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Chapter One

S ilver calls me Red, after Red Riding Hood.

I am not the original girl from the stories, but a modern ver-
sion. A descendant of an abandoned Norwegian island mining town 
where the children possess unique powers. Even those in on the secret 
have questions. Are we the result of magic or someone’s mad science?

I may have powers, but life is still normal.
Tonight, I’m hunting a chicken thief.
Smoke curls from the chimney top of my cabin, a dark silhouette 

against an inky sky with a full moon and stars. Twinkling lights wink 
in and out through the curtain of fast-moving clouds.

A storm is coming.
My head slightly aches from the drop in barometric pressure, and 

my dry throat craves the spring water gathered from the mountain 
behind me in the bottle at my feet. Yet I don’t move.
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I sit with stij Coints, still like a statue in a rustic treehouse nestled 
against the edge of the snow-covered forest.

xattle to the left. Goats to the right. xhicken coop in front of me.
The moon glints oj the head of an aWe embedded deep in a chop-

ping block. A pile of kindling lies beside it.
Tonight, I chose a small-caliber rize. The barrel rests on an opening 

in the boards. My hand lies against the cool, smooth stock, my Dnger 
on the trigger guard. Baiting. At Dfteen, I’m a crack shot.

The farm animals sleep.
Not me. The insomniac. Baiting.
Nothing to distract me from thoughts of my father who left me 

behind because of my connection to the wolf. The horror and hatred 
simmering in his eyes. My little sister’s tears as he forced her to leave 
with him. Until a few wolves yip, followed by a rendition of howls.

I mustn’t Coin them.
A light breeOe brings the scent I’ve waited for.
My head dips forward, a few strands from the mop of rusty red hair 

loose from my braid tickles my nose. My Caw sets, my eyes squint as I 
peer through my scope.

Bhite fur. Slinky body. Stubby, perky ears.
There you are, you little thief.
3eep …reath.
The arctic foW snijs around the coop’s door.
It’s sighted into my crosshairs.
Small paws scratch the dirt at a low spot at the bottom corner of the 

enclosure.
Finger is poised to squeeOe the trigger.
His body zattens and wiggles, but the eWtra wire I’ve buried under-

neath the cold ground deters him.
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The little guy isn’t giving up, though my rooster sounds the alarm 
as if it’s already morning.

I stop and sigh, then proCect a high-pitched bark.
The foW’s head raises, ears twitching in my direction, and the neWt 

moment4 he makes a beeline for me.
His claws click on the wood posts under my feet, and then he’s in 

the small space with me, his eyes glinting in the moonlight.
I can’t help the wry twist of my mouth. “ne more for the pack.
He winds around my leg, scaling up into my arms, his rough tongue 

licking my face.
I’m chuckling as I stand up to stretch, slinging my gun over my 

shoulder. PLet’s go home,— I whisper.
This is my magic. The ability to communicate and connect to the 

animal kingdom.
I’m almost back to the cabin when the snow begins to fall in big, fat 

zakes.
The foW huddles inside my Cacket, enCoying my body heat. I’ll let it 

stay with me for as long as it wants, but eventually, it will leave. The 
wild always does, but now we’ll be connected.

The wind shifts, and my steps falter over a new scent.
“n cue, a hulking shape emerges from around the corner. A bear 

with a maw so massive one bite would end me. His roar blows my 
bangs oj my forehead. The griOOly’s huge head bends closer, his fangs 
mere inches from my face.

Two wolves who were lounging on the porch zank in behind me, 
their fur a mottled miW of brown, grey, and black. Growls emanate 
from their throats. Their ire bleeds into my psyche because they want 
to attack this threat in front of them. I’m the only reason they don’t.

PYour breath is atrocious, Silver.—
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Silver the …east, and the boy I’ve been crushing on since forever, 
with the power to turn into any animal. The griOOly bear is his favorite.

His close-set eyes morph from a glowing red into soft amber.
I’ve always been envious of Silver’s ability to transform. I may be 

able to communicate with creatures big and small, but I’m still always 
human, never truly one of them.

Silver’s body begins to quiver and shrink, the hair receding back 
into human skin.

I busy myself by petting my protectors and giving some guttural 
commands that our new foW friend is oj-limits.

Transformation is never a pretty sight. >lus, he’ll be naked, and 
the one time I watched in fascination as his body turned back into 
a human, he teased me relentlessly. Bhat I learned from that one 
weak moment is that he gains muscle and is hairier after he morphs 
back from a larger animal. I have my theories about why he avoids the 
smaller creatures.

PAll clear,— his deep voice rumbles now that he’s dressed. PGot you 
this time.—

My snorty laugh sneaks out as a fat zake lands on his Roman Nose. 
His long hair and trim beard shine platinum under the light of the 
moon. Hence his nickname.

I toss my rusty-colored braid behind me. PBhat are you doing here 
at two in the morning?—

PYou know how Snow hasn’t given up on those kids?—
PYeah.— Snow. >itch-dark hair and chapped bloody lips do Dt the 

moniker of Snow Bhite. She may not be happy about being our 
uno?cial leader@she was the oldest@but her amiable nature endears 
her to everyone, especially the kids. If that doesn’t work, she can 
camouzage into any background. Be ajectionately refer to her as our 
secret agent. It helps her ferret out others like us, good or bad. 
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“ur town isn’t huge, so when twins, a boy and a girl, disappeared, 
everyone searched for them. The theory is that they wandered away, 
lost to the tundra, their bodies never to be found.

Snow’s been obsessed.
PShe thinks she found where they might have gone. “ne of the 

mines.— His tone is guarded.
PAnd?—
PBhatever she found scared her.—
3espite my Cacket, the hairs on my arms stand.
PShe’s at Rose’s now, shaking like a leaf.—
Me, Silver, Rose, and Snow. The four of us make up the main 

leadership core, our friendship forged by being among the Drst to get 
abilities. Rose? You guessed it. Sleeping …eauty. She’d sleep her life 
away if you let her. She also has golden hair, and leaf-green eyes and 
can manipulate plants. All the boys love her.

PLet’s go.— I eWpel the foW in my Cacket, and it runs oj with the 
wolves, friends for now.

No discussion. Be will not wait for the morning or the others.
Though the rize is still slung over my back, I walk over and yank my 

aWe free@Cust in case.
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A t the entrance to the mine, a huge arched doorway leads into 
the mountain.

Silver, now as a bear again, snifs Hor any signs oH liHe.  ’eks told 
me that bear sight is liIe having night vision goggles. TH heks seeing 
anything right now, you could sure Hool me, but in the mines is when 
it will be most beneWcial.

Seconds ticI by. phis needs to be over with. Oekve dealt with others 
whokve abused their Lowers. phey always start small, but soon, theykve 
grown into something else.

Silver motions his massive head toward the oLening and taIes of, 
running on all Hours.

T trail behind him at a much slower Lace.
Ohen T catch uL, we sliL into total darIness.
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T rest one hand on Silverks Hurry bacI, while the other clenches the 
handle oH my aMe as he leads me deeLer. ’e IeeLs me uLright as T 
stumble over a loose rocI, but the show oH weaIness maIes my cheeIs 
burn.

phe smell. Oell beHore any inIling oH light.
jingerbread.
Bot what T eMLected.
As we turn, and the rocI walls around us waver with light.
zy eyes adPust, and we Lass other darIer oLenings until we reach a 

mining LocIet transHormed into a Hurnished living room, warm and 
inviting.

A woman sits in the rocIing chair near the Wre. A woman T Inow.
A shaHt leHt behind by Hormer miners vents smoIe through the 

ceiling, LerhaLs the reason Snow Hound a mine so deeL below the 
surHace. 

zs. NaYar sleeLs. ’er hair is rolled uL in curlers, and her red and 
blacI Llaid Vannel with the white lace around the necI maIes her 
aLLear motherly. She owns a baIery in town. -eoLle are always telling 
her she should go to Bew CorI or -aris with her tasty creations.

phe cooIies Liled high on the tray beside her are worIs oH art. “ar?
ious shaLes and siYes. ”olorHul icing. Ttks enough to maIe my mouth 
water.

Oait. Rlood.
Silver lets out a low, rumbling growl. ’e smells it, too.
zs. NaYarks eyes LoL oLen. She rises Hast, her hand on her chest, 

nearly InocIing over her cuL oH tea beside the conHections. JOhatks 
that beast doing hereU8

’er angry, deeL voiceU Bot at all motherly.
phen thereks the barely discernable sLlatter oH gore on her garment.



9!NT7 D!jAp7q

T grab a nearby lantern. JEonkt move, or youkll LrovoIe him.8 T leave 
Silver to watch her. phe twins must be here somewhere. phe lingering 
trace oH iron in the air leads me to the neMt cavern.

Tnside, LocIets oH emeralds sit encased in rocI. jems, which IeLt 
our town alive until they were deLleted. How is this possible? 

Oith a touch, one oH the stones Lulsates underneath my Wngers. A 
green glowing string wisLs out, creating a tether around my wrist.

Tndistinct whisLering.
T release the stone, and it vaLoriYes. A hiss escaLes my liLs at the 

slight burn leHt behind. 
Tnstinct urges me to hurry iH only to leave this Llace Har behind. 

zy Heet scuttle deeLer, scattering Lebbles and broIen rocI as T Llunge 
deeLer into the darIness.

Oithin, a cage against the bacI wall.
Tnside, the missing twins.
At least most oH them.
phe boy has only one leg.
phe girl has only one arm.
phey sleeL against each other.
A roar riLs through the air, and then a crash.
phe twins awaIen as T sLrint bacI, roaring unintelligible warning 

cries.
Silver rests unconscious on the stone Voor. A chair with a blanIet 

is overturned beside him, a star?shaLed obPect embedded in his nose.
-lease be alive. Surely, aHter what she did to the twins, she wants us 

alive.
Fver him stands zs. NaYar. ’er sIin now glows red as her robe. 

”ooIies in hand, eMLression hungry, she VicIs her wrist.
phrowing?star cooIiesU Fne YiLs Last my ear.
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T raise my aMe, and a cooIie hits the metal head, eMLloding into 
crumbs. At the same time, T dive, and my body slams into the rocI 
Voor behind a velvet couch.

-lunI. Something sharL sinIs into the cushion.
Jzs. NaYar. Cou Inow me. Tkve been to your wonderHul baIery. 

phese weaLoniYed cooIies youkve concocted are Hantastic. Ohat a 
strong sedative youkve laced them with08 

Another one eMLlodes on the wall over my head.
JDrom one cooIie lover to another. ’ow did you do itU8 As her 

Horehead creases, T crawl over to the other end oH the couch.
JCoukre never leaving here alive.8
Jphen tell me your secretU8 T LeeI along the Voor at her Heet, the 

toes long and red with sLiIed white nails liIe my chicIens.
JOhy notU8 She cacIles. JTt taIes money to be successHul. Ohen T 

Hound the emeralds, T was going to sell them, but then one sLoIe to 
me. Tt gave me the Iey. Cou also need something uni?ue to succeed. 
All T needed was a Linch oH Vesh.8

Rile rises in my throat. Sugar and cannibalism !gh. zust be the 
sicIest thing ever.

T lay my aMe down and sliL of my riVe. Tkm ?uicI and silent, my 
barrel seeIing a bead on that beastly lower body hidden by simLle 
Vannel.

’er Hace LoLs into view beside the tiL oH the gun, eyes bulbous, chin 
wet.

Saliva driLs onto the Voor Hrom her sideways head.
She Vings the couch away and sLrings on toL oH me.
’er sharL, long teeth snaL at me, but the riVe T shove against her 

necI holds her bacI.
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zy wolves. TH only T can reach them. poo late Hor that. JSilver08 ’ow 
much longer can T hold her ofU JSilver08 T close my eyes and turn my 
head away Hrom her Houl breath and sLit.

’er hissing head rolls away.
Ttks gone. Niterally gone since it doesnkt stoL rolling until it hits the 

Har wall with a sicIening s?uelch.
Silver stands beHore me in human Horm, my aMe griLLed in one 

hand. 
T shove zs. NaYarks remaining corLse of and my eMhausted body 

deVates.
’e grins ear to ear, twirling the aMe in his hand. JT see the aLLeal.8 

’e laughs as the weaLon clatters on the ground then grabs the blanIet 
of the Hallen chair to wraL around his waist. ’e eMtends his hand. 
JShe ofered me a cooIie, and then bam0 Tkm out.8 ’is volume lowers. 
Jphen T heard your voice bring me bacI to the living. phanIs Hor 
saving me.8

JphanIs Hor saving me.8
’e moves in, his gaYe on my liLs, his Hace inches Hrom mine.
Oet Hur miMed with sweat stinIs, but to me, itks home.
T want nothing more than to Iiss him.
Tnstead, T turn and vomit.



Chapter Three

T he twins will be okay, except I doubt they’ll be eating pastries 
any time soon. That’s how Ms. Lazar enticed them into the 

woods. Not lost. Kidnapped.
Before returning them to their families, Rose made them ap-

pendages by twisting vines and wood together, mixing her magic to 
endow them with articulation. Snow added her ability to camouWage 
so they look normal. If they stay on the island, the magic will grow 
with them, and over time, they may forget they aren’t real.

De went back and secured the emeralds by sealing oH that branch 
of the mine with some leftover explosives. Maybe they are the reason 
we have powers, maybe not. JeUnitely the reason for Ms. Lazar’s evil 
shenanigans. If any more show up on our island. Dell, Silver and I will 
be here to face them.

My nickname is Red, after Red Riding Eood.
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I may have powers, but life is still normal.
I’m waiting for my Urst kiss, but happily ever after will come along 

one day. 1or now, I have kindling to chop and chickens to protect.
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