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Wednesday, 1st of May

“Eve, save us!”

Black and blue. That’s where Eve always finds herself in the dream, heart racing wildly, peering hard into the swirling dark mass before her until it finally reveals itself to be a large, cold, damp stone foyer with several snakelike staircases rising up and away into the gloom.

“Eve.”

This is where she turns and finds the entrance to a big, empty room. She’ll stand beneath the arched entrance, taking in all the sad, broken things strewn about the floor, and for a moment, she’ll feel sad, too, sorry for all the furniture that once had a purpose. But it doesn’t last long, because now, her eyes lift to the darkness of the high ceiling, where a pointy, wrought iron chandelier squeaks back and forth as if someone has just reached up and disturbed it.

So cold, Eve thinks, hugging herself. She wishes she was wearing something more than the oversized t-shirt Matthew gave her. Something about it seems really inappropriate. She’s starting to feel self-conscious, like someone is watching her.

But there’s no one else in the room, and she can tell that the rest of the place is empty, too.

The fine hairs on the back of her neck begin to stand on end, so she walks out of the shadows, away from the entrance, stepping over the debris till she’s standing in the middle of the room.

“Eve.”

She rubs her arms and turns to face an enormous, floor-to-ceiling window that stretches the entire length of a wall. Outside, a vast sea rages against a stormy horizon.

“Hurry, Eve.”

Glancing around, she sees an ash-smeared hearth that yawns beneath a solid stone mantle, and beside that on the wall, close to the window, sits a mirror.

Eve draws in a shaky breath. She doesn’t want to look at the mirror. There’s something unsettling about it, although she can’t figure out what, but inevitably, she finds herself standing in front of it.

Here, she feels stuck. Her feet won’t move anymore, and her heart feels like it’s trying to escape her chest, trying to get away, away from the mirror, the room, the gloomy, terrifying place she’s in.

“Eve.”

Forcing herself to look at the mirror, she gasps in horror.

There, in the strange, rolling glass that looks more like the surface of a disturbed lake, faces appear, so many of them, gazing back at her, their anguished features frozen, helpless and horrified.

“What do you want me to do?” she asks, and she can’t stop her hand from lifting, reaching for the glass. She hates the way her voice sounds so thin, so quivery and weak.

“Hurry!”

“What do you mean?” she demands, frustrated. Her hand is inching closer, closer towards the glass, towards one of the faces. She thinks that somehow that face should be familiar, but its anguished, twisted misery makes it difficult to know for sure. “Who are you?” she cries.

Somewhere close by, a dog starts barking, and an angry, whispery voice rushes up behind her. “Who are you? What are you doing here?”

Eve lowers her eyes to the floor, away from the mirror. Shaking furiously, she doesn’t want to see the black, shadowy mass she knows is flying towards her across the room.

“What are you doing here? What are you doing here? WHAT ARE YOU DOING HERE?

“Don’t let him get us, Eve! Hurry! Save us!”

Sitting bolt upright, Eve Hallows gulped in several deep lungfuls of air till she felt like she could breathe again.

That’s it, she soothed herself. Just breathe.

She glanced at the time on her bedside clock. 3:01. “Great,” she huffed and kicked the covers off her legs. How many more times was she going to have to have that stupid dream? This was the third night in a row, and it never just happened once. It carried on all night. She’d close her eyes, drift off, and find herself in that horrible place, confused and scared, jolting awake, feeling like she was dying. Getting so little sleep was starting to make her angry.

Get it together, she told herself as she slung her legs over the side of the bed and reached for the glass of water on the bedside table. The cool night air that drifted in through her bedroom window carried a mild chill, but she didn’t feel it. Her whole body felt hot and agitated like she’d just run a marathon. She sipped the water, savouring its coolness.

Why can’t I just sleep? She put down the empty glass and stretched her arms over her head. WHY?

“Alex, no.”

“Greaaaaat,” Eve sighed, dropped her arms, and slumped. Glancing at her clock again she rolled her eyes. Her weird sleeping problem might only have been going on for the past few nights, but Alex and April coming in at abnormal hours of the morning was a regular occurrence. And it wasn’t just weird. It was on another planet.

Eve got up and crossed to the window. Down in the driveway, the porchlight cast shadows of the two miscreant night owls trying to find the right key to get in.

How can it be that difficult? she wondered. Alex doesn’t drive, and April doesn’t live here. They can’t have more than one key to the place between them. It should be the only key Alex is carrying.

No, that wasn’t fair. Now that Mr Anderson, April’s dad had given Alex the honorary title of management while he, himself, wasn’t in the body shop, Alex probably had a key to the garage as well.

Where are they even going at this time? she wondered. She never heard them leave, only come back.

Yawning again, she switched on her bedside lamp and sat on the edge of the bed again. Idiots, she thought when she heard them giggling at the bottom of the stairs. So, they’d managed to get in. Eve smiled bitterly to herself. It was a wonder to her that either of them ever managed to do anything. Alex Winters was Mr Perfect according to everyone in Twisted Lakes. Or possibly the whole world. Maybe even the universe. And sure, Eve couldn’t deny he was super good-looking. No one could. But in her opinion, this was probably the only thing getting him through life. And April… I can’t believe I used to look up to her. April Anderson was the flakiest flake ever to walk the earth. All sparkles and light, no brain.

Wow, Eve. She yawned again and glanced longingly over her shoulder at her pillow. Being tired makes you mean. They’re your friends, and it’s Alex’s house.

Yeah. Alex’s house. And you should be grateful he let you move in. You are grateful, aren’t you?

The giggles continued as they tried to climb the stairs quietly.

Hilarious, thought Eve. What were they laughing at, anyway? Idiots. She got up again and stood in the middle of the room. Briefly, she considered going out there and shouting at them, but the urge quickly left her when an image of their hurt faces flashed clearly through her mind. She slumped her shoulders and returned to the edge of the bed. Get a grip, Cranky Pants. They didn’t wake you up.

So, what did?

I don’t want to think about that, she huffed. Shaking her head, she dumped herself back onto the mattress. If you don’t go to sleep now, you’ll be rubbish for that maths test tomorrow. She closed her eyes and smirked. Jessie, her primary maths rival and head of the Maths Club would love nothing more than to see Eve fail the upcoming test. Yeah right, she thought. Jessie would love to see my whole world fall apart.

Suddenly determined to get some sleep, she closed her eyes. Then instantly opened them. The dream was trying to pull her in again. She could feel it. It had a unique, disorienting quality that she’d never experienced before.

I hope my brain is okay, she mused, rolling her ankles and pulling the covers back up around herself. She leaned over and switched off the lamp.

What is Jessie’s major problem, anyway? she wondered, trying to distract herself from the pull of the dream. She smirked with her eyes closed. She knew exactly what Jessie’s problem was. Everyone knew. Eve was popular, and ever since she’d started shining in more and more of her classes, Jessie’s attitude towards her had gotten worse. And Matthew… Jessie always let everyone know she thought dating was a waste of time that could be better spent on improving grades.

Well, Jessie could tell those lies till she was blue in the face.

Matthew, Eve smiled as sleepiness turned to soft, warm fuzziness. Nothing was better than thinking about Matthew. The fact he was the most popular boy at Twisted Lakes High wasn’t what she loved most about him. It was the way he always made time for her, no matter what. Always wanted to be with her.

“Eve.”

Jolting awake, Eve fought through her strained, shaky breaths till her heartbeat slowed. A wave of nausea washed over her, and for a moment, she felt like she was going to be sick. “What do you want from me?” she hissed through clenched teeth. Shivering, she pulled her knees up beneath her chin, ignoring the pull of the mirror on the other side of the room. Out of the corner of her eye, the old antique vanity mirror glowed softly in the moonlight that fell through her bedroom window. I won’t look, she told herself. I don’t care and I won’t look.

“Eve, save u–”

“Leave me alone!” she shouted.

“Eve?” called Alex from his room at the end of the hall. “You’re dreaming. It’s okay. Go back to sleep.”

Eve rolled her eyes and kicked off the sheets again. Shut up, Alex. She wondered if he and Airy Fairy April ever considered they might be waking her up when they came in so late.

But it wasn’t them.

Whatever.

Going back to sleep was no longer an option, and suddenly, the room felt too dark. Too many shadows. Too much…

What? she thought, angrily, switching the lamp back on. Too much what? There’s nothing in here, Eve. Nothing and no one. What’s your problem?

“Eve.”

Sighing, Eve got up and crossed the room to her desk by the window. She sat down with her back to the vanity mirror.

Study, she ordered herself. When all else fails, study.

So she did, till sunlight washed the sky of its pretty, blinking stars and the birds started singing their funny, off-key songs, she studied her current maths unit and completely ignored the creeping feeling at her back.

It was just a feeling. Just a feeling about something that wasn’t even real. Wasn’t even there.

I won’t look, she repeated to herself, over and over as the numbers and equations rolled through her mind. I don’t care, and I won’t look.

And all the while, the mirror called, “Eve.”








  
  
  Chapter 2

  
  




“Did you hear about it?”

“Oh, hi, Emilia. Good morning to you, too.” Eve glanced at the girl leaning against the lockers beside her, then leaned back into her own locker in search of her Maths textbook. I know it’s in here somewhere. I just took it out of my bag. She rubbed her eyes to clear the fog she’d been fighting all morning. Maybe I need to see a doctor about sleeping pills.

“Are you okay?” Emilia peered at her friend, surprised by Eve’s snappy response.

“Yeah,” Eve sighed. “Just a little tired. Alex and April got in late last night, woke me up again.” Liar. It wasn’t them!

“Oh,” Emilia snorted a laugh. “They’re still doing that, huh?”

Eve took a deep breath, finally spotting her maths text. “Hear about what?” she asked, remembering Emilia’s question.

Emilia raised her brows and leaned in close. “Someone got killed in Silverleaf Park,” she said, voice lowered. “A student.”

“Who?” Eve lowered her own voice, suddenly very interested.

Emilia shrugged. “No one knows, yet.”

Eve rolled her eyes. “Then how do you know it’s a student?”

“I don’t.” Emilia shook her head. “It’s just what I’ve heard.”

Eve nodded. Jeeze. Why are people suddenly getting murdered in Twisted Lakes? she wondered, remembering the school’s custodian who had been brutally slain back in February.

“Did you guys hear what happened?”

Eve glanced at the small, bubbly girl who’d appeared beside them, aquamarine eyes glowing with excitement. She tried not to let irritation show on her face. She didn’t dislike the girl, just found her a little over the top sometimes. “Good morning, Sage.”

“Yeah, yeah, good morning. So, did you hear?”

“Yes, Sage,” Emilia said as Eve closed her locker. “We heard.”

“Crazy, right?”

Scrambling the combination on her lock, Eve readjusted her bag on her shoulder. “I guess,” she replied. Why did Sage have to make everything sound so sensational all the time? “But I might have used the word scary instead.”

Sage beamed and tossed her dark locks over one shoulder. “Definitely,” she agreed. “But did you guys hear what people are saying about it?”

“No.” Emilia rolled her eyes. “Come on, Sage. That’s a little tacky, isn’t it? Gossiping about someone that just got killed.”

“Yeah,” Sage rushed on. “But the gossip is pretty heavy. I mean,” she glanced over her shoulder, then leaned closer, voice hushed, “I don’t know if I should be telling you this. But I guess you’ll hear it eventually, anyway.”

“Hear what?” Emilia asked impatiently when Sage glanced over her shoulder again.

“Sorry,” Sage whispered, leaning even closer. “It’s just that some people are saying they think they know who did it, and Angus already found out. And he’s really angry about it.”

Eve frowned and leaned back. She had an inkling of what Sage was about to say and wasn’t sure she wanted to hear it. But Emilia pressed for details.

“Well,” she insisted, whispering now, too, “who is it?”

Eve didn’t like the way Emilia said that, as if whoever was being accused of this murder, was the murderer.

“They’re saying it’s Lyndal,” Sage whispered. “That she’s come back to Twisted Lakes… for revenge.”

A cold fury sparked in Eve’s stomach. Of course people are saying that. Any excuse to jump on the Lyndal Hate Train. “Who’s saying that?” she asked, trying to sound casual.

“Who’s saying what?”

The three girls screamed and sprang apart.

“ANGUS! YOU JERK!” Sage punched the boy who stood beside her in the gut. He pretended to double over in pain, so she shoved him back a couple of steps.

Having slammed back into the lockers, Eve glared at Angus as he put a hand on Sage’s shoulder.

“Sorry,” he said, but his smug grin said otherwise. “What were you guys talking about?”

Emilia suddenly looked like she wanted to run away, but Sage spoke up.

“Private girl business,” she told him. She slapped his face, playfully. “I can tell you about it if you want.”

“No, that’s okay,” he said with a pained expression. “Just came to let you know that I can’t drop you home this afternoon.”

“Oh,” Sage deflated. “Okay.”

“Sorry,” he told her, backing away from them. “But it’s a nice day. Maybe you should walk.”

“Maybe you should get stuffed!” Sage called after him as he turned and headed for first period. “Great,” she sighed, turning back to Emilia and Eve. She suddenly looked exhausted, and Eve couldn’t help feeling sorry for her.

“You need a lift?” Eve asked, linking her arm through Sage’s and turning her in the direction Angus had taken.

Sage gave her a rueful smile. “It’s okay. Angus is right. It’s really nice outside today. I can walk.”

Eve rolled her eyes and laughed. “Meet me in the parking lot when the bell rings. Angus is a dumb jerk. You can’t just let him win like that.”

“Yeah,” Emilia said, moving away from them to her own morning class. “Angus doesn’t need any more excuses to be smug.”

Eve and Sage laughed, but Eve felt a twinge of guilt. Yeah, Angus could stand to be less smug, but…

Forcing herself to shake off any thoughts of what Angus needed and the gossipy bits of information Sage had just relayed to her and Emilia, Eve squared her shoulders and tried to mentally prepare for the day.

Murder in Silverleaf Park, an irritating internal voice reminded her. And Alex and April keep coming home late.

She laughed, causing Sage to shoot her a worried glance.

“It’s nothing,” she shook her head, pushing the girl ahead of her into the maths classroom.

Sage smiled and left her in the doorway.

“Matthew!” Eve squealed when a boy picked her up from behind and spun her around.

“You weren’t waiting for me at your locker, Eve,” he said, still spinning her. “Why? Were you too busy meeting someone else? Who is he, Eve? Who were you meeting?”

“Matthew, stop! I wasn’t meeting someone else,” she giggled, breathless. “Put me down!”

He put her down but didn’t let go. “So, why didn’t you wait for me, then?”

“No particular reason,” she shrugged. Seeing how annoyed she was, he smiled and Eve couldn’t help smiling back. “We’re about to be late for the maths test, though.” She pushed him away and turned to enter the classroom.

He caught her arm and pulled her back. “Hey, listen. I have a favour to ask.”

“A favour?” she gave him a sceptical look. “Since when do you ever ask anyone for a favour?”

“Oh, come on,” he huffed, frowning at her. “Why are you being mean to me?”

“Are you trying to make us late?” she demanded, impatient.

“Okay, okay,” he said, lowering his voice. He glanced around to make sure no one was listening. “I have a class to go to after school this afternoon, at a house on Estuary Road.”

Eve raised her brows. This was the first she’d heard of him doing anything after school other than basketball. And that never happened on Estuary Road.

That’s the road that runs along Luna Beach. She’d never been anywhere near that place. But she’d heard all the stories. Cursed. Haunted. Evil. She shivered.

“Well,” continued Matthew, “my car’s getting fixed at the moment, and the class starts at quarter to four. So…” he shrugged and gave her a hopeful look. “I need a lift.”

Eve frowned.

“Wendy already offered to take me, but I wanted to see if you could, first.”

Of course Wendy offered you a lift. Eve narrowed her eyes and pursed her lips. So what if Wendy and Matthew had been friends forever? Sometimes Eve wished Wendy wasn’t constantly trying to do things for Matthew.

Alright, calm down, Eve. She’s your friend, too.

But still…

Eve rolled her eyes. “Jeez Matthew. That’s it? Yes, obviously I’ll give you a lift.”

Anger flashed in his eyes and he glanced around again. “Keep it down, will you?”

Eve frowned and shrugged. “Okay,” she whispered. “Calm down.”

“Sorry,” he sighed and put his arms around her, pulling her into a hug.

“What sort of class is it, anyway?” she asked.

“Are you two coming in?” Miss Wiseman snapped from within the doorway beside them. “Matthew? Or perhaps you expect your test papers to be brought out to you on a silver platter.”

Matthew smirked.

“Sorry, Miss Wiseman.” Eve pushed him away and entered the classroom. She ignored Matthew as he entered the room looking smug, and took a seat at the desk right behind her.

I don’t need to be thinking about Mattew and his mystery class right now, she thought, irritated.

But as the papers were handed out and the test began, her mind kept wandering back to what he’d said. She couldn’t help it. It must have been serious because Matthew was never secretive about anything.

And why did Wendy know about it before I did?

[image: Image]




“What was the hold up this time, Eve?”

Eve sighed and pulled a chair over to the small circle of students already sitting in the middle of the library. Including herself and Jessie, another student from their year, a couple from the one below, and another from the one below that, the Maths Club met for the first ten minutes of lunch, Mondays, Wednesdays, and Fridays, to discuss upcoming competitions or ways to make Maths more appealing to the younger students. Eve thought that was hilarious. Less than a year ago, she’d never excelled in anything. And she remembered what she’d thought of the Maths Club back then. So… nerdy.

And now you’re one of them, she thought as she looked at Jessie, who stood at the head of the circle, hands on hips, awaiting Eve’s excuse.

Eve shrugged. “I don’t know what your problem is,” she said. “The world isn’t gonna stop turning if one person misses a minute and a half of your precious meeting.”

Jessie threw a cutting glance at the boy sitting beside her who started to laugh. He coughed and fell silent. “Right, well,” she said, sitting down in her own seat. “Maybe you should quit if you think it’s so stupid.”

“She didn’t say that,” Reece spoke up. Eve threw him a grateful smile and he blushed. “Come on, Jessie,” he went on. “You need to stop being so uptight. It’s Maths Club. None of us need it for basic survival.”

“Okay,” Jessie smiled, nastily. “Then I guess none of you care if our funding goes away.”

Low blow, Jess, Eve rolled her eyes and settled into her own chair. So, this was a competition meeting, then. And, of course, Jessie was happy to let everyone know that the only reason they were able to compete outside of Twisted Lakes was because her daddy always paid for everything. Everyone in that circle loved maths, and they all loved competing, that’s why they were there. And this was where Jessie got all her power from. Holding the funds over their heads.

“I love this club as much as anyone else.” Jessie gave them all her sincerest look. “I just don’t want to see it lose its integrity because some of us,” she glanced at Eve, “don’t want to take it seriously.”

Eve shook her head. Why do I bother showing up?

Because she’s a bully. And bullies need to be shown their place.

“I still think fundraisers might be a good idea,” Reece said to Eve under his breath after the meeting ended.

“Really?” She gave him a sceptical look. “How much time do any of us have to organise something like that?”

“Well…” He blushed again and looked away. “I suppose we’d all need to hang out after school sometime. Like, at the Park Cafe, or something…”

Eve smiled and squeezed his shoulder. “Bring it up at the next meeting.” 

“Yeah, right,” he sighed and looked past her to where Jessie stood over the remaining members of the circle, whispering as she glanced back and forth between them and Eve. “She’s a tyrant.”

Eve smirked and glanced over her shoulder. “Some tyrant. She’s not that scary.”

But maybe Reece had a point. If they could come up with their own money, Jessie wouldn’t be able to push them all around anymore.
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“Yeah, whatever.” Matthew got out of the silver, 1967 Chevrolet Impala and slammed the door. He didn’t look back as he crossed the road, walked up the short gravel driveway, and entered the house where he was about to have his piano lesson.

“I’m really sorry,” Sage said timidly from the back seat.

“It’s not your fault.” Eve sighed and took off her own seatbelt. She’d never seen Matthew so upset about anything. But she wasn’t worried. He usually got over things fast. “I don’t know why he cares so much about people finding out he plays the piano.”

“I guess he thinks it’ll ruin his image,” laughed Sage. “But don’t worry, if it gets back to the rest of his team, it won’t be from me.”

Eve gave her a weak smile in the rearview and turned to look out her window at the small stretch of Luna Beach they were parked beside. She’d forgotten she’d offered to drive Sage home that afternoon, so when Matthew showed up in the student parking lot as well, Eve had apologised profusely and told him she could take Sage home first.

When Matthew was really angry about something, he’d go quiet. After getting into the front passenger seat, he’d told Eve that if she took Sage home first, he’d be late, and to please just take him to Estuary Road. Sage, not realising there was a problem, bubbled about
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