavy. That didn’t seem right. What animal would stalk around her yard, only to leave without a trace? She knelt down and pressed her fingers to the tracks.

The very moment her fingertips brushed the imprint in the dirt, Mila fell back on her butt with a gasp. A cascade of pain crept through her head and a white light flashed. It was a tall beast standing there with his back to her, watching her home. Fur covered every inch of his body from head to foot. A long snout slipped around the edge of the tree.

The white light flashed again and her body jerked. She was sitting on the cold dirt surrounding the trunk of the large tree. Moisture soaked through to her bottom so she struggled back up to a standing position, trying to brush dirt off, only making her hands as filthy as the rest of her. Mila took in the outline of her yard, the other trees, then her house.

Lycaen.

What in the hell was a werewolf doing on my property?

Once more she scanned the outline of her yard, hoping to spot something, taking her precious time. She placed her grimy hands on her hips, tapping the index finger of her right hand against her hip. That the one was seen was strange enough. Werewolves weren’t exactly an average beast. They survived all this time without most people knowing about them because they were adept at hiding. Because they heard amazingly well, the creature may have heard her the moment her door opened, or when she snuck down the stairs into the cellar for that matter.

But why. Why would a werewolf come here? They didn’t usually dare come onto her property. Most people didn’t come onto her property. Not the ones who didn’t know her, or take the time to get to know her. She crossed her arms as the cold began to get to her. They were afraid of her. It wasn’t her fault. When she suffered a vision, her eyes tended to brighten. She saw a flash of light, then the individual in front of her watched her sapphire eyes turn crystal blue.

Unusual was the term some used. Most of them tended to prefer “frightening.” Eyes that changed color were frightening? How could that possibly be? Some eyes naturally changed color with the seasons or their emotions. The difference with her was the simple fact that they changed within a second’s time.

Mila sighed. “If you don’t want me to see you, you won’t be seen. You didn’t expect me to see you that first time did you? So who the hell are you?”

She knew werewolves well. On her travels, she came across them, and her best friend was one. So it wasn’t surprising a werewolf stalked about the premises. What was shocking was that it would.

Who are you? If you know me, you know that you cannot hide yourself from me for long. Which was the reason the male wasn’t in his human form. He knew enough about her to be careful not to show himself while stalking her. He also knew her well enough that he remained the beast to keep her from seeing his face, even in a vision. That meant he had skill. He was smarter than most.

The man was good.

Not good enough.

Mila went back into her house and threw her now filthy clothes and slippers into the hamper, then took a quick shower, got dressed. She scarfed her hard cold toast with gummy jam—thanks to her morning visitor—slugged the coffee, and just when she was about to finish the coffee, the knock came at the front door. She set the cup in the sink. Ensuring no crumbs remained on her shirt from her toast, Mila rushed down the hall to the door.

Pausing to take a deep breath, she opened the door and smiled. “Good morning, Lila.”

Lila looked a mess as usual. It was their anniversary. Every other day of her life, she was well put together for an old woman. She was as beautiful as they all were. Age did her no wrong. Today however, her hair hadn’t been combed, she wore no makeup. Her brown eyes scoffed at Mila as she brushed past.

The grandson, Carl, watched his grandmother enter the house with a shake of his head, then thumped into the driver’s seat and shut the door with a bang. He never came in, only waited outside. Lila was a bit worse today. If he looked that aggravated, Lila must have been worrying him over and over with the speeches she enjoyed.

“Well? Are we getting on with it?” Lila’s brusque voice snapped over her shoulder, not even fully in the room yet herself. Money gave her an edge when dealing with most. Not with Mila.

Mila gently closed the door. Lila went down the hall and turned left into the former extra living room, which served now as Mila’s card reading room most days. People preferred her to read from her tarot deck—they thought it was extra special compared to most—or they liked her to see things for them. The cards helped Mila tune in, but she never read them as is.

Most of the time, if a customer wanted a vision, or for Mila to attempt to contact the dead, she didn’t set the table up at all. They sat together on the couch. It was a very homey and comfortable room, just like the rest of the house. It wasn’t possible to contact the dead, but it gave them peace. Mila always explained that it may not happen and they were okay with that.

The curtain thwacked back and forth, the small crystals tinkling against one another, as Lila made her way through. Mila followed, the crystal curtain barely moving, and went about lighting the candles in the room. She also started a fire in the fireplace.

After five minutes of staring into the flames, thinking through what went on in the backyard, and mentally clearing her energy, Mila sat across from Lila.

“Good morning, Lila,” she said with a smile.

“What’s good about it?” the old woman croaked.

“Good morning, Lila,” Mila repeated patiently, not erasing the smile from her face. 

Lila narrowed her eyes. After a full hard minute of glaring at Mila, attempting to make her back down, or shut up, she sighed. Lila adjusted her body in the seat and her eyes twinkled, but . . . she refused to give into the smile. “Good morning, Mila.”

Mila tipped her head toward Lila and reached out, palm up. “Shall we get started?”

“Don’t think for one moment that you earned any points with me, missy.”

Mila pressed her lips together in a tight line, and stuck out her bottom lip.

The old woman laughed. “I swear you are too much.”

A soft laugh escaped Mila. “Lila, if I were half as afraid of you as the rest of the world, you’d never come back. We both know you adore me and my services.” Lila hrmphed. “I’m sorry that you’re having a bad day. It’s a pleasure to see you.”

“Only because that means I’m still alive,” she said, rolling her shoulders and slumping back down. “You’ll get your money, don’t you worry.”

“That’s very insulting.”

After another minute of staring Mila down, Lila finally relented. “I’m sorry, child. I had a bad dream last night.” Her eyes grew red and tears built. “I miss him so.”

Mila tightened her fingers over Lila’s own plush hand. “We’ll see what we can come up with today. The dream merely means you two are connected. Remember if it’s frightening, they aren’t there. That’s just a projections of your own fears and your grief, feeling the loss. He comes to visit you when it’s peaceful, like you’re hanging out. That love is beautiful, not disastrous. I know you feel lonely, but your grandson is out there. I’m here. You’re not alone.”

Lila straightened her shoulders and snatched her hand back. The tears were blinked back and she resumed the hard look that frightened most away. She motioned to Mila. “Well?”

Mila nodded and shuffled the cards. “Focus on your question. We’ll start with the cards, we’ll see where it goes.”

Lila gave her a curt nod. “Not as if I have a choice.”
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​Chapter Three
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Mila waved goodbye to Lila and Carl as they drove off down the gravel driveway. The sun began to dip down behind the horizon, casting gentle purple and blue hues through the sky. The gravel crunched under the tires of Carl’s sedan. Dust swirled around the car. A crow cawed from the top of one of the trees. It almost seemed to be keeping an eye on her. Stirred by the passing of the car, it took flight.

The crow flies so time for Mila to as well.

Until the car disappeared from view, Mila stayed on her porch, watching the bumper become smaller and smaller. A soft wind stirred and the warm air brought with it the smell of hay from the farm nearby. In the near distance, the chickens clucked happily.

A hawk spotted prey nearby and the piercing hunting call cut through Mila’s reverie. She stared into the blue sky. The air stirred again and gently slid over her cheeks. The leaves in the large maple in her front yard rippled and whispered. Chills slid down Mila’s arms. Time to go.

One last project before she could leave. Mila stepped into her kitchen, mixed up some of her world famous biscuits, shoved them into the oven, cleaned the dishes she used, then shot up the stairs two at a time.

Once her backpack was filled with the essentials—a couple clean t-shirts, socks, undergarments, first aid kit, protein bars, tarot deck, metal water bottle, money, small binoculars with night vision, toothbrush and tooth powder (held up better on the road)—Mila took the bag to the front porch. She threw her jacket into the backpack as well, then set it down by the baluster. She didn’t think she’d need the coat, but as a just in case, she prepared herself.

The aroma of the biscuits filled the house. Mila rushed back inside to the oven. She grabbed a cloth and pulled the biscuits out. “Perfect.”  She smiled as she threw each golden brown fluffy disk into the cloth lined basket on the island. She cleaned up her mess, jotted a quick, Thank you! on the paper and eased it under the basket of biscuits. Once that was done, she locked her house, grabbed her pack, and zipped her keys inside the front pocket. 

Many times Mila had taken trips like these, and she’d learned the absolute essentials she needed to carry. Most of the other stuff she bought while on the move then trashed later on. She didn’t bother with a phone because she could use pay phones, and it was better to stay off the grid. The purpose was not to let anyone know exactly where she was going, where she’d be, or when she’d be back. Never understood why she had such a desire to remain hidden, but she did.

It started when she first lived on her own. She grew up in an orphanage and never knew who her parents were. One of the Sisters absolutely hated her for reasons beyond Mila’s comprehension. Sister Alice never spoke about Mila’s past. 

Well, this time Sister Alice had to tell her. It’d been years since they’d seen one another. A fire had broken out some months back. Mila hoped Sister Alice would tell her what happened, then slowly Mila would pry more information out of her.

It broke her heart to get the letter stating that Sister Mary Joseph expired in the fire. Who says expired? Tactless and thoughtless. Mila didn’t know why Sister Alice hated her so much. Sister Mary Joseph knew, but never told her, and now she died in the fire. Mila only knew her parents were dead. Although some of the other children kept their distance from Mila, she never had a problem with the orphanage or the other children. It seemed it was only Sister Alice.

Mila remained on the top step of her porch. The horizon turned a deep navy, just enough light to see by. Another hour or so and the moon would show, lighting the way for her. Off in the distance, her neighbor stood on his porch, nothing more than a shadow among shadows. She raised an arm and slowly moved it back and forth. A minute later his arm came up as well. Somewhere in the yard tree frogs began to croak. So deep for such small forms.

Butch and Nona Parker had been the couple she’d trusted to watch over her home since the first time she left. They didn’t ask for much in return. They enjoyed taking care of her chickens and were allowed to take every last egg they came across while Mila was gone. They were usually one of the homes Mila gave excess eggs to anyway because she didn’t use them all.

Butch and Nona also received a basket of freshly baked biscuits every time Mila left. It was a small gesture, but her way of saying thank you. They took such great care of the house. She never worried over anything being stolen or harmed. Butch was an old farmer who’d once been the Sheriff of their small town. A double barrel shotgun sat near his front door, and many smaller rifles hidden throughout the house. People still came to him for help, unable to fully let him retire in peace. Even he had a hard time of it, truthfully.

Nona confided in Mila one day, “I gave up trying to get him to let it go. He’s stubborn but loves it, and he’s happier when helping out.”

Mila smiled at Butch though he couldn’t see it. The sky maneuvered from bright beautiful hues to a gradual cast of darker tones, shadowing the world. She stepped off the porch, walked a few steps down the gravel pathway, then came to a stop. Mila looked back at her house, then to each side, and finally all around her. Gathering her new stalker was nowhere to be found, she hitched her backpack up her shoulder and with a last quick raise of her arm to Butch, she left.

It wasn’t unusual for her to leave at night. Mila typically did. The night covered tracks and she felt at home in the darkness. She’d spent many nights on the move while the others around her slept. Kids tucked safely in bed worried over the monsters out, moms and dads settling in for the night, relaxing. Mila was just getting started. Better than sleeping and experiencing that nightmare anyway. May not end up sleeping for another twenty four hours, which was okay by her.

Sister Alice, it’s been too long. Let’s hope you’ve grown softer in your old age.
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​Chapter Four
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Alex scanned the quaint little country home with a wary eye. The fading white boards creaked under his heavy weight as he stepped up to the front door. He inhaled every scent he could, narrowing his eyes at the red door. An old swing having seen better days, hung to the right of the porch with a small antique table holding a fern and a place for a book or cup of something to drink. Maybe both. The scent of a woman, food, nothing too unusual. He went to step back, but stuck his nose into the crook of the door again.

With another inhale, he took in her scent, deeper than before, focusing only on her smell. Warm and inviting like a cozy fire. Fire. Interesting. Smoke and flame. And . . . roses.

Memories swirled around him. He shook them off. Odd. He pounded the door.

“Can I help you?”

An old man stood behind him, as wary as he was. Dressed in a deep brown jacket over flannel shirt and jeans, the old fellow came across as casual, but Alex gathered different. A man of strength. Perhaps one who used to know command of some sort. He held himself with the air of such a man. Including the large shotgun by his side and the straight back. All signs pointed to a man calm on the outside, but inside he played out multiple scenarios of what may come ahead. So that he was prepared for anything.

Alex tilted his head toward the door. “Do you know the woman who lives here?”

“Course. What business ya have here? You a customer?”

“Customer?” So he knew about the seer. What else did he know? “Yes. We had an appointment.”

The man smirked and shook his head. “Can promise you didn’t.” 

Well, that didn’t work. 

“I’ll ask again. What business do you have with the woman who lives here?” The man used his gun to point to the house, drifting past him. Alex bristled and suppressed the urge to growl. He remained still. It had been a while since he’d seen someone so protective. Wasn’t such a bad thing. He relaxed his shoulders. Humans such as this one tended to look out for one another. More so since the woman lived alone.

As the gun drifted back to the man’s side, Alex cautiously reached out and slowly stepped forward. “My name is Alexander. I apologize. I was looking for Mila to ask for her help. One can . . . never be too cautious.” He purposely eyed the man’s gun. He’d gotten so used to the name Alex, it flowed flawlessly from his lips, no longer awkward to hear.

The old man ignored the insinuation that because he held the gun, one should be cautious of him. But he did take Alexander’s hand in a firm grip, no shake. “Butch.” Gathering that Alexander was no potential harm to Mila, which Alex didn’t intend to be, Butch said, “She’s not around.”

Hoping for more information, Alexander prodded, “Do you know when she’ll be back? It’s rather important.”

Butch narrowed his eyes. “What’s so important you come sneakin’ about?”

“Sneaking?” Alex pointed behind him. “I knocked on the door.” He cleared his throat. Becoming aggravated and defensive wouldn’t help the situation for either of them. Whatever he said could be used against him, so he had to be smart about this. He reined in his temper and explained. This man and she seemed close, so he would allow for slightly more information. It may help. “I was told she was a powerful seer.”

“What do you seek, if you don’t mind me askin’?”

Alexander took in the man and his home, sensing the path he’d come by the heat trail still drifting on the current. So many centuries, he’d learned a few things. And . . . because of her.

There was a female presence in the man’s home. A wife. With ease, Alex gathered they’d been with one another since youth. Butch held the air of a man who knew what it was like to feel a love like Alexander had known. And if he knew that sort of bond, Butch would have sympathy for others seeking it.

“Love,” he said no more.

A bit of a smile tinged Butch’s mouth. “Ah, yes. Love. She isn’t a witch my friend. She can’t make another love you.”

“No, you misunderstand. I don’t seek a new love. I seek . . . an old love,” Alex tried to explain, a note of solemnity in his reflection. “A love that has been missing.”

Butch grew serious. “Certainly not a kidnapping, I hope?”

Alexander shook his head. “No. Memory loss.”

That perked Butch’s interest. His bushy eyebrows rose. With the white hair and tall stature, he reminded Alexander of someone she once told him about. Bill, he believed. Alex found himself already developing a fondness for this gentleman. “Sorry to hear.” Alex tipped his head. “Don’t know when she’ll be back, I’m afraid. Never do.”

That was odd. This man was obviously watching her property. It made no sense for him not to know any other details. “She leaves you in charge of her home, never tells you when she’s coming back? Do you know where she went?”

“None of my business. She’ll come back. Always does. Just can’t be sure when. Could be days, weeks, even months.”

“What if she doesn’t?” Alex’s eyebrows drew together.

The old man shrugged in a tired, almost bored way, as if to say that wasn’t up to him to decide. “Always does. Eventually.”

The man took his leave with Alexander staring after him. This woman simply left her home in charge of someone else and never told them where she went, or when she’d be back? Did nobody care? How could they call themselves a friend if she weren’t open with her whereabouts? They were friends—he saw it in the man’s mannerisms when he spoke of Mila.

“You would allow a young woman to go off on her own, not know where she went, and not at all worry over her?” Alexander was beyond taken aback. Sure things had changed since . . . well, since back in his days of old, but the lack of caring on this man’s part bothered him. Bothered him in ways he didn’t know. He wasn’t entirely sure. He didn’t know this woman from the next, yet he felt . . . protective he dare say.

The man stopped some twenty feet away. He slowly turned to face Alexander with a grin that spoke of ill feelings toward Alexander. Alex once more bristled. Butch seemed to be of the belief that Alexander had lost his mind. For a second he thought so too. He’d done his best to stay under the radar—despite his ranking now—and remain in the shadows. His intention today had been to come see this woman, then leave. Nothing more.

To honor Clara Callahan’s memory, he’d sought the most powerful seers since that day. Rarely did he hear of one as powerful as this Mila was rumored to be. Here he was and where the hell was she? It took months to find her address. The woman was difficult to get ahold of. People were a little too protective of her. And very little was known about her.

Which only fueled his urge to speak with her. With all that protectiveness, this man here seemed oblivious to her wandering about on her own. That was completely contradictory to everything Alexander had seen and heard.

Something didn’t add up. She didn’t add up.

“Son, you haven’t heard enough then.” He shook his head and smirked. “Look around. We live in the heart of the wild, don’t hear any dogs roaming, do you? So then ponder on this. Where are all the wolves that tend to wander that—” he pointed behind Alex “—forest beyond?”

With another shake of his head, he left Alexander to stand there staring after him in complete shock. What was that supposed to mean? He’d never heard hints of her being his kind. He stood for a good while, staring after the old man. Assured the man was out of sight, Alexander thought he’d stroll the property before he left.

Once at the backyard, he was fully able to appreciate the size of the forest surrounding the farm lands. It wasn’t too near the properties, but it dissolved into a solemn darkness a good few miles away. Mila’s property held grand cedars. Alexander found her scent intensely around the kitchen area, as well as freshly made bread of some kind.

He roamed farther into her backyard and picked up a heady odor of unmistakable quality. With a slight tilt of his head to the sky, he brought in the scents with a deep inhale. One of the best abilities of any Lycaen was the ability to breathe in deeper, to pick out the nuances of each scent from all the others that intermingled. Easily he could stand in a crowd and find the scent of a particular gum in someone’s pocket. His age and practice, helped. It took many years to get to that point.

Alexander stared at one of the cedars closest to Mila’s home. He sensed another presence here in this yard not so long ago. He traipsed over. In the shade cast by the tree, his eyes illuminated. At once, the trace heat signature that still remained from Mila was revealed, as well as the imprint from a far larger creature.

A Lycaen.

She couldn’t have been there at the same time as the beast. Whoever it was, their heat signature wasn’t as strong as hers. She must’ve known it was there. Retracing the position of the feet, Alexander moved close to the tree and stared toward the house, which was where the toeprints indicated.

He peered around the tree. Yes. The imprint indented enough at the side of the foot to indicate the Lycaen had been leaning. Alex gripped the tree, digging his fingertips into the bark to steady himself. Placing his nose near the trunk of the tree, he took in all of the recent scents, allowing them to float through his olfactory senses. The strong odor of cedar, but not just cedar. Hints of a much bolder scent, musky, sweaty. Male. He bore a touch of leather, oil, amber, musk and spices.

A male Lycaen was here spying on her. She must have known since her scent was out here as well. The scent of the bread she’d been cooking lingered in the air, as well as the scent of smoke. Not a cigarette smoke, either. Fire. Is that a common attribute of seers? Or just . . . magical females. . . .

Who was stalking and spying on her? There was a chance she had an enemy. Maybe more than one. Even more reason for her to disappear. Alexander knelt to touch the soil near the trunk of the tree. He placed his fingertips in his mouth. A touch of her personal scent where her flesh must have been. All the scents he’d already determined, nothing important or new to gather. He spat to the side and stood. Once more he checked the forest. He gathered no sense of being watched.

With a narrowing of his eyes, many thoughts drifted through. Who was that Lycaen? Why was he watching her? Now Alex was even more curious about this woman, beyond asking her for help. She had a Lycaen stalking her, the male next door acting as if she was one, but he ruled that out. Had she been Lycaen, it would’ve covered every inch of her property. It would’ve explained why the male was watching her though.

Some males tended to pinpoint a female they wanted, then all out pursued her. No, that couldn’t necessarily be it. His next thought led to the male being young, but from the clues Alex found, he was experienced. The Lycaen kept his distance from the house, not daring to get too close. A younger wolf would have let hormones rule and gotten closer for a better view. There was no way it would’ve stayed so far away. Not with her enticing scent.

The male was intelligent enough to stay away. If Mila knew he was there and came to find him? Talk to him? Whatever her reasons for coming outside—which alone spoke volumes to risk an encounter—she’d been aware of his presence. The male didn’t risk getting too close. Satisfied in merely watching. Something Alexander would have done only if he knew her perceptions and instincts were sharp. Nothing else would’ve kept him from getting close.

He crossed his arms, his leather coat shifting near his ankles. What window was the Lycaen watching? The kitchen? Bedroom? 

Bedroom. The beast in him stirred. Alex didn’t like the idea of a Lycaen standing out here, watching her in her bedroom. In her private space. What right would he have? None. It irritated Alex, but brought on the protective and territorial nature of the wolf.

The thought flitted through Alex’s mind about not coming back when he spoke with Butch. Meeting this woman for no other reason than meeting her could potentially help him in more ways than one.

She attracted werewolves. Lycaen didn’t tend to bother with just any female. Either mating was his target, or . . . something else. Those two points remained strongest to Alexander, but one major reason touched him.

Mila attracted werewolves.

She smelled like fire and roses.

He was interested.

He needed to meet this woman.
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​Chapter Five
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As she stood in front of the drab brick building, the rain sprinkled on her upturned face. With a sigh, she hitched her backpack higher on her shoulders.

From the outside, it looked like a tomb. It was the same as she remembered. They remade the new building in the same plain fashion as the building she’d grown up in and spent so many years of her youth inside. Saving money was most likely the reason they kept things simple and redid everything just as it had been. Times hadn’t gotten any easier she’d imagine. 

“Nothing’s changed. Everything’s changed.”

Mila could’ve taken her jacket out of the backpack, but instead, she stood in the misty rain and let it fall on her bare arms. To say her stomach was in knots was putting it as mild as the day was not. Her stomach churned, twisted, and rolled like a lava pit. She took a deep breath. The idea of seeing Sister Alice sent her right back to her childhood.
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