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She found herself immersed in a pool of officers...

The moment she entered through the front door she
found herself immersed in a pool of officers so thick she
saw almost nothing but blue and black. Her eyes darted
all around but couldn’t see anything out of the ordinary.
She moved her gaze to the hallway that led to the
bedrooms but again, nothing. Fear increased as she
turned her head toward the kitchen where most of the
voices were coming from.

“Such a shame...” She could hear bits and pieces of
the men’s conversation but couldn’t put together what had
happened.

Try as she might, she couldn’t see past the line they
had formed, their voices a mixture of confusion and
regret. She inched closer each foot step felt as if wet
concrete had replaced the tile floor beneath her feet.
Though it took her no more than a minute to reach the
kitchen she felt as if time stood still. So many voices
moved about her, their heads shaking while they
discussed what had happened.

“Excuse me.” Her voice was a mere whisper that
barely made it past her lips as she pushed at the
shoulders of the men that blocked her way. Finally, she
was able to get behind one of the officers, her gaze moving
into the kitchen. The moment she’d pushed past the last
of the blue uniforms her eyes landed on the still body of a
man.
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Chapter One

A cool breeze blew in from the west, bringing with it
a foretelling of a storm on the horizon. Katie and Jena
exited the theatre, their footfalls echoing in the night air.
They headed toward Katie’s Mustang and Jena hurried to
the passenger side, anxious to get into the car. One thing
she’d learned long ago—when a storm was brewing, it was
always a sign to get home. Too many times she’d been the
recipient of bad news with the crack of thunder. A soft
click alerted Jena that Katie had disabled the alarm, her
cue to jump into the seat before the rain began.

“Come on Katie, let’s go!” Jena screamed from inside
the car. The movie had ended ten minutes ago and she
wanted to get home. Shadows loomed in the distance, not
to mention the growing sense of dread she felt inside.

“I'm coming, I'm coming. Hold your damn horses.”
Jena knew by the tone of her friend’s voice that she was
teasing. As far back as she could remember they’d always
bantered back and forth. Tonight was no different.

“Well if you weren’t so slow, we might get out of here
before the next group pulls in. You know how crazy it gets
at this time of night.” Jena’s gaze drifted to the oncoming
traffic. Friday night and so many new releases she was
amazed they’d even been able to find a decent parking
spot. The moment Katie got into the car and slammed the
door a loud crack of thunder roared overhead signaling
the oncoming storm.

“Guess we got out of here just in time huh?”

Jena looked over at her best friend and smiled. She
always did have a way of pointing out the obvious. “Nice
observation there, Sherlock.”

“Well?”” Katie poked Jena, a smile plastered on her
face. “What did you think of it?”

Jena couldn’t help but smile. Katie had been trying
for months to get her to agree to go see the new romance
movie. Until this weekend she’d been able to dodge it.

1



Robyn Wren

Unfortunately, Katie had bugged her enough that she’d
caved, the end result a boring two hours of wasted time.

“Katie I warned you. Romance movies are just not my
thing. I like action and drama with lots of hack and slash.
You know that.” She would trade a weepy overdrawn
tear-jerker any day for a night spent with Freddie
Krueger.

“Oh come on, it wasn’t that bad. Was it?”

Jena and Katie had never agreed on movies. Katie
was a die hard romantic. She held onto the belief that
everyone had a soul-mate, that one true love that stood
the test of time. Jena knew it didn’t. She’d been burned
long ago and refused to trust in the heart. Too many scars
were left open to believe someone could mend them. A
rustle to her left reminded her that Katie waited patiently
to hear her answer; her eyes wide with innocence.

A soft sigh escaped her lips. “Katie, it was an okay
movie. But I mean, come on. Who in their right mind is
going to believe that a woman would fall for a man she
doesn’t even know? It just doesn’t happen.” Katie’s smile
faded and Jena knew she’d hit a cord. Instantly she
regretted her words.

“m sorry, Katie; I didn’t mean it the way it
sounded.” She hated that her bad outlook on love had
dampened her friend’s passion for romance. “I'm sure you
are right and will find that one man who just knocks your
socks off someday.” She had high hopes for her friend.
They’d known each other all their lives, she couldn’t have
hoped for a better friend.

“I know Jena, but you need to believe in it as well.
Love is magical if you allow it to be.” Jena turned her
head to look out into the oncoming storm, the full moon
peaking out from behind the thickening clouds.

“Katie, I've not told anyone this but...I'm not happy
in my marriage.” The moment the words were said Jena
wished she could take them back. Katie, herself and her
husband Ted, had known each other since they were
children in the orphanage. They'd practically grown up
together. Ted had always been there to keep them safe, to
make sure they never wanted or lacked for anything. Over
the years it became obvious Ted had fallen in love with
her; but she never felt the same way he did and knew she
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never would. She had always thought of Ted like a
brother, one she would do anything for.

“What are you saying Jena? Don’t you love Ted?”

Katie’s words tore at Jena’s heart. “Of course I love
Ted, just not in the way a wife should love her husband.”
Over the years she’d hoped she would grow to love him
more, but she never had. Too many days had passed when
she began to wonder what was wrong with her. Why
couldn’t she return the feelings that Ted felt for her? Was
she incapable of real love? She had asked herself those
questions hundreds of times over the years, with silence
her only answer.

“You're holding something back I can hear it in your
voice.”

“Yes, I love him...but...” She hashed out the words in
her mind to find the best way to explain so Katie
understood.

“But what?” Jena could see the confusion pool in
Katie’s brown eyes.

“Katie when Ted saved me that day in the closet, I
swore I would do all T could to make him happy. When he
proposed, I knew that marrying him would be one way to
ensure that I fulfilled my vow. I gave him back the thing
he gave me...my life.” Maybe that was why she could
never return Ted’s feelings. Perhaps that day had forever
removed her ability to fall in love.

Katie nodded in silent acknowledgment of the unsaid
words that floated through Jena’s mind. The assault.
Fifteen years ago, back in the common room. Jena
shuddered as she recalled the day. Ralph, one of the
groundskeepers, had been in the room, insistent that she
help him find a specific broom the headmaster of the
orphanage needed. She had looked everywhere she could
think of, when the man said he thought it might be in the
closet at the end of the hallway. She had hurried down to
the end of the corridor and opened the door. All she could
see was darkness and pans on the floor; then she was
shoved from behind.

The force had made her tumble into the closet; her
head hitting the wall with a thud. The pain had been
incredible but it was nothing compared to the fear. She
watched as he walked into the closet and closed the door
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behind him. Rough hands grabbed and fondled her small
body; her screams were kept at bay by his alcohol laced
mouth. Terror had become a real live being in those few
moments and Jena thought she would die from the fear.

She had tried to fight. She’d kicked and pushed, but
strong hands had held her tight. A quick back-hand to her
face had nearly knocked her out as blood trickled down
her lip. A punch to her stomach knocked the air from her
lungs as fear thundered through her chest. She’d believed
she wouldn’t survive the attack and had prayed for the
darkness to engulf her.

Darkness and shadows had begun to envelop her.
Hands reached out to her, willing her to let them drag her
into the unknown with them. She’d wanted to scream but
fear had silenced her cries. She welcomed the darkness,
wanted to give in from the horror of where she was and
what was happening.

A quick bolt of light suddenly had intruded into her
hell. All she’d heard was a loud crack of wood against
skull. The next thing she’d remembered had been Ted’s
face, full of worry, as he pulled her from the closet. In that
moment she had sworn to do whatever she could to keep
him happy...and she had. From that day on she’d lived
and breathed by his happiness. Given up the life she no
longer thought of as her own and married him, never once
regretting it, at least not really.

*kdk

“Don’t think about it Jena, it was long ago.” Katie’s
voice penetrated her thoughts. How could she forget? She
lived with it daily. It was a demon that haunted her
nightmares.

“I know it was long ago. At times it feels like it was
just yesterday.”

“I know it does.”

Jena’s gaze turned to her friend’s. No, she could
never understand the scars she bore. No matter how hard
Katie tried to erase the memory, Jena could never forget;
not when it was something that haunted her every
moment. She diverted her gaze into the night, her heart
heavy at the thought of going home.

“The weather is peculiar tonight. The storm looks
like a living being trying to break free.” And it did seem
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that way. Since they had left the theater things had felt
off balance not as they should be.

“It’s just a storm Jena, nothing odd about it. I swear
you watch too many shows on the Sci-Fi Channel. You
need to grip yourself in reality for once.”

“Reality isn’t as much fun. Besides, there are things
that happen all the time that can’t be explained. Just
because you don’t see them happen doesn’t mean they
don’t.” For as far back as Jena could remember she’d
believed in alternate universes and things that went
bump in the night. If that made her strange, then so be it.
It was who she was and she didn’t care.

“Jena, you are one strange cookie.”

The moment the words left Katie’s lips, Jena’s gaze
drifted toward the emerging moon, its silvery glow taking
on a reddish hue. A sudden chill crossed her skin with the
premonition of death. Long ago she’d heard stories that if
the moon should turn a shade of red or crimson it meant
someone would die. Above an owl dove after prey, its cry
eerie in the backdrop of the approaching storm. A need
like none other pushed through her veins.

“Katie, you know I would usually never ask this of
you—but floor it. I need to get home.”

Jena rubbed her hands across her arms, desperate to
dispel the wrenching feeling that was building up inside.
She watched as Katie began to open her mouth but then
thought better of it. The look on her face must have been
reason enough. Without another word Katie pressed her
foot to the gas pedal, her mustang’s engine roared in the
darkness.
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Chapter Two

Half a mile and she would be home. Jena prayed her
feeling of distress was a fluke. Too many times she’d
ignored her gut, only to be proven right. God—please let
her be wrong this time.

“God, please...please let it all be ok.” She’d whispered
the mantra over and over in her head the last twenty
miles.

“Jena?” Katie’s voice barely registered.

Minutes ticked by, each one longer than the last.
Finally, in the distance she saw her house up on the
corner, the kitchen light still aglow.

“See Jena, nothing looks wrong. Even your lights are
still on.” Katie looked at her friend, a triumphant smile
plastered across Katie’s face. Jena wished she felt half as
confident.

“I know you are probably right, but I want to be sure.
Humor me on this will you?” She prayed her friend was
right. Even though everything appeared to be ok from the
back, she wouldn’t believe it until she saw Ted herself.
She needed to know he was okay.

As they rounded the corner, a swarm of blue and red
lights flooded into the mustang, blinding their sight for a
moment. As Jena’s vision cleared she counted at least ten
police cruisers parked in her yard. In an instant, her
heart dropped into her stomach.

“Oh God...please no.” Before Katie could put the car
into park, Jena bolted out the car and headed toward the
front door. Please, please let him be okay. She hummed
the chant in her head over and over as her heart
increased in tempo.

“Ma’am you can’t go in there.” A big burly officer
stood in her way but she refused to stop.

“Try and stop me.” Her hand pushed against his
chest as she slipped out of his grasp and toward the door.
She heard him stammer out a string of cuss words from
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behind her but she ignored him. Her mind was focused on
one thing...finding Ted.

The moment she entered through the front door she
found herself immersed in a pool of officers so thick she
saw almost nothing but blue and black. Her eyes darted
all around but couldn’t see anything out of the ordinary.
She moved her gaze to the hallway that led to the
bedrooms but again, nothing. Fear increased as she
turned her head toward the kitchen where most of the
voices were coming from.

“Such a shame...” She could hear bits and pieces of
the men’s conversation but couldn’t put together what had
happened.

Try as she might, she couldn’t see past the line they
had formed, their voices a mixture of confusion and
regret. She inched closer each foot step felt as if wet
concrete had replaced the tile floor beneath her feet.
Though it took her no more than a minute to reach the
kitchen she felt as if time stood still. So many voices
moved about her, their heads shaking while they
discussed what had happened.

“Excuse me.” Her voice was a mere whisper that
barely made it past her lips as she pushed at the
shoulders of the men that blocked her way. Finally, she
was able to get behind one of the officers, her gaze moving
into the kitchen. The moment she’d pushed past the last
of the blue uniforms her eyes landed on the still body of a
man.

“No! Ted!” Had she screamed? She couldn’t be sure.
The last thing she would remember seeing was a portion
of the left side of his head and his right hand as it grasped
the shirt she had given him for his birthday; a pool of
crimson blood soaked into the deep blue material. After
that blackness engulfed her completely.

*khdk

Black and grey filled her vision as voices she couldn’t
understand filled her ears. Shadows moved toward her
their hands outstretched. Where was she? Her eyes
drifted toward where she’d seen Ted’s body, his lifeless
eyes staring back. Horror replaced sadness as more
shadows circled his body, their smoky hands outstretched
toward his.
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“Leave him alone.” Her words carried on the
stagnant air. Their heads turned toward the direction of
her voice; their soulless eyes boring into her.

“He’s ours Jena. Come join us.” They moved toward
her, their elongated arms outstretched. Coldness wrapped
around her body stiffening her movements. A scream
lodged in her throat as darkness once again engulfed her.
Would she die? Maybe it was best, now that she had no
life left. She was tired of fighting.

“No Jena, you can’t die. I've waited forever for you.
Come find me.” A deep voice enveloped her in warmth.
“Rest easy and find me. You have to find me.”

Jena’s eyes snapped open with a need to find the
owner of the voice paramount. “Where are you?” Her gaze
drifted through the darkness to land on a tall figure in the
distance, his deep blue eyes full of warmth, staring back.

“Hold on for me Jena and search for me, for I cannot
survive without you.” Sadness laced his words and she
could feel his need of her. Something deep inside reached
for him. She wanted to hold him close and never let go.

“Who are you?” Her voice whispered on the stale air.

“I'm your past, present and future. You just need to
look.” Mist wrapped around the man and his figure
disappeared in the darkness. “I can only exist if you are
with me.”

“Don’t go.” She could feel the coldness invade her
once more as the bleakness of her life snaked around her
like a vice. She tried to reach out to the man to pull him
close. Never in her life had she been so drawn to someone.

“T'll be close Jena. You just need to find me. Please
save me.” Her heart lurched in her chest at the pain she
felt in his words. She watched as the darkness enveloped
him like a glove...removing him from her sight.

“Time to go Jena. Join us.” The voices of the others
crossed her skin like thousands of ants. Shivering she
pushed herself farther away from their grasp.

“Never.” Shadows moved about her, a fog of confusion
wrapped around her mind. She welcomed the embrace of
unconsciousness; allowed it to take her away from the
pain in her life. Maybe she wouldn’t wake up this time.
Then again, she couldn’t give up on the man who’d called
out to her.
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*kkk

Suddenly the pungent scent of fainting salt broke
through the fogginess of the darkness. “What...what
happened?” Her voice felt rough as if she had eaten one of
those steel wool scouring pads. Try as she might, she
couldn’t gain enough strength to sit up on her own. Her
eyes adjusted to the light in the living room, her heart
pounded out an erratic beat. “Katie?”

“I'm here Jena, I'm here.” Her friend’s voice held a
hint of sadness and concern. So she’d not dreamt the
horror her mind refused to let go of. But what had
happened to Ted?

Her gaze fell on a tall lanky man, his face a mask of
neutrality. “Ma’am.” He could only be the captain, Jena
mused. He held an air of authority about him, not to
mention the fact that the other officers went to him for
instructions. Putting her hand beneath her Jena pushed
herself up refusing to allow them to see her as the weepy
woman in distress. Too many times she’d seen friends get
ignored because the police labeled them as helpless. Jena
refused to appear that way even though she wanted
nothing more than to cry her eyes out.

“I asked what happened.” Her voice was a bit more
forceful; she was pleased when the man in charge turned
her direction. Though, he acted apprehensive at first. She
could tell by the way he shifted, he knew he couldn’t keep
the truth from her. She wasn’t stupid and she was not
about to be bullied around by the police. She had lost faith
in them long ago.

“Well Miss...” His voice held a bite to it that crawled
up Jena’s spine.

“My name is Jena or if you prefer, Mrs. Ted Jenkin.”
She hated when men called her Miss, it made her feel like
a child. She had lived through hell and back and she
refused to be treated like something that was so fragile it
could break.

“Sorry, I meant to say Mrs. Jenkin.” His rough voice
agitated her further but she continued to stare back,
stubbornness a thick trait that ran through her. “I am
afraid your house was broken into tonight. Your husband,
I mean Mr. Jenkin, attempted to fight off his attacker.
Unfortunately, he did not win.”
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The words hit her like a physical blow. She turned
from the man’s challenging stare and looked out into the
night. Her eyes drifted up to the moon, its glow still held a
hint of crimson. It’s how she’d known tonight would end
badly, by that cursed moon. Why was she always alerted
too late; when nothing she could do would change the
past? She turned her determined gaze back to the captain;
one thought pulsating through her mind. The man who’d
killed Ted. Where was he? More than anything she
wanted to rend and tear him to pieces for what he’d done.

“The person who did this...has he been caught?” She
knew Ted could never be brought back but she held onto
the hope that at least the person responsible would be
held accountable.

“Well in that respect, there was a bit of luck. Even
though your husband was fatally injured, he did get off a
blow to the attackers head.” The man’s words echoed in
her mind. Fatally injured...Try as she might, Jena found
it tough to focus on the rest of the conversation. “The
impact must have knocked the assailant off balance...we
found him unconscious on the hallway floor.” Her eyes
shot toward the hallway, desperate to find what she knew
wouldn’t be there. She needed badly to face the man
who’d changed her life once more, but all she found was
the darkness of the night staring back at her.

“Where is he?” Though she was unsure if she meant
Ted or the man responsible for his death, she decided to
leave the answer up to the man before her.

“He’s been taken down to the precinct for
questioning. He’ll be brought before a judge in the
morning.” The captain turned for a moment as if to head
out the door, then he pivoted back and looked directly into
Jena’s eyes. Her heart stopped in that moment. “I am
sorry for your loss Mrs. Jenkin. Truly I am.” Sincerity
laced his words and she couldn’t help but accept his
apology.

Jena watched as the police captain moved out the
door and into the night, the flicker of police lights
illuminated her doorway. In that moment she decided she
would forever hate that shade of blue.
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Chapter Three

Days turned into months and then into years.
Looking at the paper, it was hard to believe two and a
half years had gone by already. Sure, the guy who had
killed Ted had gone to court. The whole case was
plastered on the front page for weeks. Unfortunately, he
had gotten off easy. Six years in a psychiatric unit...talk
about justice. A small snort escaped her throat as she
tried to concentrate on the paperwork in front of her.
Nope...not going to work. Her eyes drifted to the last
picture she still had of Ted.

“I'm sorry Ted.” Still she wondered what she could
have done differently that night. Could she have known?
Were there signs she’d missed? True, the moon had
alerted her, but that was after the fact. Ted had been
dead long before they’d exited the movie.

Frustrated at the whole world, Jena couldn’t help but
laugh. Sure at first everyone came out of the woodwork to
pay their respects, but as the weeks had gone by, the well
wishers slowly diminished. The fact that they had no
family didn’t bother her; it was that she felt she’d failed
Ted. She should have gotten home sooner. He didn’t
deserve to die. All her life she had never known him to be
unkind to a single person. Yet in the blink of an eye he
was dead. Fate had a cruel sense of humor and she was
always the butt of the joke.

“Jena, are you there?” Jarred from her thoughts,
Jena turned her head to the sound of Linda behind her.

“Sorry Linda, just thinking. What's up?” Theyd
known each other for ten years and Jena couldn’t have
asked for a better boss. In that time they had grown to
become good friends and never once did she overstep her
boundaries as her superior.

“Not much. I just wanted to let you know the
proposal you drew up for the Catori deal was great. The
board members approved it last night. I wanted to thank
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you for your hard work.”

“Thanks, I'm glad it went over well. The funds we
will get from the merger will help solidify our stock.
Money like that you can’t turn away from. The board
members would have been foolish to.” Too many times she
had found money had a way of persuading even the
kindest of people. It annoyed her but she wasn’t a fool to
ignore the truth.

“Still, you spent a lot of time working on the data. To
show you our appreciation, we've all agreed to give you
some well deserved time off. Two months to be exact, all
of it paid.” There it was. She knew there was a hidden
agenda behind her boss’s visit. Linda had been worried
about her for months now and she finally found a way to
make her take a break. Great...forced time off.

“I know I didn’t hear you right. You're making me
take a vacation?” She had to ask. How could they make
her take time off? Her work was flawless and she never
was late. Agreed, she hadn’t taken time off since Ted’s
death, but still. Why now?

“Look Jena, I'm worried about you. You need time off.
You need to get away. From here and everything that
might remind you of what happened. I know you are still
hurt and I don’t blame you.” Jena wanted to yell and
scream that she didn’t need to get away. She needed the
normalcy of work, not a vacation to God knows where.
What could she say?

“I wouldn’t even know where to go Linda. I've not
thought about taking a trip in years.” That was the truth.
She hadn’t even considered a vacation. Of course she
could afford to go wherever she wanted, heck she didn’t
even have to work and Linda knew that. One thing Ted
was good at was planning. Without her knowledge he’d
taken out a substantial life insurance policy in case
something ever happened to him. If he’d only known. The
thought drew another small sob that caught in Jena’s
throat, her guilt about Ted’s death crept over her.

“That’s the fun part Jena.” Linda pushed a beige card
into her hand. “Here, I have a friend who is a travel
agent. Go talk to her. She will help you plan out the
perfect trip. Now go, have fun. Everything will be here for
you when you get back. I promise.” Jena knew it would be
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a losing battle to argue with her boss when her mind was
already set. The woman was more stubborn than anyone
she’d ever met, aside from herself, of course.

“Fine Linda, I'll go talk to her, but I make no
promises. I'm really not in the mood for a trip.” Jena
reached down to pick up her purse, making sure she had
everything. She watched as a small smile crossed Linda’s
face.

“See you in a few months.” Linda’s voice echoed in
her mind as she left the office slamming the door behind
her. Great. Just great.

*kkk

A trip? Why in the hell did they want her to take a
trip? Reaching into her purse, Jena pulled out her keys
and pressed the button to deactivate her car alarm.
Couldn’t they just leave her alone? She never acted upset
at work. She just did her job and left everyone else alone.

The moment she was away from the building a dark
cloud crossed above her, blocking out the sun. Shadows
moved across the parking lot in front of her. Another
feeling of foreboding crossed her soul.

“Jena come to us.” Those voices. The same ones she’d
heard back the night Ted had died.

“Go away.” Why was she hearing them now? She was
awake wasn’t she?

“You belong to us Jena, just like Ted is with us. Come
join Ted, you know you want to.” A cry of anguish welled
up in her throat. Could they be right? The idea pulsated
through her mind. Perhaps her life was forfeit after not
saving him from his fate; she wasn’t sure anymore.

“Jena, don’t forget me. You still have to find me. I
cannot survive without you.” A man’s husky voice brushed
against her skin, sending her heart hammering out a
chaotic beat.

“Who are you? Where are you?” She couldn’t place
the accent or the man’s voice. It held recognition, but she
couldn’t understand why.

“T told you. I'm your past, present and future. I need
you to save me.” His words wrapped like a blanket around
her, sealing her in warmth. She could hear the hiss of the
creatures that continued to haunt her fade further into
the background until she could only hear the voice of the
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mystery man.

“I want to find you but I don’t know where.” Never in
her life had she wanted to find someone so much.

“You will find me, just don’t give up.” His words
faded into the mist that moved into the area. A crack from
behind her and she twisted her head to find a pair of deep
blue eyes staring back at her.

“Who?”

“It's time for you to go back. Dont forget
Jena...please don’t forget.” A crash broke her thoughts as
the sun emerged from behind the darkened clouds.

Opening the door she heard a yell from behind and
footsteps running toward her.

“Jena, wait up!” Jena smiled as she heard Katie
hurry toward her. Chills continued to move across her
skin. What was going on with her all of a sudden? She
watched as Katie approached her, a smile plastered all
over her face.

“What’s up Katie? I have an appointment to go to.”
Well, she thought, she did promise to go see the agent so
it wasn’t a full lie.

“I know, Linda told me she finally got a chance to
talk to you about taking some time off.” Jena almost
laughed. Of course those two were in co-hoots together.
The three of them had gone out numerous times and were
all friends. Nothing amazed her when those two were
involved.

“I see. So you had your hand in this as well. Fine, you
can come with me and go through the pain of helping me
figure out where I'm going. But I warn you, I won’t be
smiling about it.” Even though she didn’t want to go
anywhere, something about time away was beginning to
feel right. There was her gut again telling her which
direction to go. Why the hell didn’t it come with an on-off
switch?

“Jena, are you there?” She had been so deep in
thought; she’d missed what Katie had been rambling
about.

“I'm sorry Katie, just trying to see if there are any
places that I've wanted to go to before. Any ideas?” The
moment she said it she wished she could take it back.
Katie’s answer would be what Katie wanted which
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ultimately was never the same.

“Well, since you asked.” Her smile, larger than life,
shone through the murkiness of the day. “You should go
on one of those nice long romantic cruises. The kind where
you can wear next to nothing the whole trip and there are
tons of gorgeous single men.” Of course she would say a
cruise. What else did she expect? Anything Katie thought
about had to do with romance. The woman was her own
walking romance novel.

“Katie, I'm really not in the mood for some long
cruise with a ton of men who are less real than Bugs
Bunny.” She couldn’t help herself. For the last three
months Katie had been dropping hints letting her know
that it was time she started to date again. But her heart
had been hardened long ago and nothing in this world
would ever soften it. No, a cruise was definitely out of the
question.

“Fine Jena, I won’t push you into going somewhere
you don’t want to go. Please do take a trip somewhere,
anywhere else but here.” She knew her friend was worried
about her. Hell, she was worried about herself, but she
refused to admit it to anyone. Okay fine, she would take a
trip somewhere. She just needed to make sure it was as
far from a romantic get away as possible.

“Ok, I promise.” Good. That settled, she focused her
mind on the road ahead and wherever that might lead.
Even her heart felt lighter with the knowledge that she
would go somewhere else soon. Maybe for once fate would
shine positively on her. Maybe. She wasn’t about to hold
her breath though.

*khkk

Thirty minutes later Jena found herself inside
Linda’s friend’s travel agency. A wealth of posters of far
away places littered the walls, as well as pamphlets for
every imaginable destination were all over the desk. So
many choices, she had no clue what to do. Jena began to
tap out a nervous rhythm on the ground, unsure if she
should really be here.

Her head turned toward Katie, a nervous smile on
her face. “Maybe we should...”

“Jena?” A meek voice from behind her jarred her
from her thoughts.
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“Hi, um...yes, I'm Jena. Linda sent me.” She felt like
a child caught in a stranger’s house. Her hands held fast
to a napkin she had grabbed from her car, kneading it to
keep her nerves in check.

“Nice to meet you Jena my name is Holly. Holly
O’Callaey. Linda called and told me you would be by.” The
woman’s smile was warm and friendly an instant rebuttal
to the coldness she’d felt. “I'm glad to finally meet you.”
Holly was being sincere, which helped some, though Jena
still felt out of sorts in the office.

“Linda said you could help me plan a vacation.
Everyone around me seems to think I need to get away.”
A small sarcastic laugh escaped Jena’s dry throat. At that
moment all she wanted to do was go home and crawl
underneath her covers. Too bad she’d be found there as
well.

“Ah...I see. And you don’t want to go anywhere I bet.”
Okay, the woman was good.

“Well, not really. I mean, I know it wouldn’t be a bad
thing.” Hesitation pulsed through her. She wanted to go
home so bad yet she also wanted to stay. She was about to
get up and leave but a look from Katie convinced her
otherwise.

“Jena doesn’t like the idea of us pushing her into
going somewhere. She needs to get away. It will be good
for her, I know it.” What could she say to that? Katie was
worried about her that much was obvious.

“Look, I agreed to going on vacation but I have a few
things I want you to understand.” She took a moment to
gather her thoughts; she felt as if the world held its
breath as it waited for her to speak. “I do not want a
cruise, or anything else that might be able to be construed
as something ‘romantic’. I just want something out in the
fresh air and away from everything and everyone.” There
she’d said it. Let the woman find something to fit those
requirements. If not...well she’d come as she’d promised.

A few minutes passed while she watched the travel
agent turn her criteria over in her mind. Part of her hoped
she couldn’t come up with anything that would meet her
needs. On the other hand she prayed that she could get
away. She knew she needed to get away; to finally have
time to herself without others around to worry about her
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well-being. Just when she thought she might get out of
having to plan the vacation and actually going, she
watched as a smile crossed Holly’s face.

“I've got the perfect vacation for you. It’s not any type
of ‘romantic’ get away and it will keep you from being in
the middle of people. It will allow you time to yourself in
the outdoors in one of the most beautiful countries I've
seen.” The idea of finally getting away from everyone
roused her interest. Could she finally have time alone?

“Is that possible?” Katie’s voice broke through the
silence.

“Katie.” Her eyes moved back to the woman across
from her. Questions burned through her mind. “So...what
is this trip you're talking about?” She didn’t want to seem
too interested but God help her, she did want to get away
after all.

“I know you said you have close to two months to
play with so I was thinking we could plan a hiking trip
through Scotland. You could begin in Inverness or one of
the surrounding areas.” She listened as the woman
talked, but her mind was already in a far away place.
Scotland. She had always dreamed of going but never
had.

“I don’t know. Jena, that’s so far.” Katie’s voice held
concern.

“How would this work?” The woman definitely had
her interest.

“Well, we could start you out from say Orkney; put
you up in one of the bed and breakfasts for a few nights.
From there you take your backpack and just go. There are
many castles and lochs around the area for you to visit
and the people pretty much keep to themselves.” It
sounded like heaven. Could it be that easy?

“Jena...” Katie’s protest fell on deaf ears. Her mind
was already oceans away.

“I like the sound of being outside and going where I
want to. How quickly can we plan this?” God help her she
wanted to go. From the moment the woman had
mentioned the trip she was hooked. The idea of outdoors
and fresh air pulled at her, not to mention the lochs,
castles and people who didn’t know her or her past.

“Now dJena, are you sure you want to do this? I heard
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it rains a lot out there and if you are alone who will you
talk to? Who will keep you company and out of trouble?”
Katie’s voice held such concern that it broke Jena’s heart.
They’d always done things together but she knew this
time she had to go alone. She needed to get away if for
any other reason than to finally close the door on the past.

“Katie I'll be fine. I think this is something I really
need to do on my own.” Her gaze drifted across the wealth
of posters littered on the walls till they settled back on
her friend.

“But...” Her small protest barely moved her.

“T'll call you when I get there and throughout the
time I'm away. I promise.” It was the best assurance she
could provide. She loved her like a sister but it was time
to go on her own for a bit. She needed to find out who she
was and where she was headed; otherwise she felt she
would fade into despair eventually.

“Ok, but I don’t have to like it. I mean it Jena; call
me so I know you are okay.” Always the concerned friend;
it warmed Jena’s heart that she had been lucky enough to
know Katie.

“So that settles it. I'll make all the arrangements and
send them over to you later today Jena.” Holly’s vibrant
voice broke through the women’s conversation. “I believe
we can get you out of here as soon as tomorrow maybe the
next day.” Jena’s jaw dropped. Wow, could it be that fast?
She wasn’t nearly prepared to leave that quickly. Or was
she? Her mind began to go through a checklist of items
she would need.

“I'm not sure if I'll be ready that fast. At least I don’t
think I can. Well maybe I can.” Her mind a jumbled mess,
she barely caught the smile crossing both women’s faces.
“What’s so funny you two?”

“You are. You are hemming and hawing but you are
aglow with the thought of this trip. This is the first time
I've seen you even a little bit relaxed. Heck most times
you are wound as tight as a rubber band stretched to its
limit.” That was Katie for her, straight and to the point.
But she was right. She was relaxed at the thought of
going and the sooner the better.

“OKk, fine, I'll go home and start packing. Or should I
pick up some new stuff since I'll be going hiking. Hmm, so
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many things I need to consider.” Her mind had already
left the travel office and was going through more items
she might need on her journey.

“Look, you go shopping Jena and I'll give you a call
this evening with all the specifics. Sound good?” Not that
the woman gave her much choice as she was already
tapping on her computer to locate all the information she
needed to set up the trip. Without another word Jena got
up and shook Holly’s hand as she headed for the door.

“Thank you so much Holly, I look forward to your
call.”

“It’s my pleasure Jena. I'll get the perfect trip for
you...I promise. Youll come back a changed woman.” Her
smile, as bright as the sun outside, sent waves of
reassurance through Jena. For once maybe luck was on
her side. Returning her attention back to Katie she found
that she too seemed to have caught the same smile.

“Let’s go Katie. I need to do some shopping!” For the
first time in a long time, Jena felt at ease with a choice
she’d made. Walking to her car she began to hum a happy
tune to herself, a smile of her own crossing her face.
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Chapter Four

Three hours and close to a thousand dollars later,
Jena finally was on her way back home with all she had
purchased.

“Think you got everything?”

“I believe so. If not, I'll pick it up when I get there.
I'm sure there are stores around.” She hoped she hadn’t
forgotten to get anything, though even if she had it wasn’t
that big of a deal. It wasn’t like she was going to the
middle of no where. There would be stores. At least, she
hoped so.

“Jena?” Katie’s voice wavered drawing dJena’s
attention. Turning to face her friend; sadness seemed to
have crossed her face, resonated from her eyes.

“What’s wrong Katie? I thought you were happy I
finally caved in and decided to take a trip?” Not that she
minded after talking to Holly but it hadn’t been her idea
in the first place.

“T am happy, but...” Katie’s pause always meant she
was thinking too much and that worried Jena.

“But what, Katie? Out with it.”

“Fine. I'm worried about you going alone. Are you
sure you want to be gone for two months and in Scotland
to boot? I mean...what if something happens? What if you
need something and you can’t find anyone to help you?”
She pounded questions and concerns until Jena felt she
would laugh in hysterics.

“Katie, I want you to listen to me for a minute.” She
paused a minute to make sure she had Katie’s full
attention. “You and Linda were right about this. I need to
get away to gather my thoughts on who I am and where I
want to go with my life now.”

“But...why...?” Her unfinished sentence lingered in
the air even though they both knew the answer.

“Ted has been gone for over two years now. It’s time I
was out on my own. I have to find my place in this world.

20



Scottish Whispers

I have been wandering around lost for too long.” She loved
Katie like a sister and would never want to cause her
concern. She needed this though, more than anything she
had needed before. She felt it in ever fiber of her being.

“I know Jena, and I agree on those facts, but why so
far away? I mean if it was a cruise that would be cool but
a hiking trip in Scotland? Won’t it get cold and rainy on
you?” A laugh erupted from her throat and she couldn’t
stop herself. Katie always worried about the most insane
things.

“Of course it might rain; it’s Scotland for Pete’s sake.
But I'm ready for that Katie. It rains here and I don’t
melt, at least not that I've noticed.” The whole idea was
comical except the look Katie shot her bespoke concern.

“What else is bothering you Katie? Aside from the
rain and the fact it’s in another country. What about this
trip has you so worried?” She couldn’t understand why
her friend was so concerned. It was a small hiking trip in
a gorgeous country, what more could she want?

“Nothing I guess....it’s just that...well...oh 1 don’t
know. I'm just being silly but for some reason the thought
of you going away on your own scares me a little. I know
it sounds stupid but it’s true.” The sincerity in her words
kept Jena from laughing even though she knew nothing
was going to happen.

“Listen Katie, I love that you are concerned, I truly
do but I need you to understand that I am going to be fine.
I need this more than anything I've needed before. Do you
understand me on that?” She hated to be so blunt but she
had so many things she needed to complete before leaving
that she didn’t have the time to assure her friend that she
would be fine. She’d survived worse and she could do so
again.

“I know you will be fine Jena. Don’t mind me or my
comments. You go and have fun but bring yourself back
here safely. Promise?” Katie’s finger teetered back and
forth in a very demanding manner and Jena had to choke
back a giggle.

Instead she shot Katie a warm smile as she nodded
her head. “I promise I will come back a changed woman
safe and sound.” Of course she would come back safely.
What could possibly happen?
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Two hours later, Jena found herself exhausted as she
pulled her car into the driveway. Turning off the engine a
soft sigh escaped her throat. “Finally.” The conversation
with Katie had drained her energy levels big time. Why
was she so worried?

Opening the door, she felt the cool brush of the
breeze signaling another incoming storm. Despite her
past and the premonitions she received, she couldn’t help
but appreciate the brewing clouds in the distance.
Regardless of anything else she loved storms and the
rejuvenation that always came with it. Thunder cracked
in the distance a signal that the storm would be
approaching shortly.

Getting out of her car Jena reached into the back
seat and pulled out the bags full of what she had
purchased earlier, her head connecting with the roof of
the car.

“Ouch!” Mentally she checked off the items she would
need, rubbing the roof of her head as she did. Backpack,
eating utensils, warm clothing, water cooler, blankets and
a bunch of other things Holly had advised her to get. Yep,
she had it all. Or at least she hoped she did.

“My, my...been shopping?”’ Jena nearly dropped her
bags at the interruption of her thoughts. Scrambling to
regain her composure, Jena turned to face the sound of
the elderly mans’ voice, a small smile plastered on her
face. Emmett had always been a kind, sweet man
especially after Ted’s death. She feared he somehow felt
responsible for not having kept an eye out and seen the
man enter the house.

“Good evening Emmett. How are you tonight?” She
always enjoyed talking to him. He was a sweet old man,
one she considered a grandfather if she had ever had one.
He always had a twinkle in his eye and since Ted’s death
had been very protective of her. “I've been out shopping
today. I'm finally going on a vacation.”

“A vacation you say? Where to and when?” The man
was inquisitive. But she never minded it before.

“I'm taking a two month trip overseas. If all goes well
I'll be leaving by this weekend and returning after
Thanksgiving sometime.” The moment she said it she
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remembered she’d promised to spend Thanksgiving with
Emmett and his wife. How could she forget?

“It’s fine Jena. You need to get away. The wife and I
have had this conversation many times over the last year.
It will be good for you.” Jena chuckled wondering just how
many people were conspiring against her to make her
take time off.

“I'm beginning to think everyone has decided I need
to get away. Guess it just took a bit for me to grasp the
idea huh?” She watched as a look of confusion crossed the
old man’s face his hand reaching back to scratch his
graying head.

“Well, I reckon you’ll be needing someone to watch
yer house while you're gone.” Blast, she’d not even
thought of that.

“Now that you mention it, I guess I do. I'm sorry to
ask on such short notice.”

“Oh child, think nothing of it. Me and the Misses will
gladly keep an eye on things. You just go and enjoy
yourself. Relax and refocus. It will be good for you.” What
more could she say? Everything was falling into place and
she couldn’t be happier.

Reaching up she wrapped her arms around Emmett,
squeezing tight. “Thank you so much. Tell Agnes I said
‘hi” and that I'll bring both of you something back special.”
She released her hold and backed up toward the house
waving as she headed toward the door.

“Just bring yourself back safely and we will be happy
Miss Jena.” His words brushed against her skin like a
foreboding. Why was everyone so worried she wouldn’t
come back?

With a quick tilt of her head as she headed toward
her home she took in the man who'd been so kind to her.
A shadow crossed his smile, his eyes taking on knowledge
she couldn’t fathom. A burst of thunder roared from the
distance pulling her attention to the east.

“Looks like we are in for a bugger of a storm,
Emmett.” Her gaze moved back toward the old man to
find a smug grin cross his face.

“Storms are good. They wash away the bad and bring
in a fresh new world.” Jena could feel he was trying to tell
her something, but for the life of her she just couldn’t
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figure it out. It had to be the stress of the day.

“Take care and I'll see you soon.” Without another
word Jena turned on her heel and sped toward the house.
Droplets of rain began to fall from the sky the onset of the
storm urging her inside.

*kh%k

As Jena turned the key to unlock her front door she
heard her phone begin to ring. “Damn.” Pushing the big
oak door open never felt so hard. Jena rushed inside to
grab the phone off the kitchen wall, tripping over the
chair as she ran.

“Hel...hello?” Out of breath, Jena bit back the curse
words that rattled her brain from the impact her knee
had made with the metal chair. Not sure what else to do
Jena dropped her bags on the kitchen table, the contents
spilling all over the place. Crap. A second or two passed
and she wondered if she might have missed the call after
all.

“Miss Jenkin?” A soft-spoken voice resonated on the
other end.

“This is she. Who is this?” The voice didn’t ring any
bells but she was listed in the phone directory so anyone
could have found the number.

“It’s Holly from the travel agency.” Jena’s heart
stopped in that second.

“Hi Holly. I just got in.” She didn’t know what to say.
What if she couldn’t find anything? What if everything
was booked? Damn, just as she was beginning to look
forward to leaving.

“I just wanted to let you know everything has been
confirmed. Your plane leaves tomorrow from MCI at 3:00
p-m. You should arrive the next day at 11:35 a.m. You
have to change planes once, but it shouldn’t be too much
trouble. I went ahead and e-mailed your electronic ticket
with all the particulars.” The details bounced through
Jena’s mind so fast she felt the world spin on its axis. So
it was done. Was it possible? Hard to believe just
yesterday she’d felt stuck in a rut.

“I'm sorry. You said everything is booked?” She had
to ask, fearful that she’d misheard something.

“Yep, everything has been arranged for you. You're
ready to go.” She could have sworn she heard a chuckle on
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the other end of the call when another female voice came
on the line.

“Hey dJena, it’s Linda. I'm so glad you are going on
this trip. It will be wonderful for you.” Linda? What was
she doing at Holly’s? Of course, they were friends why
wouldn’t she be there?

“Hey Linda, it’s good to hear from you.” Jena had
been afraid she wouldn’t have a chance to speak to her
before leaving.

“Thanks. I'm glad to have caught you at home. Holly
told me about the trip and it sounds like it should do you
good.”

“T was taken off-guard to hear you there.” She knew
they were friends, but she didn’t realize Linda and Holly
were that close. She would have to find out more from
about Holly once she returned. “So what are you two up to
tonight?”

“Holly and I are going to see a movie tonight.” A
movie? Could they have hot dates? “Now go, get ready to
have fun!” There was her chipper voice urging her on. She
would have to figure out a way to thank them when she
returned.

“I'll do my best. You two have fun tonight.” She could
hear a muffled giggle on the other end. “I'll catch you
when I get back.” She could tell that they were
preoccupied as a soft click was their only reply.

Crazy girls. Hanging up the phone, Jena moved back
to the table and the items littered all over it.

“What a mess.”

A quick glance around the room brought back fresh
memories. Tears began to pool in her eyes. God; how she
hated this place. So many memories that hurt and so
many things left unsaid. Had she done the right thing
when she’d married Ted? How many nights over the last
two years had she argued with herself over that very fact.

Come on girl, get past it. You loved him the best you
could. Had she? Did she really love him or just used his
love as a way to not deal with men? Maybe she’d done him
wrong by marrying him when she knew she couldn’t love
him that way? Unfortunately, she would never know the
answers and that bothered her the most. A sigh escaped
her lips as she reached back down and grabbed the bags.
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Heading back to her room she pushed the bad memories
out of her mind and for now, focused instead on the trip
ahead of her.

“Scotland, here I come.” A sudden chill swept across
her body, the warm touch of man’s finger across her face
stopped Jena in her tracks. God please, don’t let me be
haunted by ghosts. Her mind screamed out in defiance. As
soon as it began the sensation disappeared. Jena’s gaze
drifted across the room and out the bay window in her
bedroom. Deep black clouds had begun to roll in with the
lightning arching across the sky.

“So beautiful.” Yet the ominous clouds terrified her
as her mind replayed the night of Ted’s murder. “God 1
hate this place.”
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Chapter Five

The night had dragged on ruthlessly, her need to get
everything done foremost on her mind. Hours passed ‘til
she felt she would scream out into the night. Moving
around the bedroom, Jena looked at her gear and the
checklist she held. Earlier, she had printed out the
itinerary that Holly had sent, along with a brochure
listing the local activities.

“Well I'll give her one thing, she’s good.” She’d been
surprised at the efficiency of the travel agent but at the
same time she was thankful for her thoroughness. Jena
had gone through everything she’d been given and plotted
out a route that would take her to some of the more
remote parts of the island.

“That should be good.” Looking down at her planner
she closed the book and put it into her backpack. Now
what? Just as she was about to get up the phone rang
breaking the silence of the night. God she hoped it wasn’t
another salesman.

“Hello?”

“Jena?” She was relieved to hear Katie’s voice on the
other end.

“Hey there girl, what’s up?” She knew Katie was still
worried about the trip she could hear it in her voice. She
couldn’t blame her though. It was a long distance and
they’d never been separated before.

“Nothing, I just thought maybe I'd come over for a bit
and we could watch a movie or something.” She was
fishing for something, Jena could feel it.

“Sure come on out. I'm done packing and could use
the diversion. You bring the movie, I'll supply the
popcorn.”

“Great, on my way.” With that she heard the finality
of the cell click on her end as she replaced the receiver. At
least she would have one more relaxing night in front of
the TV before she headed out.
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An hour later and Katie was at her door; a movie in
her hand and a smile plastered on her face.

“What did you do?” She was almost afraid to ask.

“Nothing. Here...it’s the best I could find.” She shoved
the blue covered case into her hand as she pushed her
way passed Jena and into the living room, plopping onto
the couch. Looking down at the covering, the script
lettering jumped out at her. Jason verses Freddy. Jena’s
eyes widened.

“No way! You actually got a horror movie? Where’s
Katie? Who are you?” A small chuckle escaped her lips.

“I don’t want to hear it. So I gave in tonight and
thought I'd give your kind of movie a chance.” She
watched as Katie feigned a shudder. “Now let’s get this
over with. I even brought some tequila with me, so it
won’t be a total loss.”

“Ohh...tequila. You aren’t trying to make me miss
my flight tomorrow are you?” Though the idea of getting
hammered was appealing she didn’t want to miss her
plane.

“Me? Never. I just can’t see watching this kind of
movie sober.” The look on her friend’s face drew another
round of laughter to burst from her throat. This was the
Katie she knew and loved.

“Ok, you win; I'll break out the glasses. I think I
might even have some chips lying around somewhere.
Somehow popcorn and tequila just sounds...yuck.” Jena
headed toward the kitchen turning as she approached the
doorway. “Thanks for coming out Katie...it means a lot to
me tonight.”

“No problem chica. Can’t let you head off to the
unknown without a proper night of drinking.” Katie’s
laughter echoed through the living room.

A few hours later, Jena made her way up to her room
to head up to bed just before midnight. Katie had stayed
for the duration of the movie, even though she’d been
repulsed by all the blood and gore, and proceeded to tell
Jena in detail how warped her sense of humor must be to
watch them. Still she had enjoyed their time together.

The moment she made it to her room, Jena fell to her
bed like a rock, her eyes slamming shut in an instant.
Waves of darkness embraced her as she drifted into a
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deep sleep.
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Black, grey and crimson filled her mind, along with
the sounds of people screaming in agony.

“Come to us dJena. You still belong to us.” The
monsters from her past crept back to her present.

“Go away. I won’t follow you.” Defiance laced her
words.

“You cannot avoid us. We will always be here. You
are coming to us. It will just take time.” Their coupled
voices rang through her body in a shudder of chills.

“Never. I'll never belong to you. Leave me be.” Try as
she might Jena couldn’t move. She closed her eyes as her
heart began to beat out an erratic beat she swore would
burst.

“Just wait. You will have no choice.” Jena could feel
their hands reach for her, their long tendril fingers
grasping her nightgown.

“Go away.” Her voice cracked in the dryness of the
abyss she was locked in. Just when she swore she would
drown in despair of the being that hunted her; warmth
spread across her skin.

“Jena...” His deep baritone voice penetrated her web
of fatigue and terror. Her eyelids drifted back open, a
haze of reds and blues filling her vision.

“Where am I? Who'’s out there?” No matter how hard
she tried she couldn’t move her body. The warmth of a
hand caressed her cheek, sending shockwaves through
her body.

“I'm waiting for you my love.” Her gaze moved from
the large hand up the arm to his shadowed face. Once
more, she could only make out the steel blue eyes staring
back.

“Who are you?” His accent was not American and the
sound sent her whole body into an uproar of feelings.

“I'm your destiny. Save me.” Again sadness filled his
voice. What could hurt such a powerful looking man? Jena
found her arms reaching out for him.

“I don’t believe in destiny.” She hadn’t for as far back
as she could remember.

“You may not but both destiny and I believe in you.”
His finger lingered on her skin; a light touch that sent her
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blood burning as the mist enveloped him in its embrace.

“Don’t go.” Mist continued to shroud him in mystery,
engulfing him in darkness.

“I have to. You will find me soon. You will know me.
In your heart you will know me.” His voice turned to a
whisper the sound a soft caress across her soul.

“Wait. Please.” Tears pooled in her eyes as the man
disappeared once more into the shadows. “Who are you?”

“No one for you to worry about, Jena. You belong to
us just as Ted did.” A cold clammy hand grasped Jena’s
wrist the feel of it sending shivers across her skin. A tilt of
her head met with soul-less eyes staring back. Not again.

“Go away.”

“Never. You belong to us now.” A scream lodged in
Jena’s throat as a cold fog enveloped her, weaving around
so tight she couldn’t breath. When would her hell end?
Unconsciousness gripped her firmly and she took the
vision of the man’s sad blue eyes with her as she
descended into the darkness of sleep once more.
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A shriek of Jena’s alarm clock rustled her from her
dreams. How long had she slept? She could barely
remember making it to the bed, let alone undressing. A
quick glance to her nightstand proved why. Tequila.
Okay, now she remembered. She’d have to thank Katie for
that little present later.

“Katie, I'm going to kill you later.” Jena knew Katie
wasn’t around but it felt good to say it anyway.

A stretch of her arms as she got up sent the blood
rushing to her head. The second she was upright her head
began to pound with the rush of blood into her brain. Oh
ya...bad idea. When had she decided to drink? Had to
have been somewhere between Freddy coming back to life
and Jason drowning. Or had they watched another movie
after that? Damn, she couldn’t remember. Thankfully
she’d not been subjected to one of Katie’s romantic movies
or berated with more questions as to why she was going
overseas. If she had, she might have downed another
bottle she held for emergencies.

A quick look about the room and Jena made her way
toward the bathroom. God, how she ached. If she didn’t
know better she could have sworn she’d run a damn
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marathon instead of vegging out in front of the TV all
night. She needed to clear her head of the cobwebs from
the night before and the constant pounding in her brain
or she’d never make it through the flight. The moment
she stepped into the steaming hot spray of the shower,
she felt the tension leave her body.

“Thank God.” Even her voice sounded hollow against
the tiled walls. A sigh escaped her lips. “Guess it’s time
we thought of moving.” We? She’d not made that slip in a
long time. There was no ‘we’ and she needed to remember
that. How she hated the thought of leaving her home, but
it was just too big now. Full of way too many hurtful
memories she just wanted to bury with her past.

“Oh Ted.” They’d had so many plans for their home,
so many ideas. “Yet it’s all gone in the blink of an eye.”
Her words drifted on the heated air to be heard by
nothing but the ghosts that haunted her. Stepping out of
the shower Jena allowed the water to slowly drip down
her body as she reached for the towel on the counter.

Wrapping the cotton fabric around her, she moved
into the bedroom, the slam of the cold air an instant wake
up call. Dressing quickly, Jena pulled on a pair of khaki
pants and a forest green shirt. With a slight turn toward
her left and her gaze landed on the clock on the table. 1:30
p.m. already? Shit. She needed to move quickly before
Katie arrived. Jena pulled on her jean jacket and grabbed
her backpack. She needed to move fast or else chance
missing her flight. As she exited the bedroom she grabbed
her bags off the floor her bed still unmade.

“Well, looks like everything is ready.” Jena returned
her attention to the list in her hand and made one more
quick survey of the room to make sure everything was
ready. Yep. Everything was prepared. Question was...
was she?

Out front she heard Katie’s car pull into the
driveway, the rumble of the mustang’s engine her call to
go.

“That’s my cue.” Pulling her luggage behind she
walked through the house and out the front door. Turning
back, she looked at her home. Why did she feel like she
was saying goodbye?

“Let’s go Jena! You're going to miss your plane if we
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don’t hurry!” Katie’s words bit through her like a cold
winter wind. A quick shrug of her shoulders and she
dismissed the odd sensation. Of course she would be back.

“Chill out Katie. It’s your fault I'm moving slow
today.”

Behind her she heard the release of the trunk lid, a
small click of the latch as the hood opened up with a
creek.

“How the heck is it my fault?” The questioning giggle
that followed only increased her own laughter. How she’d
ever make it without Katie she would never know. “Now
get over here.”

“'m coming, I'm coming.” She couldn’t explain why
she suddenly felt the need to leave. It was as if something
out in the distance was beckoning her to go. It was as if
fate had a plan and it was not about to let her jeopardize
it by staying.

“You've got everything you need?” Katie’s questioning
stare asked more than the obvious.

“TI've got everything I need. Here grab this bag while I
make sure I locked the door.” She handed her leather
backpack to Katie as she moved back to the front door to
double check the locks, her inner system prodding her to
do so.

“It’s fine woman now get back here so we can go. I
want to avoid traffic.”

The moment her hand touched the door handle, a jolt
of energy rocketed through her. Her head shot up and she
found deep blue eyes staring back from the window pane.
The man from her dreams. Yet she still couldn’t see his
face.

“Jena, are you ok? If so get your skinny butt out here
so we can go. I don’t want to deal with traffic on the
interstate.”

Jena tilted toward Katie a feeling of uncertainty
moving through her. “Fine I'm done. You know you're
worse than any mother I could have had; you know this
right?” Her gaze returned to the door but found nothing
but her own reflection. God, her mind was going.

“Jena!”

“I'm coming. Relax will ya? I swear you are horrible
sometimes.” The woman was bossy, yet she loved her
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more than she could have ever imagined.

The closer she got to the car the lighter her heart
actually felt. Maybe everyone was right. Perhaps she
really did need to get away from everything. Clear her
head so to speak. It had been a long time since she’d
actually taken a trip. It would be good for her, Jena
thought. And when she got back she would be able to re-
evaluate her life and the direction it was going.

“Yep, and you are stuck with me.” Sarcasm laced her
words but so did warmth. She watched Katie duck into
the car and she couldn’t help but return the smile. They’'d
known each other too long to not understand what was
meant. Yes, they were stuck with each and both were glad
for it.

“Ready? Now you're absolutely sure you have
everything?” Katie had smothered her ever since Ted’s
death. She couldn’t blame her really. If they hadn’t known
each other for so long she might have told her to back off;
but truth be told, they had always relied on each other.

“Yep, I have everything that Holly mentioned. If I did
forget something I'll pick it up when I arrive in Scotland.”
Just the mention of her destination made her stomach
flip-flop. How strange. As far back as she could remember
she had never once been so excited to go somewhere.

Closing the trunk with a thud, Jena moved toward
the passenger door and her gateway to freedom. Moving
down into the seat she glanced back at her house, the
warm glow from the windows a reminder of what had
been. How many nights had she pulled into the driveway,
hesitant to go in? To watch the glow come from the
windows, while her stomach knotted at having to go
through another night with someone she did not love, at
least not the way she should’ve; knowing she hadn’t
married for the right reasons. No, she decided, as
welcoming as the outside portrayed, she had lived a lie for
over ten years.

“Jena? You ok?” Katie’s question jarred her from her
thoughts as she moved her gaze back to the dimming
lights of what had been her life. Was she ok? That was a
question she knew she hoped to figure out while she was
away. For now she decided to placate her friend ‘til she
returned.
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“Of course I am. Just thinking of all the events that
I'm going to try and get to while I'm away. You can’t even
begin to know all the things they have going on over
there.” Plausible enough she knew, but she could tell by
Katie’s burrowed brow that she only half-believed her
response. True enough, they could read each other like a
book, but for now she was just thankful that Katie didn’t
push the issue further. There was too much on her mind,
and her soul was too far damaged to try and explain the
things she needed to figure out on her own.

“I'm glad. You need to do something fun. Take your
mind off of things and all that good stuff. Hey maybe
you’ll find yourself a good looking man out there. Do they
have handsome men in Scotland? I mean it’s cold and
rainy. They can’t be very tan.” Jena’s jaw dropped. Of
course, she would find a way to spin finding a man into
the mix.

“Katie! I'm going there to relax and hike. Not find a
man. For once, will you just drop it?” Perhaps she would
try and find a man for Katie. Maybe that would get her to
leave her life alone for a bit. The thought did have its
possibilities.

“Im just saying you never know. Seriously though,
you need to move on Jena. I know I promised not to push
it but I can’t help it.” Jena watched as Katie’s gaze moved
out the window and into the distance her fingers tapping
a beat on the steering wheel.

“Katie, what’s on your mind? Say it now before I
leave. I don’t want you upset while I'm gone.” They’d been
through too much and she didn’t want to be worried while
she was gone.

“Ok, fine. Hear me out first before you go on your
tirade again, okay?” Just the sadness in her friend’s voice
was enough to warrant her attention.

“I promise.”

“I understand your pain Jena. I even understand the
scars you have on your soul and why you refuse to let
yourself even try to find love.” Jena cringed at the path
Katie was taking but she had promised and refused to
break her word.

“Go on.”

“Ted loved you and knew you didn’t love him. He
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knew this and still married you. You deserve to find love.
You deserve to find a man who will steal your heart and
leave you breathless.” Each word beat at her like a drum.
“You need to find someone who will make your blood boil
and your skin heat to his touch.” Okay, now she was just
going too far.

“Katie.”

“No listen to me dJena. You steel yourself from
everyone but me, your work and your home. That’s all you
focus on. You give yourself nothing else. You need to.”

“Why is that so wrong?” She lived her life, why
couldn’t everyone leave her alone?

“Why is it wrong? My God Jena, you are young and
have never felt love. You’ve never felt the passion of love.
Trust me; you need to sense the burning desire of a man’s
touch. I pray every day that one day a man will cross your
path that will challenge the icy barrier you've got erected
and will do everything he can to break it down.”

“Now Katie, that will...” She could feel the conviction
in Katie’s voice and it scared her.

“Jena I swear to God, if I ever find out there is a man
out there that has a chance at doing this I will do
everything in my power to help him out.” Why did she all
of a sudden feel like Katie had said something
irreversible? Cursed or blessed by her words, she didn’t
know but something felt as if it had woven itself around
her. Shaking her head she turned her gaze out into the
passing countryside, her head bumping the window as
they ran over a stick.

“Ouch. Look Katie, I wish it was that simple.” And
she did.

“It is if you let it be, but I'll say no more.” All that she
heard from the rest of the trip was a soft sigh escape
Katie’s lips as they neared the airport. Getting out of the
car Jena pulled her luggage out of the trunk, the silence a
knife deep in her chest.

“Look...” What could she say?

“It’s okay Jena; I said what’s been on my mind for a
long time. You take care of you and be safe. Call me when
you get there.” Katie reached out and hugged her tightly.
“Come home to me Jena.”

“T will Katie. I always do.” A quick wave and Jena
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turned toward the electric doors, her chance at escape.
ks

Airports. She hated them more than going to the
dentist. There were always so many people around and all
of them in a hurry to get to wherever they might be
headed. Did anyone ever take the time to see what was
around them? Doubtful. Oh well, Jena thought, time
enough to dwell on those questions when she found her
terminal. If she found it in this mess.

“Hello Miss, what can I do for you?” A cheery airport
employee smile beckoned her.

“I needed to check in my luggage please.”

“Certainly. Your paperwork?” She handed over her
boarding pass and ID to the man behind the counter.
Never in her life could she imagine having his job. There
were way too many people to deal with and never enough
gratitude. Her eyes drifted around the terminal to take in
the wealth of people lined up to check in. All deep in
conversations with their traveling companions yet
oblivious to their surroundings. That was, all but her.

“Miss?”

“I'm sorry yes?”

“Here’s your pass and ID back. Are you taking
anything on with you?”

“Just my backpack. I already checked the size and it
should fit.” Oh how she hated the security at the airports
now. There were so many hoops to jump through, even
though she understood the reasons behind them all.

“Here you go. Your terminal is in that direction.” The
wiry man pointed to his left his eyes never leaving the
person next in line.

“Thank you. Have a good day.” Jena picked up her
backpack and swung it over her shoulder. She began to
head toward the departure board when she felt the brush
of wind move by her.

“Excuse me lady.” A tall business dressed man
pushed past her holding his cell phone to his ear as he
ran. Stupid people.

“Well, at least he said excuse me.” Jena hoped the
man heard her but he never stopped and turned. Too into
his phone conversation to be bothered...

Looking at the wall in front of her, Jena searched

”»
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through the wealth of flights and departure listings ‘til
she found what she was looking for.

“Flight 2164.” Yep, that was hers. “Boarding at gate
15E.” Jena did a double take. Boarding...Now? But her
paperwork said it wouldn’t be boarding for another hour.
Crap! Picking up her backpack Jena whirled about and
headed toward the direction of her flight. Fearful she
would be late, Jena began to run. Damn it, she was not
going to miss her flight. She couldn’t.

Pushing through the other passengers Jena made her
way to the terminal, her breath coming from her chest in
rough gasps from the run.

“Wait for me.” Why had they changed the time? Had
Holly sent her the wrong information? Had the guy at the
check in missed it? When she checked in, the agent never
said anything about boarding early. A petite blonde ticket
agent stood in front of the door to the plane her plastered
smile a clear indication that she’d had a long day.

She was about to ask her about the time change but
the lady put her hand on the loud speaker phone, her
ruby red lips cracked from all the announcements.

“Flight 2164, non-stop to Scotland, now boarding
rows 1-9. Please step forward and present your boarding
pass for admittance.” Non-stop? Since when? She must
have missed something somewhere. Looking down at her
pass, Jena noticed that Holly had booked her a flight in
first-class. What the hell? She didn’t want to know how
she managed to slip that in, she just wanted to get on the
plane and close her eyes to her memories.

“Miss?” A woman’s voice jarred Jena from her
thoughts.

“I'm sorry, yes?”

“Is this your flight?”

“Yes it 1s...why?”

“Just wanted to make sure, you seemed like you were
off in another world.” Was she that transparent?

“Sorry just tired is all.” Fatigue ate away at her until
she swore the next time she closed her eyes, she wouldn’t
be able to open them.

Minutes ticked by and Jena thought she must have
missed the announcement for her seat. Standing up she
moved toward the agent, her patience waning with every
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step. When she was about four feet from the woman, the
attendant reached over to the call box.

“Flight 2164 non-stop to Scotland, now boarding all
remaining seats. Please step forward and present your
boarding pass for admittance.” Oh sure. Now they get to
her. Frustrated with the long wait and her initial concern
over missing the flight, Jena moved up to the attendant,
papers outstretched for her inspection.

“Welcome aboard, Ms. Jenkin. I hope you enjoy your
flight.” Of course she wished her a good flight. It was her
job. But Jena saw past that and noted the forlorn look in
the woman’s eyes. She hated her job. Somehow she must
feel as stuck as she herself had for so long. That in its self
softened the lack of friendliness the woman had conveyed.

“Thank you for all you do to make things go so
smoothly for everyone. I hope you have a great evening.”
Jena didn’t know why she said anything to the lady, but
the reaction she received shocked her even more. The
woman, who according to her jacket’s lapel was Sandy,
actually cracked a genuine heart-felt smile. But more
than that, she noticed the woman’s eyes mist over; as if
this was the first time someone had thanked her.

“Than...thank you. You have a wonderful flight
today.” The woman’s voice actually softened, her smile
warmer than it had been.

Not able to talk further, Jena made her way down
the ramp and onto the plane. Looking around she found
her seat. Reaching up she unhooked the overhead
compartment and placed her backpack up top making
sure it was secure in its place. Why were her emotions in
overload lately? Was she more damaged than she
thought? She knew when she got to where she was going
she would need to sit down and have a heart to heart with
herself. Thankfully, she knew that her destination would
be somewhere secluded; somewhere she could finally be
alone.

Jena sat down in her seat, her gaze fixed on the
clouds as they moved by. Flying had always been a
wondrous experience for her. Granted, getting on the
plane had never proved more than a pain in the butt, but
once on and in the air she forgave the tediousness of pre-
boarding. She had always enjoyed just watching out the
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window at the land as it went by. Now was no exception.

“Please take your seats and remain buckled while the
flight attendants prepare us for take off.” The captain’s
over-head message always managed to leave a lot to be
desired in Jena’s mind. Why did they always state the
obvious? Turning her gaze back out the window she
watched as birds took flight into the sky. How she wished
she could join them. A few minutes later, the roar of the
engines signaled her journey had begun. How strange
that her stomach actually began to flip-flop in
anticipation. Had it been so long since she’d taken time
away? Perhaps it was true; she’d needed to go and now
was the time.
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Chapter Six

Clouds and birds filled her vision for more hours than
she could count. She’'d stared out of the window from the
time they’d taken off until she couldn’t see anything more.

“Miss, would you like something to eat?” A soft
spoken woman’s voice penetrated her thoughts, pulling
her back.

She’d almost forgotten about food.

“I'm sorry. I'll take a white wine and the chicken
meal.” Simple enough Jena thought. She’d heard the
stories of drinking while on a plane but she figured one
shouldn’t be an issue.

“Not a problem. I'll be right back.” She watched as
the woman made her way through the rest of the aisle,
her voice a low murmur to the remaining passengers.

“Thank you.” She knew the woman didn’t hear her
but felt obligated regardless.

“That was very kind of you.” A voice from behind
caught her attention.

“I'm sorry?” Turning in her seat she caught sight of
an elderly woman seated directly behind her.

“Not many people have manners, now a days. It's
good to see some still survive.” She could tell the woman
was eager for conversation, at the same time she didn’t
want to commit herself to a long in-depth discussion on
the inner workings of society either.

“Well, I saw no harm in thanking her. It’s a tough job
they do and they deserve to know they are appreciated for
it.” She could feel the woman turn her words over for
truth. A slight nod of her head was her only answer.

“Very good child, you are a wise one. I would love to
discuss more with you but it appears you’ve been saved by
your meal.” A small chuckle escaped the woman’s aged
lips at the approach of the stewardess and the tray of
food. Turning around, Jena returned her attention to the
woman who'd taken her order, a smile back on her own
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face.

“Here’s your chicken and white wine. Is there
anything else I can get you?”

“Nope, that should be it for now. Thank you very
much.” She allowed her own smile to radiate from within,
a glow she didn’t realize she had, a certain shine.

“You're very welcome Miss. Enjoy your meal.”
Something she didn’t expect to happen did at that
moment. The woman who'd brought her meal, returned
her smile with one of her own, but this time it was full of
warmth. Guess something could be said for kindness after
all.

Looking down at her food the aroma of the baked
chicken assaulted her senses. God, if she’d known she was
this hungry, she would have ordered more. How long had
it been since she’d enjoyed a meal that wasn’t fast food?

“Way too long, girl.” She hoped no one was listening
at her sudden outburst. The lack of an answer proved no
one had. Good.

After she’d finished her meal and the woman had
come back by and taken the tray, she’d fiddled with some
magazines for awhile. Nothing of real interest though.
Looking down at her watch she still had six hours to go.
God, she was bored.

Digging down into her handbag she found something
she hadn’t noticed before. A small item wrapped with a
note on top. Pulling apart the paper, she almost laughed
as she read what had been written.

Jena, I know you don’t like these, but I can’t stop
trying. For once in your life, let your heart lead the way,
not your mind. Come home soon. Love, Katie.

“Oh, Katie.” She couldn’t fault her friend for trying.
Opening the package Jena found exactly what she figured
she would see. A romance novel. Lovely. Of course, it was
one that took place in the Highlands, of all things. She
almost chuckled and would have, if it wouldn’t have
gained her some unwanted attention. Oh well, at least if
anything she would be able to finally fall asleep. How
wrong she’d been.

The hours passed by faster than she could have ever
imagined. She was so immersed in the book, she barely
noticed the announcements overhead.
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Her heart hammered along with the heroine’s, each
beat a drum in her ears. Eyes misted at the true love the
man and woman shared; she felt her heart grow heavy
with need. She felt every pain, every joy they did.
God...how she wanted to have those things. She could
actually see it happen. Every tragedy that they went
through, every obstacle they overcame to be together...To
hell with the movies, books did a better job than they ever
would.

She was almost done with the book when overhead
she heard the captain announce that they would be
landing in another couple hours. Damn, where had the
time gone? Looking down into her lap she lightly caressed
the cover of the book she had been holding. Now why
couldn’t love be that pure?

“Okay Katie, you won that round.” Her whispers fell
on deaf ears, but she knew somehow, that somewhere her
friend knew. The book had been better than she had
expected and she wasn’t afraid to admit it.

A wave of fatigue washed over Jena as she leaned
back and closed her eyes. She soon fell into a deep sleep.
For once in a long time, she found herself not hounded by
past demons. Instead, she was immersed in the story;
herself lost in the Highlands. A man, tall dark and
lethally handsome tried to pursue her, to win her heart.
Throughout her dream she never saw the man’s face but
felt his touch and the warmth of his finger as it brushed
across her face.

“Come to me Jena. Save me.” There was his voice
again. She could feel him close, his voice louder than ever
before.

“How can I find you when I don’t know who you are?”
Never in her life had she wanted something so much; yet
here she was, dreaming of a man who couldn’t possibly
exist, yet she was drawn to him.

“You will know me. Deep inside your soul you will
know me. You are my other half. Find me, but you need to
find me soon.” Desperation laced his words.

“Tell me where you are and I will come.” His voice
began to waver, his presence flittering in beams of
moonlight.

“Find me Jena. Make me whole.”
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So real was the dream that when the voice overhead
announced the impending landing, Jena awoke with her
heart hammering in her chest.

Wow, now that was a dream. Now, why couldn’t the
movies make the watcher feel those things? If they could,
she would go to them in a heartbeat. Too bad real life
didn’t mimic the fullness of passion like the books did.
Shaking off the remnants of sleep Jena looked out the
window at the land below. Her mind drifted back toward
the mystery man that continued to haunt her dreams.

Who are you? Jena’s mind screamed out into the
world.

“Beautiful isn’t it?” The woman she’d spoken to
earlier was also gazing out her window, her eyes taking in
the countryside. Her inquiry brought Jena back to reality.

“Yes it is. Is it your first time here?” She watched as
the hills and mountains flew by, their multi-colored
landscapes a breathtaking view. Oh, she was definitely
going to enjoy this trip.

“No, I've been here a few times actually. I love
coming back. How about you?”

“Nope, my first time. I have a feeling it won’t be my
last though.” Jena found more truth in her words than
she could have considered.

“Most say that many are called to the land, and once
you come it binds you to it. That even if you leave you will
always return.” Jena’s eyes drifted from the passing fields
to the old woman, her gaze full of knowledge she couldn’t
even fathom. Something hidden deep in her spoke
volumes.

“You're probably right.” Shifting her shoulder around
Jena grabbed her backpack from the ground and pulled it
up and over, ready to begin her journey.

“Good luck child.”

43



Robyn Wren

Chapter Seven

Getting off the plane and past customs proved an
effort in patience for Jena. First, the blasted computer
had an issue verifying her passport. Then, they almost
couldn’t find her luggage. Two stupid bags and they had
issues? Now she remembered why she never traveled.

“Miss? Miss?” So deep in thought, Jena almost
missed hearing the man across from her.

“Yes, sorry, I'm just tired from the flight.” And she
was although, the memory of her dream still haunted her.

“Not a problem Ms. Jenkin. Here is your passport
and luggage though it appears one of the bags was
accidentally shipped to Ireland.

“Excuse me?” Had she heard him right? Why did
things always happen to her?

“'m sorry Miss. We are working on getting it re-
routed. As soon as it arrives we will call you.” Great.
Which one had they lost?

“How long will it take?” She was in no mood to argue,
her body feeling the first signs of jet-lag.

“Shouldn’t take too long Miss, we will call you as soon
as it gets here. Everything seems in order. I'm sorry for
the delay in getting you out of here.” She watched as the
man stamped her passport for arrival, his smile bright
and cheery. Okay, she would let the issue slide by. His
smile alone was contagious. Was everyone in this country
this happy?

“Thank you. Now where do I find a car to take me to
Orkney?” Jena wasn’t sure how to get there and wasn’t
about to spend hours trying to figure it out. She had the
money to pay for someone else to and she might as well
start using some of it. “There should already be someone
waiting for you Ma’am. According to your paperwork that
was part of the arrangement your travel agent made. Go
out through those two doors and you should find what you
require. Have a wonderful visit in our grand country
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Miss.” His words were as sincere as his smile.

“Thanks again.” Jena turned on her heel and headed
for the door her eyes taking in the surrounding landscape.
It was definitely going to be an interesting two months.

The moment she walked out of the doors her eyes
caught site of an older man holding up a sign with her
name on it. Wow, they were efficient here. Waving to the
driver, Jena moved toward him her bag in tow.

“Hi, 'm Ms. Jenkin, are you waiting for me?” His
smile was so warm she couldn’t help but return one even
though her question was a mute one.

“Well Miss, let’s get your bags in da car and we’ll be
heading out. Now, there is a wee ferry ride, it takes just
about two hours. Though, I must be telling ya, the view is
a good one.” His brogue captivated Jena’s attention. She
had never heard a true Scottish accent. She found she
truly enjoyed listening to the old man ‘til what he said
registered in her brain.

“Two hours? Is there any other way?” After a
fourteen hour flight she wanted nothing more than to get
to her room and sleep in a regular bed.

“Nay my child, I fear that is the only way. You will
enjoy it. Rest assured.” What could she do? She was tired
of sitting and had welcomed the idea of resting on a bed.
Well, at least this way she could get some fresh air while
they traveled.

“Okay, I'm ready. Let’s go.” She ducked her head into
the car as she heard the man secure her baggage in the
trunk, a gentle click of the lid as it closed.

“All fastened in the back there lass? I dun be wanting
ye to move about too much.” A small chuckle escaped the
old man’s lips as he pumped the old car into drive.

“No, I'm fine thank you.” A laugh of her own escaped
her lips as she watched the scenery passed by. The
multitudes of green, brown and red that draped across the
land was a kaleidoscope of colors that awed her
repeatedly. Minutes passed and she found herself
immersed in the view, barely noticing the little car as it
made its way up onto the ferry.

“Beautiful isn’t it lass.”

“Yes it 1s. Breathtaking.” She wanted to take it all in
and bottle the beauty forever. No wonder the old woman
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kept coming back.

“Ye know they say once you visit you leave a part of
yerself when ye leave.” Somehow Jena believed it.

“Who says 1t?”

“Ne’er everyone.” A smile crossed Jena’s face at the
old man’s matter of fact response. He loved his country
and who could blame him.

“Of course they do.” Her gaze drifted to the passing
countryside as the car drew to a stop.

“We are set now Miss. If you're wish'n to step out and
stretch yer legs be my guest. You have time to do so.”

“Thank you.” Thank God! If she had to sit much
longer, she wasn’t sure her legs wouldn’t be permanently
numb from lack of movement.

“Yer most welcome child.” Opening the door she
moved her feet out onto the ground, the brisk wind
sweeping up her hair into a frenzy of waves.

“Is 1t always so windy here Sir?” She hated to use the
title but she hadn’t gotten the old man’s name yet. She
could tell he was used to the question by the knowing
smirk on his sun toned weathered face.

“Aye Miss. “Tis a normal occurrence in these parts
nothing unusual about it. Wind is something we are well-
known for. You know they say if you listen very carefully
you can hear the wind talk to you.” She could almost
believe the old man since he sounded so sincere. Beauty
and magic felt such an important part of the land, that
anything felt possible. Or perhaps she was just too damn
tired from the flight to think sensibly.

“What do they talk of?” She couldn’t believe she
asked but once more fatigue took hold of her good sense.
Though, she was intrigued to know more of the land and
the people she would be spending the next few months
around. Besides, her innocent question must have hit a
redeeming cord in the old man as she noted the twinkle in
his deep brown eyes.

“Ah child ‘tis many things the ghosts of ole speak of.
You have but to listen.” Silence ensued.

Jena puffed her bangs. Damn it, why couldn’t he just
answer the question? She watched as his face took on a
shade of grey, his gaze delving around at the passing
water, deep in thought about something she couldn’t

46



Scottish Whispers

fathom. A sigh escaped his lips as he made his way to the
far end of the ferry, his posture one of someone haunted.

“Sir?” She hated to bother him but she knew too well
the feeling of one’s ghosts following one around.

“Tis nothing, child. The waters have a way of
bringing to life the troubles of the past. Worry none of it.”
Once more she found his smile warming the air around
them.

Not wanting to bother him further, Jena moved to
the edge of the railing looking out into the distance at the
expansion of water. How beautiful. She’d heard friends
who’d talked about the beauty of the open water but she’d
bet nothing compared to where she was. Now she
understood why so many called this place magical. There
was definitely an underlying quality that bespoke
mystery.

So deep in thought, she barely heard the driver call
her name. Hesitant to release her gaze from the flowing
sea, Jena turned around to face the old man, a sense of
calm steeling through her veins.

“You were right; it is very peaceful taking the ferry.
I'm glad I listened.” And the wind had never let up. It was
like a living breathing being with a mind of its own.

“Aye child, ‘tis a good place to reflect on life and that
which perplexes the soul. You will find many things in
Orkney and the surrounding lands and lochs to marvel
at.” She had no doubt the man was right. More than ever
she was excited to begin her journey. Maybe finally, she
would be able to put to rest the ghosts that haunted her
nightmares.

“Thank you for your kindness, um, I never have
gotten your name.” Hopefully he took no offense and by
the smirk on his face she was sure he hadn’t.

“T’'would be because I nay gave one, child. Alvis
MacAgnew is the name meh parents parted on me.”
Alvis...such a nice name, Jena couldn’t help but like the
man. He had a sincerity about him that was evident in
everything he did.

“Well it is very nice to meet you Mr. MacAgnew.
Thank you for all you've shown me and for your
kindness.” She meant every word. The man had been
patient and kind, not allowing any abruptness she may
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have shown him to sway his smile.

“You are most welcome child. Now, ‘tis time we got
back into the car and get you on your way. The inn is a
mere twenty miles once we reach shore. You should be all
settled and ready for a good hot meal by then.” A hot
meal. Now that sounded perfect. Up until he mentioned
food she hadn’t realized how hungry she was. The
airplane food had not done the trick.

“Aye, of that you can rest assured...believe me.” At
her words the engine of the little car roared to life and
they were on their way, the view of the ferry and the
rolling waves slowly vanishing behind them.
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Chapter Eight

How much time had passed Jena did not know. She
was so tired from all her traveling, that the moment she
leaned her head against the car seat sleep overcame her.
The sound of the engine humming as it moved through
the winding roads, aided in lulling her to sleep.

“Just rest easy, child. We will be there shortly.” Jena
barely caught his words as a web of darkness moved
across her. But it was not just darkness she saw when she
slept, but the vision of a man. Tall and dark. His hair
flowed in the wild wind of the land. Try as she might, she
could not see his face, just his piercing blue eyes staring
back at her again. Up until now, she had never dreamt of
a man before. She couldn’t get this man out of her mind.
Why now? Could she be so lost for affection that she was
losing her mind? No, it couldn’t be that. Could it?

Jena. The deepness of his voice moved across her
skin like a thunderstorm. Come to me lass. Her belly
ached like nothing she’'d ever felt before. It was a warmth
that boiled and rolled like the summer storms she’d seen
growing up.

Who are you? She was lost in the darkness of a land
foreign to her. Nothing was as it should be. Even the stars
looked different.

I'm your destiny Jena. Know me for who I am, not
who those believe me to be. Jena tried to find him once
more, distance growing between them as the wind picked
up once more.

Where are you? Her voice echoed out into the
darkness. Everywhere she turned she saw nothing but
trees, bushes and the sharp drop of the cliffs. Roaring
waters from below caught her attention.

Jena...His voice sounded faint.

I can’t find you! Tears filled her eyes as she turned in
the direction of his voice only to find deep blue eyes
staring back. The sudden appearance knocked Jena off
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balance heralding her backward over the cliff and
plummeting her down to the waters below. A scream
lodged in her throat as darkness embraced her in that
moment.

“Ms Jenkin?” The old man’s voice broke through the
web of her dark dream. Chills moved across her skin, the
vision she’d seen still fresh in her mind. Why was she
haunted by things she couldn’t explain?

“Sorry. Took a small cat nap.” Yet she felt more tired
now, than she had before falling asleep. Was she that
overtaxed?

“Tis okay, we are at the inn now. I've already given
your bag to the headmistress. She has taken it up to your
room.” Was there anything they didn’t think of? Somehow
she doubted it. She moved her body out of the tiny car her
feet unstable on the old walkway.

“Thank you again. What do I owe you for all you've
done?” She wanted to repay his kindness. Never before
had she met someone who'd done so much for a complete
stranger. He’d done far more than he’d been required to.

“Nay child, ‘tis my pleasure to help you out. You have
an air about you that bespeaks kin of some line. I truly
hope you find what it is you are searching for.” Without
another word the old man was back in the front seat of his
car and moving quickly across the road, headed back for
the ferry.

“Quick little devil, isn’t he Miss?” A soft feminine
voice came from behind her. Turning, she caught the sight
of an older woman who could only be described as classic.
She held a warm smile that eased any misgivings she
might have had. Were they all well versed in making
anyone feel as if they belonged? Too bad the people she
was around all the time didn’t have this trait.

“Yes...yes he is. And please call me Jena. Everyone
else does.” She hated being called Ms. Jenkin. Granted it
was her married name, but it had never meant anything
to her in the first place. A slight tinge of guilt swept
through her at that last thought. Ted.

“Jena it is. Lovely name, child. My name is Tessa.
Now...please, come in. Everything is ready for you and if
you'd like, please feel free to take a shower while dinner is
prepared. It will be ready very shortly.” Shower. No word
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had sounded as pleasurable as that one word. God, how
she needed to wash away the grime of her long flight.

“That sounds heavenly. Point me in the right
direction and I'll be happy.” And she was. Since entering
this land she’d felt a calmness she didn’t know could exist
cross her soul. Maybe they had been right to make her
take a break. She was sure that this would have some
healing effect on her battered emotions.

*kdk

Moving up the stairs, she made her way down a long
hallway and into the room Tessa had pointed to.
Beautiful, yet simple, decorations littered the room. Great
care had been taken when choosing each item for
placement, yet it had a lived in warm feeling to it. She
would have to take pictures to bring back. Perhaps she
could re-do her own house in the same form. Bring
something of this wonderful land back with her.

“God, Katie, you would love this place.” How she
missed her friend already.

Pulling out a pair of jean shorts and a black fleece
top, Jena made her way into the bathroom, anxious to
wash away the dirt of the trip. Even the bathroom was
done elegantly. Fresh flowers and candles were placed in
specific locations, almost with a Zen feeling to it. Pulling
back the curtain, she was amazed at the wealth of soaps
available in different scents.

“Tessa, you are amazing.” She would have to
remember to thank her when she went downstairs. The
woman had a knack for decorating.

Jena grasped the handle and turned on the water.
Fresh water rained down across her skin, washing away
everything from the day’s flight. Allowing the water to
flow down her body, she closed her eyes and saw once
more the elusive man of her dreams. Was she that
desperate for a man’s touch?

“I don’t think so.” Never. It wouldn’t happen.

Opening her eyes once more Jena finished washing
her hair and body with the soap the inn provided. The
smell, a mixture of jasmine and violets, was a wonderful
combination that filled her senses with the vision of open
fields and relaxed her nerves. She made a mental note to
ask Tessa where she purchased the items so she could
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take some home with her. Stepping out into the steam
filled room, Jena dried her body and hair, enjoying the
quietness the inn provided.

Katie, you would love this place. I have got to bring
you back. She couldn’t wait to delve into the history when
she hiked through the countryside. Pulling her shorts and
shirt on she brushed her long golden hair. Looking in the
mirror, Jena decided she looked as good as she could;
considering her lack of sleep.

Down below she could hear Tessa moving around in
the dining room. The aroma of beef and vegetables drifted
up and into the bedroom, filling her nostrils and making
her stomach growl. One quick glance in the mirror and
Jena turned and headed out the door and down the stairs,
each step increasing her hunger.

“Tessa the food smells...” The moment she entered
the dining room she hesitated. Reality dawned on her.
She forgot there would be more here than just herself.
The second she stopped she found herself face to face with
a man who stood an easy foot above her. The surprise of
someone else so close caused her to stop and step back.

“Excuse me.” As she tried to make her way around
him Jena found her balance less than perfect. One step to
the side and she found herself falling backwards. So sure
she would hit the floor, Jena braced for the impact only to
find large strong arms catching her before she fell. The
moment his hands touched her she felt fire race across
her skin.

“You might want to watch where yer going lass.” His
deep voice penetrated her shock. There was a familiarity
in his voice but she couldn’t place it to save her life. Her
initial embarrassment was instantly replaced by
annoyance. Jena shook her head to dispel the affect the
sexy sound of his voice had made on her.

“Who’s to say you weren’t paying attention? Besides I
have an excuse. I'm still finding my land legs.” After the
words passed her lips, she wished she hadn’t said them.
The look the man gave her shook her to the core. Were
men born arrogant or was it instilled in them after their
birth?

“I pay attention to everything lass.” His voice moved
across her skin like a lover’s embrace.

52



Scottish Whispers

“T beg to disagree. You should watch where you are
going. I'm still figuring this place out.” There was a bite to
her voice but she didn’t care. This man scared her in ways
she couldn’t even understand.

Her answer must have caught him off guard, though
not for long as she watched a half grin cross his face. She
braced herself for some sarcastic remark but instead he
just released his grip on her and moved around the table
his large frame filling up the room.

“Lass, did I fleg you?” Fleg? What the hell did that
mean? And why did he have to have such an arrogant
smile on his face?

“Well, I would answer that if I knew what i1t meant.
But aside from that, the only thing you did was catch me
off guard.” He also rattled her nerves in an odd sort of
way. But she was not about to tell him that.

“Ah, lass, I see. At least you can admit to it.” Admit?
What in the hell could he be thinking?

“Huh?” For some odd reason Jena found her voice
had lost its strength. Her cursory glance took in more of
the man than she’d like. He was tall, at least six foot four
with long black hair tied at the nape of his neck. Then
there were his eyes. They could stop a woman dead in her
tracks. Deep blue with flecks of gold stared back. The man
was lethal, there was no doubt about it.

“That I caught you. I definitely remember catching
you as you fell.” His words rolled off his tongue like honey
dripping from a beehive. Sweet and inviting yet, they held
an undertone that gave her the feeling she would be in a
lot of trouble if she delved deeper. She shook her head to
remove the web he had woven across her.

“Yes, you caught me but I would have been fine on
my own thank you very much.” She hated that she felt out
of sorts around him. Aside from that she didn’t like that
he had any effect on her at all.

“Ah lass, you are a fiery one aren’t ye?” God, he had
to push her today. As it was her nerves were frazzled from
the long flight. She didn’t need someone bullying her
around to boot.

“Who are you?” She had wanted to say something
more but felt since she was a stranger in this place it was
in her best interest not to make enemies of the locals. His
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laugh resounded through the room. Was he laughing at
her or something else? Either way she couldn’t be sure.
What was worse it increased her annoyance.

“Ah...so you are interested in knowing the name of
your rescuer then lass?” Okay, now he was crossing the
line.

“No, I was just wondering the name of the big oaf
that has no manners.” Okay, so it was harsh, but she
didn’t care. He was grating on her nerves and she wanted
nothing more than to smack that smirk off his handsome
face. Handsome? Ugh, okay, now she knew she was tired.
Could she act any worse in the company of strangers? Not
to mention if she wasn’t so tired she would have sworn his
grin got even larger with every passing moment.

“Be nice to Miss Jena. She’s had a long day.” Thank
God Tessa understood. She turned to see a warm smile
that could only be construed as sympathetic across
Tessa’s face.

“Ah lass, fine, I will be more than willing to oblige by
your simple request. You may call me Erick.” That was it?
And he was obliging her request? The damn man made it
sound like he was royalty and bestowing some favor on
her. If she wasn’t jet-lagged she would have told him
where he could put his reply. Instead of sparring Jena
moved around the table and sat down, her feet weak from
the day’s events.

“I hope you enjoy your meal, dear. I'm sure you've
had nothing more than the nasty food they serve on those
planes.” Jena couldn’t disagree. Even though the meal
had filled her up at the time, she’d found her stomach
growling at the fragrance of the warm meal even before
she’d entered the room.

“Thank you very much. It smells wonderful.” She
made every effort to keep her gaze from the thorn seated
opposite from her. He actually sat down across from her,
his motions fluid like a stream. Okay, so he was good
looking. Hell, he was gorgeous, and she wasn’t dumb
enough to lie to herself. But his ego and arrogance
outweighed everything else. More so, something seemed
familiar about him. What that was, Jena couldn’t put her
finger on.

“So lass, what i1s yer name? I've given mine. Turn
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around is fair play you know.” Her name? Ugh, she didn’t
want this pain in the butt man to have it. But he was
right and her sense of honor was at stake if she refused.

“Jena...” There she’d given it to him. Anything else
he wanted to know was tough because she refused to tell
him any more. Just his overbearing stance shouted
testosterone. He probably prided himself on getting
anything and everyone he wanted. Thankfully, she was
resistant to any man’s charm, at least she prayed she
was.

“Ahh...now that is a lovely name lass. Jena...a very
beautiful name, if I do say so myself.” If it was possible
his smile increased ten-fold and reminded her of a lion on
the prowl for prey. His attention was focused solely on her
and she felt it. His heated gaze made a path down her
cheeks to the top of her breasts. Damn, he knew how to
focus well. Well too bad. He would find nothing but her
cold shoulder and disregard for him. Men could not be
trusted. She’d learned that long ago.

“Do you mind?” Her annoyance was increasing.

“Do I mind what lass?” His bow furrowed and
confusion crossed his face.

“Staring.”

“Nay, not one bit.”

“Huh?” Okay, now she was confused.

“Ye asked if I mind staring and I'm telling you no.
Don’t you speak English?” Does she speak English?

“That’s not what I meant and you know it.”

“Then speak what you mean lass and let’s not get
things muddled.” He was baiting her, she could feel it.
Fine she would bite.

“Stop being a total jerk. Staring at someone while
they eat is considered rude. Good enough?” Manners be
damned, she didn’t care at that point. He'd gotten under
her skin and pushed her too far.

“Now, had you said that first, you would not have
gotten so hot under the collar, yes?” He’d turned it back
on her. Damn the man.

“Thank you for your insightfulness. Now if you
please, I'm very tired and would like to eat without being
put through the third degree.” By you. Those two words
never made it out of her mouth. His smile alone held an
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air of aloofness she couldn’t miss.

“Ouch, now lass, no need to be crass. I was just being
friendly.” Friendly? At what point?

“No you are being a typical male who can’t seem to
understand that not all women will fall helpless at your
arrogant feet.” Okay, so she’d been harsher than she had
wanted, but if it made him shut up, all the better. The
stunned look on his face proved that her words had not
gone unheard though for some reason she actually felt
bad for lashing out. Perhaps she should apologize. The
moment she began to open her mouth to say something
she noticed a look in his eyes that made her feel small and
inconsequential. Hell no. If she did he would think she
was a weak woman and she was far from that. No she
would never again ask forgiveness from a man.

She turned her head toward her hostess the old
woman’s eyes warm and inviting. “Tessa this stew is
heavenly. I'll have to get the recipe before I leave.”

“Thank you it’s an old family recipe. I'll write it up
for you after you come back.” A startled grunt caught her
attention, her gaze shot up to the man across from her.
Was that puzzlement crossing his face? No couldn’t be.

Instead of asking, Jena returned her gaze to her
plate, in an attempt to block out everything about Erick.
Forget the man and everyone else. She had paid good
money and needed nothing more than to relax.
Thankfully she would be leaving the inn soon to begin her
hike. The idea of no one around to bother her and just the
wind at her back and the open land to keep her company,
called to her soul. Yep, that’s what she needed right now.
Not some stupid overbearing male who believed he could
get anyone he wanted.

“Miss Jenkin, I'm told you will be gone from here for
a few weeks, hiking. Where will you be heading to if I may
ask?” Tessa’s voice broke Jena’s concentration and her
resolve to eat in peace. Damn, now everyone at the table
knew of her plans. Her eyes drifted up from her bowl and
toward Tessa her face questioning. She liked the old
woman and didn’t want to be rude and not respond. A
quiet sigh escaped her lips as she calculated exactly what
she should divulge in the presence of them all.

“Well, I have a hiking trip planned to the open lands
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north of here. I'm also going to look into making my way
toward some of the standing stones that are within the
area.” She paused for a moment to gauge her audience but
mostly to see if the jerk across from her would butt in.
Nothing but pure silence. She returned her gaze back to
Tessa. “Mostly I just plan to walk until I need to rest.” If
it wasn’t a good enough answer so be it. She didn’t feel
she needed to explain herself to strangers. Besides the
intent stare from Erick was enough to unnerve her.

She heard Erick shift in his seat, a soft grunt escaped
his lips. “I see. Are you planning on crossing over into
MacClyne land?” A challenge laced his voice. Some untold
intent she couldn’t fathom. MacClyne land? No one had
mentioned anything about there being restrictions to her
hiking.

“I'm sorry but what is MacClyne land? I was told I
could hike just about anywhere.” Unsure why she felt
compelled to answer him, she watched as his stilled
composure filled the area like a beacon in the room. Did
anything make him waver? She found her gaze drift to his
chest and the biceps that rippled under his shirt. Damn,
she needed to focus on something more mundane.

“MacClyne is the owner of much of the land to the
north of here. You would need to have his permission in
order to hike on the land. Besides, why would a woman
want to hike across the rugged lands here?” It took a
moment for his words to sink in. The moment they did
Jena found her anger increased dramatically.

“Well, I hate to burst your bubble, Sir, but I've done a
lot of hiking in my past. I don’t need anyone to tell me
what I should or shouldn’t do. I've taken care of myself all
my life.” She was fuming now, her anger like a boiling
cauldron she feared would overflow if she remained this
close to him. She needed to get away before she
completely lost control. Returning her gaze to Tessa she
let her fork drop back to the plate. The old woman’s face
was full of concern for her young charge.

“Miss Jen...” Tessa’s words stopped mid-flow. Jena
figured it was more than likely due to the look she knew
was on her face.

“Tessa, I'm sorry but I've lost my appetite. Thank you
for the wonderful dinner but I'm going to go to bed now.
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I'll see you tomorrow.” She eased her way past the rest of
the household, her grip on her brewing temper a mere
sliver. As she walked past Erick she could actually feel his
eyes bore into her backside. Damn him, he’d driven her
from the room. Her annoyance for him increased with
each step.
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Chapter Nine

He watched her go, her deep blonde hair flowing like
spun gold in the spring wind. When he had heard a
woman was coming to visit from the States, he had made
it a priority to seek her out. In all his years he had always
had whatever he wanted and women were no different.
He had found that they all wanted him for all the wrong
reasons of course. But what did he care? He had
everything a man could want in life. He had money, a
home and people to do his bidding. Life was good. Wasn’t
it?

A slap across his arm grabbed his attention. “You
could have been nicer you know.” The whip of Tessa’s
words struck a cord in Erick’s heart. For as far back as he
could remember, Tessa had always been there to support
him. Ever since he was a babe, she’d been his support,
especially after his mother had died and when his father
was away for months at a time. Even through the time of
his change.

“What did I do?” Of course he’d teased the woman.
She was prime for the picking. She was so young and
naive to be out here alone. Too bad she was beautiful and
very much an American. Americans...they always did
think they were better than everyone else. He loved to
flaunt his wealth and title around them to make them see
how much better he was. Granted, he hadn’t told this
woman who he was but he found he was curious to see
how she reacted to him before she knew his full lineage.

“What do you mean ‘what did I do’?” You know
exactly what you did. You pushed and teased that young
girl for no good reason. Now she left and ne’er had a
chance to eat. If you weren’t a grown man I would put you
over my knee and give you a good once over.” Okay,
maybe Tessa was right, but och did she have to be so
blunt about it?

“Well what are yer wanting me to do ‘bout it? I could
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go and seek the young lass out and beg her forgiveness.”
Nay, he knew he wouldn’t do that. If so he might also be
tempted to sample her rosy red lips. Oh, but the woman
was a sight, even though she was American.

“I know what yer thinking lad and dun be doing it.
She is a fine girl, I can sense it. You'll be leaving well
enough alone. And why did you not tell her who yer
were?” He knew he had no answer to the question.
Instead, he just shrugged his shoulders and continued on
with his meal.

“This is a wonderful meal as usual Tessa.” Try as he
might he couldn’t get her out of his mind. Her beautiful
green eyes and long hair haunted him.

“Dun you be thinking it Erick. I mean it.”

“Thinking what?” Was he that transparent?

“You leave that child alone. I don’t want you to harm
her.” He could feel the sadness in Tessa’s words. Her
memories had come back again.

“I won’t harm her if I see her, which I doubt I will.”
Part of him prayed he would. He could still see her in his
mind’s eye, her temper flaring at him. Gods how he
wanted to touch her alabaster skin. He knew she would
feel soft beneath his body.

“Erick, she’s an innocent who’s seen much tragedy in
her life.” That little omission caught his attention.

“What do you mean? You've read her?” None spoke of
Tessa’s gifts save for him and he was thankful for that.

“Aye, that I have, but I'm not telling you what I've
seen; just that she’s been torn apart many times inside.
So you best be leaving her be.” No one ever disputed what
Tessa saw. She was highly revered and everyone went to
her when there was a problem and it required deep
listening.

“Are you done now? It’s been a long day and I have
an early morning tomorrow. I promise to behave myself if
I come across the lass next time.” Though teasing her was
much more fun he also knew he didn't want to face
Tessa’s wrath. The woman had ice in her veins if pushed
too far and for some reason she’d taken an instant liking
to the woman upstairs and planned to protect her anyway
she could.

“I mean it, Erick Yosef MacClyne, dun you be
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bugging that young woman or there will be hell to pay. I
swear it on Odin himself.” Och, yep, she was not happy
with him at all. Fine, he would leave the woman alone...
for now. But so help him, if she crossed him on his land
then she was fair game. What a challenge she presented
with those hips and her small trim waist. Gods be cursed
his body hardened just thinking about her. He needed to
go out and top someone soon or else he might find himself
breaking his vow to Tessa.

He returned Tessa’s stare with his own. “Aye, I
promise to be good.” Very good if given the chance, he
thought. His unspoken words must have shone on his face
because the look Tessa gave him would have killed any
man. Her small fist punched him in the arm. Instead of
waiting for a tongue lashing, Erick hastened out of the
room and out the door. He needed to get home fast and
take a very cold shower.

*k%k

A dark figure moved at the door, the rustle of his coat
barely audible above the wind. Jena moved about the
room her eyes adjusting to the morning light. Where was
her wallet? Her attention focused on her backpack while
she searched through it. Not catching the quiet footfalls
that moved just behind her the hair on the back of her
neck began to stand on edge.

Her gaze shot around the room. “Who’s there?” No
answer.

A large hand reached out, grasping her shoulder and
turning her to face him. Strength she couldn’t imagine
flowed from his body into hers; the warmth that of a tidal
wave of flames.

“What the hell?” Were the only words that came from
her mouth. Those eyes...the same piercing blue eyes that
echoed in her memory. She still couldn’t see his face but
his eyes were even more familiar than before. His head
dipped toward hers and she found she had no desire to
move, couldn’t have even if she had wanted to. The
moment his lips were about to brush the tip of hers she
felt her knees go weak.

“You are mine Jena...” His deep voice whispered
against her soul.

“How can I be yours if I don’t know who you are?”
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Something deep inside called to him; needed him like the
air she breathed.

“You will find me. You know me.” His voice wrapped
around her soul in a warm embrace. Jena felt like she was
falling into a abyss of sensations she’d never felt before.
Colors spiraled around her till she felt dizzy from the
effect.

A loud buzzing sound surrounded her mind, so loud
that it shattered her concentration.

Waking up from her strange dream, Jena shook her
head hoping to dispel the grogginess of being woken up
from such an intense vision. Okay, no more romance
novels for you Jena. If just one can make these dreams
occur so often, theyre not worth it. At least she hadn’t
actuall