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  Threatening


  Harper had been rehearsing what she wanted to say to her roommate Liv all morning, but when Liv threw her against the wall of their dorm room,
  Harper knew she was in trouble.


  It had only been six days ago that Harper moved into Sundham University housing and even met Liv. When shed moved in, Liv had been almost tripping over herself to help Harper unpack and
  assuring her that theyd be total BFFs by the end of the semester. Shed shown Harper around campus, talking in a never-ending stream about everything under the sun.


  But then Harper had turned around and rushed back to Capri the very next day, when all hell had broken loose with her sister, her boyfriend, and the sirens.


  When Harper had been hit with an intense panic last week, Liv had followed her out to the car. She kept insisting that she ride back with Harper to make sure she got there all right, and Harper
  practically had to push Liv out of the car.


  She couldnt explain the psychic bond she shared with Gemma, let alone the monsters who awaited her back in Capri, so she couldnt let Liv go with her.


  That was how Harper had left Livstanding out in the pouring rain, desperate to be her friend. And she returned to something completely different.


  Liv slept soundly all day longmissing all her classes. Then shed stumble in and out late at night, when Harper was trying to sleep, banging things and making noise without any
  apology.


  Harper didnt want to tell Liv what to do, but she couldnt keep missing so much sleep.


  By Tuesday, shed finally thought shed come up with what she wanted to say, and she kept repeating it over and over in her head as she walked up to the dorm room. Taking a
  fortifying breath before opening the door, Harper was determined to get her point across without lecturing Liv.


  It was only a little after noon, and Harper had figured that Liv would probably still be sleeping. So it was with some surprise that Harper discovered that her roommate was not only awake but
  entertaining a guest.


  Wearing only her pajama shorts and a pink bra, Liv was straddling a guy lying on her bed. Harper averted her eyes as soon as she realized that Liv wasnt completely dressed, but
  shed seen enough to realize that Liv was making out with him more ferociously than shed ever seen before.


  Both Liv and Harper had loft beds, so they were located on top bunks with their desks below. That meant that Harper didnt have the greatest view of the guy from where she stood, but
  thanks to a pair of guys jeans and a T-shirt rumpled up on the floor, she discerned that he wasnt wearing much clothing either.


  Oh, sorry, Harper said quickly, and turned around, attempting to give Liv some privacy. I thought you were alone.


  Get out, Liv hissed, and there was an edge to her voice that Harper hadnt heard before.


  The few words theyd exchanged the past couple of days contained a sweetness in them, like honey, but that had been replaced by something entirely venomous.


  Yeah, sorry, I will, but I just need to grab my chem book. Harper hurried over to the desk underneath her loft bed and searched for her textbook.


  Part of the reason shed chosen now to have the conversation with Liv was that she needed to come back to the room to switch books for her afternoon classes.


  Hurry up, Liv snapped.


  Im trying, Harper assured her.


  She dropped her backpack onto the desk chair so itd be easier for her to look. Normally, organization was her strong suit, and everything was in its place, but now that she was trying to
  get out of here, her book had vanished.


  Maybe you can join us, Livs male companion suggested.


  Harper chose to ignore him, instead thinking that her time would be better spent searching for the book. She still had her back to Liv as she was throwing everything off the desk, but she heard
  movement behind her, then a creaking bed.


  Liv groaned. Get out.


  Itll only be a second. Harper turned around to scan the room.


  Get out! Liv roared, and the anger in her voice seemed to reverberate through Harpers head. For a moment, she could only stand theredazed and unable to
  remember what she was looking for.


  Harper shook her head, clearing some of the confusion, and feebly said, Im going as fast as I can. I just . . . I need the book first.


  Not you, Liv said. Him.


  Before either Harper or Livs boyfriend could say anything, Liv pushed him out of the bed. He tumbled down, landing on the floor with a painful-sounding thud, and he groaned.


  Are you okay? Harper crouched next to him, and he slowly sat up.


  He rubbed the back of his head. Yeah . . . I think so.


  Harper looked him over just to be sure, and she was relieved that he was still wearing his boxers. His bare torso revealed several fresh scratches on his chest and shoulders. His lip was
  bleeding, too, but she wasnt sure if that was from the fall or something that Liv had done.


  What dont you understand about the words get out? Liv asked, leaning over the edge of her bed to glare down at them.


  Her eyeswhich had seemed wide and innocent when Harper first met hernow appeared much darker and more calculating.


  Im going, the guy said. He got up quickly, wincing as he did, and picked his clothes up off the floor.


  Thats when Harper finally discovered her missing chem book. It had been hidden underneath his jeans.


  He didnt even wait to get dressed before he left, preferring to walk out into the hall in his underwear rather than spend another minute in their dorm room. Not that Harper blamed
  him.


  Got my book, Harper told Liv as she shoved the textbook into her backpack. So Ill be out of your hair.


  You dont have to rush out of here now that hes gone.


  Out of the corner of her eye, Harper saw Liv jump down from her bed and land on the floor in one graceful movement. The honey had returned to her voice, but Harper wasnt sure if she could
  trust it, so she turned around slowly. Livs blond hair fell in waves that landed just above her shoulders, and though she wasnt as tall as Harper, her tanned legs appeared long,
  extending below her micro pajama shorts.


  I figured hed want some privacy, you know? Liv glanced back to wink at Harper, then grabbed a tank top out of her drawer.


  Yeah. Harper forced a smile and tried to sound happy for her roommate. He seemed . . . nice. Is he your boyfriend?


  Liv scoffed. He wishes. I woke up thirsty and hungry, so I went down to the commons to get a soda out of the machine, and I picked him up, too.


  Oh. Harper leaned back against her desk. She thought about straightening up the mess shed made, but she didnt want to take her eyes off Liv. Do you think
  youll see him again?


  Just because I said you could stay doesnt mean we have to talk, Liv said, pulling her shirt on over her head.


  Harper sighed and considered leaving, but she knew shed have to talk to Liv eventually. She might as well get it out of the way now.


  Actually, um, I have been wanting to talk to you, Harper said, plunging into the conversation.


  Liv narrowed her eyes. About what?


  Just life. Harper shrugged and tried to keep her tone casual. I havent really been able to talk to you much, so I thought we could check in with each
  other.


  Why? Its not like we need to be besties or something. Liv snickered.


  No, but you said that you wanted to be friends, and I thought we could be.


  Liv tilted her head, as if she had no idea what Harper was talking about. Did I say that?


  Yeah. Harper nodded. You said it a few times, actually.


  Oh. Liv sounded utterly bored with the conversation and picked at a loose thread on her pajama pants. Was that last week? It seems like a lifetime ago.


  Liv turned back around to go through her dresser again. Harper could only gape at her, astounded by the change.


  Did something happen? Harper asked, as Liv pulled a jean skirt out of a drawer.


  Why? What do you mean? Liv kept her back to her as she slipped out of the pajama pants and pulled on the skirt.


  I dont know. You just seem . . . different.


  When Liv turned back to her, Harper noticed that same darkness in her eyes, like a shadow had been pulled down to mask a new malevolence, and Liv smirked. So thats what this is
  about?


  What?


  Im going out and having fun, and youre jealous? Liv stepped toward her, and instinctively Harper tried to take a step back, but she had nowhere to go. The desk was
  right behind her, so she just straightened up.


  What? No. Harper shook her head. Im glad youre having fun with college. But I was wondering if you could keep it down when you come in at night. There
  was no point in making small talk anymore. Youve been waking me up, and I cant sleep.


  You dont even want to be my friend, do you? Liv kept walking toward her, and all the silk in her voice had been replaced with an icy edge. You just wanted to tell me
  to shut up.


  No, thats not what Im saying, Harper hurried to correct herself. I think that youre a really nice girl


  Liv cut her off with a laugh that sent an unpleasant chill down Harpers spine. Oh, I am not a nice girl.


  She was actually shorter than Harper, but it felt like she towered over her. There was something so imposing about her presence that Harper couldnt explain, and she swallowed back her
  fear.


  It was at that moment, with Liv staring up at her with her wide, cold eyes, that Harper realized Liv was insane. That was the only way to explain Livs dramatic and violent mood
  changes.


  Whatever. I have no idea what youre talking about, and I need to get to class, Harper said. You went from zero to crazy in like three seconds, and I dont have
  time for this.


  Im not crazy! Liv shouted in her face, spittle landing on her cheeks. And Im not done with you yet.


  Ill talk to you later, okay, Liv? Harper tried to keep her words soothing and even. I have to go, and if you were smart, youd get ready and go to class soon.
  Or else its not going to matter if we get along or not because you wont be here much longer.


  Was that a threat? Are you threatening me? Liv demanded.


  No. Harper leaned over to get her backpack, taking her eyes off Liv for only a second. If you dont go to class, you wont


  Liv was a flicker of motion in Harpers peripheral vision, then Harper felt a hand tighten around her throat. Liv slammed Harper back against the wall hard enough to make a mirror fall off
  and shatter on the floor.


  With Livs hand clamped around her neck, Harper was pinned to the wall. Livs fingers were surprisingly long, and her grip was inescapable. Harper could barely breathe and clawed
  vainly at Livs arm.


  Liv, Harper croaked out as she continued to struggle.


  Dont ever mess with me, Harper, Liv commanded in a low growl. If you ever threaten or talk down to me again, I will totes destroy you, you dumb bitch.


  She let go of Harper then and stepped back. Harper gasped for breath and rubbed her neck. Her throat burned, and she bent over coughing.


  What the hell, Liv? Harper asked between coughs. She was still hunched over and looked up at Liv. I wasnt threatening you! I was saying that if you want to stay in
  school, you have to go to class.


  A wide smile spread across Livs face. Youre right. If I want to stay, Id have to go to class. But I dont want to stay. And I dont care what anybody says
  or thinks. Im not going to live with a shrew like you any longer than I have to. Im out of here.


  Liv slipped on her shoes, grabbed her purse, and left the room, humming a tune under her breath as she did. Harper couldnt place the song, but she was certain shed heard it
  before.


  



  TWO
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  Night Call


  It was the same dream shed been having every night since Lexi had been killed. Gemma was out in the ocean. The water was cold, and the waves
  crashed around her, crushing her.


  It was the night Penn had given Gemma the potion to change her into a siren and then tossed her into the ocean wrapped in Persephones shawl. Gemma felt like a fish in a net, trying to
  claw her way out of it before she drowned.


  Then she felt the change happening, the siren monster taking hold somewhere deep inside her, filling her with an angry hunger. But her body didnt shift. Her legs wouldnt turn into
  fins, and she couldnt fight her way to the surface.


  Her wings broke painfully through her back and tore through the fabric, freeing Gemma. But they flapped uselessly underwater, and just when Gemma was certain she would drown, she surfaced. The
  relief at being able to breathe again was shortlived, though.


  The dream then shifted, and instead of the night shed become a siren, she was now in the rainstorm from last week, treading water in the crashing waves below the cliff outside the
  sirens house.


  Lexis decapitated head was flying at her, the strings of blond hair flowing out behind it. But Lexi was still alive, her eyes wide and aware of everything, and she screamed at Gemma
  through the razor-sharp teeth that filled her mouth.


  Thats when Gemma would wake up, cold sweat on her brow and gasping for breath. She sat up in her bed, hoping that shed be able to calm herself down enough to go back to sleep
  again, but she never did.


  It wasnt that shed liked Lexi a lot. It was how powerless and trapped Gemma had felt. In that moment, when she had been at the bottom of the cliff while Lexi was fighting with
  Daniel at the top, shed never felt so weak or afraid.


  Gemma refused to let herself feel that way again. From now on, she had to be in complete control of her siren powers, and not the other way around.


  A loud knocking at the front door disrupted her thoughts and made her jump. Gemma grabbed her cell phone from her bedside table, checking to see that it was after midnight, and she didnt
  have any missed calls or text messages.


  She waited a few seconds to see if the knocking continued, and when it did, she leapt out of bed. Her dad had work in the morning, and she didnt want to wake him.


  Took you long enough, Penn said when Gemma opened the door.


  Shh. My dad will hear you. Gemma glanced back toward the stairs behind her. The lights upstairs were still off, so it was a safe bet that he hadnt heard anything.


  Penn shrugged. So?


  So, lets go outside and talk. Gemma stepped out into the night, closing the door quietly behind her. It would be easier to just go outside than try to explain common decency
  and consideration for other people to Penn.


  It was a new moon, so aside from the dim stars, the sky was completely black. Gemma hadnt turned on the outside light, so at first, she could only make out the dark shapes of three girls
  standing outside her house.


  Then she felt a shift in her eyes, and her pupils expanded. The siren senses had kicked in automatically, changing her eyes into ones like an owls, so she could see clearly in the
  darkness.


  Penn stood directly in front of her, but Thea and another girl stood a few feet back. The new girl had blond hair and wide eyes, and there was something familiar about her, but Gemma
  didnt stare at her long enough to figure out what it was.


  The only thing that really mattered was that there was another girl, and what the implications of that were.


  What do you want? Gemma asked.


  I wanted to introduce you to your new best friend. Penn stepped to the side, so she could gesture back at the girl behind her.


  Hi. The girl smiled and waggled her fingers at Gemma, causing Thea to scoff and turn away in disgust.


  Who the hell is that? Gemma asked Penn.


  Dont you remember? The new girl stepped away from Thea and moved closer to Penn, so Gemma would be able to get a better look at her. Im Liv. I was your
  sisters roommate at college.


  Until she decided to drop out today and come live with us, Thea muttered. She stared out into the night, managing to look both bored and irritated in a way that only she could.


  Thats why the girl looked familiar. Gemma had only met her briefly last week while helping Harper move into her dorm. Liv had been friendly, but Gemma had had too many other things on her
  mind to really register her.


  Besides that, Livs appearance had changed. She hadnt been unattractive exactly, but she had been rather plain. Now her face was brighter, her hair glossier, and there was a general
  sultriness to her that hadnt been there before.


  The changes were subtle, but they were unmistakable to Gemma. Liv still maintained some of her doe-eyed navet, and Gemma was a little surprised that she hadnt recognized Liv
  sooner because of that.


  Why? Why would she drop out? Gemma asked Penn, without acknowledging Liv yet. How do you even know each other?


  Isnt it obvious? Penn asked, smiling wide. Shes your new sister.


  Gemma sighed. Yeah, I figured that.


  Dont look so disappointed, Liv said cheerily. Im lots of fun, I promise.


  She sure is, Thea said, sarcasm dripping from her husky voice.


  Penn cast an annoyed glare at Thea but turned back to Gemma with an overly optimistic smile. Gemma. Must you always be a Debbie Downer? I mean, come on! This is a good thing. If we
  hadnt turned Liv, wed all be dead in two weeks. Liv just saved your life! You should be thanking her.


  That was true. And while Gemma hated to admit that she felt mildly relieved, she also felt tremendous guilt. Liv was now wrapped up in this horrible mess, too, and if Gemma had broken the damn
  curse already, nobody else wouldve had to get hurt.


  You never thanked me for saving your life, Gemma said.


  Thats because you were a total bitch about the whole thing, Penn reminded her. Liv wanted this.


  You did? Gemma asked, speaking to Liv for the first time.


  You didnt? Liv sounded flabbergasted. This is amazing, Gemma! This is the greatest thing thats ever happened to me!


  Gemma held up her hand to silence Livs exuberance and glanced back at the house, but no lights had gone on, so they were probably safe.


  Oops, sorry, Liv said. I forgot about your dad.


  See? Penn pointed to Liv. Thats the kind of response you shouldve had.


  Sorry I wasnt doing jumping jacks like Little Miss Sunshine over there. Gemma motioned to Liv.


  Apology accepted, Penn replied.


  So, why are you guys here so late? Gemma asked.


  We were going to go for a swim, and I thought it would be a great time for you to meet Liv since shes moving here now, Penn explained. Plus, youre going to
  have to help show her the ropes.


  The ropes? Gemma shook her head. I barely know them. How am I supposed to show her anything?


  Penn just means that she wants help babysitting, Thea said dryly.


  I dont need a babysitter, Liv interjected with what Gemma thought was a bitter undercurrent. You guys already showed me everything this past weekend. Im good.
  Im ready.


  She might be a tad overzealous, and she needs a little reining in sometimes, Penn said.


  I do not! Liv shouted indignantly, which Gemma thought to be a completely out-of-place response.


  Almost anytime Penn had ever spoken to Gemma, shed done so either with a condescending sweetness or a bitchy bossiness, but here with Liv, she was speaking reasonably, even kindly. It
  didnt seem to warrant Livs petulance.


  Well, that all sounds great, but Im going to pass on the midnight swim, Gemma said.


  Really? Penn asked. Since when have you ever passed that up?


  Since Im trying this new honesty thing with my dad, Gemma said. I told him I wouldnt sneak out or run off anymore, so Im not going to.


  That sounds lame. Penn wrinkled her nose in disgust. Youre lame.


  The outside light flicked on above her, meaning that her dad was awake, and Gemma swore under her breath. A few seconds later, he opened the front door with his new shotgun in hand. He
  didnt point it at them, but he wanted to make sure they knew he had it.


  No matter how many times Gemma had told him that his gun wouldnt hurt the sirens, Brian insisted on getting it every chance he got.


  He didnt know how else to protect his daughter from them. He couldnt have them arrested or tell their parents, he couldnt fight them because they would tear him apart, he
  shouldnt even talk to them because their song would hypnotize him.


  So he got a shotgun and glared at them from the doorway.


  All right, well, it was nice chatting with you, Gemma said as she edged back toward the door. But thats my cue to head back in.


  Lucky, Thea muttered.


  It was nice to meet you again, Gemma, Liv said, and leaned forward, like she meant to shake Gemmas hand.


  Yeah, have fun, Gemma said, and hastily slid back in the house without touching Liv.


  Whats going on? Why were they here? Brian demanded, and he stood so close to the front door, Gemma almost ran into him as she came back in. Then he gave her a strange
  look.


  What, Dad? Gemma asked, staring nervously at his confused expression.


  Your eyes . . . are different, he told her, sounding a little pained.


  That explained why the dim living room appeared so bright. Her eyes hadnt changed back yet from their bird form. She blinked several times and willed them to shift back, and finally the
  living room looked dark again, with only a small lamp providing light.


  Is that better? Gemma asked.


  Yeah, Brian said, though she could already tell by his expression that she looked normal again. What did those girls want?


  I dont actually know, Gemma said, and realized that wasnt the whole truth, so she added, They wanted to introduce me to the new Lexi.


  They found a replacement for her? Her dad raised his eyebrows in surprise. That was fast.


  Yeah, it was, Gemma said.


  She neglected to tell her dad that part of the reason it was so quick was that they already had the girl lined up. Liv had probably been meant to be Gemmas replacement, but when Penn
  decided to kill Lexi instead, they had to change their plans.


  The fight last week, where Lexi tried to kill Gemma and Daniel actually turned out to be a good thing. It bought her a few more weeks. Based on how quickly they turned Liv after Lexis
  death, it wouldve only been a day or two longer before Penn had killed Gemma. Liv was all primed to go.


  How long were they here for? Brian asked.


  Only a few minutes.


  Why didnt you wake me up when they got here?


  Gemma walked past her dad and sat down on the couch in the living room. I didnt want to disturb you. I know you have to get up in a few hours, and I wasnt going
  anywhere.


  You know the deal, though, Brian said firmly. You tell me whats going on. You keep me in the loop.


  I know, and I am.


  Her dad seemed to relax a little and sat down in his recliner next to her. How are things going with the scroll?


  Theyre . . . going, Gemma said, and she was tempted to lie.


  Things were not going well. After Thea had given her the scroll, Gemma, Harper, and their dad had stayed up all night looking at it. It was written in an ancient language. Theyd
  originally thought it was Greek, but upon attempting translations from the Internet, theyd found it impossible to decipher.


  Last Saturday, Harper and Gemma had gone up to see Lydia and show her the scroll. She made copies of it since Gemma didnt want to leave it with anybody else, and Lydia said she would work
  on translating it and finding out any information she could from it.


  While Lydia was busy with that, Gemma had decided to work on trying the next best thingdestroying the scroll. Harper was against it, arguing that they didnt know for sure how the
  scroll worked. If they destroyed it, it might kill all the sirensincluding Gemma. Gemma was willing to risk it, but Harper kept insisting that they should translate it first.


  But it didnt matter anyway. Gemma hadnt been able to do anything to even slightly damage it.


  The scroll was made out of a thick papyrus. It almost reminded Gemma of cardboard, but it was thin enough to roll up. The paper itself was beige, and Gemma wasnt sure if it had always
  been so or if the color came with age. The ends were uneven and slightly yellowed, but, otherwise, it didnt look the worse for wear.


  The ink was a very dark brown and iridescent. When she tilted the paper in different light, the ink would shimmer and glisten. She wondered if it was the ink itself that gave the paper its
  powerful properties, or if it was under some kind of spell.


  It definitely had some kind of magic protecting it. Despite its thickness, the papyrus felt fragile under Gemmas fingertips, reminding her of a dried-up corn husk. It felt like she should
  easily be able to snap or tear it in half.


  But she couldnt. Scissors wouldnt cut it. They just bent the paper without damaging it at all. She tried garden shears, and even got her father to help her with his table saw. The
  paper would just bend and fold. Nothing could break through. It even jammed up the shredder at the library.


  Fire wouldnt burn it. Water wouldnt warp it. Gemma was running out of ways to try to destroy it. When she dipped it in water, the ink seemed to glow, but when she took it out,
  nothing had changed. The ink held strong, and the scroll remained intact.


  If destruction was off the table, then she had to figure out how to read it. Until Lydia came back with the official translation, Gemma was doing her best to interpret it herself by searching
  the Internet for documents with similar writing.


  Brian was trying to help out with the few clues Bernie had given him, but so far, none of them seemed all that helpful. The information Bernie had passed on to him sounded mostly like random
  superstition.


  Nothing new yet? Brian asked.


  Gemma pulled her knees up to her chest. Not yet, no.


  Its only been a few days, though. Give it some time. When is that girl supposed to come back with the translation?


  Lydia? I dont know for sure. Gemma shook her head. Shes hoping sometime this week.


  Once you get that, well be able to figure this all out, Brian assured her.


  Yeah, I know. Gemma forced a smile. Ill be okay. You dont need to worry.


  I know youll be okay, but its my job to worry. Im your dad.


  They talked a little bit longer before Brian went back to bed. Gemma went to her room, but she knew that shed be unable to sleep for the rest of night.


  It was still so strange talking to her dad openly about everything. It was nice, since keeping everything a secret had been a huge weight on her chest. Sometimes, she felt bad about telling her
  dad the truth, though. She didnt want him to worry about her, not when he had so much to deal with.


  Thats why she still kept parts to herself. Like how Livs turning into a siren was probably a very bad thing. It freed Penn up to look for a new replacement, which meant that
  Gemmas clock was once again counting down.


  But more than that, a new siren was another monster to stand in her way. Penn wanted to kill her, Lexi had actually tried to kill her, and with her luck, Liv would probably feel the same as Penn
  and Lexi.


  Liv was just another siren Gemma would have to get out of the way before she could finally be free of this curse.


  



  THREE
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  Coincidental


  Once Harper had calmed down after Liv attacked her yesterday, her first thought had been, This girls a siren.


  Shed almost immediately dismissed it though, assuming she just had sirens on the brain. But there were some signs to back up the claim, besides Livs irrational rage and
  superstrength. Her dirty blond hair had taken on a more golden shine, and her brown eyes had a richness to them.


  But Harper eventually decided that she couldnt be sure. She hadnt been paying close attention, and Liv could also be on drugs or have a serious mental disorder, which would explain
  the dramatic mood swings and violent strength.


  After Liv had stormed out, Harper took a few minutes to catch her breath, then she gathered her things and went to her classes. When she came back later that afternoon, the dorm room was
  completely trashedor at least Livs side of it was, with some of the mess spilling onto Harpers half. The bed was dismantled and broken, her posters were torn off the wall, and
  random junk was strewn all over.


  Harper had considered sleeping out in the commons area that night, but most of Livs stuff appeared to be gone, so she decided to risk it. Shed been safe because Liv didnt
  come back at all, and Harper hoped she never would.


  When her afternoon psych class was canceled because the teacher was absent, she went out to the campus lawn instead of going back to her dorm. It was a class she had with Liv, so it didnt
  give her a chance to find out if Liv was really gone, but it was still a good opportunity to do some homework.


  Besides, the weather was gorgeous, especially after the previous weeks oppressive heat. There was almost a chill to the air, and that was a nice change. She pulled out her textbook,
  planning to brush up on her medical terminology, and she didnt realize how much time had passed until her phone rang.


  When she grabbed her phone and saw the time, she cursed under her breath. Even though she was in a hurry to make an appointment, she had to answer it. It was her dad calling from his lunch
  break, and he would worry if she didnt pick up.


  Hey, Dad, Harper said, struggling to shove her books into her backpack with one hand while she held the phone with the other.


  Is something wrong? Brian asked, already tense with worry.


  No, everythings great, Harper lied as she slung her bag over her shoulder. She hadnt told anyone back in Capri about Liv attacking her. Enough things were happening
  that they didnt need to worry about her roommate problems.


  You sound out of breath, he persisted.


  Im just running late, she said as she walked briskly across the campus lawn. I have a meeting in a little bit with Professor Pine.


  Whos that? Brian asked.


  Remember? I told you about him before, Harper said. Hes the history teacher who used to be an archaeologist.


  Oh, yeah, Indiana Jones, Brian said.


  Harper laughed. Yeah, him.


  Brian seemed to hesitate before asking, Its about Gemma, right?


  Yeah. Harper nodded and lowered her eyes, as if the other students hanging out on the lawn would read her expression and know what she was talking about.


  Well, if youre busy, I wont hold you up.


  Sorry. I dont mean to brush you off, Harper apologized, and she paused when she reached the doors outside the faculty building. But Ill see you when I come
  home this weekend for Gemmas play.


  Once she got off the phone with her dad, Harper headed inside to find Professor Pines office. She didnt have him as a teacher, but shed talked to her advisor, whod
  referred her to him because of his archaeology experience.


  When Harper had given him a call the day before to set up the appointment, shed had to fabricate the backstory for how shed found the scroll. He probably wouldve sent her to
  a psychologist if she started talking about monsters and curses. So shed told him simply that her sister had found an old scroll in Bernie McAllisters house when she was cleaning it
  out after hed died, and they had a few questions about it.


  Pine had been kind enough to set up a time to meet her in his office, although he sounded dubious about being able to help that much. Still, Harper was willing to follow any lead to find out
  more about the scroll.


  Harper was getting a handle on the campus quicker than shed expected and managed to find his office with five minutes to spare. The frosted glass on the door read PROFESSOR KIPLING PINE. She thought about waiting outside, but his door was partially ajar, so she gave a slight knock.


  When he didnt answer, she pushed it open wider and saw a man hunched over his desk. He appeared to be in his early thirtiesa little young for all the traveling his office and
  reputation suggestedwith blond hair combed to the side.


  Earbuds ran from his ears to an iPad resting on his large oak desk, precariously close to an open can of Red Bull. In front of him he had a small box covered in symbols that reminded Harper of a
  cross between a cryptex puzzle and the Lament Configuration from Hellraiser.


  The professor wore a small spyglass attached to his glasses, like the monoculars jewelers used to inspect diamonds. He had a tiny needlelike tool to poke at the box, then he typed rapidly on the
  iPad next to him, apparently documenting some miniscule discovery.


  Since he was so immersed in his work, Harper took a moment to look over his office, which was rather hard to do since it was filled floor to ceiling.


  His office was a mash-up of ancient Egyptian, steampunk, and technomodern. Artifacts and old books were overflowing from the shelves, mixed in with all kinds of vaguely antique gadgets. An ankh,
  an old globe with a spyglass protruding from the side, and a flashing digital scale all occupied the same shelf. Then there was a slick computer, the tablet on his desk, and something flashing a
  blue laser light buried in a corner among textbooks and newspapers written in Syrian.


  Professor Pines office was like the strangest episode of Hoarders ever.


  Professor? Harper asked hesitantly.


  Yes? He lifted his head to look at her, peering out from around the monocular, and pulled out one of his earbuds.


  Harper had to suppress a smile when she realized that he kinda did look like a young Indiana Jones. Unfortunately, he wasnt sporting a tweed jacket or fedora. Instead, he wore a dress
  shirt that was unbuttoned to reveal the Joy Division T-shirt underneath.


  We had a meeting at one fifteen. Harper gestured to one of four clocks he had in his officethe only one that told the correct time. Im a few minutes early, but
  I can come back


  No, come on in. Professor Pine pulled out the other earbud and clicked something on the iPad before moving it aside on his desk, along with the puzzle box. Harper Fisher,
  right?


  Yeah. She smiled at him.


  He gestured to the ergonomic chair across from his desk. Have a seat.


  Thank you again for seeing me, she said. She slipped off her backpack and dropped it by her feet as she sat down.


  On the phone, you said that your sister had found some kind of artifact? The professor took off his glasses and set them on his desk.


  Yeah, its, um . . . an old scroll, Harper said, struggling to find the right word for it.


  And she found it near where you live?


  Kind of. An older family friend passed away recently, and we were cleaning out his house. She found the scroll among his things.


  He leaned back in his chair and rubbed his chin. Where are you from again?


  Maryland, she answered. Capri, specifically.


  Its probably not that ancient, but I could take a look at it, Pine offered.


  I dont have it with me, but I have some pictures on my phone. Harper quickly pulled her phone out of her pocket.


  He held his hand out for it. Ill have a look.


  Harper scrolled through her phone until she came to the photos shed taken of the scroll. Over the weekend, shed easily taken two dozen pictures.


  We think its ancient Greek, Harper said as she handed him the phone.


  Well . . . He put on his glasses, removing the monocular first, and examined the pictures, turning the phone to the side to get a better look. It has some of the qualities
  of Grecian text, but Im not sure thats what it is.


  Do you think you could translate it? Harper asked.


  Marcys friend Lydia was already working on the translation, thanks to the visit that Harper and Gemma had paid to Cherry Lane Books on Saturday. But the sooner they got the translation,
  the better, and if Professor Pine could do it now, that would save them time.


  Sorry. He shook his head. Im a bit rusty on ancient languages. Egyptian was always my forte. He motioned to the Eye of Horus poster he had hanging behind his
  desk.


  Can you make out any of the words? Harper asked.


  I can pick out some letters. He scrolled to another picture and propped his head up on his hand, then shook his head again. But this isnt truly Greek. Is there a way
  I can zoom in?


  Yeah, sorry. Here. She leaned over the desk and enlarged the picture for him. Is that better?


  He nodded. Yeah, see this . . . He let out a deep breath through his teeth. If I had to guess, Id say this was possibly Phoenician or maybe Aramaic. That might be a
  kappa or an alephhe pointed to a jagged figure that looked like a cross between a k and an xbut I cant say that with any
  certainty.


  So theres nothing you can tell me? Harper asked, trying not to sound deflated.


  Not without looking at it more. He handed her back the phone. Theres a good chance that its nothing. The reason I cant decipher it is probably because
  its chicken scratch and a mixture of old languages thrown together to look ancient.


  And what if its not? Harper pressed. What if its real?


  If its real . . . He sighed and took his glasses off, tossing them on his desk. Again, Id have to see it to be sure, but its incredibly old and
  amazingly well preserved. Where did you say you found it again?


  Um, in the attic.


  Do you have any idea where it came from before then? Or how it got there? Pine asked.


  Not really. I think Mr. McAllister had some Greek relatives, Harper lied.


  He leaned back in his chair, thinking. And youre from a town called Capri?


  Yes, Capri, Maryland.


  You know, the real Capri is an island off the coast of Italy. But centuries ago, it was part of Magna Graeciaor Great Greece. Many Greeks still refer to it that way. He
  swiveled a bit in his chair, so he had to look back over his shoulder to see Harper. When was your town founded? Do you know?


  June 14 . . . Harper furrowed her brow in thought. I think like 1801? Or 1802? Something like that.


  He raised both his eyebrows in surprise. Thats oddly precise.


  We have a Founders Day Picnic every year on the fourteenth of June. She shrugged.


  So Capriyour Capriis a relatively young town, at least compared to the island off Italy, which was settled nearly two thousand years ago. He paused as he
  stared out the window. What are the odds of an ancient Greek scroll just happening to turn up in a fairly modern town named after an ancient Greek island?


  I dont know, Harper said. The town was founded by a man from Greece, and he named it after an island where hed spent his childhood because it reminded him of
  Capri. Or at least thats what they told me in grade school.


  Thats the thing. Pine leaned forward and rested his elbows on his desk. According to the pictures you have on your phone, that scroll has some signs and hints at
  possibly being old, but that seems like too much of a happenstance, doesnt it?


  Id never really thought about it, Harper admitted.


  And she hadnt. In her research of Greek mythology, she had learned that sirens were from the island of Anthemusa, and by some texts, that was believed to be an earlier name for the island
  of Capri.


  When Harper had read that, she hadnt given it much thought. It never seemed all that relevant why the sirens had chosen her Capri. It seemed far more important to try to figure
  out how to get rid of them. At one point, Harper had just assumed that the sirens had stopped there because the name reminded them of home, and then theyd gotten caught up in turning
  Gemma.


  But none of the sirens seemed to be particularly nostalgic, and on many occasions, both Penn and Lexi had talked about how much they hated it there and how they wanted to get out. Now, with
  Professor Pine pointing out the obvious correlation, Harper began to wonder what exactly had drawn the sirens to Capri in the first place.


  I just dont trust things that are coincidental. But, you know, obviously, I dont think you or your sister are trying to dupe anybody with this, Pine went on. I
  dont think you made this or are attempting some kind of a hoax, although you might have one being perpetrated on you.


  I dont know about that. Harper lowered her eyes and shook her head.


  And I would be more than happy to take a look at the real thing if you could bring it in, Pine said. In fact, youd be doing me a favor. Id really love to get
  my hands on it. Even if theres only the slightest chance that the thing is legit.


  My sister is pretty attached to it, but Im going home this weekend. Ill see if I can get her to part with it for a few days.


  That would be easier said than done. Gemma didnt like allowing the scroll out of her sight for too long, afraid that Penn would find it, or it would disappear.


  Well, if you can get it, let me know. Pine leaned back in his chair. Itd be really interesting to see what it turns up.


  Thanking him, Harper closed his office door behind her, realizing dourly that she was leaving with more questions than shed come with. But at the top of her list was figuring out what
  language the scroll was written in and finding out why the sirens had come to Capri.


  



  FOUR
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  Provocative


  Daniel slipped on his work boots just as his phone began to vibrate in his pocket. Harper had been text messaging him on her break between classes,
  and hed showered and gotten dressed while reading her lengthy explanation about her meeting with the professor at college.


  Unfortunately, neither Harper nor Gemma appeared to be making much headway with the scroll. Daniel helped as much as he could, but so far, that mostly amounted to letting them bounce ideas off
  him and contributing when he could.


  Hed hoped that theyd be closer to cracking this curse by now. Mostly, it was for the obvious reasonshe wanted Gemma safe and free, and since the sirens killed without mercy,
  they needed to be stopped.


  But there was a selfish reason, too. He wanted a reprieve from his date with Penn. In order to keep Harper and Gemma safe, hed agreed to let Penn have her way with him.
  Theyd decided on last Friday as the official day for it, but since hed been injured on Thursday during the fight with Lexi, Penn had postponed things until he healed.


  They had yet to set a new date, and that was making him nervous. Penn wasnt the type to wait for things. He was afraid she was brewing some other mischief, something that could hurt him
  or Harper or Gemma even worse.


  But right now, he pushed Penn from his mind. He pulled his phone out from his pocket, knowing he needed to focus on his girlfriend. He loved Harper, and if he wanted to be with her, he
  couldnt spend all his time worrying about Penn.


  So he cant really tell me anything until I bring him the scroll, Harper texted.


  Sorry the teacher couldnt help you more, Daniel texted back as he walked out of his house.


  He locked the door behind him even though he lived out on Bernies Island because he didnt trust Penn or the other sirens not to go in and rummage through his things. Locking the
  door wouldnt stop them if they really wanted to get in, but at least thered be evidence of a break-in, so hed know theyd been there.


  Daniel had made it halfway down the trail to the boathouse when he got another text from Harper: So I was thinking about coming to town for your birthday next week.


  Daniel stopped to reply to her since texting and walking had never been his strong suit. He was a few feet away from the boat-house, standing among the cypress and pines, when he typed back to
  her, You dont have to do that. We can just celebrate this weekend.


  Ooh, its your birthday next week? Penn asked, her voice mellifluous in his ear.


  Holy crap, Penn. He wheeled around, shoving his phone in his pocket before she could read any more of the messages, and tried to look like she hadnt scared him. You
  cant sneak up on a guy like that.


  Penn smiled, apparently proud of having frightened him. Her black hair was dripping wet down her back, and her dress was soaking, so it clung to her flesh. She usually flew over on her visits to
  the island, but maybe since it was the middle of the afternoon, she thought swimming would be less conspicuous than a giant bird flying in the sky.


  Sorry, Penn said, without the slightest hint of sincerity.


  How did you do that, anyway? You didnt make a sound. He gestured out to Anthemusa Bay behind her, which shouldve made some kind of noise when she climbed out. Not to
  mention all the pine needles and twigs on the ground that shouldve crunched or cracked under her feet.


  She shrugged, still smiling. Its an evil-villain trick.


  Evil villain? Daniel arched an eyebrow, surprised that she was self-aware enough to realize thats what she was.


  What? Penn smirked and started walking to the side, circling him, but he stayed where he was, with his eyes facing forward. You thought I didnt know that youd
  cast me as the villain in your little soap opera?


  Id never really thought of my life as a soap opera. 


  Shed made her way back around and stopped right in front of him, but she was closer this time, nearly touching him. You didnt answer my question. Its your birthday
  next week?


  Yeah, on Wednesday. He nodded. Ill be twenty-one.


  A bald cypress had broken in half during the storm last week, so the trunk was leaning down at an angle, almost blocking the trail to the boathouse. Daniel had been meaning to clear it up, but
  hed been so busy with everything else that he hadnt had a chance to.


  Youre still such a baby, Penn remarked, and she walked back to the fallen tree. She leaned against the rough bark, making it move slightly and the branches groan.
  Im really robbing the cradle with this one.


  You could try dating a shark, Daniel suggested. They live a long time, and theyre the closest thing to your species.


  Penn did not look amused. Charming.


  Thanks, and I hate to cut and run like this, but I really have to be going, he said, and stepped to the side, meaning to make his escape.


  She was up in a flash, blocking his path before he even had a chance to react. Not so fast, Birthday Boy.


  Listen, Penn, Im sure you came out here so I could render payment on our little agreement, but I really cant right now, he insisted. Were
  having one of the last rehearsals for the play, and I need to be there for last-minute tweaks and touch-ups.


  I dont think youre in a position to tell me what I can and cant do, Penn assured him with such cool certainty that it terrified him. Youre
  already mine. Its just a matter of collecting what Im owed.


  Daniel didnt even see her move. One second he was standing directly in front of Penn, the next he was on his back. He knew hed fallen to the ground because he felt twigs cracking
  under his back and the wind being pushed from his lungs, but, otherwise, he didnt know how exactly Penn had gotten him there.


  He only had a split second to ponder it before Penn was on top of him, straddling him between her legs, and he felt the cold water from her dress seeping in through his jeans.


  Trust me, Daniel. She smiled down at him as she slid her hands underneath his T-shirt. Youll thank me for this later.


  I seriously doubt that, he muttered. She leaned forward, pushing up his shirt as she did, and she stared down at his exposed chest and abdomen. He craned his neck up, trying to see
  what she was getting at. What are you doing?


  Checking you out, Penn replied simply.


  Her fingers were cold when she touched him, and he inhaled sharply. He laid his head back down, not wanting to watch her hands slide all over his torso, her tanned fingers moving over the
  purple-and-gray bruise that covered most of his right side.


  Yeah, I can see that, but He winced as she pushed painfully on his ribs.


  Its still sore? Penn asked, and she moved her hands away, alleviating the pain.


  Yeah. Lexi wasnt messing around.


  Daniel had put up as much of a fight as he could against the giant bird-monster, but Lexi had thrown him around plenty. The worst of it had been when shed thrown him through the window,
  causing the massive bruise and possible cracked rib on his right side. He refused to go to the doctor, so he couldnt be certain how bad the damage was, but he could get around okay, so he
  knew he could recover.


  The rest of his injuries were mostly scratches and bruises from broken glass and Lexis talons. He did have one particularly nasty cut on his chest, and all the tiny holes in his right arm from
  Lexis teeth when shed bitten him. Most of the scratches were healing up fairly well, except for the bite wound, which seemed like it was going to take its sweet time to get
  better.


  Im sorry I didnt rescue you sooner. Penn touched his bruise, almost tenderly, and she leaned down, first delicately kissing his ribs, then kissing the claw mark on
  his chest, right above his heart. I cant believe that wench hurt you like that.


  It almost sounded like there was actual concern and empathy mixed with the normally hollow velvet of Penns voice. Hed never seen Penn show any amount of compassion before, and he
  had no idea how to respond.


  I am grateful that you saved my life, and I did mean it when I thanked you before, Daniel said finally, once she straightened back up. Are you okay with it?


  What do you mean? Shed stopped staring morosely at his chest, and she tilted her head quizzically and narrowed her eyes.


  Im probably a jerk for asking, and I should just let it go, but . . . He pushed ahead anyway. You killed your sister. You dont regret it at all?


  Penn relaxed and shrugged. She wasnt really my sister.


  Penn . . . He sighed.


  Whats to regret, Daniel? Penn asked, and any of the earlier warmth shed had in her voice was replaced by venom. She was obnoxious and mean, and I hated her.
  Ive spent almost three hundred years with her.


  Would you have killed her? If she hadnt been about to eat me?


  Not then, no. But soon, probably. Maybe not. She shook her head. It doesnt matter. I made a choice.


  And what choice was that? Daniel asked.


  That I wanted you, and I would do anything to have you. She smiled. She was in our way.


  Our way?


  Yeah. She laughed a little. Our way to be together.


  She leaned down, her hands still on his chest, and pressed her lips to his. His heart raced in his chest, and he didnt try to slow it. Penn might mistake his unease and agitation for
  excitement, and that would be better.


  He tried not to think of Harper, and he had to restrain himself to keep from pushing Penn off. Nothing she did felt bad, but everything about it was wrong. All her touches, her kisses,
  they were all pleasure mixed with equal parts revulsion, and if he thought of Harper, it would be impossible for him to handle.


  Theyd kissed before, but Penn had always been more aggressivelike she thought shed be able to devour him. This time, though, she showed the same gentleness and control that
  she had a few moments ago.


  There was something almost tender about it, but he felt heat burning there, too. Even when Penn tried to use restraint, she couldnt completely hold back who she was. The way her body
  pressed against him through the thin, wet fabric, and even the way her tongue encircled hisshe was a creature made almost entirely of desire.


  She sat back up, a light smile playing on her full lips. Her black hair cascaded forward, shielding her face from him. Daniel reached up, brushing her hair back and tucking it behind her ears.
  For a moment, he let his hand linger there, and she leaned into it, pressing her cheek against the palm of his hand.


  He searched her eyes, scanning them for any of the warmth or tenderness hed felt in her kisses. In a strange way, he almost wanted to find it. Somehow, it would make him feel better if
  there was some humanity to her, if she had some heart left.


  Her irises were nearly black, only one shade lighter than her pupils, and he stared into them. But no matter how deeply he looked into Penns eyes, he could see only an empty darkness. She
  was cold and hollow inside.


  Youre going to kill me, arent you? Daniel asked, and took his hand away from her face, letting it fall back to the ground.


  Do you want me to answer that honestly? Penn asked. The hint of a smile had fallen away from her face, but, otherwise, her expression was the same.


  He nodded.


  Probably, yes, she told him without remorse. But not for a while.


  Will it hurt? Daniel asked, keeping his expression and voice as calm and even as hers.


  Depends on whether you piss me off or not. But I have ways of making it painless.


  She was still staring down at him, and he couldnt handle her gaze anymore. More accurately, he couldnt handle this game she was playing with him. If she wanted him, and it would
  keep the people he loved safe, then hed rather just hurry up and give himself to her.


  He sat up and put his hand on the small of her back, pushing her closer to him, then he kissed her. He moved more aggressively than she had been just now, but it still didnt match her
  ferociousness in some of their earlier encounters.


  What are you doing? Penn asked, pulling away from him almost as soon as hed started kissing her.


  I thought this was what you wanted, Daniel said, bewildered by her resistance.


  She shook her head. I told you that I didnt come here for that.


  Whats wrong with now? We can just get it over with.


  Just get it over with? Penn laughed and pushed his hand off her back. How romantic. She got up and climbed off him while he just stared up in total confusion.


  Wow. Its like the Twilight Zone out here. Are you seriously turning down sex? he asked.


  No, but I want the mood to be right. Its been so long since Ive really had to chase someone down, and when I have you, I want to savor you.


  So . . . He scratched his head, then got to his feet. If you didnt come out today for the whole sex thing, then why are you here?


  Daniel, I knew your hearing was messed up, but I didnt know your listening skills were so bad. I already told you. I came out to see if youve healed enough to
  perform.


  I hurt my arm and my ribs, and I have a couple scratches. I think Ill be okay.


  She bit her lip. You only say that because you dont know what I have in store for you.


  When you say stuff like that, you think youre being flirtatious, but youre really not, Daniel said as he smoothed out his shirt and brushed off pine needles and
  leaves. Given that I know what youre capable of, that comes across as more of a threat than innuendo.


  She laughed. Since you handled that roll in the grass just fine and seem to be doing so well, I think youre just about ready for our date. So we should reschedule in . . .
  Penn cocked her head, as if thinking. One week from today?


  A week? But thats my . . . He sighed as it dawned on him. Birthday. You knew that. Thats why you picked it.


  I want to give you the best birthday present ever. And what could be better than a night with me?


  Oh, Im sure I could think of a couple things, he muttered.


  Now, Daniel, you shouldnt say things like that. You wouldnt want to hurt my feelings, would you? Because if you did, then I might get angry, and I might have to take out
  some of my rage on your girlfriend and her sister. She smiled at him as she spoke. I might even have to kill them.


  Im just keeping it interesting, Penn, Daniel replied coolly, instead of throwing her to the ground and telling her that if she ever touched Harper, hed kill her.
  I know its the thrill of the chase that gets you off, so I cant make it too easy for you.


  Thats why I like you. You know exactly what I want.


  She leaned into him and kissed him on the mouth. She put one hand on the back of his head, running her fingers through his hair and holding him to her. Then he felt her teeth sinking into his
  lip. He was about to push her off when she let go and stepped back.


  Eight oclock on Wednesday night, Penn said as she backed away from him. You and me.


  I wont forget, he promised her.


  Penn laughed, then turned and ran down to the end of the dock. She dove off and went into the water with hardly a splash.


  He could taste the blood from his lip, and he wiped it away with the back of his hand. His heart pounded in his chest, and he felt like throwing up. Every encounter he had with Penn left him
  feeling like he needed to shower.


  He was ashamed to admit that a small part of him liked it, which made him crave the shower all the more. As much as he detested Penn, she sparked something in his anatomy that he couldnt
  completely control.


  Penn had left his clothes wet and dirty from throwing him on the ground, and hed have to change before he went down to the theater. He really did want to shower now, but he wasnt
  sure hed have enough time to, so he pulled out his phone to check the clock.


  Thats when he saw he had two missed texts from Harper. In all the commotion with Penn, he hadnt noticed his phone vibrating.


  But I want to do something special for you, Harper had texted when Penn interrupted.


  Daniel? Are you still there? That was her newest text, the one that came when he didnt respond.


  Daniel stared down at the phone, unsure of what to say, and feeling worse than hed ever felt before. While hed been kissing Penn, Harper had been texting him, completely oblivious
  to the fact that Daniel was cheating on her.


  He knew hed do whatever it took to protect Harper, but he didnt want to betray her like this. She deserved more from him.


  But he knew that if he told Harper about his pact to sleep with Penn, shed try to talk him out of it. She might even succeed. And it wouldnt be worth it. Saving their relationship
  would be meaningless if it meant sacrificing Harper and Gemmas lives.


  I have to go to class. Ill talk to you later Love you. Harper texted him as he stared down at his phone, trying to decide not only what to reply to her but also what he should do
  about the whole situation with Penn.


  In some strange way, that text seemed to solidify his decision. Harper loved him, she trusted him, and she needed him now more than ever. He had to protect her the only way he knew how to, even
  if it meant that hed lose her forever.


  Sorry. I love you, too, Daniel replied, and hoped that she truly understood how much.


  



  FIVE
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  Mistaken


  When will Penn be back? Liv asked for the thousandth time since Penn had left earlier that afternoon.


  Thea sighed loudly and flipped a page in her script. Her back was against the arm of the couch, so she could rest the book on her legs. A flyaway hair had come loose from her messy bun, and she
  smoothed it back and tried to ignore Liv.


  Thea? Liv said when she didnt respond.


  I dont know, Thea replied, and made no attempt to mask the annoyance in her voice.


  But Im sooo bored, Liv whined like a small child on the second day of summer vacation. Can we go swimming, at least?


  Thea slid lower on the couch, so she was lying on her back, and her knees would block Liv from her field of vision. You can go swimming with Penn when she gets back.


  But you have no idea when shell be back? Liv flicked the TV off and sat sideways on the couch, so she could face Thea fully. Do you even know where she
  went?


  Nope, she said, but that wasnt entirely true. She had a good idea of where Penn had gone, but she didnt know for certain.


  Penn was being unnecessarily shifty lately. An hour ago, shed declared that she had to go somewhere and that Thea would have to stay behind with Liv When Thea reminded her that she had a
  play rehearsal she needed to get to, Penn just told


  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  
OEBPS/html/docimages/image2.jpg






OEBPS/html/docimages/cover.jpg
.
She must face the ultimate sacrifice to
save the ones she loves





OEBPS/html/page-template.xpgt
 

   
    
		 
    
  
     
		 
		 
    

     
		 
    

     
		 
		 
    

     
		 
    

     
		 
		 
    

     
         
             
             
             
             
             
             
        
    

  

   
     
  





OEBPS/html/docimages/image1.jpg
Elegy

AMANDA HOCKING

TOR





