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But our love it was stronger
by far than the love

Of those who were older
than we-

Of many far wiser than
we-

And neither the angels in
heaven above,

Nor the demons down under
the sea,

Can ever dissever my soul
from the soul

Of the beautiful Annabel
Lee.

Annabel Lee

Edgar Allan Poe


Chapter One

Reckless Danger

 


“I bet this isn’t how you
planned on celebrating the start of your senior year,” Brad said to
Mykaela as they waited in his truck, parked by the dock that
overlooked the tumultuous ocean waves.

She ran a sharpening stone over the
bluish fulgurite blade of her knife. “I couldn’t think of a better
way.”

He laughed, shifting to look out at
the ocean. “Run the facts by me again.”

Nodding, Mykaela grabbed the manila
folder from the dashboard and opened it. “The victims
were—”

Brad swiped the folder from her hands.
“You know better than to read it from the case file.”

Annoyed, she raised her eyebrows and
accepted his challenge. “Victims were all young couples between
sixteen and twenty-five years old. Most of them were parked here at
Hunter’s Point during the late hours of the night. And they all
drowned while still inside their cars—parked on land.”

The corner of Brad’s lip poked upward
in a half-grin as he kept his eyes on the rolling water on the
horizon, always on the lookout for anything unusual. “Good job,
Whindom. Maybe you are a natural.”

A natural freak,
maybe, she thought bitterly. The
fulfillment of a prophecy, Mykaela was destined to open some silly
vault where cursed souls were kept, and free the Souls of the Sea
from their eternal damnation to the ocean. After a runaway sea king
named Dylan broke her heart, though, she had no interest in
breaking the curse. As far as she was concerned, those souls could
rot in the vault for eternity.

She trailed her fingertip over the
edge of the shiny blue fulgurite, grinning at the sharp sting of
the glass blade, never moving her gaze from the black sedan parked
a few yards away. The windows were steamed up, the couple inside
only a blur against the foggy glass. It was a little embarrassing,
Mykaela had to admit, to be staking out two lovers so consumed with
passion. They’d parked by the dock almost an hour ago, and had been
going at it ever since.

It would be good for the case, though,
because the more the couple’s passion grew, the more hormones they
emitted, luring the soul of the sea straight to the spot where Brad
and Mykaela waited. Mykaela could literally see their passion, the
pink pulses their love imprinted on the veil of energy that
surrounded all living things.

When anything supernatural
happened—whether it was the feeling of intense love, or the
presence of ultimate evil—it created a sort of stain of color on the normally
invisible energy. For a reason unknown to her, Mykaela could see
the brands of love, the dark auras of evil, and hear the music that
followed all malevolent beings. Brad couldn’t, of course. He was
only a human who knew what danger lurked beneath the surface of
that placid water. But Mykaela could see, hear, and
sense.

Something in the peaceful atmosphere
shifted. A soft tune swept through the air at a pitch only she
could notice—the slow, sexy sounds of a saxophone’s song marked the
arrival of evil. Gripping her hands around the knife, she
whispered, “He’s here.”

As soon as the words were out, they
saw a shadowy figure walking slowly out of the water, heading
straight for the black sedan.

She pushed open her door. “You flash
your badge and get the couple out of here. Then come help
me.”

He nodded, and without another word or
glance, they both sprang into motion. She darted out of the car and
ran down the beach while he went left toward the couple.

The soul of the sea looked like a
regular person, but she knew immediately he was different. The moon
was high, yet he cast no shadow—something her training taught her
was a dead giveaway. Shadows and reflections were both physical
manifestations of a person’s soul.

He spotted her, and slowly turned to
face his challenger. She knew he could be in her face in the blink
of an eye if he wanted, but he moved with slow strides, as if
taunting her, telling her he knew who she was, and why she was
here—and that he would beat her.

Racing across the sand, the wind
whipped at her hair, howling a warning. Every muscle in her body
tensed as she braced herself for the attack. When he was right in
front of her, she stunned him with a kick to the face, and then
another to the stomach. Grunting, he shook off the pain and lunged
for her. Holding her knife at the right angle, she aimed it so the
blade would plunge into him when he tackled her to the ground, but
he countered by using one hand to pin her arms above her head and
the other to wrestle her knife out of her grip.

She panicked and struggled to push him
off her, but she felt like a car was sitting on her chest and she
could barely move. “You think you can beat me?” he growled, his
voice vicious and menacing. “You’re just a little girl.”

She managed to squirm one of her hands
out of his hold. Clutching his wrist, Mykaela grappled for her
knife, but he overpowered her, shifting so the edge of the blade
pressed against her throat.

Mykaela felt the sharp
edge slice into the skin just underneath her chin. Had she really
just sharpened this knife so it could kill her easier? No
way. Using all of her strength, she pushed
against his arm, but he wouldn’t budge.

Suddenly, he was yanked
off of her, dropping her knife in surprise. While Brad held the
guy’s arms behind his back, Mykaela jumped to her feet and scooped
up her knife, then plunged it into the monster’s heart.

The blood splattered on her hands, and
the horrible sound of flesh ripping echoed in her ears. His
expression shifted from shock to pain as he began to choke on his
own blood.

Mykaela thought of the
pain her father must have been in when he died. She pictured him on
that boat, with her brother watching, while Dylan ripped him apart.
She remembered the trust she’d misplaced in Dylan, the depth of her
love for him—how she’d been willing to die for him, not knowing the pain
he’d caused her family.

Her torment boiled over in a scream as
she yanked the knife out and rammed it back in, this time into his
stomach, then again into his chest. She slashed him across the
throat, watching the blood pour out as the knife electrocuted him
from the inside out. She drove the blade into his heart again.
Again and again and again, until he finally burst into a puddle of
water.

Gasping, she stepped back and looked
at Brad. He stared at her like she was an animal, and she braced
herself for a lecture. Instead, he started toward his car. “Good
job.”

But as they neared Brad’s car, Mykaela
noticed something. Two bodies were slumped over the dashboard of
the black sedan they’d been watching earlier.

Stopping, Mykaela pointed to the car.
“I thought you told them to get out of here.”

He turned, looking at the car, his
face furrowing in confusion. “I did.”

Mykaela darted over to the car to
check on the couple. The closer she drew to it, the more intense
the evil’s aftermath felt. Dark energies surrounded the car,
signaling that an evil act happened there. Whoever had been there
poisoned the atmosphere, leaving behind some form of supernatural
radiation only she could detect.

Closing her eyes, she used her
heightened senses to try to target the song. If she could pinpoint
the sound, she’d be able to recognize it next time. The residue the
evil act created in the air was loud and overwhelming, and the
water spots around the car made it clear that the killer had been a
siren or soul of the sea, but she couldn’t hear the song. “That’s
so weird,” she said, finally giving up. “There’s no
song.”

“What do you think that
means?” He frowned and reached his arm through the open window. He
gently pushed the male driver back, probing his fingers around the
guy’s throat for a pulse.

“I have no idea.” Mykaela
turned away from the car. She knew the young couple was dead, and
she didn’t want to torture herself by taking in the details of
their features, or finding out their names.

“Do you think it means
something else killed them?” Brad straightened as he pulled his arm
back out. “Something besides a siren or soul of the
sea?”

The thought brought a chill of fear to
her skin. “What else is there?”

“That’s anybody’s guess.”
Taking her arm, he led her away from the car. “We need to get out
of here before someone sees us.”

***

By the time Brad dropped Mykaela off
at home, it was nearly one o’clock in the morning. The Seaside Inn
was dark except for lights in the lobby and the kitchen. Using her
key, she let herself in the back door and heard the sounds of a
microwave and someone moving around inside. Her heart thumping, she
peeked around the corner, praying her mother wouldn’t see her all
covered in blood. With a sigh of relief, she realized it was only
her brother, Jared. He stood at the counter with his weight rested
on his hands, glancing up from the plate of leftovers rotating in
the microwave.

“You should have been
there tonight.” Mykaela reached into the refrigerator and grabbed a
bottle of water. She hoisted herself to sit on the opposite
counter, and kicked her legs back and forth against the lower-level
cabinet. “We needed your help.”

“You realize you have
blood all over your sweatshirt, right?” Jared crinkled his nose in
disgust. “You should change before Mom sees you; unless you want to
blow your big secret, that is.”

Mykaela being a Hunter
wasn’t the only big secret
she was keeping from her mother, but she couldn’t
tell Jared that. He didn’t know her slew of secrets, either. “Since
when are you so squeamish?” She grinned at him, trying to change
the subject.

“And you know you have
blood on your neck, right? It looks like someone tried to cut your
throat.”

She shrugged, wiping at the blood
around her throat. She’d learned that her powers allowed her to
heal quickly, but the dried blood still stained her skin. “Someone
did. Job hazard.”

“Did you save the people,
at least?”

She glanced down, picking at a fresh
rip in her jeans. “No, not this time.”

“Wow, you seem really torn
up about it.”

“Of course I am.” She
glared at him. How could he possibly think she wasn’t upset about
losing two innocent people? “But I can’t get personally involved in
every case. It’ll get me nowhere. You should know that. You used to
do this, too.”

“Yeah, well, I’m through
with hunting.” Jared kept his gaze fixed on the
microwave.

“So a siren tricked you
into falling in love and almost bled your soul dry.” She gave him a
playful wink. “It was months ago, get over it.”

Jared shot her a dirty
look.

“Oh, come on. I’m just
teasing.”

“Well, it’s not funny.”
Popping open the microwave, he pulled his plate out, then slammed
the door shut again. He turned to her, balancing the plate on one
hand. “You know, you’re surprisingly well adjusted for someone
whose boyfriend just died.”

It was a low blow, even for Jared. But
she figured she deserved the hateful remark, so she ignored him and
jumped down from the counter, turning on her heel to jog up the
stairs.

Once inside her bedroom, Mykaela
locked her door, went to the adjoining bathroom, and flipped on the
light.

Looking down at her hands, she noticed
for the first time that they were covered in blood. In fact, her
entire body was drenched in blood and splattered with water spots.
Dried crimson smears marked her neck and chin, tarnished her jeans
and her hooded sweatshirt. It was even matted into parts of her
brown hair.

She looked half-crazy, she
realized, and even worse, she feared she was half-crazy. Most of the time, she
felt like she was blindly trying to navigate her way through her
pain, through her destiny of protecting Harmony Harbor from the
evil she could psychically sense. And most of the time, she had no
idea where she was headed.

Turning the faucet on, she stuck her
hands under the cold water, scrubbing at the remnants of the blood.
When her hands were clean, she used a wet washcloth to rub at the
stains around her neck and throat. She carefully inspected her body
for any more signs of the blood, knowing she really needed a
shower, but there were more important things on her mind. She went
into her bedroom without bothering to turn on the light, opting to
pull open the drapes and use moonlight to guide her.

Walking over to her dresser, she
pulled open the first drawer and her gaze landed on the tiny
treasure chest shaped jewelry box that sat on top of it. She felt
tears rush to her, thickening her throat and making her vision
haze. For a second, as she focused in on that small box, she
remembered everything.

The blond haired, blue-eyed Irish
rogue had hand carved it from a block of wood, and etched a dove
perched on an olive branch on top. He loved to show her that
symbol—he’d drawn it in the sand one day when he’d almost kissed
her. He’d engraved it on the banister of the front staircase, when
he’d made it over a century ago when he was still a living,
breathing human being; before a siren convinced him to take his
life by jumping into the ocean; before a curse transformed him into
a soulless killing machine.

Before he killed her
father.

Swallowing her tears and shoving the
memories down, Mykaela tore her gaze away from the box and reached
into the drawer. She pushed her socks out of her way and retrieved
the spirit board she kept hidden underneath.

She placed the board on her floor in
the center of the room. Then she grabbed the white candle she kept
on the nightstand beside her bed.

Sitting cross-legged on the floor in
front of the fireplace, she struck a match and held it to the wick.
A flame lurched up from the center of the candle in a burst of
light before it settled into a smooth, even flicker.

She took a few slow, deep
breaths, inhaling through her mouth and exhaling through her nose.
Watching the slow dance of the candle’s flame, she freed her mind
from thoughts—trying to live in this
moment and this moment only. Placing her fingers
gently on the pointer, she began. “Dad, are you here? If you’re
here, please let your presence be known.”

She waited, her mind hyper-aware of
every movement downstairs, every howl of wind outside, every branch
that scratched her window. She watched the candle’s flame dance
back and forth. “Dad, please talk to me again.”

She felt the room
temperature drop and a chill crawled over her skin. The pointer
moved to each letter, spelling out the words, I’m here.

Mykaela breathed out a
sigh of relief. For a second, she’d thought he wasn’t coming back.
“I still can’t find the killer. I know my instinct was
right—he was there
tonight—but he used a different soul of the sea as a diversion and
got away. The couple died.”

It
happens.

“It’s never been this hard
to track one before. What am I supposed to do?”

She waited patiently while
the pointer glided across the old wooden board and spelled
out; Kill him. No matter what it
takes.

“Dad, what’s that mean?
What’s it going to take?”

Keeping her gaze glued to the spirit
board, she watched for the pointer to move and spell out the answer
she desperately needed, but it didn’t. She waited for what seemed
like an eternity before she repeated, “What do I have to
do?”

A gust of wind blew through the room
and snuffed out the candle’s flame. She checked around for an open
window, and realized there wasn’t one. The wind was a sign from her
father that the chat was over.

Aggravated, Mykaela stood up and
turned on her lamp. She was tempted to relight the candle and
initiate contact again, but last time she’d done that, her father’s
ghost had gotten angry and shattered her favorite mirror. Mykaela
didn’t want to push her luck—she’d just try again
tomorrow.

After she’d showered and changed her
clothes, she went back downstairs to the kitchen to look for a
snack. Hunting always made her hungry. She grabbed a bag of Sour
Cream and Onion chips, then heard the bell on the front desk
ring.

Tossing the bag onto the counter, she
pushed through the kitchen door, letting it swing behind her. She
weaved around the dining room’s furniture until she stepped into
the lobby.

When she spotted the guest, her
footsteps came to a halt. She could feel herself staring, but she
couldn’t bring herself to snap out of it.

He was short for a guy, only a couple
of inches taller than her. His black hair feathered toward the
side, and his hands were stuffed in the pockets of a jean jacket. A
beat-up duffel bag was draped over one shoulder. His face was
flawless, free of any mark or blemish, with a smooth tone that
seemed to radiate. When he turned, his dark eyes locking on hers,
she felt herself melt.

His mouth dropped when he saw her,
barely, in the slightest sign of recognition. His eyes grazed over
her face, taking in every detail in a way that made Mykaela wonder
if she’d forgotten to wipe off some blood.

Narrowing his eyes, he pointed at her
through the pocket of his jacket. “Have we met?” He watched her
with an analytical gaze that made a chill crawl over her skin. “You
look…familiar.”

“I don’t think so.” She
knew she’d never met him—she’d never been outside Harmony Harbor,
and she would definitely
remember meeting him. And yet, there was
something so familiar about him, about those eyes that seemed so
deep, about that smell that made her feel drunk. The second she
laid eyes on him, she felt as if it had all happened
before.

“Sorry,” she stammered,
finally shaking herself into motion. She must have looked like an
idiot, staring at him. “Can I help you?” Breaking her gaze from
his, she circled around the check-in desk and took her place behind
it.

“I’d like a room, please.”
He shoved a hand into his pocket and pulled out his
wallet.

“Do you have a
reservation?”

“No.” He leaned an arm on
the desk. “Is that going to be a problem?”

“No, we still have
rooms.” More like, every single room is
available after several girls drowned under mysterious
circumstances. “How long would you like to
stay?”

“The week.”

“Okay, can I have your
driver’s license, please?”

He reached into his pocket with one
hand and pulled out a leather wallet. “Here you go,” he said as he
fished his license out of it.

“Kerr Lachlan?” Mykaela
asked. “That’s an interesting name. Are you Scottish?”

He laughed a little. “At the roots, I
suppose. But, no, I’m American. Born and raised.”

She punched the information into the
computer system. “It’s a little late for tourist season,” she said,
trying to make conversation.

“I’m not a tourist. I’m
writing a book. This place is so beautiful.” He looked around at
the arched ceilings and the hardwood floors. “Filled with
character. It’s the perfect setting.”

Mykaela didn’t know whether to be
intrigued or worried. The last “writer” she’d met was Morrigan, and
she wasn’t exactly trustworthy. “What’s your book
about?”

“It’s loosely based
on the
events of this summer.”

She stopped what she was doing, her
fingers hovering over the keys. Every sense, preternatural and
natural, went on alert and her hunting instincts took over. “The
events?”

“Six young women drowning
in the same way, within weeks of each other?” There was excitement
in his voice, like that of a kid taken to a candy factory. “It’s
fascinating. And they never caught the supposed ‘killer,’ either.
When I heard about it, I couldn’t resist.”

She went rigid and her muscles
stiffened, refusing to work with her and get his stupid information
into the system. “Those girls were my friends,” she said, her voice
as cold as ice.

“Oh.” He leaned his elbows
on the antique desk, catching her gaze. “I’m so sorry.”

She kept her attention focused on the
sign-in book in front of her. She’d love to yell at him for his
morbid enthusiasm over the events that changed her life forever,
but the murders put a strain on the business. Nobody wanted to stay
in a town where women wash up on the beach every other day, and the
newest mysterious deaths weren’t helping matters. For the family
businesses’ sake, she let the comment slide. “You didn’t
know.”

“I don’t suppose you’d be
willing to do an interview?”

She gripped her hand into
a fist, wishing he was one of the monsters she hunted so she could
unleash some of her pent up anger on him. The audacity…the nerve of him to ask her
to revisit such pain. “No. And I doubt you’ll have much luck
finding anyone else to give you one either.”

“Wow, that was
unbelievably insensitive of me.” He smiled at her, flashing a row
of white teeth. “Sometimes I have a one-track mind, and I forget
there are other people involved.”

She ignored his pitiful excuse for an
apology and turned to him, telling him the total.

Pulling money out of his wallet, he
caught her gaze, letting her look into sparkling green eyes. “I’m
sorry if I insulted you.” He clung to the cash when she tried to
take it, and then flashed a charming smile. “It wasn’t my
intention. I get a little carried away when I cross a good
story…any story.”

“It’s all right.” She
forced herself to smile at him, and he let go. She felt his gaze on
her, unwavering, as she shoved his cash into the register, printed
out his receipt, and then grabbed his room key. “Welcome to the
Seaside Inn,” she said with
more fake warmth than the emphatic welcome
her mother required. “We hope you enjoy your stay.”

“I’m sure I will.” His
eyes lingered on her a minute before he turned to go. As he
disappeared up the steps, he tossed her another charming smile that
she could swear she’d seen before.

She gave him a few minutes to get
settled in before heading upstairs once again. Dragging her aching
and tired body down the hall toward her bedroom, she wondered if
she’d be able to sleep, or if she’d wake from another nightmare
long before dawn. Lately, she’d been lucky to sleep for three
consecutive hours. Every time she closed her eyes, she thought of
Dylan’s betrayal, and how badly he’d hurt her. She found it
difficult to think of anything else.

As she reached the bedroom door,
something caught her eye. A piece of paper, taped just below the
doorknob. She plucked it from the door, unfolding the paper in the
process. Her breath caught in her throat as she stared down at the
beautifully drawn portrait of a dove perched on an olive
branch.


Chapter Two

Forgiveness

 


Harmony Harbor was a small community
made up of fishermen and hunters. By the look of the cobblestone
sidewalks on Main Street, and the coordinated color of the brick
buildings, it would fit any tourist’s idea of a sleepy, southern
town.

Of course, the residents ignored the
missing person’s flyers that completely covered one wall of the
Pub, and the screams heard late at night were often attributed to
coyotes in the woods or whales in the ocean. Some older members of
the community joked that the sounds were from the spirits of
fishermen who’d fallen prey to sirens, lured to their doom with a
beautiful song.

Mykaela often wondered if they knew
how close to the truth they were.

Dragging her feet down the
hallway of Harmony Harbor High, Mykaela was restless. After the
hunt, she’d gotten an approximate six hours of sleep, but she
wasn’t tired. She just didn’t want to be there. What was the point?

All of her friends were dead, and she
couldn’t attend class or hear the buzz about “the privileges of
being seniors” without thinking of how she and her friends were
supposed to have experienced it all together.

Why should she care about eating lunch
off campus if Charity wasn’t there with her? What fun was study
hall if Rachel wasn’t there to pass notes with? How could she enjoy
a good rumor when she knew the true gossip queen, Gabby, was dead?
And more importantly, how could she bear seeing those adorable
couples make out in the hallway when she knew that any night they
could turn into the next victims?

She found her first classroom and
slipped past a group of chattering coeds. Scanning the desks, she
found no indication of assigned seating, and slid quietly into the
last desk tucked into the back right corner of the room.

She was all too aware of the stares
that followed her. The events of the summer spurred tons of gossip.
It didn’t go unnoticed that all of Mykaela’s friends had died, and
that the drownings stopped shortly after her mysterious and sexy
boyfriend disappeared. It didn’t look good, even to the most
trusting person.

So everyone talked about
it, as if Mykaela couldn’t hear their questions.
Did Mykaela know what had been going on? Was that
Irish drifter the killer, and was she covering for him?

Mykaela kept her gaze focused on the
English textbook lying on the top of her desk. Pretending to be
fascinated with it, she pulled out a pen and flipped the book open,
scrawling her name on the inside cover.

Two girls settled
into the seats in front of her. Turning to face each other, they
leaned over the aisle to whisper. “Did you hear what happened last
night?”

“I heard another couple
was murdered. The police are saying they were smothered—just like
the last couple.”

That’s what the police called
unexplained drowning from the inside out. Mykaela shifted in her
seat and glanced at her watch–still another hour to go.

The blond nodded. “At The
Pier.”

The Pier?
Mykaela looked up, startled. The couple she’d
tracked had been at Hunter’s Point. The Pier was clear on the other
side of town.

As she stared at them, she
saw somebody walk into the room. Then she realized it was Kerr, the
guy who’d checked into the inn last night. His driver’s license
said he was eighteen, but Mykaela assumed he was finished with
school. What is he doing here? He said he’d
only be in town the week.

As he walked toward the back of the
classroom, carrying only a tattered notebook, the other girls
turned to stare at him.

He sat in the seat next to Mykaela,
oblivious to the faces turned their way. Leaning over the aisle, he
smiled at her. “We’ve got to stop meeting like this.”

Mykaela blushed at the way
his voice sounded—soft
and husky and secretive.

He watched her for a minute. “Can I
borrow a pen?”

“You’re a writer and you
don’t have a pen?”

He shrugged innocently, ignoring the
girl in front of him who’d shoved a pencil in his face.

Mykaela reached into her bag and
pulled out a pen, then dropped it onto his desk.

“I never got your name.”
He picked up the pen and began to tap it against the desk
absentmindedly.

“Mykaela Whindom.” She
glanced over at him. “You said you were only staying the
week.”

“At the hotel,” he said.
“I hope to find a more permanent place by then.”

“What are you doing
here?”

He leaned over the aisle, whispering
again. “High schools are the best places to pick up gossip. And
gossip is unbelievably helpful when it comes to
writing.”

***

Between classes, Mykaela rushed to the
bathroom and pulled out her cell phone. She dialed Brad’s number,
and then waited impatiently for him to answer.

“Did you hear about it?”
she asked before he could say hello. “The second set of
murders?”

“Yeah,” he said. “We got a
call around four in the morning.”

“He’s never struck twice
in the same night. Why now? And why didn’t I sense it?”

“I don’t know. Aren’t you
in school?”

“Who cares about school?”
she snapped. “People are dying and I can’t save them.”

“Look, Mykaela, we can’t
save everybody.”

“Don’t you dare give me
that ‘we can’t save everybody’ speech. We both know what happened
here.” She paced across the bathroom, raking a hand through her
hair. “I was too cocky. I acted too fast. And it cost us
four innocent
lives.”

“Mykaela, don’t think
about that. We’ll catch this guy soon, but—and you can trust me on
this—you can’t let yourself get obsessed. It won’t do any
good.”

“I’m not obsessed. I’m
just aggravated.” She collapsed against the wall and stared at her
sneakers. “I don’t like being outsmarted. I don’t like watching
these people drop like flies when I have the power to save
them.”

“We’ll come up with a
strategy,” he said. “Can you come by after school and take a look
at the bodies? See if you can get a read on them?”

“Yeah, I’ll be there as
soon as I can.”

Just then, the door to the bathroom
swung open and a teacher walked in. The teacher’s face shifted in
disappointment as she saw Mykaela, and she extended her hand for
the cell phone.

Mykaela rolled her eyes. “I have to
go. They’re confiscating my phone.” She hung up, and then
reluctantly handed it over to Ms. Becker.

“First day and already
you’re breaking rules?” She frowned and shot an authoritarian look
down her pointy nose. “Not a good way to start the year, Ms.
Whindom.”

Mykaela gave the teacher
an even stare. Welcome back to
school, Mykaela thought
bitterly.

“You can pick this up in
the principal’s office after school.”

***

After picking up her cell phone,
Mykaela went to her locker. Grumbling, she dumped her textbooks
into it. As she turned to leave, something caught her eye. A folded
piece of paper taped to the locker door.

She stared at it for a minute,
wondering what it could possibly be, and how it’d gotten inside her
locker, which had been padlocked all day.

Plucking the piece of paper from the
door, she unfolded it. Her breath caught in her throat and her bag
slid from her hands.

On the paper was another sketch, of
the same symbols Dylan always liked to send her; the dove, the
olive branch—his plea for forgiveness.


Chapter Three

Dead Girl Talking

 


Mykaela stared at the sketch, gripping
it so tightly the paper rattled in her hands, unable to believe
what she was seeing.

Below the dove, in Dylan’s
elegant, old-fashioned script, were the words: We loved with a love that was more than love.

Dylan had put this picture here…he was
the only one who could have. No one else knew what that symbol
meant, how many times he’d tried to show it to her as a plea for
forgiveness. No one else knew her love of Edgar Allan Poe’s work.
Dylan did—he knew that the second she read those words, she’d
remember Poe’s undying love for Annabel Lee, and she’d know the
quote was ripped from the poem expressing those feelings. How could
he equate himself with Poe? How could Dylan tell her he loved her
the same as Poe loved Annabel? It was insulting.

Does he honestly think he
stands a chance at being forgiven?

Lost in her rage, she jumped,
swallowing back a scream at the feel of someone tapping on her
shoulder. The paper slid out of her hands, fluttering to the floor.
She turned, her gaze landing on Kerr. He was inches away from her,
his face so close their noses almost touched. Annoyed at the
interruption, she rolled her eyes, shoving a textbook into her
locker.

“Didn’t mean to scare
you.” His gaze stayed fixed on hers long after he stopped speaking,
staring into her eyes with a look that was almost intimate, and
gave her the urge to squirm.

Taking a deep breath, she stepped
back, putting some space between them. “I didn’t hear you come
up.”

“Sorry.” He broke into a
small smile as he held up her pen, offering it to her. “I forgot to
give this back.”

“You could have kept it.”
Shrugging, she took the pen and tossed it into her locker, then
knelt down to pick up her bag. “But, thanks, I guess.”

Before she could react, he
dropped to one knee and picked up the sketch. His eyes roamed over
it. “We loved with a love that was more
than love. What is that? Robert
Frost?”

“Hardly.” She stifled a chuckle and grabbed the paper from his
hands. “Edgar Allan Poe.”

He nodded, squinting at the image, the
slightest hint of curiosity evident on his face as he rose to his
feet again. “A bit sappy for my tastes–nice work, though.” He
pointed to the sketched dove. “Yours?”

Shaking her head no, she turned back
to her locker.

Falling back a step, he raised an
eyebrow, as if wanting to ask who’d left her the picture and quote.
Instead, he turned, calling over his shoulder, “Well, I’ll see you
around, Mykaela.”

Something about the way he said her
name made her stare down the hall after him. It was almost
like…there was something missing. Something she was supposed to
know, but for some reason, didn’t.

Shaking off the uneasy feeling Kerr
left her with, Mykaela crumpled the sheet of paper in her fist and
tossed it into a trashcan as she walked by. Although she was
tempted to track Dylan down and make good on her promise to kill
him, she had more important things to worry about. Like last
night’s murders.

***

Brad opened the door to the morgue,
glancing behind him to make sure nobody saw them. When he was sure
they were undetected, he led Mykaela over to where the bodies from
the most recent deaths were kept.

He pulled the slab open and drew the
sheet down to uncover the victim’s face.

She was pretty and brunette, and
couldn’t have been over twenty-one. The sight made Mykaela’s heart
stir with grief and guilt. She couldn’t help but think that this
innocent girl was dead because of her, because she hadn’t done her
job.

Mykaela’s only hope of setting things
straight was to find the guy who really killed her and put a stop
to it.

Closing her eyes, she inhaled a deep
breath. She tried to free her mind from any feelings or worries as
she reached out to touch the girl’s temple.

The second skin brushed skin, she saw
the girl’s death unfold in front of her, real-time, the images
flickering in and out like an old black and white movie. The girl’s
name came to her first.

Alyssa.

She was making out with
her boyfriend; she was so in love him. They used to go to The Pier
when they were teenagers, and lately they’d been having
relationship problems. A self-help book she’d picked up suggested
returning to a “special place,” and said it could help them
reconnect.

And it was working. She
could feel how attracted he was to her, just like when they were in
high school.

Then, suddenly, they were
interrupted by a knocking at the window. Embarrassed, the girl slid
back in her seat while her boyfriend talked to a stern-looking
police officer who asked them to leave. They’d laughed about it as
they prepared to go home…and then someone else came up to the open
window.

A man stood outside, his
shoulders broad and straight. His arms hung loosely at his sides,
and he lifted one in the air and placed his hand on her boyfriend’s
shoulder.

Her
boyfriend started choking, spitting gushes of
water all over the steering wheel. Alyssa fumbled for the door
handle so she could escape, but before the door could swing open,
the faceless predator reached into the car and touched her shoulder
too. She didn’t even have a chance to scream.

The water filled her lungs
from the bottom up. She gasped for breath, but she felt like
something was clogging her airway and the oxygen just lingered in
her mouth. As she slowly drowned, she felt something being torn
from her heart, like a hand reached inside her chest and was taking
something…something that seemed so important, so sacred. Something
she couldn’t quite name.

She grabbed her lover’s
hand, clinging to him. They died together.

Mykaela gasped for breath as the
vision was yanked away from her. Dizzy and disoriented, she leaned
against Brad to steady herself, feeling as if she’d just stepped
into a different atmosphere.

Her stomach churned as the fear,
confusion, and desperation Alyssa felt started to fade. Even as the
worst of the emotions passed, Mykaela knew she would never truly
forget. The experience of helplessly watching an innocent die would
stay with her forever.

She let out a slow, calming breath as
she looked up at Brad. “It’s the same as last time. He touches them
and they drown. I didn’t get to see his face.”

Brad shook his head, obviously
fighting disappointment as he covered the poor girl’s body up and
slid her into her temporary tomb.

***

Mykaela’s face was grim
and her eyes like flint as she stared at the red punching bag
suspended from the ceiling inside Brad’s basement apartment.
Tightening the wrist straps on her sparring gloves, she raised her
fists to her face and slid her feet into a defensive stance.
“KIAI!” she spat, her
voice a guttural snarl. Fists clenched, she threw punch after
punch, her fingernails tearing perfect half-moons into to the
leather palms of her gloves.

The chains squeaked as the bag swung
back and forth.

“You’re obsessing,” Brad
said from the floor, where he effortlessly completed his next set
of twenty push-ups.

“Am not.” Panting, Mykaela
threw an assault of uppercuts and hook punches at the helpless bag.
Since the onset of her powers, she hadn’t quite gotten used to her
unusual strength, but it was more the events of the day rather than
her physical exertion that made her breathless. Bringing her knee
up, she landed a jump front kick to the center of the bag, sending
it soaring into the ceiling above.

“Okay, okay.” Brad jumped
to his feet and walked over to her. “I don’t think my ceiling can
take much more. My apartment may be in the basement, and my ceiling
may be beamed, but we wouldn’t want poor Mrs. Bolder to fall
through the crack you’re undoubtedly making.”

He took her shoulders, guiding her a
few feet away. Then he planted himself in a defensive stance right
in front of her.

“You’re kidding me,” she
said, trying to hold back a shocked giggle. “I’m not sparring with
you, Brad. It wouldn’t be a fair fight.”

“Fighting a fixed target
isn’t going to help you one bit. You need to learn to strategize,
to duck and move and look for openings…to anticipate what your
opponent might do next.” He moved from side to side, his hands up
by his face. “Come on, I promise I’ll take it easy on
you.”

“You’ll take it easy on
me?” She cocked an eyebrow and brought her arms up to meet his
challenge. “You’re on, but you’ll be sorry.”

Without hesitation, she threw a front
punch straight to his face. Blocking the punch with his forearm, he
deflected it. Before he could counter, she distracted him by
pretending to pivot for a sidekick, but landed a front kick right
to his stomach instead, clocking him in the face the moment he
doubled over. Stunned for a second, Brad shook his head and
recovered his stance.

Remembering the girl from the morgue
Mykaela balled her fist and let it fly, throwing wild haymakers
with no thought to her own safety, or how she was
hitting.

“Wait, wait, you’re doing
that all wrong.” He grabbed her arm, stopping her. “Relax your
hand.” Straightening out her fist, he then curled her fingers into
her palm, wrapping her thumb around the outside. “This way, you
don’t break your thumb; we’ve been over this how many times. Your
style is too sloppy. You can’t just throw wild, unfocused strikes,
Mykaela. Keep your elbows in tight and thrust your hip into it as
you punch. Use your body, focus your power.”

“I don’t see the point,”
she said with a shrug. “It’d only take my thumb two seconds to heal
anyway.”

“Two seconds is all it
takes to
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