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Drawing is her world…but when her new pencil comes alive, it’s his world too.

Her… Storey Dalton is seventeen and now boyfriendless after being dumped via Facebook. Drawing is her escape. It’s like as soon as she gets down one image, a dozen more are pressing in on her. Then she realizes her pictures are almost drawing themselves…or is it that her new pencil is alive?

Him… Eric Jordan is a new Ranger and the only son of the Councilman to his world. He’s crossed the veil between dimensions to retrieve a lost stylus. But Storey is already experimenting with her new pencil and what her drawings can do– like open portals.

It… The stylus is a soul-bound intelligence from Eric’s dimension on Earth and uses Storey’s unsuspecting mind to seek its way home, giving her an unbelievable power. She unwittingly opens a third dimension, one that held a dangerous predatory species banished from Eric’s world centuries ago, releasing these animals into both dimensions.

Them… Once in Eric’s homeland, Storey is blamed for the calamity sentenced to death. When she escapes, Eric is ordered to bring her back or face that same death penalty. With nothing to lose, can they work together across dimensions to save both their worlds?

Sign up to be notified of all Dale’s releases here!


Your Free Book Awaits!


Blood doesn’t just make her who she is… it also makes her what she is.

Like being a sixteen-year-old vampire isn’t hard enough, Tessa’s throwback human genes make her an outcast among her relatives. But try as she might, she can’t get a handle on the vampire lifestyle and all the… blood.

Turning her back on the vamp world, she embraces the human teenage lifestyle—high school, peer pressure and finding a boyfriend. Jared manages to stir something in her blood. He’s smart and fun and oh, so cute. But Tessa’s dream of a having the perfect boyfriend turns into a nightmare when vampires attack the movie theater and kidnap her date.

Once again, Tessa finds herself torn between the human world and the vampire one.

Will blood own out? Can she make peace with who she is as well as what?

DOWNLOAD a complimentary copy of VAMPIRE IN DENIAL? Just tell me where to send it!
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Some days just sucked. Then there was today– with a whole new level of bad. Storey Dalton, sixteen, was now boyfriendless.

Jeff had moved away from Bankhead six months ago, but in her mind, they were still a couple– until his Facebook message this morning. Like what was she supposed to do with that? He had a new girlfriend and wanted her to be happy for him. She stomped a hapless weed in front of her. The girl’s name was Pam. Who called their kid Pam? Sounded like her mother’s cooking spray.

The sun shone down so brightly its reflection off the creek blinded her. And of course she’d forgotten her sunglasses. Swearing, she headed to the shady side of the path through the woods where the poplars grew tall and straight. Halfway to school meant halfway to nowhere today.

Jeff had been her best friend first, and then finally her boyfriend. But only for the last couple of months. They’d no sooner made that magical development in their relationship when she found out his family was moving. So what if they were apart? Wasn’t true love supposed to survive everything? Even she couldn’t hold back a snicker at that thought. True love my ass. The only truth here was that Jeff was no longer hers. She could spit she was so mad.

She kicked at a rock in her way, then kicked it again when her first attempt failed to make it move. Just like her life. The town of Bankhead was dying. The mine had closed, and everyone cute or interesting had moved away. The place was a ghost town. There were less than a couple of hundred kids in school now. And that covered all twelve grades.

Her prospects weren’t looking too bright at finding a replacement boyfriend. Tall and slim to the point of being almost skinny, she wasn’t exactly a raving beauty– all elbows and knees. Jeff had called her unique, an artist with an interesting perspective on life.

She pulled her leg back and lashed out at a bigger rock– hard. Damn, that felt good. Grinning, she went a little wild and kicked the shit out of a good half dozen stones. Reveling in the solid slap against her foot and the hefty force she could apply, Storey struck out at life, her lack of friends, and most of all at her current boyfriendless state.

The last kick did it. A pressure gauge in her chest released and she laughed as the weight slid off her shoulders. “He’s found someone else, fine. So will I. So it may not be today or tomorrow, but I’ll find someone too.”

As she passed another big rock she seriously thought about giving it a good whack, when a glint beside it caught her eye.

A pencil. She grinned in delight. She loved pencils. Had a shoebox full in her bedroom. Picking it up, she brushed some loose dirt off. Unusually flat with a well-loved look to it, the bare nub of lead showing spoke to the artist in her. “Cool. We’re a well-matched pair. Both tossed away by those we love.” With a sense of kinship, she zipped it safely into the side pocket of her backpack and headed off to school.
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Three days later Storey had had it with Bankhead High School, her supposed friends, and especially her teachers. They weren’t horrible. They were worse– at least today when any and all distractions were unacceptable.

Couldn’t they see she was busy?

Her artwork demanded her attention.

“Storey, please stay after school so we can talk, again,” said Mr. Madison, the history teacher.

A twitter rippled through the room. Storey ignored him, flicking a look of disgust to the room in general; she refocused on the design she had to get down. She called them doodles. Other people called them freaky. Not that she cared. She’d been drawing since she could hold a pencil. She wasn’t about to stop now.

She couldn’t. In a small corner of her mind, she knew that wasn’t normal. That same corner of her mind knew this drive, this insane need to draw above all else was seriously wrong.

But it didn’t matter.

With a toss of her shoulder-length hair, she bent her head to deepen the inside edge of a curlicue.

She heard the teacher’s heavy, long suffering sigh. “All right, everyone. Read over the next chapter and do the first ten questions for practice. We’ll go over the answers tomorrow. Class dismissed. Except for Storey.”

Damn. She glanced up quickly, caught the smirks of the kids walking by. She needed just a few more moments. The pencil warmed in her hand. She quickly readjusted her grip and sketched faster. The amused looks in her direction didn’t deserve acknowledgement.

The room emptied in a crush of movement and excited chatter until only silence filled the room– and the scratch of her pencil.

Mr. Madison strode down the aisle of desks until he stood before her. His hands burrowed deep in his pockets as he rocked on his heels. “Storey,” he snapped. “Put down that pencil and talk to me.”

Disgusted, Storey tossed the pencil down and slouched back so she could see him. Tall, almost droopy, his normally placid face had pulled in on itself as if a lemon had been shoved inside. Wrinkles furrowed his brow as he glowered down at her behind his seriously thick glasses.

“You’ve been in my class for six weeks. You hand in all your assignments and you did well on your test. You’re often distracted, but these last few days…I just don’t get it. It’s like you’re off in your own little world.” Frustration twisted his face tighter. Storey watched in fascination as the skin folds expanded then folded back up as he spoke again. “Why can’t you pay attention?”

This again. She shook her head. “I can’t. That’s why I draw.” Irritation took over. “I’ve already told you that. I have trouble focusing.” Closing her book with a snap, she stood up only then seeing she’d already picked the pencil up again and was doodling on her fingers. Weird. The pencil marks shouldn’t show up on her skin. She glanced up at her teacher. “It’s not just your class. It’s all my classes.”

His shoulders slumped and some of the anger drained from his voice. “Have you spoken to a doctor about this?”

“I’ve been on every kind of drug there is since first grade. Nothing has worked. Now I don’t take anything. What’s the point? I have two years to go, then it won’t be a problem anymore.” She bent down, grabbed her backpack and put away her sketchbook and homework. Straightening, she stood up and waited to see if he had anything to add.

“You have a future. You’re smart, a hard worker, at least in the short term, but don’t you want to do more– be more?”

His words haunted her long after she’d walked out of the building.

“Of course, I want more, damn it. Who doesn’t?” she said to the empty sidewalk. But who could think about the future when the present was such a mess? Sure, she had her mother, somewhat. She had no siblings, for which she was both sad and grateful at the same time. They would have been company, except then they’d be in her same situation, and she wouldn’t wish that on anyone. Who’d want to be the kid of the poor single mom despised by the rest of the community? It’s not that she thought there was anything wrong with her mother’s choices, but being a practicing Wiccan and owning and running a small candle shop in a redneck town like this one, well…not fun.

She kinda liked the emptiness of the skeleton community left at Bankhead. Except for the limited options in friends and boyfriends, of course. The traffic was calm, there were no lines at any of the stores, and nothing bad ever happened. Of course, nothing good ever happened, either.

She picked up her pace and managed to cut her trip home by half. Her latest doodle had its claws into her. True, that was an odd way to describe this gnawing inside to draw, but it felt right. After finishing a picture, she usually experienced an incredible sense of satisfaction and release. That part felt good, the actual creation part– not so much. These last few days, there’d been no satisfaction. In fact, the process had been so much worse. Past driven. Tormented might be a better term.

Her mother believed she’d outgrow her weird doodles and become a real artist eventually. A large rock went flying into the creek at her side as she contemplated that concept. How did you outgrow something that was a major part of yourself? It’s not like she could outgrow a leg, or her hands. They were just as much an integral part of who she was as this compulsion to draw. An urge that had gotten much worse lately. A fact that was starting to make her seriously uneasy. Being an artist was fine with her, being obsessive about it– not so much.

“Hey, Storey?”

Storey spun around but continued to walk backwards. A tall man in black was walking up behind her. She frowned and reassessed her first impression. Not a man, a teen on the brink of adulthood. And one oddly familiar. Right. He was the new kid at school, a rare enough event that it caught even her attention. She’d caught a glimpse of him in the morning, navigating through the hallways. Tall and slim, dressed in black from top to toe, even his short hair matched, giving his white skin a bleached look in contrast. He’d make a perfect vampire.

She couldn’t help but smile. “Hi.” For the life of her she couldn’t remember his name. Her eyes locked on his square jaw, deep forehead and blazing blue eyes. His face would be hard to forget.

A lopsided grin slipped out, fascinating her.

“I’m Eric. You probably don’t remember me. I just started at school today.” He fell into step as she continued on her way.

“This is your first day and you know my name.”

“I recognized a fellow artist in the first class we shared and…” His smile deepened. “Your name would be hard not to know after the number of times I heard a teacher call it out today.”

“Oh.” Heat crawled up her face. Her stride stretched out, making him increase his pace to keep up.

“Sorry. Didn’t mean to upset you.”

Surprised, she shot him a quick sideways glance. “You didn’t. Everyone knows I spend most of my time caught up in my art. Getting yelled at is no big deal.”

The same grin flowed in her direction. She watched, captivated at how his face changed with his moods. Her fingers itched for pencil and paper. His voice was striking too, gravelly with a sense of humor lurking just beneath the surface.

“What? Am I wearing my lunch on my face or something?” He swiped his chin self-consciously.

Her eyes widened. “Sorry. I didn’t mean to stare,” she muttered and walked even faster.

“Hey slow down, we’re not racing anywhere. And you’re tall, but I’m taller.”

Confused, she slowed down, sliding a sideways glance his way. “What does height have to do with it?”

“That I can walk as fast as you, I just don’t want to.”

Yeah, he was weird. “You don’t have to walk with me at all.” She couldn’t help but point that out. Give him a chance to beg off and go his own way. It was kind of hard to believe he was still there in the first place.

“I know. I want to.”

She snorted. “And why would you want to do that?”

“Because I like your artwork. It’s unique, dark.”

This time there was no holding back the look of disbelief. “And you like dark art?”

“Yup. It’s cool.” They came to a corner. “This is where I turn off. I live just down there.” In spite of herself, Storey looked in the direction he pointed. He lived close to the old mine. Not the most affluent area of town. Still, it wasn’t loser city like where she lived.

“See you tomorrow.” He waved and walked away.

Storey crossed the road, watching as his lanky frame disappeared in the distance.

What was that all about?

A horn blasted her. She jumped and spun around. Crap. She’d stopped in the middle of the intersection like a love-struck idiot. With an apologetic smile, she moved out of the way and finished the trip home in irate confusion. What the hell was going on with her these days?

Once inside, she stormed up to her room. Flinging her backpack onto her bed, she pulled out her sketchbook and her new pencil and threw herself down on her purple coverlet to stare at her latest drawing.

Cool. Dark. Unique. His words. There was nothing cool about it. Terrifying. Crazy. Disturbing. Any and all of those worked and so much more besides. She stuffed her newest pencil behind her ear and tried to see something that was good in the picture. Coiling, snake-like lines and lattice intertwined, showing an entrance of some kind, broken and abused, as if someone had pounded on it for a long time– and had given up.

Tucking the pencil into her fingers, she started shading the broken slat on the top corner. It didn’t look quite right, yet. But how could she know? She’d never seen this place before.

Her subconscious spawned this stuff. Was she crazy? She felt like it most of the time. Lord knows, everyone else agreed. Except her mom. And Jeff had never appeared to notice. At least he’d never said anything about it to her.

Since he’d moved, she’d buried herself deeper into her sketches to help deal with the pain of his leaving and the loneliness she’d been left with. Only in these last few days had she’d realized just how deep she’d gone.

Her pencil shifted to shade the edges of the lattice on the right. Thickening it, darkening it, smoothing the top piece and dropping the bottom down lower. Time ceased to exist as she fine-lined and perfected the image.

“Storey? Are you in there?”

Storey reared back with a jerk, looking around to see her mother poke her head around the door.

“Hi, honey.” Her mom pushed the door back and walked in, her long, metallic-orange dress swirling around her legs, her brown hair bouncing off her hips. “What are you doing?”

Draw. Storey. Draw.

“Nothing,” her standard response to her mom’s standard question.

“Oh, that’s a nice picture.”

Storey raised an eyebrow. Nice? That’s the last thing it was. Typical of her mom though. “No Mom, it’s not nice. It’s not anything.”

“Oh, honey. Don’t be so hard on yourself. You’ll work your way through all this. Soon you’ll draw nice pictures.”

Come, finish it. Draw, Storey, draw.

Storey closed her eyes and let her mother drone on. She would no matter what. Finally, she interrupted the flow by asking, “Did you want something?”

Her mom stopped, her mouth open, and cleared her throat. “Oh, yes– dinner’s ready.”

Opening her eyes again, Storey wrinkled up her face. “I’m not hungry.”

“That’s not fair.” Her mother’s voice changed, cajoled. “You don’t even know what’s for dinner.”

“It doesn’t matter.” Storey rolled over to her belly and continued with her drawing. Her mother gave one of those heavy sighs she was so good at before withdrawing.

Come play with me, Storey.

Storey glared down at the artwork. “I’m here. I’m here. What do you want from me?”

Draw. Just draw.

Storey fell back under the creative spell.


Chapter 2
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During
school the next day, Storey struggled against exhaustion.
She’d slept badly, having awakened over a dozen times. Her eyelids
drooped. The teacher spoke, startling her awake. She straightened,
blinking several times, her gaze instinctively dropping to her
backpack on the floor and the sketchbook tucked inside. With a
slight shudder, she returned her attention to the blackboard and
the lesson of the day. She could survive this class. It shouldn’t
be that hard. She dropped her head backwards and groaned. The next
two years stretched before her in dismal eternity.

“What are you drawing?”

Surprised, she twisted around to find Eric grinning at her from
the seat behind hers.

“You’re awake, I see.”

She flushed and faced the front of the class. He wouldn’t
stop.

“I asked what you’re drawing?”

“I’m not drawing anything,” she muttered.

“Then what’s that?” He nudged her right shoulder and pointed to
the open page of the red binder in front of her.

Straightening in shock, she realized every inch of space on the
paper crawled with pencil lines. She’d deliberately kept her
sketchbook stuffed deep inside her backpack and still she’d found a
way to keep at it– by filling up her notebook.

Ice settled in her belly.

Did this drive…this need to draw have such a strong hold on her
that she couldn’t not draw? That she did it when not
realizing? Even on her skin, like on her fingers yesterday when
there’d been no paper near? Was she that obsessed? If so, how had
it happened? When? Had there been a specific point of no
return?

“I like it. What is it?”

She had no idea. Storey studied the familiar looking scribbles.
The markings had the same style, yet in no way resembled the full
page drawing she’d done last night. Or did they? Frowning, she
realized this picture could represent an enlargement of one corner
of that other picture, incorporating her geography class notes into
the design. She slammed her book shut.

“Hey? Why’d you do that?”

The teacher ended class at that moment. Storey jumped to her
feet, snagging her backpack in one hand and notebook in the other
before racing out of the room.

“Wait up!”

Eric’s voice became lost in the crowd. Good. She hadn’t planned
on listening to it anyway.
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This was an easy
job?

A simple job, Paxton had said to him and his father. “Go find
the girl. Become friends with her, and if she has the stylus–
retrieve it. Preferably, without her knowing. You’re close to her
age, so it should be easy to gain her confidence. The important
thing is to bring the stylus home. Before the girl causes
irreparable harm through her ignorance.”

Eric Jordan had jumped at the opportunity, not giving his
father, the Councilman, a chance to argue. Not that he would have.
Eric had studied all he could, become the best Ranger he could be.
Even more, he’d become an expert on the alternate dimension. Yet in
all that time, he’d never been allowed to cross the veil that
separated the two worlds. This was a great first assignment. How
hard could it be?

Harder than he’d thought. Storey was turning out to be an
interesting female. He’d been watching her for a couple of days
now. He got along well with girls. They considered him friendly,
caring, comfortable to talk to. What wasn’t there to like? But if
that were all true, why was this one so prickly? Then again, she
was an otherworlder. That could account for the difference.

And he suspected she did have the lost instrument, making
his mentor Paxton’s guess correct. If her drawings were anything to
go by, the stylus had started bonding already. Not good. The tool
had been lost when a scientist had fallen ill on a rare research
trip across the veil that divided the two dimensions. Soulbound
items were special in his world. Important, coveted, and passed
from one person to another only through death. They were also
incredibly powerful. Not something to be left in the hands of a
sixteen-year-old otherworld girl.

He watched as Storey bolted from the classroom as if demons were
chasing her. Had that been fear tightening her fine-boned features
as she’d studied at her artwork?

Why? She’d created it.

Or had she?
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Storey ran straight home.
She burst through the front door and came to a skittering stop. Her
mother’s Wiccan friends were meeting in the living room. Great. On
the other hand, their presence gave her an excuse to hide away in
her room and sort through these odd drawings. See if there was a
connection in them. A message.

And that was just stupid.

“Storey. How nice to see you home early.” Her mother, decked out
in her ceremonial robes and her face covered in heavy paint, walked
over. “Why don’t you join us, sweetie?” She motioned toward her
friends, all in full Wiccan gear. “We’re going over the weekend’s
events.”

It was all Storey could do not to wince. Giving the others a
quick smile, she brushed past her mom. “No time. I have
homework.”

She raced up the stairs and into her room, slamming the door
behind her. No wonder everyone thought she was odd. Look at her
mother. She’d been shunned and taunted when younger. Now most of
the other kids just crossed the road to avoid her. Then there were
the whispers and sidelong looks. Odd how her relationship with Jeff
had brought acceptance. Until he’d left.

Life had been normal until her father had walked out a decade
ago, leaving her homemaker mom struggling to make a living. Her
mother had been ‘finding herself’ ever since. The store and a new
religion had been her answer. As much as Storey hated what it had
done to her life, she understood that the candle shop had put food
on the table all these years. The Wiccan part, not so much. Her
mother held some rank on the Council and, of course, she dressed
the part, even danced outside on full moons. Storey did not want to
know if the group did it naked.

Some things were just too much information.

She pulled her sketchbook out of her backpack, then grabbed her
red binder from class. She plunked down on her bed and flipped
through the pages in both books. And stopped. Yes.

Leaning close, she studied the images. The newer one was
an enlargement of the lower right hand corner of the bigger
drawing, where she’d run out of paper. Odd how ancient the doorway
in her pictures looked. She rarely drew anything medieval or
historical looking and had no idea why she would have now. What did
it mean?

Tracing the picture with her fingertips, she tried to understand
why it was so important to sketch such detail. Her fingers moved
slower and slower in a repetitive and oddly mesmerizing motion. She
lost herself in the movement, feeling soothed and comforted by the
knowledge that, if nothing else, she’d created this.

A tapping on the window drew her attention. The sun had gone
behind a cloud. Even as she watched, rain pelted the glass, giving
everything an oddly distorted look. Kind of matched her life right
now. With a sigh she refocused on the large sketch.

She stopped. Then frowned. Had the picture changed? Shifted?
Bending her head, she studied it closer, then shook her head. No.
It was the same. At least she thought so. Anything else was so not
possible. As she went to close her books, she paused again.

There. A new line. She studied the picture. She hadn’t drawn
it– or had she? Stupid, that’s what this was. If she hadn’t,
who had? She had to have put it there. Tilting her head to look at
it from another angle, she realized the line still wasn’t quite
right. She snatched up her pencil and thickened the left side of
it, widening it on the bottom.

There, that was much better. It felt right.

Silly maybe, but the change made her happy.

She switched to staring at the weird enlarged picture she’d made
in class today. With the geography notes underneath, it was
irritating to look at. Within minutes, she had redrawn the picture
into her sketchbook properly. Now that she could see it more
clearly, she realized it was an actual door of some kind.
Not just a vague entranceway. Now it had defined edges. Without a
latch or knob, yet the right size and shape. She laughed at her
imagination. So there was a door. Now wouldn’t it be great if that
meant she could just open the door and walk right through?

The last thing she did was add a flat, metal looking door handle
to the right side.

Snick.

Storey glanced at her bedroom door. “Mom, is that you?” Her door
was closed and stayed that way. More unnerved by her reaction than
at the noise, Storey hopped up and checked to see if someone stood
outside her room.

The hallway was empty. Laminate floors and red and gold painted
walls stared back at her, remnants of the previous owners.

Closing her door on the horrible colors, Storey surveyed her own
lemon and lavender room. So much easier on her eyes. The rain
continued to hit the window, filling the room with a steady
pounding. With everything as it should be, she sat back down on the
bed and picked up her drawing.

And caught her breath. She’d put the handle in as a joke.

It was no joke now. The freaking door was open. She peered
closer. At least she thought it was open. The edge of the door was
now a thick black line hinting at a darkness on the other side.

She dropped the book on her bed and bolted to the far side of
the room. She chewed her nails, not taking her eyes off her
picture. The open door stared back at her.

An open door she hadn’t drawn. She knew that. Still, she
couldn’t stop a quick glance at the pencil in her hand. Just in
case. There was no way. Really? How could those couple of lines
give off such an ominous vibe? With so much power? Chills rippled
across her shoulders.

Inviting her? Warning her? Freaking her out– hell
yeah!

Storey knew she wasn’t that good an artist.

Could she be having blackouts? Momentary relief bloomed at the
idea. Then she reached up and touched her temple. She didn’t suffer
from headaches. She hadn’t been injured. As far as she knew, she
was healthy.

How could the picture have changed without her or someone else
changing it? And why? She studied the lines of the door. Flat,
thick lined, almost needing something from her. Waiting for her to
do something. But what?

It’s not like she could walk through the thing. And even if she
could, it’s not like she would. Who knew what lay on the other
side? A half chuckle escaped. Right. Now she was losing
it.

Storey grimaced as she shoved the drawing deep inside her bag,
then closed and tied up the outside straps as a deterrent.
Determined, she grabbed her English reading assignment and focused
on finishing her homework. When she couldn’t keep her eyes open any
longer, she dropped the book to the floor beside her, clicked off
the light and fell into a deep sleep– a sleep full of weird
dreams and strange voices calling to her.

Storey, come and get me.

Storey come.

We need you, Storey.

Disturbed, she bolted upright, gasping for breath. She stared
wildly around the room. Who said that? No one. She was alone–
and clearly losing it. Her heart banged in her chest. A film of
sweat covered her skin. She took several deep breaths and tried to
calm down. Talk about nightmares. She shuddered and lay back down.
It took several minutes to get her breathing under control and when
she did, she started to get pissed.

“What the hell do you want with me?” she snapped in the
direction of her backpack and the drawing safely secured inside.
“Crap. This is too freaky, even for me.”

“Storey, is that you, honey?”

Her mother knocked on the door and pushed it open, the light
from the hallway lighting the few silver strands in her otherwise
brown hair. “Can’t you sleep?”

“Sorry if I woke you.” Storey sat up, brushing her own jet black
hair back off her face. “Just a bad dream.”

“That’s because you didn’t have any dinner. I checked up on you
after the meeting finished. You’d fallen asleep.” Her mother’s
fingers twisted around a dangling lock of hair as she stepped into
the room. She bit her lip. “Storey, you have to eat. You’re already
skinny enough.”

Bone rack is what a jock had called her last month. Looking
down, Storey realized they could be right. Her hip bones stuck out
to match her big elbows. And her body had developed to the point
where she barely missed the skinny scarecrow look. Too bad. She
might have been able to make that work.

“I’m eating, Mom. They had pizza in class today, so I didn’t
need my lunch. Ate that on the way home.” That was a lie. Still,
she had more important things to worry about than food.

Relief washed over her mom’s pretty face. “Oh, I’m so glad to
hear that. Sometimes I worry about you.”

Sometimes? Didn’t she mean all the time? Was that normal for
moms? Then again, there was a world of difference between normal
and her mother.

“What time is it?” Storey looked out the window. Blackness
stared back.

“It’s just a little after midnight. Please get into your
pajamas. You don’t want to be sleeping in those jeans.” She backed
up to the open door. “If you’re all right, I’ll say good night. It
is witching hour, after all.” With a carefree grin, her mom closed
the door.

Witching hour. Right. Only in her house. Sighing at her mother’s
antics, Storey collapsed down on her covers and fell into a light,
troubled sleep.

“Storey.”

She sighed. “What now, Mom?”

No answer. She sat up and glanced at the closed door. Weird. She
could’ve sworn she’d heard someone calling her. Lying down again,
she pulled her blankets over top, not bothering to get changed into
her nightclothes.

“Storey.”

She bolted upright. That’s it. Who the hell was playing
games with her?

“Storey.”

Throwing back the blankets, Storey knelt on her bed. “Who said
that?” she hissed into the early morning air. Not trusting the
gloomy light, she flicked her bedside lamp on, quickly scanning the
room. Empty. “I am so losing it. This is nuts.”

Her gaze landed on the backpack on her floor. Her eyes widened.
Oh no.

“No, no. Hell, no.” She shook her head, slowly at first then
more wildly. “This can’t be happening. It’s a picture. Nothing
more. Nothing less. I created you. I can destroy you.”

That’s exactly what she was going to do. She dragged the
backpack onto her bed and opened it. The knot defied her first and
second attempts, before she managed to pull the laces apart and
yank out her sketchpad. “I don’t know what’s going on here, but
enough is enough.”

She flipped to the last page she’d been working on and grabbed
it at the top left and pulled. It wouldn’t tear off. She tightened
her grip and tried again. It refused to budge. Scared now, she
threw it on the floor and in a fit of [...]
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   TERMS AND CONDITIONS FOR USE, REPRODUCTION, AND DISTRIBUTION

   1. Definitions.

      "License" shall mean the terms and conditions for use, reproduction,
      and distribution as defined by Sections 1 through 9 of this document.

      "Licensor" shall mean the copyright owner or entity authorized by
      the copyright owner that is granting the License.

      "Legal Entity" shall mean the union of the acting entity and all
      other entities that control, are controlled by, or are under common
      control with that entity. For the purposes of this definition,
      "control" means (i) the power, direct or indirect, to cause the
      direction or management of such entity, whether by contract or
      otherwise, or (ii) ownership of fifty percent (50%) or more of the
      outstanding shares, or (iii) beneficial ownership of such entity.

      "You" (or "Your") shall mean an individual or Legal Entity
      exercising permissions granted by this License.

      "Source" form shall mean the preferred form for making modifications,
      including but not limited to software source code, documentation
      source, and configuration files.

      "Object" form shall mean any form resulting from mechanical
      transformation or translation of a Source form, including but
      not limited to compiled object code, generated documentation,
      and conversions to other media types.

      "Work" shall mean the work of authorship, whether in Source or
      Object form, made available under the License, as indicated by a
      copyright notice that is included in or attached to the work
      (an example is provided in the Appendix below).

      "Derivative Works" shall mean any work, whether in Source or Object
      form, that is based on (or derived from) the Work and for which the
      editorial revisions, annotations, elaborations, or other modifications
      represent, as a whole, an original work of authorship. For the purposes
      of this License, Derivative Works shall not include works that remain
      separable from, or merely link (or bind by name) to the interfaces of,
      the Work and Derivative Works thereof.

      "Contribution" shall mean any work of authorship, including
      the original version of the Work and any modifications or additions
      to that Work or Derivative Works thereof, that is intentionally
      submitted to Licensor for inclusion in the Work by the copyright owner
      or by an individual or Legal Entity authorized to submit on behalf of
      the copyright owner. For the purposes of this definition, "submitted"
      means any form of electronic, verbal, or written communication sent
      to the Licensor or its representatives, including but not limited to
      communication on electronic mailing lists, source code control systems,
      and issue tracking systems that are managed by, or on behalf of, the
      Licensor for the purpose of discussing and improving the Work, but
      excluding communication that is conspicuously marked or otherwise
      designated in writing by the copyright owner as "Not a Contribution."

      "Contributor" shall mean Licensor and any individual or Legal Entity
      on behalf of whom a Contribution has been received by Licensor and
      subsequently incorporated within the Work.

   2. Grant of Copyright License. Subject to the terms and conditions of
      this License, each Contributor hereby grants to You a perpetual,
      worldwide, non-exclusive, no-charge, royalty-free, irrevocable
      copyright license to reproduce, prepare Derivative Works of,
      publicly display, publicly perform, sublicense, and distribute the
      Work and such Derivative Works in Source or Object form.

   3. Grant of Patent License. Subject to the terms and conditions of
      this License, each Contributor hereby grants to You a perpetual,
      worldwide, non-exclusive, no-charge, royalty-free, irrevocable
      (except as stated in this section) patent license to make, have made,
      use, offer to sell, sell, import, and otherwise transfer the Work,
      where such license applies only to those patent claims licensable
      by such Contributor that are necessarily infringed by their
      Contribution(s) alone or by combination of their Contribution(s)
      with the Work to which such Contribution(s) was submitted. If You
      institute patent litigation against any entity (including a
      cross-claim or counterclaim in a lawsuit) alleging that the Work
      or a Contribution incorporated within the Work constitutes direct
      or contributory patent infringement, then any patent licenses
      granted to You under this License for that Work shall terminate
      as of the date such litigation is filed.

   4. Redistribution. You may reproduce and distribute copies of the
      Work or Derivative Works thereof in any medium, with or without
      modifications, and in Source or Object form, provided that You
      meet the following conditions:

      (a) You must give any other recipients of the Work or
          Derivative Works a copy of this License; and

      (b) You must cause any modified files to carry prominent notices
          stating that You changed the files; and

      (c) You must retain, in the Source form of any Derivative Works
          that You distribute, all copyright, patent, trademark, and
          attribution notices from the Source form of the Work,
          excluding those notices that do not pertain to any part of
          the Derivative Works; and

      (d) If the Work includes a "NOTICE" text file as part of its
          distribution, then any Derivative Works that You distribute must
          include a readable copy of the attribution notices contained
          within such NOTICE file, excluding those notices that do not
          pertain to any part of the Derivative Works, in at least one
          of the following places: within a NOTICE text file distributed
          as part of the Derivative Works; within the Source form or
          documentation, if provided along with the Derivative Works; or,
          within a display generated by the Derivative Works, if and
          wherever such third-party notices normally appear. The contents
          of the NOTICE file are for informational purposes only and
          do not modify the License. You may add Your own attribution
          notices within Derivative Works that You distribute, alongside
          or as an addendum to the NOTICE text from the Work, provided
          that such additional attribution notices cannot be construed
          as modifying the License.

      You may add Your own copyright statement to Your modifications and
      may provide additional or different license terms and conditions
      for use, reproduction, or distribution of Your modifications, or
      for any such Derivative Works as a whole, provided Your use,
      reproduction, and distribution of the Work otherwise complies with
      the conditions stated in this License.

   5. Submission of Contributions. Unless You explicitly state otherwise,
      any Contribution intentionally submitted for inclusion in the Work
      by You to the Licensor shall be under the terms and conditions of
      this License, without any additional terms or conditions.
      Notwithstanding the above, nothing herein shall supersede or modify
      the terms of any separate license agreement you may have executed
      with Licensor regarding such Contributions.

   6. Trademarks. This License does not grant permission to use the trade
      names, trademarks, service marks, or product names of the Licensor,
      except as required for reasonable and customary use in describing the
      origin of the Work and reproducing the content of the NOTICE file.

   7. Disclaimer of Warranty. Unless required by applicable law or
      agreed to in writing, Licensor provides the Work (and each
      Contributor provides its Contributions) on an "AS IS" BASIS,
      WITHOUT WARRANTIES OR CONDITIONS OF ANY KIND, either express or
      implied, including, without limitation, any warranties or conditions
      of TITLE, NON-INFRINGEMENT, MERCHANTABILITY, or FITNESS FOR A
      PARTICULAR PURPOSE. You are solely responsible for determining the
      appropriateness of using or redistributing the Work and assume any
      risks associated with Your exercise of permissions under this License.

   8. Limitation of Liability. In no event and under no legal theory,
      whether in tort (including negligence), contract, or otherwise,
      unless required by applicable law (such as deliberate and grossly
      negligent acts) or agreed to in writing, shall any Contributor be
      liable to You for damages, including any direct, indirect, special,
      incidental, or consequential damages of any character arising as a
      result of this License or out of the use or inability to use the
      Work (including but not limited to damages for loss of goodwill,
      work stoppage, computer failure or malfunction, or any and all
      other commercial damages or losses), even if such Contributor
      has been advised of the possibility of such damages.

   9. Accepting Warranty or Additional Liability. While redistributing
      the Work or Derivative Works thereof, You may choose to offer,
      and charge a fee for, acceptance of support, warranty, indemnity,
      or other liability obligations and/or rights consistent with this
      License. However, in accepting such obligations, You may act only
      on Your own behalf and on Your sole responsibility, not on behalf
      of any other Contributor, and only if You agree to indemnify,
      defend, and hold each Contributor harmless for any liability
      incurred by, or claims asserted against, such Contributor by reason
      of your accepting any such warranty or additional liability.

   END OF TERMS AND CONDITIONS

   APPENDIX: How to apply the Apache License to your work.

      To apply the Apache License to your work, attach the following
      boilerplate notice, with the fields enclosed by brackets "[]"
      replaced with your own identifying information. (Don't include
      the brackets!)  The text should be enclosed in the appropriate
      comment syntax for the file format. We also recommend that a
      file or class name and description of purpose be included on the
      same "printed page" as the copyright notice for easier
      identification within third-party archives.

   Copyright [yyyy] [name of copyright owner]

   Licensed under the Apache License, Version 2.0 (the "License");
   you may not use this file except in compliance with the License.
   You may obtain a copy of the License at

       http://www.apache.org/licenses/LICENSE-2.0

   Unless required by applicable law or agreed to in writing, software
   distributed under the License is distributed on an "AS IS" BASIS,
   WITHOUT WARRANTIES OR CONDITIONS OF ANY KIND, either express or implied.
   See the License for the specific language governing permissions and
   limitations under the License.
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