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      To Cael and Addie—you were with me in the beginning through this wonderful journey and you will be forever in my soul with all the others to come.

    

  


  
    
      “Memory is all we are. Moments and feelings, captured in amber, strung on filaments of reason. Take a man’s memories and you take all of him. Chip away a memory at a time and you destroy him as surely as if you hammered nail after nail through his skull.”

      - Mark Lawrence, King of Thorns
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      The reception was in full swing. The band played almost nonstop. Gerry and Maia danced. Gerry danced with Addie, then with Siana. He even danced with little Breena. He was a dancing fool, he laughed to himself. Life could not get any better. Gerry caught sight of Cael sitting alone typing something into his cell phone and walked to him. Pulling the nearby wooden chair closer, he sat beside him. “So, when are you and my niece going to tie the knot?”

      Cael didn’t even look at him, but seemed lost in his own thoughts as he fiddled with the device. Setting the phone down, he picked up his glass and downed the contents. “Sorry, just changing Maia’s last name in my phone,” he said with a smile. “As for your question, now, that depends.”

      “On?”

      “On how soon we can recover from this one and ask all these fine people to go through another ceremony.”

      “Don’t forget the wedding gifts.” Gerry laughed as he gestured toward the table hidden under swarms of presents. “They’ll need time to recoup the money in their bank accounts. Tell me something, soon to be nephew of mine.”

      “Oh, you like that, don’t you?” Cael said, grinning. “Make you feel like a big man?”

      “The biggest,” Gerry smirked. “Now that we got that out of the way, tell me. What went on with Careen’s autopsy? What is it Chief Thompson wants to talk to me about that made you and Duane smirk?”

      Cael laughed and shook his head. “You’re not going to believe it.”

      “Try me.”

      Cael picked up the bottle of whiskey and poured a generous two fingers in two of the glasses sitting on the table. “Let’s have another shot first. You’re going to need it.”

      They each picked up a glass. “Slainté, Gerry said and downed the golden brown liquid in one gulp. “Now spill.”

      “Okay. So, it’s no secret how Careen felt about you, right?”

      Gerry nodded.

      “Well, she was, let’s say, a huge fan of yours.” Cael’s eyebrows rose with the word huge.

      “So?”

      “Well, apparently, Careen fancied tattoos. In particular, a tattoo of the face of the man she loved.”

      Gerry eyes almost popped out of their socket as he blinked. “What the fuck?”

      “Right here on her stomach.” Cael made a circle with his hands over his own belly. “The tattoo artist did a fantastic job. The resemblance was quite remarkable.” He laughed and patted Gerry on the shoulder.

      “Christ. She had my goddamned face tattooed on her stomach?”

      Chuckling uncontrollably, Cael added, “The artist even had you smiling.” Gerry shoved him, knocking him off balance and Cael almost fell off his chair in hysterics.

      Just then, Finn walked over. “Oh hey, Finn,” Cael said, still laughing. “How are you these days?”

      “You think it’s funny?” Finn said, slurring the word “funny” so that it sounded like “finny.”  It was obvious the guy was smashed and Gerry cringed, realizing he’d over heard their conversation.

      “You think it’s a big joke that my girlfriend had this bastard’s face tattooed on her stomach?”

      “Uh … well ...” Cael coughed and damned if he didn’t look like he was trying his best to wipe off that smirk. “No. Not funny.”

      “No, Finn. It isn’t funny.” Gerry stood put his hand on Finn’s shoulder and led him away from Cael. “Not funny at all.” Sad, Gerry thought.

      Finn wrestled his shoulder free from Gerry’s grip. “Don’t fuck with me, Gerry. Why in God’s name should you get to be happy? Huh? Tell me! Why?”

      “Listen, man, you’ve had a few too many. How about we get you home? I know it’s been a rough week and being here must be hard,” Gerry said.

      “Don’t tell me what’s hard. I’ll tell you what’s hard. Having the woman you love get her ex-boyfriend’s face permanently etched on her stomach, having her call out your name when we made love.” Gerry cringed at that thought and Finn continued, “Knowing she saw you when she closed her eyes whenever I kissed her. That’s what hard is, Gerry.”

      “I’m sorry, Finn. I had no idea,” Gerry said as he tried to comfort Finn with a touch to his arm.

      “Don’t touch me. Don’t fucking touch me.” Finn pulled his arm away and stumbled, but managed to catch himself before tumbling into Siana and Breena standing by the bar.

      “You!” An unfamiliar female voice shouted from across the room and Gerry turned, recognizing the woman as the one he saw in the cemetery the day of Careen’s funeral.

      “You killed my sister!” she screamed, pointing her finger at Finn.

      The music stopped and everyone stood around staring as Maia approached the woman. “Your sister? You’re Careen’s sister?” Maia asked.

      “No. I’m Tara’s sister, Kendra.”

      “Who is Tara?” Gerry asked.

      “His ex-girlfriend,” she supplied, still pointing at Finn. “You killed Tara, the same way you killed this Careen.”

      “You’re a crazy bitch,” Finn said, stumbling back as she approached him.

      “You murdered my sister and framed my boyfriend almost exactly like you did here with this woman. You’re not very creative. When I read about Careen Faraday’s murder and saw your name listed as her boyfriend, I knew right then you’d done it.”

      “No, you’re wrong. I didn’t. I didn’t mean to,” Finn stammered.

      “What?” Gerry couldn’t believe what he was hearing. “You didn’t mean to? Are you admitting to killing this woman’s sister … Tara?”

      “No. I … I …don’t know what I’m saying.” Sweat trickled down from Finn’s temple and he swiped at it then ran his hand over his mouth.

      “You killed her in cold blood. A week before you killed her she told me you two had been fighting. She told me how you beat her. God, I begged her to leave you, but she said she loved you, kept saying how you didn’t mean to hurt her. But you killed her. You got away with that one, but you slipped up on this one, didn’t you? You got careless and sloppy, trying to cover your tracks.”

      “No, it … it was an accident. Just like …”

      “You murdered Careen?” Gerry asked.

      “No, Gerry! I loved Careen. It nearly killed me inside when she died. It was an accident, I swear. We argued, she fell, her head … she fell sideways and hit her head on a chair. Her neck snapped. I … I panicked. I didn’t know what to do.”

      “I suppose it’s just a coincidence that Tara died of a broken neck too,” Kendra yelled.

      “No.” Finn pulled out a knife from inside his boot and grabbed Maia, pressing the blade against her throat. “I didn’t do it on purpose. You can’t get me for murder. I never meant to kill them.”

      Gerry took a step toward Finn and Maia.

      “Don’t come any closer, Ger, I’ll slice this knife right through her jugular. It won’t bother me one bit to do it. The love of my life is gone. I have no problem taking yours. Let me leave and I won’t hurt her.”

      “Finn, you don’t need to do this. You can leave, man. Just put the knife down. I won’t stop you, please just release Maia.”

      “You stole my woman, so now I’m fucking taking yours. Why should you have your happily ever after? Huh? What makes you so damn special?”

      “I’m not, Finn. I’m not special.” Finn’s statements were becoming irrational and it was clear to Gerry that he was borderline certifiable. Gerry feared Finn was so distraught over what he’d done he just might do something drastic without even realizing it. “Please, Finn. Just put down the knife.” Finn’s grasp on the knife was strong and Gerry couldn’t get a grip on it through his telekinetic ability. There were too many people in the bar to risk yanking it out and having it stab someone by accident.

      “No. Come on darlin’, you and me are gonna have a party of our own.” Finn led Maia out the door. Gerry, Cael and Addie followed as Finn took Maia across the gravel parking lot and into the wooded area.

      “Breena, go back inside,” Gerry heard Addie yell as they followed Finn into the woods. Twenty yards into the forest, Finn stopped and turned toward Gerry. “You can’t have her. Not this time, Gerry.”

      Addie raised her hand and the knife went flying out of Finn’s hand and stuck in a tree ten feet away from Finn and Maia.

      “Good job.” Gerry nodded at her as he had been about to do the same thing.

      Finn shoved Maia away and pulled out a gun from the waist of his pants, pointing it at Gerry.

      Cael teleported behind Finn and wrestled him to the ground. Addie held up her hand and Breena gasped, “No, you can’t. You’ll hit Cael!” Breena ran closer to Cael and screamed, “The gun.”

      Cael and Finn struggled in a tangle on the ground, wet leaves sticking to their backs and arms as they slid around in the mud. Gerry held Addie back to keep her from joining the two men.

      “Gerry, can you get closer? Close enough to take away his memory?” Addie asked.

      “I can do it from here,” Gerry said.

      “Do it and I’ll whisk him away,” Cael grunted.

      Gerry raised his hand toward Finn and Cael. They were moving too much; he couldn’t get focused on Finn’s head. His hand shifted back and forth, trying to line up with Finn. Cael was struggling with Finn to get the pistol. Gerry was sure the gun would go off into someone’s gut if he tried to get into the mix. Unsure if Finn’s finger was on the trigger, there was no way to send it flying. He’d never been able to use both of his powers at once anyway. Then he remembered Addie.

      “Addie, don’t try to move the gun, it’s too dangerous.” Finn’s finger was sure to be on the trigger. Any movement could make it go off. “We could sure use some of your firepower right about now though,” Gerry huffed out through gritted teeth still trying to keep his arm steady for a straight shot toward Finn. He stepped a little closer and Addie walked with him, sending out a stream of fire and igniting Finn’s pant leg, which went out as soon as he rolled over the wet ground.

      “I can’t. I can’t get a clean shot without hurting Cael,” she said.

      Tiny Breena stepped in front of Gerry; the child barely came up to his waist.

      “No, Breena!” Maia yelled, her blood-curdling scream drowned out by the repercussion of gunfire exploding in the air, twice. Breena stopped one of the bullets with her hand, deflecting it into a large limb in a nearby oak tree. The branch split with a thundering snap that reverberated through the forest. Part of the tree hit the ground and sent splinters, leaves and dirt into the air.

      The other bullet hit Gerry in the shoulder, sending him backwards as he watched Cael and Finn disappear.

      “Cael!” Addie screamed.

      Maia ran to Gerry and squatted beside him. “Oh my God. You’ve been hit.”

      “Got me in the shoulder. I’ll live.”

      “Lay back. Let me see,” Addie said.

      Bart came running into the woods and saw Gerry on the ground. “What the hell happened?”

      Breena knelt beside Maia. “Just your average day in Whisper Cape, huh, Breena?”  Maia said, placing her arm protectively around the child’s shoulder.

      “I guess,” she said, frowning. “Is he going to be okay? I’m sorry I couldn’t deflect both bullets.”

      “Breena, how long have you known you could do that, sweetie?” Addie asked, glancing back at the spot where Cael had just disappeared.

      “A couple days. Cael and I were playing catch and it happened. I’ve been practicing it down at the beach, learning how to control where things go.”

      “Why didn’t you tell me?”

      “We wanted to surprise you and make sure I could do it without anyone getting hurt. We were planning to tell you tonight.”

      “What did she do? What happened?” Bart asked.

      “She made a bullet ricochet into a tree,” Addie said before turning her concentration to Gerry’s injury.

      “What the fu …?” Bart started.

      “Help me get his jacket off. This tux is ruined.”

      “Christ, like I care. Just heal me, for fuck’s sake.” He glanced at Breena, remembering what Maia told him about his language. “Sorry, sport.”

      She smiled. “It’s okay. It’s not the first time I’ve heard a swear word.”

      Addie rolled her eyes as she held her hands over Gerry’s shoulder, gently touching the wound, making him cringe with pain. “Gerry, you’ve lost a lot of blood. You’re going to need something to restore your energy when I’m finished.”

      “Nothing a piece of wedding cake won’t cure,” Bart said, then asked, “Where’s Cael?”

      No one answered him. No one knew.

      Addie closed her eyes and a tear ran down her cheek as she chanted, “Vis curatio vox secundum arts, vis curatio vox secundum arts, vis curatio vox secundum arts,” over and over again. Gerry knew she didn’t need to say those words aloud, but the fact that Cael hadn’t returned yet seemed to cloud everyone’s minds, especially Addie’s. The bullet eventually slid out of Gerry’s shoulder and his skin slowly knit back together. When she finished healing Gerry’s shoulder, Addie looked back at the spot where Cael and Finn had been struggling. “What’s taking him so long to get back?”
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      Gerry sat up and rubbed his shoulder. “Thanks, Addie.” He followed her gaze to the place where they had last seen Cael. It pained him, but finally he said, “Addie. Maybe he can’t get back.”

      “You don’t think Finn shot him, do you? Cael is strong.”

      Gerry shook his head but wasn’t sure if she noticed. “No.”

      “Once he got him away from here, I’m sure he used his skills,” she said. “I mean, Cael could take Finn in a fight anytime.”

      “He might not be able to come back.” Gerry brushed a strand of hair out of Addie’s face.

      “What? What do you mean?” She stood and Gerry got up with her. He moaned a little from the pain and stood next to her.

      “I don’t think he got shot. I’m not sure exactly what happened to Cael. When the bullet hit me, I lost balance. He might have received some of my …”

      “What? No!” Her face paled and she fought to take in air.

      “Breathe,” he said, stroking her back as Maia walked up and stood by her other side.

      “I don’t understand.” Her voice was barely a whisper. She walked to where Cael had wrestled with Finn. “What sort of memory were you sending?”

      “That’s the problem.” Gerry shook his head. He didn’t want to have to tell Addie that she might never see Cael again. “God damn it! Why did Finn have to shoot me?”

      Addie stared at the vacant spot and whispered, “Gerry, please tell me what’s going on … Where do you think Cael went?”

      Gerry hung his head, not sure what to tell her. The tears staining her cheeks with streaks of mascara didn’t make his explanation any easier. He nodded when Maia put her arm around Addie’s shoulder. “Finn and I … and Careen … we go way back, honey. I thought it necessary to wipe his memory five or so years back and I was in the middle of doing that when the bullet struck my shoulder. Sweet thing, I didn’t get a chance to replace any memories and my aim may have gone haywire. I’m afraid Cael might not …” Addie shot him a deadly stare. “… he might not remember you or any of this and I have no way of knowing where he and Finn went.”

      She didn’t say anything, just stared at him, her eyes now squinting with anger. She shrugged out of Maia’s embrace and took a step back from Gerry. “No!” she shouted, “This can’t be happening. He can’t not come back. He can’t just leave and not come back!” Addie bent at the waist, hugging her arms around her abdomen as though someone had punched her in the stomach, before falling to the ground on her knees. “Cael!” she shouted, looking into the forest as though he would be just on the other side of the trees. “Come back! You have to come back,” she sobbed into her hands. “Please come back.”
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      “What the hell?”

      Cael unwrapped his arms from around the man standing beside him, stepped away and gaped at the unfamiliar face staring back. The guy looked just as perplexed and his right hand firmly clutched the handle of a small pocket Glock.

      “How did I get here?”

      Cael shrugged. “Don’t know, man. Who are you and what’s with the gun? You gonna shoot me?”

      The stranger’s dark eyebrows furrowing into a frown, he gawked at the weapon as if he’d never seen one before and blinked before lowering it. He shook his head. “Don’t think so. Name’s Finn. Who the bloody hell are you?” The guy’s tone dripped with a heavy Scottish accent as his eyes darted over the white, sandy, palm-covered islet, sitting on a reef—a reef that circled a lagoon like a delicate ribbon of pearls.

      The island in the middle of nowhere seemed vaguely familiar to Cael, but he couldn’t place when he might have ever been there before. Maybe in a dream.

      “I’m Cael. Cael Sheridan.” He realized he must have teleported the two of them to this spot, but didn’t know why. And this guy? Cael had no idea who he was or why he clung to that gun. “I … I’m not sure where we are.” He thought hard about the last few minutes and discovered he couldn’t recall where he’d been when he teleported. “I can’t seem to remember where we were or how we got here.” Yeah, teleportation for sure, but Cael wouldn’t divulge his abilities without knowing anything about his companion. “How about you?”

      The guy, Finn he supposed, shook his head. “Haven’t a clue. Last thing I recall, I was sitting in a pub trying to coax a pretty, young lass into having a fling.” Finn frowned thoughtfully. “I’m sure I managed that too, but damn, I wish I could remember it.”

      Cael looked down at the fancy suit he wore—not his usual attire—and realized Finn was similarly dressed. He figured they must have been together at some formal event. Maybe a police benefit. Cael gestured toward the gun. “Hey, are you my partner? I’m a detective. NYPD, 19th Precinct. Manhattan actually.”

      “Nah, can’t say I ever went in for any detective work. Besides, I bide in Crail Harbor.”

      “Where?”

      “Scotland. You know, the East Neuk of Fife,” Finn stated as if he should know that.

      Cael frowned. What was he doing with a guy from Scotland? He reached into the smooth, dark fabric of his pants pocket for his cell phone, except his pocket was empty. He probed around in the other one, only to find a stick of spearmint gum and a magnolia leaf. “Hmmm … wonder what this is from … and where’s my wallet?” He patted his coat pocket but didn’t feel anything, not even his own holstered gun. Instantly his internal radar blasted red warning lights in his head. “Shit. No phone, no wallet. I always have my phone. You got a phone?”

      Finn looked at him and nodded. “Oh, yeah,” then checked his pocket, pulled out a slim cell phone, and stared at it as if he’d never seen it before.

      “What’s wrong?”

      “Strange. This doesn’t look like my phone.”

      “It looks like a new model, not one I recognize. Let me have it.”

      “Who you gonna call?” Finn laughed.

      Cael smirked as the old “Ghost Buster” song came to his mind. “Not going there. I’m gonna call … um ….” He really didn’t know whom he should call. He hadn’t bothered to memorize any phone numbers since they were all in his phone, and besides, there were way too many to even try to remember them all. “My mom. I’ll call my mom.” That was a number he’d known since he was a kid.

      Finn gawked at him. “We’re stranded on a beautiful deserted piece of paradise and you’re going to call your mother?”

      “Yeah. Why? Who else should we call?”

      “How about some lovely piece of ass? Gimme, I got people, I’ll call somebody.” Finn snatched the phone from Cael and pushed a few buttons. Frowning, he held the phone to his ear and waited. He shook his head and glanced at the device. “No signal.”

      “Huh.” Cael sank down to sit in the powdery white sand with his knees up, arms resting over them. The guy, Finn, sat next to him, mimicking the position and they stared at the waves lapping softly in front of them, the gentle foam spilling over the beach. Cael looked across the deep blue lagoon at two towering peaks of sheer black rock, dominating the center of the island’s lush green tropical slopes. Hillsides blossoming with hibiscus flowed over the valley below. “Well, we certainly are overdressed for this place.”

      “That’s no lie. Where are we?”

      “I’m not sure. This beach seems so familiar, like I’ve been here before. I’m sure of it. I just can’t figure out when.” He hit his hand to his forehead as it dawned on him and he remembered his friend, Stefan, showing him pictures of this place. He and Stefan had argued about the pronunciation of the names of the volcanoes. It turned out Stefan had been correct as Cael now recalled the conversation. “Oh yeah, now I know. I’ve seen pictures of this lagoon online. I think it’s Bora Bora. See those two black peaks? They look just like the picture of the two extinct volcanoes. One is Mount Pahia and the other is Mount Otemanu.”

      “Well now, not only one of New York’s finest, but the perfect little informative tour guide.”

      Ignoring Finn’s dig, Cael nodded. “Yep, I bet that’s where we are.”

      “But how did we get here?” Finn asked.

      Cael gave his mysterious comrade a sideways glance and shrugged. “Beats me.” There was no way in hell he was going reveal the fact he teleported the two of them to this spot of paradise. Particularly not knowing more about his strange companion—a companion with a gun in his hand, that was only minutes ago cocked and most likely loaded. Granted, it wasn’t pointed directly at Cael, but the guy’s finger had been on the trigger. What had he been so ready to shoot?

      “Maybe we were shipwrecked and hit our heads on something and that’s why we can’t remember,” Finn suggested.

      Cael looked at their suits, a little soiled with spots of dirt here and there, but not wet.“Maybe, but highly unlikely since our clothes are still nicely pressed.”

      “Good point.”

      A puzzle. Cael rubbed his hand through his hair, positive he could have come up with some fabricated explanation to hide how he figured they’d ended up on this beach, had he actually remembered the real scenario. Given the circumstances of the position they appeared in when they materialized, he ascertained they must have been wrestling for the gun and somehow, something or someone stripped them of their memories right before they disappeared. Just how that had happened and why they’d been struggling, he didn’t have a clue.

      “Well, if we’re going to be stranded somewhere, I can’t think of any better place.” Finn rubbed his chin and smiled. “We must be here for some fancy schmancy event.”

      “Right,” Cael agreed, but the agreement was only spoken, not believed. Of course, Cael wasn’t stranded and he didn’t think they’d be in Bora Bora dressed in suits on purpose. All he had to do was dematerialize and go wherever he wanted. He didn’t think the guy next to him had that ability or any other supernatural gift, for that matter. Just an intuition. As he concentrated a little on the guy’s thoughts, nothing out of the ordinary surfaced, but how much of their memories were gone?

      The last major event in Cael’s life that he could remember was a very sad thought. His best friend Stefan and his wife Claire, recently died in a plane crash heading to this same spot, tragically leaving behind their young daughter, Breena. The girl had no living blood relatives, so Cael helped his mom get Breena settled into the Sectory with her. His mother decided to adopt Breena, something Cael had considered, even knowing he didn’t exactly lead the ideal sort of life a little girl needed. Stefan and Cael had been inseparable as kids; Siana practically raised Stefan right along with Cael. When Stefan and Claire had Breena, Cael’s mother was as close as any grandmother. In actuality, Siana was the nearest thing to a grandmother Breena had. Cael shook the sad thoughts from his mind. Maybe he’d come to Bora Bora to forget or remember. He’d been sick with guilt, wishing he’d been around to teleport the two instead of letting them fly. They’d been on their way here to Tahiti, sort of a belated honeymoon, because they never had the chance to have one. Claire had gotten pregnant during the wedding planning and the baby came early. He supposed it was the perfect place to mourn his best friend, considering, but that didn’t explain the gun-toting man sitting beside him.

      Suspicious as the situation was, the guy seemed harmless aside from the gun, which now lay between them in the sand. Cael considered picking it up, but he didn’t know this guy and didn’t want him to become alarmed. It would be better for that nifty little pistol to be in his hand though, instead of taking the chance of it being pointed at his chest any time soon. He could just teleport the hell out of there and leave the guy wondering what happened. Unfortunately, that wasn’t something Cael could see himself doing, even if he never planned to see the guy again after this. His ability to teleport had always been something he kept secret, not wanting to astound or frighten any one with what he was capable of doing. From his experience, people were always afraid of things they didn’t understand and having someone disappear right in front of your eyes definitely fell under that category. That in itself was another problem, though. For all Cael knew, Finn could be somebody he was protecting, or worse, someone he was protecting someone else from. Bottom line, he didn’t know who Finn was, therefore he couldn’t just leave him.

      Cael glanced up at the sound of a motor as a small boat, carrying a young couple made its way toward them. The driver cut the engine and the boat glided onto the sandy shore about fifty feet away from them. Good thing they hadn’t been on the little moto when he and Finn arrived. For some reason, Cael didn’t have any recollection of surveying the area before materializing here, something he always did to avoid spooking any unsuspecting people as he appeared out of thin air.

      Cael eyed the Glock and just decided to pick it up. He tapped Finn on the shoulder with the gun so he’d see it. “Come on. Let’s go see if we can mooch a ride to the mainland. Got any money?”
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      Cael and Finn hurried over to the boat, waving. “Hey, man, are we glad to see you. Do you think we can get a lift to the mainland?” Cael asked.

      The couple looked at each other and the young man nodded. “Sure. We saw you two sitting there and thought we’d better stop and see if you needed help. How’d you get over here, anyway?”

      A reasonable question, Cael thought. “We, uh … were with a tour group. We seem to have been left behind.”

      “A tour? Dressed like that?” The young man had a heavy French accent mixed with what Cael thought must be Tahitian.

      “Yeah, well, it was a celebration of sorts,” Finn provided. “A, uh … a wedding.”

      Cael was impressed with Finn’s quick thinking. “Yeah, a wedding. We went off exploring and when we came back they’d all left.”

      The couple eyed them suspiciously but nodded. “Okay. Hop on.”

      Fifteen minutes later, Cael and Finn stepped off the boat onto some wobbly wooden planks that appeared to be a homemade dock about three feet wide and extending about ten feet out into the water.

      Finn reached into his pocket, pulled out a couple of twenties and handed them to the young man. The guy shook his head. “No need. Do you need a ride into town?”

      “Thank you. We could use a ride to a hotel,” Cael said, then glanced at Finn. “You have more money, right?” When Finn nodded, he added, “I’ll be able to get some as soon as we get to the hotel.”

      “That’s going to be hard without an ID,” Finn whispered.

      “Hmmm. Guess you’re my new best friend then.”

      “Bloody hell,” Finn said. “Let’s go.”

      No way was Cael leaving Finn, especially not knowing why they were wrestling when they materialized here. He decided to just play it out and pretend he was stuck without any means to get by. Maybe in a short time, he’d be able to sneak off and get his wallet. The problem was he had no idea where to go find it. Damn. He knew he could go to the Sectory, but even that might not be any help. He didn’t think he lived there anymore so his wallet definitely should not be there. Asking his mother for money for something stupid like this was out of the question. She’d smirk in that delicate way she had and think him an idiot for not remembering something he surely should recall. Christ, he’d never live it down. Finn had a point. The last person Cael wanted to contact was his mother. However, he could sneak into the Sectory, get to his own personal safe and be in and out before she even knew he’d been there. Not only can I not remember shit, I’ve also been reduced to a common thief, contemplating robbing my own fucking safe. Yeah, I’ll never live this down.
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        * * *

      

      Once they got to the hotel, they registered for a room. Finn paid for the room with cash, stating he never carried credit cards, which Cael thought was mighty peculiar and only reinforced his suspicions that the guy was not to be trusted. Who carries around that much cash these days when there’s an ATM on just about every corner and in every grocery store? Well, maybe not here in Bora Bora, so he considered himself lucky that Finn had all that money. He just didn’t know whom to contact about him. This was the strangest predicament he’d ever experienced. Wait and see, he decided. Wait and see.

      They got a suite, two bedrooms split by a sitting room complete with mini bar. Well, at least they’d be comfortable while he racked his brain for answers. Still saddened with grief about Stefan and Claire, Cael opened the small fridge and pulled out a couple of beers. “Drink?” he asked, holding one out to Finn.

      “Yeah, sure.”

      Cael walked out on the deck facing a pretty awesome view of the ocean, sat down on one of the chaises, leaned back and put his feet up. Two seconds later, Finn joined him in the other chair.

      “Nice view,” Finn uttered.

      “Yeah. So tell me about yourself, Finn.”

      He shrugged. “What’s to tell?”

      “Well, I don’t suppose you remember where you were, so how about we start with your last name? I gave you mine, but you never said yours.”

      “Graham.”

      “Okay. How old are you?”

      “Hmmm … thirty-four last time I checked. You?”

      “Twenty-five.”

      Finn made a little scoffing sound and squeezed his eyebrows together. “You look a little older than that, a little more experienced than a kid of twenty-five … especially the way you handle yourself.”

      “Yeah?” Cael wasn’t sure if he was flattered or not.

      “What’d you do with my gun?”

      “I have it here. I’ll just hold on to it for a while if you don’t mind, considering you were pointing it at me when we arrived.”

      “I wasn’t actually pointing it at you. As I remember it, the gun was mostly dangling from my hand while we were latched on to each other as if our lives depended on it. Wish I knew why. Maybe I should be the one leery of you. Speaking of arriving …” Finn took a swig of his beer, “how the hell did we get here? Do you have some magical ability to transport through space?”

      Cael raised his eyebrows at the guy, surprised he would blurt something like that out and wondered how much he knew about his kind of people.

      Finn laughed. “Unless you have a better explanation. I mean, I know a couple of lads back home who can do some fun magic tricks. There’s a guy who can light a candle just by thinking about it, or so he claims. I’ve seen him do it, though I haven’t figured out what his gimmick is yet. Another guy could move a quarter across the table. Those two were always pulling those little stunts, trying to impress the ladies. Worked too, most of the time and since I usually benefited, I always went along with their little jokes, pretending I could do things as well. I learned a few cards tricks and I do a little disappearing act with a quarter and a napkin. Always made the ladies giggle when the quarter appeared in their hair. Gave me a chance to run my fingers through it—a sample of what was to come.” Finn licked his lips and Cael frowned. Is this guy for real?

      Finn caught Cael’s serious stare. “Oh, come on, man. I’m just grasping at straws here. I haven’t got a clue.”

      Cael nodded. “Okay.”

      Finn ordered a pizza from room service since neither man wanted to go out in the fancy suits they were wearing. The island had an extremely laid-back atmosphere, not many tuxes walking around. They needed to get some clothes sooner or later and Cael needed to get some money.

      Once the pizza arrived, they devoured it in minutes, then Finn stretched out on the sofa, his shirt unbuttoned most of the way and un-tucked from his pants.

      “Too bad there’s no TV in here. I could really get lost in a football game right about now, you know that game you Americans call soccer?”

      “Yeah, I got it, but since this is a honeymoon resort, maybe they figure there shouldn’t be a need for televisions.”

      “Don’t look at me, sweetheart.” Finn made some kissing noises and winked. “I didn’t pick this place … at least I don’t think I did.” Finn chuckled and closed his eyes.

      Cael leaned back and pinched his eyes, willing the onset of a headache away. The minute Cael heard Finn snoring he went into his room, shut the door, then disappeared. Materializing a few seconds later in the vault room of the Sectory, he went to the closed door and listened, just in case. He didn’t want to have to explain to his mother why he was sneaking around.

      Vault room was only a name Cael gave the closet-sized space because it contained both his and his mom’s safes. The door did have a lock on it, even though there wasn’t much to worry about with any of the other people who periodically stayed at the Sectory, nor with any of the permanent residents, like Ben or Red, aka Dr. Flynn. However, Cael didn’t have the combination to his mother’s safe and she didn’t have his. Perfect.

      When he opened the safe, he was surprised to see a small black book among the cash there. He picked it up and immediately recognized it as the sacred book. Well, how did this get in there? I thought Ristéard had it hidden away somewhere. No one else had the combination to his safe. This lack of memory thing was becoming a nuisance, actually more of a worry now that he thought about it. He put the book back inside, grabbed some cash and closed the safe door. A few seconds later, he stood in the middle of the room he might be calling home for a while. He wasn’t quite sure how he was going to explain the cash he now had to his roommate without divulging a little about his ability. That wasn’t something he wanted to do. He’d just have to see how gullible his new companion was when he told him he’d forgotten about the secret pocket in his suit coat. Sure, that might fly, considering neither one of them could remember jack shit.

      Now that he was back in the straw-thatched bungalow in Bora Bora, Cael settled into bed, closed his eyes and thought about Stefan and Claire. He missed his friends. Was it their deaths that brought him to Bora Bora? If so, why bring this character Finn with him?

      It was going to take some time to figure it all out, but hey, he couldn’t think of a nicer place to be than here in paradise. Now that he had some money, maybe he and Finn should check out some of the local dives. No better way to get to know someone than to live and hang out with them for a while. Neither one of them had a passport, so he didn’t think Finn would be in any hurry to go anywhere any time soon. Might as well relax and enjoy the vacation and figure out just who this Finn was and why neither of them remembered anything.
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      For the umpteenth time over the past two weeks, Addie recited the words over and over again in her head, begging, pleading Cael, please remember me. Please remember you love me.

      Dragging her useless, helpless, and now rail-thin frame from the bed—their bed, his bed—she stumbled into the bathroom, hardly recognizing the person in the mirror. The sunken, dark eyes, her gaunt face with the now indented cheeks, only made her brown eyes look larger and more recessed, giving her face a hollow look. Well, that was fine, now her face matched her hollow and empty soul.

      She couldn’t work, couldn’t sleep, couldn’t eat. Gerry threatened to give her job to Darcy permanently if she didn’t snap out of it and get her rear end into the bar soon. She didn’t care. Why should she? Let Darcy have the damn job. She didn’t need it. She had her trust fund, didn’t she? She couldn’t face going in there, seeing all those people, everyone asking how she was getting along … without Cael—the unspoken part of the sentence. Well, how the hell did they think she was? She just lost the man she loved. Lost her dad the year before. Who would she lose next? Maia? The twins, who weren’t even born yet? Unthinkable. But, as the old saying went, bad things happened in threes. Maybe if she stayed home, away from other people, nobody else would die or disappear. Her family, friends, had all taken turns checking in on her, Darcy one day, Maia another. Gerry and Cael’s uncle Bart even stopped by. Once a day, someone would come knocking on her door, trying to coax her out of the house. “Not ready,” she’d say. “I need time.” How much time does a person normally require before they learn to cope with the loss of a loved one? Learn to cope? She didn’t want to learn to cope. Addie hadn’t had much time with Cael to begin with. She felt cheated and resentful that she didn’t get to love and enjoy her soul mate for any longer than only a few short months. According to Maia, Cael and Addie were fated. She and Cael had joked, laughing about it being a secret fate because of Addie’s secluded and sheltered childhood. Well, fate was cruel, wasn’t it?

      Standing at the enormous window in a bedroom fit for a princess, Addie stared out at the picturesque view as the waves crashed against the rocks below. It was much like any other day, but today, the way they smashed and splashed up the side of the cliff reminded her of another time—a pleasant but scary time. Most days she avoided this window. The bittersweet memory stabbed at the ache already in her heart. Today, though, Addie stood mesmerized, reliving the events of the first day she ever looked out this window in the fairytale of a house she now lived in, alone.

      The sorrow overwhelmed her as her fingertips tingled. She held out her hands as the flames grew into a ball, rising up her arm. The heat across her chest didn’t seem to bother her as much as the broken heart within her. The flames died out and she sighed, wishing the heat had smothered her pain. She should have been shocked at the unusual and dazzling display of what she’d just done, but nothing seemed to evoke any emotion from her these days. She closed her eyes, and practically zombie-like, ventured down the stairs, pointing her fingers at the fireplace on the way, causing flames to flare up.

      “Shit.” Too strong. She hurried to the fireplace and closed the metal screen. The fire warmed her bare legs. She hadn’t bothered to get dressed, hadn’t for a couple of weeks now, and was still wearing Cael’s black silk boxer shorts and his over-sized dark green wool sweater that hung down to her mid thighs. It was basically the same outfit she’d worn for the past week, just switching to another of his shirts and shorts every couple of days; refusing to wash them. They all smelled like him. Addie rejected the idea of wearing her own clothes, needing Cael’s masculine scent of musk close to her nose, and some of his sweatshirts still carried a hint of sea salt from when he’d walked or jogged along the beach. Besides, there was nobody Addie wanted to get dressed to impress. Addie shrugged thinking of Cael’s uncle, realizing why he’d stopped coming by. He must have sensed how his presence reminded her too much of Cael. When Darcy or Maia showed up at her door, they didn’t care what she wore. In fact, Addie thought they understood how she needed to have a piece of Cael close to her. They both had men of their own. Lovers. They knew how much it would hurt to lose one of them ... or did they? Maybe that was one of those things you never really knew how it felt unless it happened.

      Darcy came by yesterday around dinnertime, doing her best to coax Addie out to the bar and grill for something to eat. Addie assured her friend that she was okay and promised Darcy that she would come out in a few days. “I only need another week,” she told her, more to convince herself than Darcy. Addie would probably cave by then and go, mostly because Darcy threatened with the old “if you don’t, I’ll drag your butt out whether you want to go or not” approach.

      The knock at the door shouldn’t have startled Addie, but it did. She didn’t want to be bothered today, but knew if she didn’t answer and it was Maia, her aunt would only continue to knock until Addie responded. Sure enough when she opened the door, Maia stood complete with a sweet smiling face and very pregnant stomach, clutching a round plastic container. Addie caught a whiff of chicken tortilla soup—Maia’s specialty.

      “Hi, sweetie.”

      “Hi,” Addie mumbled back.

      When Addie didn’t say anything else, Maia added, “Are you going to let me in? It’s a little chilly out here.”

      “Oh. Sure. Come on in.” Addie opened the door wide and shivered a little as the cool air swept over her arms and bare legs. “You really don’t need to keep bringing me things to eat. I can fend for myself, you know.”

      “Yes, I know you can, but I also know you’re not.” Maia stepped closer, her hand brushing away the dirty strand of hair hanging over Addie’s eyes, studying them as if she’d find the key to all Addie’s emotions. “Addie, you can’t keep this up. Hibernating here in Cael’s underwear is not going to make him come back.”

      Addie shot her an indignant glare. Outrage poured through her veins. Unable to look at Maia any longer for fear of saying something she’d regret, she crossed her arms over her chest and stared at the floor. How dare Maia talk to her that way after everything she’d been through?

      “Don’t give me that look. You know it’s true.” Maia shoved the plastic bowl at her. “Here.”

      Stunned a little, Addie held the bowl and stared at it. “Thanks.” Forcing her eyes back up to Maia’s she managed to add in a soft, shaky voice, “I’m sorry. I’m just feeling a bit lost. I’m sad, so, so sad, Maia.”

      Maia placed her arm around Addie as they walked into the kitchen. “I know, honey. We are all sad right along with you, but you can’t keep hiding here. You need to start taking care of yourself a little bit better.”

      “I will. I just need more time.”

      Maia removed her arm from Addie, stepped back and narrowed her eyes into a glare, crossing both arms over her chest and causing them to rest on top of her pregnant stomach where twin baby girls grew. “How much time, Addison?” Her voice stern, her lips thinned into a straight line, she continued, “How much time do you need to waste away so far that you can’t come back?”

      Addie blinked. Maia never called her Addison, ever. At least not that she could remember.

      “I don’t know!” she shouted back. “I’m sorry. I am doing the best I can right now. I’ve never been in love before. I didn’t know it could hurt so much.”

      Maia sighed. “You can’t keep this up. I won’t let you.”

      “I’m not going to apologize for missing and loving Cael. It … it just isn’t fair.”

      “Nobody said life was fair and God knows you’ve had your share of heartbreak. No one is arguing that.”

      “We were …” she stole a blurry-eyed glance at Maia. “You said it was fate, remember? You said Cael and I were meant to be together and that it must be fate. Only, how could that be true when we didn’t have much time?”

      “I know, honey, but you can’t go on moping around like this. Listen. Breena’s birthday party is this weekend. You are coming, right?”

      Addie shrugged. She didn’t want to go, didn’t want to see Breena or Cael’s mother. It would only be another reminder of Cael. She sighed heavily and put her face into her hands. Everything was a reminder of Cael.

      “You promised Breena you would be there. It’s her tenth birthday and Cael won’t be there for her. You have to go.”

      Addie nodded, barely looking at Maia. “I know.”

      “Okay. Gerry and I will pick you up at noon. Siana will be coming to get us at twelve-thirty to go to the Sectory. What did you get Breena?”

      Addie stared blankly at Maia. “Oh no! I haven’t gotten her anything, yet.”

      “Well, you have all week, but don’t worry. I took the liberty and bought something for you to give her. It’s a heart pendant and I had it engraved. Here.” Maia shoved a small box into Addie’s hands. “I figured you would have forgotten since you are consumed with grief, which I’m not negating, but you really need to snap out of it. Cael wouldn’t want you doing this to yourself.”

      The words were harsh, but Addie knew Maia loved her and only wanted the best for her so she let them slide. “I will. I mean … I’ll try.” Addie sighed, watching Maia place her hand over the twins inside her womb. “I’m sorry. How are you feeling? Are they giving you any pain?”

      “No.” Maia laughed. “Though I’m sure they will later. They’re just active this morning, which is good.” She strolled to the door. “Eat the soup, Addie, and come to the bar tonight. Everybody misses you.” As Maia strolled toward the door she called over her shoulder, “Oh, and if you don’t like the pendant, I got it at Sheila’s on the beach. She said you can still return it and get something else, even though it’s engraved.”

      The door closed, leaving Addie alone with her sorrow once again. She opened the box, pulled out the necklace and read the inscription on the back of the gold heart. “Forever Friends.” Addie smiled. She couldn’t have picked a better gift. Breena was going to love this. Yeah, she’d go to the party, but she honestly didn’t know how she would muster the courage to face them without breaking down, sobbing. She hadn’t seen Breena since Maia’s wedding. One of the last things Breena said to her before leaving was, “Please don
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