
Chapter 3 

“Huh-wha-why are you calling me?” Laura asked, her voice 

muffled. 

“Sorry, I know you’re in bed,” I said.  She made a noncommittal 

grunt into the phone. 

“Aren’t you hungover?” She croaked. 

I was, but after last night...I was pretty sure that I’d never sleep 

again, so. 

“I need you.” 

There was silence on the other end of the phone.  I stood in the 

kitchen in my jammies staring out the little window above the sink 

watching snowflakes drift lazily to the ground.  This was a normal 

apartment, a normal warm home, but it wasn’t.  I knew that it wasn’t.  I 

looked down at my feet, warm in my Grinch Christmas socks and waited 

for Laura to say something.  I heard a man’s voice and the sound of Laura 

getting up. 

“I’ll be right there,” she said. 

I nodded, holding the phone tighter.  “Thanks,” I said, resisting 

tears. 

When she hung up, I stood looking at my phone and crying.  

Tabitha was lying to me.  I knew I wasn’t safe, but there was this hope that 

I was wrong.  She really wasn’t a monster, she was my sister.  Right?  I 
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looked at my phone again and impulsively dialed a number I should have 

dialed days ago.  It took four rings. 

“Hello?” 

Tears blurred my vision and I swayed on my feet.  “Daddy?” 

“Melody Grace, you’re up early on a Saturday, aren’t you?” 

I looked at the clock on the stove.  6:45 AM.  “Yeah, I guess.” 

“You want your mom?” 

I did.  But mostly I just wanted to hear the voice of someone I 

trusted completely ...and I wanted my mommy.  Because I am an adult. 

“Yeah, but, how are you doing?” 

“What’s wrong?” 

You know, dads totally don’t get enough credit for knowing their 

children.  I mean sure, I was pretty much blubbering into the phone so he 

didn’t need to be Sherlock Holmes to know I was upset, but he cared that I 

was. 

“I’ve just had a bad few days.” 

“Ahuh.” He was silent for a second.  I heard him clanking pots in 

the kitchen.  Rain, shine, blizzard, or head cold, Dad always cooked 

Saturday breakfast.  Because he was smitten with Mom and it was their 

thing.  “Is this something to do with...boys?” 

That produced a strained little laugh and the tears stopped.  “Not 

really.” 

He exhaled.  “Well, I’d have to get your mother for that.  Bad day 

at work I can handle, Mel.  I still think I should have splurged on chastity 

belts for both you and your sister.” 

“Dad!” 

“I’m only saying that you never need to have another man in your 

life, unless he has a good job, his name is something normal like, Robert, 

and he knows how to do woodworking.” 

“So, not Vesper?” 

He sighed very patiently and I heard him whisking something, that 

meant he was making pancakes.  I was suddenly very hungry and could 

smell them as if I were there with him and he was making them for me. 

“Is that his name?  Let me get your mother.” 

I laughed.  “No, Dad, I’m just kidding.” 

I heard my mother’s voice in the background. 
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“Your youngest,” Dad said.  I still loved how he said that.  I wasn’t 

his blood, never would be.  He’d adopted me and never thought twice about 

it.  I was his. 

“I love you, Dad.” 

He chuckled.  “I know, honey.  Here’s your mom, and don’t worry, 

Vesper probably just doesn’t realize you’re the most perfect woman in the 

world and he’s lucky you even smiled at him.” 

“Who’s a vespa?” Mom asked, as she took the phone from Dad. 

I laughed and could hear Dad explaining.  “No, Mom, there’s no 

vespa.” 

“Fine.  What are you doing up so early, Melody?” 

“I don’t know.  I couldn’t sleep.” 

“Yeah, it’s been really cold.  I understand.  Tell your sister to make 

sure that apartment is warm enough for both of you.” 

Dad said he already did turn up the heat, and he’d appreciate his 

wife not passive aggressing to their innocent child. 

“I’m not making her choose sides,” Mom scolded.  “She’s always 

with me anyway.” 

I giggled and then jumped in shock when I noticed Tabitha standing 

in the kitchen with me.  She didn’t notice me flinch and walked past me in 

her black cotton nighty to start the coffee pot and make herself breakfast.  

She had a distant look in her black eyes.  Did she really sleep in those 

contacts? 

“Just thought you’d call and say hi, huh?” Mom asked. 

“Yeah.  I know it’s been awhile since I called.  And I knew Dad 

would be up.” 

Tabitha looked at me, tilting her head and frowning. 

I mouthed “Mom”, and she rolled her eyes. 

“Did you want to come over for pancakes?” Mom asked. 

“Nah, Laura texted, that’s the other reason why I’m up.  She needs 

my advice about some guy.  She wants to go have breakfast.” 

Tabitha shook her head then disappeared down the hall as the 

coffee pot began to percolate. 

“Okay.  Well thanks for calling and chatting, honey.  I hope you 

and Laura have a good Saturday.” 
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“Thanks.”  I looked down the hall, knowing that I couldn’t talk to 

my mother about what was really bothering me.  “Love you,” I said. 

“Bye honey, come home soon.  We miss you.” 

“Miss you guys too, bye.” 

I hung up the phone and went to my bedroom, my hands shaking.  

I felt trapped in my own house.  It was quieter than it ever had been.  I got 

dressed in fleece lined black leggings, a long cotton tunic and chunky gray 

wool cardigan.  Then wound my hair up into a messy bun.  Tabitha leaned 

in the doorway to my room and I jumped again. 

“Coffee?” 

“Uh! --uh, yeah.  Thanks.  To-go though, because--” My phone 

dinged, “Laura’s here.” 

“Sure.” Tabitha disappeared down the hall. 

I’m here, barely alive.  Get your ass in this car. 

Down in a second.  Thanks. 

You’re buying me breakfast, right? 

“When will you be back?” Tabitha asked, handing me a to-go mug 

of coffee. 

“No idea.  Have a good morning!” I grabbed the mug from Tabitha 

and ran out of the apartment. 

I felt like she was watching from the kitchen window, but I couldn’t 

make myself turn to see her staring at me.  I skidded to a halt next to Laura’s 

car, threw open the door and looked my best friend in the eye. 

“Get me the hell out of here!” I slammed the door.  Laura threw her 

little Volkswagen into gear and we zoomed away from the witch who 

called herself my sister. 

 

 

*  *  *  *  * 

 

 

I want all of it, Taras. 

I flinched awake in the cold car.  Groaning and cursing, I elbowed 

the car door open and trudged off into the forest to piss. 
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“Fucking dreaming about her now, great!” Independent Alphas did 

not have sex dreams about human females.  An Alpha would take what he 

wanted, and he would never want Melody.  Humans were too weak.  I 

zipped up and walked back to the tin can.  I hated the little car.  It was 

distracting to be in it now that it had Melody’s scent lingering in it.  I leaned 

against the car, listening.  I’d driven out to the northern territory just hours 

after I’d dropped Melody off.  I had some questions that needed answers 

from any supernatural I could find.  So far, no one seemed even remotely 

interested in me. 

A wolf howled in the distance as the sun just began to rise.  I tilted 

my head, listening to the sound.  It was beautiful.  Wolf in its purest form.  

A part of me stirred at the noise, as though it knew the language and wanted 

to respond.  But, I couldn’t talk to wolves.  They weren’t afraid of me and 

would allow me close enough to pet them, but they were not us. 

“They tell me you have been here for hours.” 

I turned to see a man leaning on a tree.  He wore jeans, heavy boots 

and was literally the quintessential American lumberjack.  He took the pipe 

out of his mouth and smiled at me. 

“What?  You thought I’d be native?” 

I shrugged and closed the space between us, extending my hand.  

He shifted his axe to his left shoulder, and we shook.  He had a strong ‘my 

dick is bigger than yours’ handshake that ground my knuckles together.  I 

chuffed out a laugh.  He tilted his head at me, then laughed from deep in 

his chest. 

“What are you doing in my woods, little brother?” 

Oh, yeah, he was seven feet tall.  Did I forget to mention that? 

“Who you calling little?” I demanded to get a laugh out of him. 

He smiled.  “I have not seen Garou in my forest for some time, and 

a Russian one at that.  You lost?” 

I shook my head and crossed my arms.  Not because he was huge, 

and not because I could sense how dangerous he was, but because it was 

fucking cold.  “No, I am looking for some answers.” 

He rolled his eyes.  “They always are.  Is this the part where I take 

you back to my cabin and make you flapjacks and tell you the story of my 

life and then mention strraaaange happenings that invariably tie into your 

quest?” 
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He lifted his chin and sniffed the air the movement was subtle.  He 

frowned.  “You alone?” 

I nodded, looking back at the car.  “Just me.” 

“You smell like wolf, but also like--” He scented the air again.  

“Sunlight and power...and honey?” 

I unfolded my arms with a protective growl. 

“Ah, it’s a woman.” He laughed, then stroked his long dark beard.  

“I have not scented such power in some time.  You should get back to her 

and stay close.” 

“I don’t understand.” 

“We really have to go through everything, even the flapjacks?” He 

asked. 

“No, you could just tell me what I need to know and I could be on 

my way.” 

“It’s cold out though, a good stack of flapjacks--” 

“Are you hungry or something?” I asked, with a chuckle. 

“A little,” he admitted.  Then with a sigh.  “Fine, follow me.  Turns 

out there is something strange you’ll want to see.  Funny how these things 

work out.” 

I followed the big guy through the forest.  I didn’t know what he 

was, but I could tell he was old.  Not as old as the witch that had my mate 

under a spell, but still old.  The forest came alive as the sun peeked out over 

the horizon.  Birds began to sing and the sound of the wind through the 

pine trees was soothing. 

“This reminds me of my own home,” I offered into the silence. 

The lumberjack nodded and kept walking.  No small talk, fine.  He 

came to a stop after another twenty minutes of silent walking and I looked 

past him into a perfect circle of birch and pine trees.  In the middle was an 

ancient stone tablet. 

“Funny how these things work out,” I echoed his words. 

He nodded, then pointed to the snow by the base of the nearest tree.  

“Now, I’m saying that you need to read what’s on that old stone, but I’m 

also warning you to stay on your guard, pup.” 

I frowned, scanning the ground, then caught a glimpse of 

mushrooms.  Now that I realized what I was looking for I could smell them. 

“Fairy ring?” I asked, suspicious. 
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“Yes.” 

This changed things.  I was not so desperate for information that I 

would dare step into a fairy ring.  “Thanks, but I don’t have my Guardian.  

If I stepped into that ring, it could be centuries before I was able to free 

myself.  The danger coming now would go unchecked.  There is also 

someone I need to protect.” 

The lumberjack nodded.  “That’s fair.  You might find this 

information somewhere else, but,” he shrugged his huge shoulders, “this is 

what I have to offer.” 

I stared at the old stone.  Runes decorated it from top to bottom.  It 

was pristine.  Sunlight shimmered off it muted by the fairy ring magic. 

“Why would they protect an old stone?” I asked. 

He shrugged.  “All I can tell you is something older than you or I 

struck a bargain to make sure it was protected.” 

I narrowed my eyes at him.  “All you can tell me?” 

He opened his hands in an apologetic gesture.  “There are rules.” 

I nodded, trying to think about what I was going to do.  I could call 

my Alpha and demand a Guardian.  Were I to enter a fairy ring with one, I 

definitely would get back out.  But that would take time I didn’t have.  I 

could also choose to walk away.  But if I did that, how much harder would 

it be to find the answers that were right in front of me? 

I took a deep breath, clapped my guide on his big shoulder, and 

stepped into the fairy ring.   

“Good luck, Taz,” the big guy said.  I frowned at him, wondering 

when I’d told him my name, but he vanished the moment I stepped into the 

ring.   

The entire landscape changed.  The forest was dense, black.  The 

trees grew until they blotted out the sky.  Only the perfect circle overhead 

showed me stars arranged into constellations that I didn’t recognize. 

“Well, now that you’re in it, go get your answers,” I said to myself 

and walked over to the stone. 

Luckily, I could read runes, because my pack was descended from 

old Norse warriors.  I knelt before the large stone.  Must be fate again.  The 

stone was wider than my shoulders, but not taller than me.  The writing was 

small.  I began to read as quickly as I could. 
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We are 22 Northmen on this journey from our homes far to 

the east.  We have followed our Seer’s instruction and made 

camp by two giant trees one day’s journey north from this 

stone.  The water here is fresh and we have fished well 

every day.  Something about the forest is evil.  Whether is 

it Huldra or Mara, we do not know.  But we now know it is 

female and it does not want us to complete our task.  After 

we returned from fishing one day, we found ten of our 

brothers red from blood and dead.  Odin, far-wanderer, 

grant us wisdom, courage, and victory. 

I skimmed the rest till I found mention of Melody’s stone. 

It is midsummer night.  As foretold, we see the light from 

the Valkyries’ armor in the sky.  Brighter than we have ever 

seen it before.  If we prevail this night, we will harness the 

power of Dagaz, the true magic, and protect our people 

from the end of days. 

I noticed farther down that the runes changed subtly, as though they 

were etched in a different handwriting. 

These fools have failed.  They did not know the power of 

pairs.  I shall break the world and break it again, until I 

find the ones I seek.  Dagaz is inevitable, it is Ragnarök and 

all things, even Gods, must die.  It cannot be harnessed, 

only delayed for a time. 

There was more at the bottom, but movement to my right distracted 

me and I looked to see a woman watching me.  I jumped to my feet, starting 

to back away from the tablet, leaving the rest unread. 

“I don’t know whether you are foolish or wise to have come here.” 

 

 

*  *  *  *  * 

 

 

“What do you mean, not your apartment?” Laura asked. 

I stabbed one of my over-easy eggs and watched it ooze yolk all 

over my plate.  Denny’s was crazy busy with people for an early Saturday 
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morning.  Laura waited for me to say something, but I didn’t know how to 

explain it. 

“It was rundown, like, no one should live there.  Condemned.” 

Laura poured herself some more coffee and was quiet as she sipped. 

“I don’t know, Mel, maybe it was just a dream?  Maybe you had 

too much--” 

“I wasn’t that drunk.  I told you, once Taras drove me home I was 

pretty much sober.  I’m telling you that this is all real.  He is a werewolf.  

Tabitha is a real witch, and there’s a spell on my apartment to make it look 

like a real apartment when it’s actually a total shit hole.” 

I guess that was the way to explain it.  Laura stared at me. 

“You’re fucking serious, aren’t you?” She whispered. 

I nodded and felt myself begin to tremble.  “Tabitha has told me for 

years that she’s a witch.  I just sort of laughed it off as her being into goth 

stuff and the occult, or whatever.  I mean she’s not hurting anyone, right?” 

“Right,” Laura appeared tentative. 

“But she maybe is, I mean.  Maybe she’s messing with my 

perception of what is real.”  That thought chilled me more than the 

December weather.  “Because if I ever caught on, I would try to tell 

someone and they would think I was crazy.” 

I looked up at Laura.  Her green eyes were full of compassion, but 

also pity. 

“I’m not--” 

“I don’t think you’re crazy.  Tabitha always made me feel weird.  

I’m pretty sure that she’s the reason we don’t hang out much anymore.  I 

know you don’t dig the whole let’s get out and party all the time thing, but 

when you’re around her you’re not yourself.” 

I hid my face in my hands.  “God.  I’m under a spell!” 

Laura reached across the table and took my hand.  Her fingers were 

warm from holding her coffee mug.  She squeezed my fingers.  “Hey,” she 

said, “now that we are onto the bitch, we can stop her.  I’m all in, girl, you 

and me.  We can figure anything out together.” 

“Seriously?  You don’t think this is all too much and I’m nuts?” 

She shook her head.  “Your sister has always made me feel like,” 

Laura searched for the right word, “she wants you all to herself.  Not in a 

friendly family way, but in a ‘you have something she wants’ way.” 
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I lifted my necklace and showed Laura the dogtooth amethyst.  

“Maybe she wants this?” 

“Why?” Laura asked.  “It’s just some rock we found at that thrift 

store, right?” 

I shook my head.  “Well, yeah, but, I was reading about rune stones 

when Taras--” 

“Sexy Russian werewolf?” 

“--yeah, when Taras confronted me in the Library.  And this,” I 

pointed at the natural jagged markings on the stone, “is in the shape of a 

rune that means change.  Cataclysmic change.” 

“Shit.  She totally wants that,” Laura agreed. 

“Then why hasn’t she just taken it?” I asked, bewildered. 

Laura shrugged.  “I think this is a task for the Library and Google.” 

“I don’t know if I can go back to the Library,” I admitted. 

“No, the school library.  She’s not going to think to look for you 

there.” 

“You’re right.  We need to research this so we aren’t clueless 

anymore.  I want to know more than the enemy.  Knowledge is power.” 

She pointed at me, confident.  “Yes.  Also, weirdly correlating, the 

guy I went home with last night--” 

I looked at her. 

“--no, seriously, hear me out.  He’s totally into supernatural stuff.  

He was telling me about some myth last night that we need to look up.” 

“Huh?”  

“I know!” Laura was getting excited.  “I should call him right now.” 

“Wait.  You have his number?” I was shocked.  Laura never kept a 

guy’s number.  She preferred keeping her relationships random, or at least, 

extremely casual.  She blushed. 

“Yeah.  He’s...well, he’s really awesome.  I don’t know, something 

about him told me that I couldn’t let him get away.  I know you’ve got 

some really heavy stuff going on right now, Mel, so I didn’t want to bring 

it all up, but…” 

“But?” 

“He’s the one.” 

“You’re kidding me.” 
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“No, I’m not.  He’s really great.  I’m going to ask him to meet us 

at the school library.” 

“I don’t know if I’m ready to tell a stranger that my sister, the witch, 

put me under a spell and that I’m being followed by a werewolf.” 

Laura laughed.  “Well, when you put it like that.  But, this myth he 

told me.  Seriously, give me a second to explain it.” 

I noticed Kyle taking an order at a table not far from us.  I wondered 

if Kyle was Tabitha’s Van Helsing friend who would try to kill Taras.  I 

didn’t think he was.  He seemed too nice and had been too skittish around 

Tabitha. 

I wondered who she had meant.  Oddly, I realized I’d never met 

any of her friends.  Maybe that should have been a warning.  I never noticed 

her hanging out with anyone.  God, now that I was aware of something not 

being right with Tabitha, there had been huge warning signs.  She knew me 

well.  The apartment was exactly the right amount of money for us to 

afford.  There weren’t any neighbors.  We got two garages when we only 

had one car.  We didn’t have any pets.  I wasn’t sure if that meant anything, 

but I really would have liked to have had a cat at some point, but maybe 

animals could sense Tabitha’s evil?  More likely cats probably 

counteracted her evil magic.  Because cats are little mini gods in their own 

right.  It tracked in my mind.  Taras was basically a wolf, and he knew 

something was wrong. 

“Would you freakin’ spill already?” 

“Okay,” Laura began, “I was really drunk and had just had the best 

orgasm--” 

“How relevant are these details?” 

“Right, so I was drifting off to sleep, but he began speaking in a 

different language to himself.  I asked him what language it was, but he just 

smiled at me and didn’t say.  He asked if I wanted to know a story and 

when I agreed, he whispered to me in the dark like some unearthly sex god, 

‘Long ago there was a King made of Light who tasked the Shadow and 

Ether to save his soul.  But it had been divided into three parts and cast out 

into the world of Man.  Soulless, the King died, and the Shadow and Ether 

set out to gather the fragments of his soul to resurrect the Light.’” 

“And wouldn’t you know it, but those pesky little pieces didn’t 

want to be gathered.” 
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Laura and I both jumped.  I looked up at a tall man leaning against 

our booth.  Laura giggled shamelessly and scooted over, patting the booth 

bench next to her, and suddenly this incredibly good-looking man was 

sitting across from me.  He pushed up his fedora hat to reveal a sharp face, 

bright orange eyes, and a wide toothsome smile.  He instantly reminded me 

of Honest John from Disney’s Pinocchio:  fun and slightly wicked, but not 

evil...more of a trickster...well, yeah, a fox. 

“Thomb, I’m so happy to see you, but I didn’t tell you I’d be at 

Denny’s.” Laura was breathless, and I couldn’t blame her.  This guy just 

oozed charisma.  Jesus, he could give Taras a run for his money. 

“I know.  I guessed.  But this is Fargo, where else are you going to 

go for breakfast on a Saturday morning, am I right?” He snapped his fingers 

like we were in some fancy European cafe, and Kyle materialized out of 

thin air, along with three other servers.  The women glared at Kyle then 

went back to their tasks, their attention lingering on Thomb. 

“Damn, nice hair, man!” Thomb said with a wide grin.  He winked 

at one of the servers as she walked by us.  She collided with a coworker.  

“Yeah”, he said, rubbing his hands together, “I want waffles.  Huge, crispy, 

full of butter and syrup, waffles.  Stat.”  

“K, but we only do Belgian waffles,” Kyle explained patiently.  

“And it’s just one big one with whipped cream.” 

Thomb lifted a finger to his perfect lips to silence Kyle.  “Shh, shh, 

no.  Today, you are going to make me huge, crispy, full of butter and syrup 

waffles.  I’m going to tip the whole staff when you do.”  

Heads turned to look at us from the kitchen window, cooks and 

servers alike. 

“Right, so we only do--” 

“Kyle, please?” 

“Right, thanks.  I’ll have that right up for you.” 

“Sweet guy,” Thomb said, then lifted his arm to accept Laura 

against his chest.  A couple walked by our table and Thomb raised a hand 

to high five the guy.  “Anyway, the supernatural,” he wiggled his eyebrows, 

“prophecy, magic, oOOooo.  What do you want to know?  How can I help?  

I’ve studied this stuff for so long.  I want to share everything.” 

“Hey, I didn’t tell you--” Laura started, but Thomb looked down at 

her, and she was rendered speechless.  He pecked her on the lips.  A server 
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elbowed her way past her competition to get to our table.  She attempted to 

refill Thomb's already full glass of water.  He beamed at her, tilted his head 

and lifted his eyebrows in thanks.  The woman blushed, backed away, 

tripped and spilled water on the table across from us. 

“I was eavesdropping,” Thomb admitted.  “I’m such a sneaky little 

shit.  But, if you guys were getting together to gush all about me--” He 

leaned back and accepted a piece of toast from the five-year-old girl behind 

him.  The child’s mother began to giggle.  “Thanks, Lovie.”  He smacked 

his lips after he devoured the toast.  “Strawberry jaaaam.”  He lifted his 

hand back to the girl.  “Gimme five.  Yeah!”  Thomb curled his arm back 

around Laura.  “I didn’t want to show up and make it super awkward.  So 

instead, I waited and overheard that you, Melody, my beloved’s Bestie, 

have a new werewolf in your life, Mazal Tov, and that you are currently 

plagued by a witch!”  He spoke so quickly, precisely.  There was the hint 

of an accent, but Laura was right, I didn’t know what it was, almost like it 

was an amalgam of all dialects. 

Another server came up to us.  Her eyes were wide and bright.  

“Hey, we accidentally took an order for season fries someone didn’t want.  

Would you maybe--” 

Thomb pressed his hand to his chest in the most perfect ‘moi?’ 

gesture.  He winked at the server and she began to giggle.  The whole 

restaurant whirled around him, as if they were planets and he the sun.  We 

got free french fries, apple crisp, and nachos.  Laura beamed at Thomb and 

helped him eat his free food.  Actually, he reminded me of Laura, expertly 

dressed in the most hipster chic cream shirt and vest with gray jeans.  He 

even had a gold watch tucked into his vest pocket like they did in the old 

movies.  But his orange eyes were the color of afternoon sunlight.   

“Where’d you get those contacts?” I asked, not realizing I was 

going to ask the question until it just popped out.  He didn’t answer, only 

smiled with more teeth and squeezed Laura against him, eating french fries.  

Laura giggled.  He probably got them off the internet.  At least I hoped he 

did, but I'd been wrong before. 

“So, does that myth have anything to do with my situation?” I 

asked. 

“Well,” Thomb said through a mouthful of food, “the best part, that 

Laura was getting to, is that whenever any fragments of the soul meet, they 
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form a bond.  They are incarnations of purest love, strength, and hope, so 

they eventually gravitate to one another.  It takes time, a crap load 

sometimes, but when they find each other, the world experiences a 

cataclysm.  Such powerful forces coming together is a metric ton of mojo 

and, in the past, it has caused...weeeell, destruction is the best word for it, 

really.” 

“Is this written down somewhere?  How have you studied this?” I 

asked. 

“Yeah.  Written down.  Lots of study.  So, we’ve been noticing 

weird shit on the radio, right?  People going missing, werewolves showing 

up and trying not to romance the pants off innocent sexy librarians, et 

cetera.” 

“You’re telling me two pieces have found one another?  That’s why 

the apocalypse is happening?” I ventured. 

He nodded, and as he raised his perfectly manicured hand to catch 

another high five from a passing patron, I spotted a Norse rune compass 

tattooed on his forearm.  Dagaz was one of the compass points.  Orange 

contacts off the internet, huh?  Bullshit. 

“We have no idea which of the soul fragments have met.  And it 

would be something if it were all three!  That has never happened yet.  The 

myth says that if all three unite, it will kick off an epic battle between Light 

and Darkness.  Ragnarök, right?  Cryptic, mysterious, intriguing.  I can’t 

wait.  I hope it happens in this lifetime.” 

Kyle came back with a round Belgian waffle with whipped cream 

and set it in front of Thomb with syrup and butter on the side, then left us.  

Thomb stared at the waffle, opened his mouth, then shut it.  He shook his 

head and laughed.  He pushed the whipped cream off onto the table, then 

began to painstakingly put butter into every tiny square of the waffle.  He 

soaked the waffle with syrup, as Laura fed him french fries one by one. 

He cut into the waffle with his fork, transferred it to his mouth, and 

moaned around the food.  Laura perked up at the sound he made.  She 

leaned into him.  “Light!  Taste this, honey bunny.” He cut a piece and fed 

it to Laura.  “It’s ambrosia!” he breathed.  “I’m undone.”  

While they ate, completely lost in one another and the waffle, I tried 

to figure out our next step.  He was obviously supernatural, wasn’t he?  He 

was like a god in some fantasy novel showing up and info-dumping all over 
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the place.  A creature who was willing to help, giving up answers to 

questions the heroes didn’t even know they had, and exuding a strange 

magnetism oven humans, given the odd way the diners in Denny’s were 

behaving.   

Kyle came back and cleared the empty plates.  Thomb leaned over 

and slipped a hundred-dollar bill to him.  Kyle looked at him, shocked. 

“For your pains.” 

Kyle shook his head and ran from us.   

Ran from us.  Just like when Tabitha…  

“Do you know my sister?” 

For the first time, the man across from me seemed to still.  He 

scratched his head under his hat, then reset it at an angle.  He looked down 

at Laura and smiled at her, then not taking his eyes away from my friend's 

face, he said, “Yes, unfortunately, I do.” 

“She’s such a bitch, right?” Laura asked. 

Thomb laughed, “A bit.” 

“How do you know her?” I asked, sitting forward and refilling my 

coffee cup just to have something to do with my hands.  I’d started shaking.  

The truth was going to come out about Tabitha and I knew I wasn’t going 

to like it.  She might be my sister, but she was a witch.  Maybe she’d sold 

her soul for the black magic she possessed, or…  

Older than me. 

Maybe she was never really my sister at all? 

“We’re old acquaintances.  She and I... went to school together, 

way back in the day.” 

“You went to NDSU for interior design?” 

He beamed at me, “Don’t I look like I could have?  No, she didn’t 

go for interior design.  She went into history and comparative religion.  

That’s how she stumbled onto the black magic stuff.” 

“Yeah.  You’re right.” 

He winked at me.  “Trying to see if I’m a big fat liar.  I like that, 

you’re quick.” He accepted a glass of orange juice from the five-year-old 

behind him and sipped. 

“So, what’s her deal, does she really have magic?” I asked. 

“Yes.” 

“Is she evil?” 
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He finished the orange juice, then did that hand waggle thing again.  

“That’s a really gray area for me.  Hard to answer.  I know that she uses 

her magic for the purposes of good, but it is terrible magic, painful, 

deceitful.  Were I her, I would choose another way.” 

“Another way for what?” 

“Another way to get what she wants.” 

“What does she want?” 

He smiled, his perfect white teeth glinting.  “I don’t believe I can 

answer that.  I’m not her.  But I’d venture to say that she wants her family.” 

I hit the table with my fist, startling all of us.  I didn’t know how 

mad I was until the restaurant grew quiet.  All the Midwesterners, including 

myself, were shocked witless at such an emotional public outburst. 

“She has her family.  I’m right here, and she’s cast a spell on me to 

make me think we’re living in a nice apartment when in actuality, it’s 

basically a condemned building!” I hissed, trying to get my emotions under 

control.  It was too upsetting, the idea that she wanted her family.  No, she 

wanted to control her family.  She wanted to control me.  She was isolating 

me, making me feel weak and afraid.  Instinct made me reach for my 

necklace, but before I could, Thomb reached forward and grabbed my 

hand. 

“No, no,” his voice was a low warning, “shh, Melody.  Don’t go 

for your gun until you’ve heard me out.” 

I shook his hand loose.  “What?” 

“Dagaz, it is part of this now.  I haven’t seen the amulet in some 

time.  Weird that you have it, and weirder still that you are able to wear it.  

It has power you can’t control, so resist the urge to wield it.  Tabitha does 

want something from you, and it would be best if you confronted her and 

got your answers that way.  I am here to help, but Tabitha is holding all the 

cards.” 

“What cards?” 

He shook his head.  “There are rules for her magic.  I’m compelled 

to only give as much information as you need in this moment.  I can’t tell 

you anything else.” 

“So, you’re telling me that my sister is a witch with powerful black 

magic and she wants my necklace so she can, what?” 
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He looked at me, like he was waiting for me to put the pieces 

together myself, which was fucking annoying because I was too emotional 

to think clearly.  I didn’t want to confront Tabitha, I never wanted to step 

foot in our fake home ever again.  I wanted…  

“She told me she was going to kill Taras, the werewolf.  She said 

that he was trying to eat me.  What can you tell me about that?” 

“Lies.” 

I reached for my coffee cup and shakily drank from it.  To know 

that Taras wasn’t out to kill me was a relief.  My feeling about him was 

right.  He was a good guy. 

“But, he probably does want to “eat” you, just not in the way--” 

Laura elbowed Thomb in the ribs.  He chuckled and squeezed her.  

“What, no?  Mixed company?” He looked around the room and grinned at 

a pair of old ladies in the next booth over, then tipped his hat. 

I was surprised by Laura's reproval.  She had never displayed any 

kind of modesty for all the time I had known her.  She must really like him 

if she didn’t want him being crass in public. 

“I have to confront her,” I admitted out loud.  “Because she knows 

about that story you told us, the souls, or whatever.  She thinks it’s real and 

she wants to use my Dagaz and the two incarnations, to cause the--” 

Thomb pushed his hat up so I could see his whole face, his orange 

eyes were twinkling. He snapped his fingers and pointed at me as he said, 

“Yes.” 

 

 

*  *  *  *  * 

 

 

I fell into the snow, my sweat steaming up around me as I lay on 

the cold ground.  Where was I?  I rolled to my back, my body in agony.  I 

looked up to see my former surroundings, but it was no longer day, it was 

night.  But which night?  How long had I been gone? 

I couldn’t remember anything between reading the rune stone and 

trying to run.  I remember a woman’s voice telling me that I would pay, but 

that was so cliched I didn’t give it another thought.  Of course, I would pay.  

I’d somehow gotten out of a fairy circle.  I groaned in pain and attempted 
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to sit up, but my stomach rolled.  I fell back into the snow and lay there, 

wishing I could just puke and rally.  The pain steadily grew and with terror 

I realized what was happening.  It hadn’t happened in… years.   

“Lucky, but also unlucky, pup,” the lumberjack said from the trees.  

He trudged through the snow to my side. 

“Help me get to my car,” I gasped, “my bag.” 

The big guy shook his head.  “Best I can do is keep out of sight and 

make sure you don’t kill anyone.  This is an old curse, and nothing is going 

to stop it now that it has you.” 

Light, no.  I was going to turn. 

I’d turned before, hundreds of times, but it had been at my willing, 

by choice.  None of our clan ever suffered the torment of the moon 

anymore, we medicated ourselves with wolfsbane.  Turning had become 

something we had conquered.  We owned our curse, it no longer owned us. 

Agony ripped through me, and I roared from the pain as the 

transformation began. 

“Get away, keep me away from--” 

“I know, I’ll do what I can.” 

Then he was gone.  I lay, body spasming in torture as my legs bent 

and broke to become jointed.  My skull cracked and elongated, my teeth 

fell out and fangs emerged.  I had endured this before, ages ago when I was 

much younger.  It had never been this terrible.  Her voice again, a laugh 

and a warning that I would pay.  But could she know the extent?  I would 

turn, yes, I would be Garou, slave to the moon, doomed to hunt and kill and 

feast, but I was also mated.  I would be able to find my mate.  Even this 

distance, I would track her until I had her in my claws. 

I roared with frustration, then lost the capacity to distinguish Taras 

Artur Zaitsev, from Taras Garou, Blood Warrior. 

My black claws lengthened, and I flexed my right paw.  I was aware 

of all the prey in this forest.  Deer, rabbit, and bear.  I wanted to taste bear 

meat, and the male only a mile away would give good battle.  I tilted my 

head up at the giant blue moon above me and howled.  A part of me 

remembered the sound of my brother wolves when I had come to this place 

in my other form.  I heard the answering call from the south, a wolf pack.  

I would not join them, but they were welcome to join me and hunt bear.  I 
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called again then began to run through the moonlit night.  I would fight 

tooth and claw.  I would defeat my opponent and feast on his flesh. 

The bear lumbered through the snow.  He was foolish to not have 

gone into his long sleep before now.  I growled to get his attention.  I 

wanted this to be a fair fight.  He turned, rearing up on his hind legs, but 

even at such a height, he did not match me.  I was Garou and he was weaker.  

We met with teeth and claws and shrieking.  He bit into my arm as I raked 

my claws at his face.  I snarled and with my other arm I tore at his face 

until his jaw was ripped from his head.  I dove forward to sink my teeth 

into his neck.  Blood, the feeling of his pulse on my tongue.  He died, 

raging.  It was a good death.  I feasted on him, idly shucking his teeth from 

my arm.  As I ate, I began to heal from the minor wounds I’d sustained.  I 

held the carcass of the bear in both hands, chewing into the chest cavity, 

cracking through the bear’s collar bone.  I scented my brothers.   

Their Alpha trotted forward.  He was a large black beast.  He 

stalked around me, looking for an opening.  Finding none, he paced back, 

waiting for me to eat my fill.  I tore out the bear’s heart and threw what was 

left of the kill to my brothers.  They descended upon the meat with eager 

snarls. 

I ate the bear’s heart, listening to the forest.  My ears pricked at the 

sound of footsteps.  I scented no one.  I saw no one.  I growled, wondering 

what hunted me.  As I paused to listen, I tilted my face to the wind and 

breathed in something that was enticing, something that called to my blood.  

It was sweet.  Not the sweetness of blood and meat, but sweetness of the 

earth.  I wanted to possess such a scent, devour it.  I breathed in again.  It 

was coming from the south.  I licked the bear’s blood from my claws then 

broke into a run. 

 

 

*  *  *  *  * 

 

 

“Jesus, you’re really going to do this?” Laura asked, her voice a 

harsh whisper.  I clenched and unclenched my fists.  Yeah, I really was 

going to confront my sister.  But first… 
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I knocked on my parents’ door then opened it and stepped into the 

back hallway.  They always kept the back entry open.  No one knew that 

except Tabitha and I. 

“Mom?” 

Laura and Thomb followed me into my parents’ house.  I unzipped 

my boots and started unwinding my scarf.  My glasses were fogged from 

the cold. 

“Melody?” Mom’s voice came from the living room. 

“Yeah, hey.  Laura and a friend are here with me.” 

“Take your shoes off by the door!” Mom called.  I heard the 

vacuum turn on.  It was cleaning Saturday.  God, I did not miss having to 

do chores until noon on Saturday.  I mean, yeah, the house was always 

fresh, spic and span, but why clean when you can sleep in until noon 

instead?  My glasses began to unfog, and I walked into the kitchen that still 

smelled of pancakes.  We’d just eaten, but given the opportunity, my 

stomach was willing to accommodate a batch of Dad’s pancakes. 

“What is that heavenly smell?” Thomb asked, rounding the corner 

from the hall.  “I want to eat all of it.” 

I laughed.  “Dad made pancakes.” 

His orange eyes surveyed the spotless kitchen.  “When?  Also, 

leftovers?” 

“You can’t possibly eat anymore.” Laura teased. 

Thomb chuckled and patted his flat stomach.  “I could.” 

The vacuum kicked off with a downward whirring sound.  I heard 

the couch shoved back against the wall and then footsteps coming quickly 

toward the kitchen.  I smiled and turned to see Tabitha standing with her 

hands on her hips, furious. 

“What are they doing in our house?” She demanded. 

“What?” I asked, confused and startled.  I looked past her and saw 

Mom come into view.  She had her blonde hair up in a 90s scrunchie.  She 

had no idea how cool that was starting to be again, and she rocked it.  She 

wore a dark blue shirt with two little yellow ducks and one gray one.  I 

snorted when I saw it.  She beamed at me. 

“Melody!” She scooted passed Tabitha and scooped me up into a 

hug that made all the nervous tension leave my body. 
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“Both my girls home, what did I do to deserve this?  But right at 

noon too, so you’re both past the cleaning hour.” 

I laughed, but Tabitha didn’t move from her spot nor ease her 

stance.  She was staring daggers at Thomb and Laura.  I turned to see 

Thomb carefully edging in front of Laura, as though to shield her from 

Tabitha’s furious gaze. 

“What’s your problem, Tabby?” Mom asked. 

Tabitha blinked and looked at Mom.  “Nothing.  I just didn’t expect 

them here.” 

Mom shrugged.  “It’s fine.  Are we hungry?” She wiped at her face, 

her blonde hair was curling from sweat and her cheeks were flushed.  “I’m 

happy you are here, Mel, and Tabby too.  Dad went to the hardware store, 

not to buy anything, probably just to talk to death any stranger that dares 

ask him what kind of wrench to buy.  That man is a menace.” 

“But our menace,” I told her. 

Mom squinted her eyes as though she were pondering, weighing 

the option of possibly not claiming ownership, then her face wrinkled with 

a smile.  “Ours, yes.” 

Mom busied herself in the kitchen, making sandwiches and salad.  

She talked about her morning of cleaning the house and then about work 

the last week.  I settled down into one of the white bar height chairs at the 

kitchen island and watched her.  I wondered why Thomb, Laura, and 

Tabitha hadn’t moved to sit.  Mom looked up at Thomb, and finally he and 

Laura moved away from the refrigerator so Mom could keep making lunch.  

She started cutting up some celery and carrots. 

“Oh, I heard the weirdest thing this morning on the radio.  Did you 

know that we are consistently having record low temperatures?  I told your 

father this should be the year we sell this old house and move south, once 

and for all.  I want warmer winters.” 

“It has been cold.” I admitted, watching her chop carrots. 

“Don’t,” Thomb said, his voice tense, warning.  I looked at him 

then shook my head.  I didn’t know what was going on with those two.  I 

caught Laura’s eye and patted the chair next to me.  The seat was warm 

from the sunlight.  She shook her head, I realized she was breathing heavy. 

“What’s wrong?” I was confused. 

“What honey?” Mom asked. 
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“Oh nothing, what were you saying?” I turned back to my mother 

and watched her chop up the last carrot and then her fingers and her arm.  

Thomb cursed and drew an arm around Laura, putting her firmly between 

him and the refrigerator.  Mom kept talking about her day as though she 

hadn’t just diced up her arm.  Blood was everywhere, gushing from her 

bloody left arm as she used the stump and her right hand to pick up the 

pieces and put them into a bowl with the other vegetables.  Her blood 

smelled like iron and glistened in the sunlight. 

“Mom?” I asked, finally able to find my voice.  She turned and 

looked at me as blood spilled from her arm.  She held the bloody chef knife 

in her other hand.  Her eyes were calm, as though none of what I was seeing 

was real. 

None of what I am seeing is real… 

“What, Melody?” Mom asked as the color drained from her face.  

Her blood continued to pool on the floor right in front of my eyes.  I 

couldn’t move.  I clutched the kitchen island, mouth open to scream or tell 

my mother that she was dying, but nothing, no sound. 

“Hey, what’s up?” Mom asked and crossed the kitchen.  She set her 

bloody knife down on the table by me and reached with her good hand to 

touch my cheek.  “You feeling okay?” 

I nodded numbly, not sure what I was going to say to her, 

because… 

“I said, don’t,” Thomb snarled with effort, as though he was 

holding something back, trying to brace himself against a storm. 

“Don’t?” Tabitha finally said from the other side of the kitchen.  

“Don’t?  When I have been betrayed?” 

“How have you been betrayed, honey?” Mom asked, turning to her, 

acting completely normal, but now as pale as a zombie.   

“Oh, my god,” I squeaked.  I knew I was right the moment I thought 

it, and when I thought it, Tabitha snapped her attention to me as though I’d 

slapped her across the face.  “She’s never been real, has she?” 

When Tabitha’s attention turned to me, Mom’s did too.  Tabitha 

tilted her head and smiled, so did Mom.  I closed my eyes, not wanting to 

see anymore, but I would never forget it, the way the puppet moved as my 

sister pulled its strings. 
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“Who’s not real?” Tabitha asked.  I looked at her, glancing at Mom 

nervously.  Tabitha asked the question again angrily.  Mom’s mouth moved 

silently as well, asking the same question. 

“How long has she been--” I couldn’t finish the question.   

“Hey, ladies, I’m home,” Dad called from the hallway as the back 

door opened.  Thomb cursed again, struggling against Tabitha’s unseen 

power.  Laura whimpered, and cowered behind him. 

No. 

Dad walked down the hall.  I didn’t want to see him.  I didn’t want 

to know that he wasn’t mine, that he wasn’t real.  He walked around the 

corner and frowned at the scene in the kitchen. 

“What’s going on here?” He asked. 

He had a screwdriver in his head.  He looked at all of us, his gaze 

lingering on Laura and Thomb.  His face was just as pale as Mom’s.  Blood 

coated his neck and green t-shirt.  Thomb grit his teeth and said a word.  I 

couldn’t make out what it was, it was like I’d heard him say it underwater.  

Tabitha took a step back, lifting a hand to protect her face.  Mom and Dad 

both swayed as Tabitha’s power lapsed.  Thomb grabbed Laura and pushed 

her in front of him down the hall.  He turned to look at me, his orange eyes 

wide. 

“You can,” he said quickly, “you must.” 

Then he and Laura were gone and I was alone in a nightmare.  

Tabitha cursed and turned to face me.   

“How--” 

“How long have these constructs been in place?” She finished my 

question easily, her voice so calm, so sisterly.  “Oh, only your whole life, 

Melody Grace.  I needed them, because you needed them.” 

I shuddered and closed my eyes, still seeing the horror.  How much 

therapy was I going to need after this?  Therapy?  Was I even going to get 

out of this?  Probably not.  I had intended to confront my sister, but not 

with our zombie parents hanging in the room with us like waiting, bloody 

marionettes. 

“My...whole life?” I gasped out.  I couldn’t keep my hands from 

shaking.  I couldn’t let go of the island.  My knuckles were white.  “They 

were--” 
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“They are me and I am them.  Everything you have confided to 

them, you have confided to me.  You needed them as you were growing 

up.  You were never as warm with me as you were with them.  So, they 

stayed as long as they were useful.  But then this morning you reached out 

to them and tried to talk to them about me.” Tabitha clenched her teeth hard 

enough for me to hear her teeth grind and squeak.  “And I realized you 

loved them more.” 

She lifted her palm face up, then closed it into a sudden violent fist.  

Both my parents dropped to the ground.  I gasped out a breath of terror and 

tears flooded my vision.  My sister was a witch.  A wicked witch.  She was 

evil.  My whole life was a lie.  Everything I thought I had… I had nothing. 

“How could you do this?” I whispered.  Tabitha frowned, staring 

at me with those hollow black eyes.  I knew now they weren’t contacts.  

How could I ever have been so stupid as to believe they were.  Nothing was 

real.  I tried to do something, but I was frozen to the spot in the cold grip 

of shock and horror. 

“Why wouldn’t I?  It was necessary.  I didn’t want you to get out 

of my control.  I need your power.” 

I mouthed the words ‘my power’, attempting to understand her.  I 

found myself rationalizing that she had a point.  I could get out of hand 

sometimes.  Wait, what? 

“Get out of my head, you bitch!” I screamed and threw myself back 

from my chair.  The chair went careening back with a loud crash to the 

floor.  The sound made my zombie mom and dad twitch.   

“Your head is my playground and has been for years.  I found you 

when you were an infant.” She chuckled, “and your real parents had to go.  

Your true father sensed what I was, he must have had latent magic.  So, I 

dealt with them swiftly.  Consider this.  I didn’t lie about their deaths.  They 

did die in a car,” Tabitha giggled.  It was the most unnerving, wicked sound 

I’d ever heard in my life. 

She had killed my family, then created a new one in which she 

could cultivate my dependence.  It had worked perfectly.  I loved her, even 

now, watching the nightmare play out before me, I loved her.  She was my 

sister.  I shook my head.  Trying to shake the magic Tabitha was casting.  I 

felt it, cold and heavy, sinking into me, making my vision blur.  For a 

moment there was the sunlit kitchen and Mom chatting away while she 
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chopped vegetables for a salad.  Dad came into the kitchen and gave his 

wife a kiss.  Everything was normal.  Then another blink and they both lay 

on the ground as the room grew dark and my sister took another step toward 

me. 

“You are mine, Melody.  I can help you use the power that you 

have.  You need to trust me.  I will protect you.” 

“NO!” I screamed, shaking my head violently back and forth, and 

with great effort, I lifted my right hand and clasped my necklace.  Warmth 

flooded my body.  Though I was still shaking, I could see clearly that we 

were standing in a vacant lot somewhere in north Moorhead.  I heard the 

train going by.  The rumbling sound of it, though it had annoyed me in the 

past, the familiarity brought me calm.  I squeezed the amethyst in my hand 

and bared my teeth at the witch. 

“No, you don’t get to win.  You don’t get to take everything from 

me.  I have nothing because of you.” 

“Wrong,” Tabitha spat.  “You have nothing without me.  Try to 

stand against me, and I will destroy Laura.  I will kill the werewolf.” 

“You leave Laura alone!” I raged.  I felt fire in my chest heating 

my heart, making it beat faster.  “You leave her alone.  She’s my sister!” 

“I am your sister!” Tabitha shrieked.   

“You’re a monster!” I screamed back and with the words and the 

fury, I felt the heat leave me, like a bullet, it hurtled at Tabitha and threw 

her down to the floor.  She laughed from the ground, but struggled to get 

back up.  I started to hyperventilate, my eyesight narrowing to tunnel 

vision.  I could see my mother’s dead white face, my father’s crusted with 

blood.  I lost it.  I think I deserved to in that moment.  I wasn’t sure what I 

was doing, but I began to scream at the inhumanity of it.  The creature 

before me was purest evil.  She had tricked me.  I’d been her puppet as 

much as the mannequins on the kitchen floor.  I couldn’t stop screaming in 

agony, fury, outrage, pain.  I flexed my fingers around the stone on my 

neck and then tugged lightly, breaking the chain.  I held the stone out like 

a shield. 

Tears dripping down my face I roared, “Get away from me!” 

Like a tsunami, my power flooded the room.  It drowned out 

Tabitha, it drowned out the scene, saving me from looking at Mom and Dad 

any longer.  I clenched my fist around the stone. 
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No more. 

The room went white with a thunderclap of power.  I watched the 

house disintegrate.  Mom and Dad turned to dust.  Tabitha vaporized.  I 

stood in the middle of a fucking nuclear explosion.  Everything around me 

thrown up and away by my wrath.   

“Melody!?” 

I looked up from the ground to see Laura stumbling through the 

dirt, ash, and debris to get to me.  I wanted to call out to her, but there 

wasn’t anything left in me to make sound.  I’d just annihilated my 

childhood home and my fake parents.  Laura fell to my side and grabbed 

me into her arms. 

“Holy shit, I didn’t believe you, but I believe you now.” 

“Thanks,” I croaked. 

She looked up when she heard Thomb coughing.  He walked up to 

us, wafting dust and ash out of his face with his hands. 

“So, you do have power,” he said. 

I nodded.  I didn’t know I’d had it in me, but that anger had been 

too powerful.  Once I’d channeled the fury into my amethyst, I’d felt the 

rune gather it, change it, and throw it back against my enemy one 

hundred-fold.  I shivered and looked at the pendant in my hand.  It gleamed 

in the dusty sunlight.  I saw a one pulsing flash of the Dagaz rune, like a 

heartbeat, then it was the plain dark purple stone it always had been. 

I looked at Laura. 

“I need answers.” 

“I know, I do too.” 

“I need you to be with me when I get them.” 

“I will be.” 

“I’m sorry, Laura.  I didn’t mean to get you tangled up in all this.” 

She hugged me, shaking her head.  “What are friends for?” She 

hiccupped a little sob and squeezed me. 

“They weren’t ever real, Laura.” 

She nodded, and silently hugged me. 

“We need to get out of here,” Thomb warned.  I could hear the 

sirens, too.  Firefighters and police would be all over this place soon. 

“But where can we go?” I asked.  “I don’t have an apartment.  I 

don’t have my parents’ house.  I don’t have my parents.” 
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“My place,” Laura offered. 

She helped me get up, then helped me walk back to Thomb’s car.  

I climbed in the back of the old Buick and slumped down in the seat.  I was 

exhausted.  Sonic booming could take a lot out of a girl. 

“I don’t know what just happened,” Laura said to Thomb from the 

passenger seat.  Thomb fastened his seat belt, then waited patiently for 

Laura to buckle up as well before he threw the car into drive and peeled 

rubber out of Dodge.  Laura hung on for dear life, and I was thrown around 

the back like a rag doll. 

Thomb paused at a stop sign, then shrugged his shoulders.  “She 

must have used whatever power the amulet has.” 

“Is this really all a part of that little story?” Laura asked.  I laid 

down on the back seat and stared at Laura’s elbow.  Thomb did his best to 

drive recklessly and answer Laura’s questions.  At one point he swerved 

the Buick then honked the horn angrily. 

“Watch it, granny!” he cursed. 

“Yeah, take the left here,” Laura agreed. 

The car tilted again and Thomb cursed under his breath.  I 

wondered what kind of traffic he was actually dealing with.  There couldn’t 

be that much traffic in the afternoon in Moorhead in this cold weather.  I 

was suddenly very cold and curled into a ball in the back seat.  Laura flicked 

the heat up and the car’s interior gradually warmed up.  The sounds of the 

heater fan and Laura and Thomb’s voices lulled me into sleep.  I didn’t 

think it was possible to sleep after the horrific experience I’d just had.  But 

when confronted with too much, the brain retreats to process.  How was I 

going to process this?  Everything I believed was a lie.  Everything that had 

defined me and made me Melody Grace Larson, daughter, librarian, and 

bookworm was not real.  I lifted my hand to my face and realized my 

glasses were gone. 

I cried silently. 

My glasses were gone.  My parent’s house, my parents, my 

apartment, my job, and now my sister, all gone.  But Tabitha wasn’t really 

my sister.  She was a witch.  I felt the boom of the explosion again, my ears 

still ringing from it.  I didn’t even know if I’d hurt the neighbors’ houses 

too.  I hadn’t meant to shatter an entire neighborhood.  I’d just wanted to 

kill my sister. 
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The cops were definitely going to believe my side of the story.  I 

felt for my pendant as I started to drift into sleep.   

Dagaz is cataclysmic change, I heard Taras’ voice.  I held a nuke 

in my hand.  Jesus, how was I ever going to control this kind of magic?  I 

wasn’t a witch.  I wasn’t Harry Potter, and I definitely was not Hermione.  

I was more like Jubilee from X-Men.  Young, stupid, explody powers. 

I chuckled, but it came out as a sob and more tears filled my eyes.  

Explody powers, was that really what I was going to call it?  Now that I 

knew I could do something with the stone, what was I supposed to do with 

it?  It occurred to me that now I could probably help Taras save the world.   

When he’d told me he wanted to stop the apocalypse, there had 

been a part of me that couldn’t believe he’d asked for my help.  But now to 

have seen the kind of power I was able to withstand.  Withstand was the 

right word for it.  I’d had no control over that magic.  If I failed and didn’t 

stop Tabitha, she was going to kill everyone, or worse, she was going to 

make me do it. 

“We’re here, honey,” Laura said, as she opened my door.  I sat up 

and took her hand.  My body ached.  I was so tired I felt like I was filled 

with hot sand.   

“I want to shower and then go to bed,” I told her. 

“Yeah, anything you want.  It’s no problem.  You’re going to stay 

with me now.” 

“Okay,” I whimpered.  “Thanks, Laura.” 

Laura threw Thomb the keys, and he opened the door to her small 

orange house in south Moorhead.  She lived near a newer development by 

the river.  I didn’t know how she afforded the property, but I remembered 

her saying something about her dad having money.  Her mother had died 

when she was younger.  Her’s was a story much like my own.  Except now 

it wasn’t.  Laura had a family, they were still alive, and they had always 

been real. 

I just lost my family, my fake family.  It was like the car crash all 

over again.  But the car crash hadn’t actually happened had it?  Tabitha had 

said she’d killed my real parents, but she didn’t say that I’d been there when 

she did it. 
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Laura helped me into the shower and turned the water up to 

scalding so I could boil off the images of death and the stench of fear and 

betrayal.   

“I’m right outside if you need me, Mel.  Just yell.” 

“Okay.” 

I washed with Laura’s almond butter soup.  It smelled sweet and 

creamy.  It soothed me, the ritual of bathing, the slow methodical step-by-

step process helped clear my mind.  I finally felt my hands trembling less.  

My heart rate was still up, but it was no longer a break neck staccato I could 

feel in my throat. 

“What do we know, Melody?” I asked in a whisper.  I remembered 

Dad trying to teach me logic and started to cry again.  I rested my head 

against the tile shower, reaching to turn the water even hotter.  I needed to 

burn away the images. 

Mom cut her fingers and arm up into little pieces and scooped them 

into a bowl to serve to me.  Dad had a screwdriver in his head, covered in 

blood.  Tabitha stood next to them both, opening her mouth to speak their 

words. 

I suddenly wanted Taras with me.  I needed him to help me figure 

out what to do next.  He was ancient in this supernatural world.  He’d 

probably witnessed things equally as terrorizing and would have a way to 

help me cope with it.  I ran my hand over my necklace under the hot water.  

Laura had fixed it and given it back to me.  I was never going to take this 

necklace off, now that I knew it could use it to go Chernobyl.  How long 

was it until the weekend?  Taras said he would be back this weekend after 

he found answers.  I needed to research for him, too. 

I got out of the shower and dried off, pulled a cotton sleep shirt over 

my head, and slipped under the covers in Laura’s guest room.  When my 

head hit the pillow, I knew three things: 

I was alone. 

My whole life was a lie. 

And my sister was a monster. 

 

To be Continued…. 


