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​WE WITCHES THREE PART 4, ISLE OF SOULS
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CHARLIE HOWARD REACHED down, extending his hand to his brother. “Sorry.” He helped Michael off the floor.

“Don't be.” He let out an irritated wince. “I should have been able to block that spell.”

Their mentor, and vampire, William Wakefield, had wasted no time after announcing he wanted to further their training in magical combat; which began by transforming the basement of the Howard Mansion into a practice room. Mats lined the floor and walls, to soften falls and take the brunt of misdirected spells. After two days of training separately, William now had them dueling each other. 

Charlie glanced up the stairs, his weary stare catching the eye of both Michael and William. 

“Perhaps we should take a break,” suggested William. “It’s nearing lunchtime. Although, one must be able to perform in combat no matter what concerns are tossing around the mind.”

Charlie nodded. “You’re right, William. I didn’t sleep last night and I just...” He let out a frustrated groan for the umpteenth time in three days. “I just don’t get it! Something has to have happened! Melinda’s been holed up in her room since the whole mermaid/bloodsucker craziness went down. What the heck happened?”

Michael wore the same look on his face as Charlie. He was worried too, and he had the added fun of his empathic abilities zoning in on his brother’s distress, amplifying his own. “We obviously missed something,” he managed. 

Something neither of them could figure out, and Melinda wasn’t sharing.  

They had already had this same discussion numerous times and the result had not changed.

“I can’t believe this is happening again,” continued Michael. “Melinda was doing so well and boom, locked in her bedroom again. And there’s such an array of emotions spewing out of her right now I can’t even be close to her room, never mind figure out what’s wrong. It’s bad enough being around you,” he aimed at his brother.  

“We have to get her out of her room,” Charlie spoke decidedly. “Even if I have to drag her out of there. When was the last time she even ate?”

“Yesterday afternoon,” replied William. “I brought up a tray and remained until she had eaten.” The only thing he had been able to ascertain is that it had nothing to do with what had transpired between the two of them. At least, she had promised this was true. He wasn’t sure he believed her. 

But she wasn’t talking to him either. She seemed to want to, but whenever he tried to get her to talk, she froze up. It hurt to see her like this. In obvious pain, but over what, no one was sure. He hoped it really didn’t have anything to do with him. Or her dreams. He didn’t want to think about her dreams of them together, and let out an involuntary shudder.

Charlie turned to Michael. “And Emily says she has no idea either?” 

Michael shook his head, his mind blank as to what else to say.

“It must have been a prophetic dream.” Charlie had already suggested this numerous times, simply because he could draw no other conclusion. 

“She insisted she did not have a vision,” William reminded. “I asked her again this morning. But she refused to say more.” He paused as if wanting to say something else but held his tongue. 

“What?” coaxed Charlie. 

“She had been crying. She tried to hide it, but the signs were obvious.” 

“What on earth upset her like this?” Michael slammed his fist into the matted wall.

“The question is how long do we let it go on? How do we find out what happened?” Charlie looked at Michael and William for their input. 

Michael just shrugged his shoulders, out of ideas. 

William stared past Charlie at a blank space on the wall, sifting through memory after memory for something he might have missed. His body was still as stone until quite suddenly he dashed up the stairs towards the kitchen, stating, “I will try again.” 

He had been so focused on the them part of the equation, he’d forgotten about the other them. Melinda and the young man she had been dating in secret. Perhaps it was this that had upset her, and if it was, it meant this man had hurt her in some manner. A snarl threatened to wretch out of William’s throat. The man and his motorcycle wouldn’t survive another day if he’d hurt Melinda in any fashion. 

Charlie and Michael followed him up the stairs and into the kitchen. They threw together some sandwiches and hadn’t gotten more than a few bites in when the Mack line rang- the direct phone line from the sheriff of The Demon Isle to the phone in the Howards’ kitchen. 

If she was calling the Howards, it meant she needed their help. Something neither was eager to do seeing as their sister, Melinda, was refusing to come out of her bedroom, and refusing to explain why.

“You wanna get it or shall I?” droned Michael.

Charlie grabbed the line, his voice deflated. “Hiya, Mack.” 

“Charlie?” a shaky voice questioned.

“Um, yes. This is Charlie Howard. Who is this?”

“Sorry, it’s me, Eva. Jordan,” she clarified, as if Charlie would not remember her. “I’m with Sheriff Briggs, she told me to pick up this line and you’d answer.” 

“Oh. Hi, Eva. Sorry. It’s just that no one but Ma... Sheriff Briggs, ever calls us on this line. What’s up?”

“It’s my dad, Charlie. He’s missing.”

“Missing?” repeated Charlie. Both Michael and William perked up as he spoke. 

“Yes. I haven’t seen him since yesterday morning and I’m getting really worried. It’s not like him to just disappear. Mack’s putting out an APB for him now, but, well, I think he might have gotten himself into some you-know-what kind of trouble,” she trailed off, uncertainty heavy in her silence. 

Charlie understood that Eva meant possible supernatural trouble; the sort of trouble that he and his siblings, as witches, often dealt with as protectors of The Demon Isle. 

“Okay, um, you stay put. We’ll meet you at the sheriff’s office as fast as we can.” Eva did not answer. “Okay?”

“Sorry. Yeah, I’ll be here.”

“Okay, I’ll see you in a few minutes.”

“Charlie,” she caught him before hanging up. 

“Yeah.”

“Thanks for coming. I really appreciate it.” 

“Don’t worry, Eva. Whatever’s happened, we’ll find him.” He hung up before she could reply, looking into the faces of Michael and William. 

William, of course, already knew what had happened thanks to his keen vampire hearing, so Charlie spoke directly to Michael. 

“Eva Jordan’s father is missing. Possible supernatural cause.” 

“Oh. Wow. Well, we’d better get moving.” He got up to get ready. 

“What about Melinda?” Charlie eyed Michael and William.

“I have her lunch prepared. I will explain that we are leaving, and catch up with you,” advised William. 

Michael grabbed his cell. “I’ll phone Emily, and have her stop in and check up on Sis, after her shift at the bookstore. She’s done in a couple of hours.” 

“Okay, let’s get moving,” said Charlie. “I’m heading to the sheriff’s office. Michael, why don’t you drive the jeep and meet me there, I have a feeling we’re going to need it.” 

Michael nodded, simultaneously grabbing the jeep keys and dialing Emily’s phone number, as Charlie darted out the front door, down the stone steps and onto the cobblestone street. 

William took hold of the food tray and headed upstairs to Melinda’s bedroom. 

Michael held his phone to his ear while checking the jeep’s supplies, in case they were out for an extended period of time. 

“Hello there my handsome Howard,” Emily giggled into the line as she answered his call. “Miss me?” 

“Well hello to you too, my beautiful bookstore manager.” He tried to sound playful, but she heard the strained undertones. “And yes. Missing you like crazy. Especially missing that little...” there was a cough, followed by a click. 

“Sorry. I had to get you off speakerphone. You know me. Trying to work and talk at the same time.”

He chuckled, picturing the pink in her cheeks if he’d finished that sentence. 

“How’s Melinda this morning?” she asked him. 

“God, Em. She’s... the same. Still locked in her room. I was hoping you wouldn’t mind stopping in after work and looking in on her.”

“You guys headed somewhere?”

“Yeah. Got a call on the Mack line. Got a job to do and we’re not sure how long we’ll be away.”  

“I can check in on her. I don’t mind, Michael. She’s like my sister. Maybe she’ll finally open up about what’s got her locked up there.” 

“I hope you’re right, Em. We’re going nuts trying to figure out what happened.” 

“I’ll give it my best.” Emily had a sneaking suspicion that Melinda’s woes were of the guy problem variety. But her friend had told her about Riley in confidence. After three days though, she was starting to worry that keeping her friend’s secret might have been a mistake. “So what’s the job?” she asked Michael. 

“Actually, Eva Jordan’s father is missing, and she fears it might be for a supernatural reason.”

“Oh dear,” responded Emily. “I hope he’s okay. Poor man. Poor Eva.”

“Yeah, I could tell by Charlie’s reaction that Eva’s pretty worried.” He darted back into the kitchen, opening a cupboard lined with vials. He gently pushed the vials around until he’d located the ones he was looking for. 

Emily heard the clinking of the glass. “Gathering potions?” 

“You know me so well.” He got back out to the jeep and opened the dashboard. A tray popped out with perfectly shaped holders for the glass vials. An invention they had installed just the day before as part of their new security measures. It was a much more secure method to travel with, and store, potions. After discovering that a potion had taken their mother’s life, it had been a priority to make using them safer. 

He slipped them inside and closed the dash, got himself belted into the jeep. “Guess I gotta run, Em.” He let out a long breath. 

“You okay, Michael? You sound tired.”

“Me, tired? I can’t imagine what would be keeping me up at night.”

“Hm. Someone did tell me they caught you hooking up with some southern gal.”

He let out a laugh. “I can’t wait to see you.”

“Me too. But maybe tonight, I can’t believe I’m saying this, but maybe we should try to get a few hours of actual sleep.” 

“Ugh. It’s sad, but I think you’re right. How about I sneak into your bed just after dark?”

“Why would you have to sneak? My father doesn’t care.”

“I just thought it sounded more fun.”

“That’s true. Okay, so you sneak into my bed...”

“And we snuggle up. I’ll wrap my arms around you, we can watch a movie, actually watch the movie. And I stay over, and we sleep. A lot.”

“You mean you would stay all night?” 

“Yeah. If that’s okay.” There was a slight pause. “Is that okay?”

She sighed. “Can you sneak into my bed now?”

“You have no idea how badly I’d love to hide under your sheets.”

“That doesn’t sound like sleep happening at all,” she teased. “I really would love it if you spent an entire night, Michael. I can’t imagine anything better than waking up with you.” 

Michael was already thinking about how they’d work out living together in his mind. She’d want to stay with her father. He preferred to stay in the mansion, only because it was easier with the job he had to do. He guessed they’d just have to spend a few nights at her place, and a few at his. 

“You got quiet,” she noted. 

“Sorry. I was picturing some way to wake up next to you, every morning.” 

“You were?”

“Yeah. I know it’s fast. And yet it feels like it’s taken forever. I just want you, Em. All of you. All the time. I can’t get enough.”

“Dang it, Michael Howard. If you were standing here right now...”

“You’d what?” He heard a ding. 

“Customer just came into the store. Sorry, you’ll have to take a rain check.”

“That is a true shame. But I gotta run too, Em. Love you.”

“Love you, too. Be careful out there,” she ordered him. “I’ll check in on Melinda before I sneak home and crawl into bed. I’ll be waiting for you.”

“Dressed?” 

She cleared her throat. “It’s a sleep night, remember?”

Michael groaned. Sleep night was sounding less and less fun with each passing minute.  

“Something tells me sleep night just got canceled.”

“How about we make it a very early night,” Michael countered. 

“I might be talked into that. But I’ll need a little one on one coaxing.”

Michael groaned, starting a countdown of the hours until the end of the day. He heard a customer holler out a question in the background. 

“Sorry, Michael. I really do have to go now. Customer needs help.”

“Yeah, I gotta meet Charlie. Bye, Em.” He disconnected and sped out of the driveway towards the sheriff’s office. 
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MELINDA SAT UP IN HER bed, leaving her toes covered by the sheets piled near the end of her mattress. She had her window open and a cool breeze wafted inside, carrying in the scents of recent rain. It had finally stopped, but it had been raining off and on for three days. 

She was wearing the same tank top and shorts as when the rain had started. She had barely eaten, or drank anything (other than too many glasses of wine). And she hadn’t left her bedroom once. 

William and her brothers had tried, repeatedly, to ask her why she was suddenly in hiding. But she could not tell them. She could not utter the words. She could barely admit it to herself. 

She had dated a Deane. Worse, she had fallen hard for and slept with a Deane. 

Riley, her molasses eyed motorcycle man, had turned out to be Riley Deane... Deanes being longtime enemies of both the Howard Witches and The Demon Isle. 

A long time ago, the Deanes had warred with the Howards over control of the Isle, and lost. But not without killing a few Howards first. 

They had only discovered the Deanes had returned to the Isle just a few days prior, but Melinda had never dreamed that the new love of her life, Riley, was one of them. 

It seemed so obvious now. He had just arrived. He was new on the Isle. Locals had tossed her dirty looks when they saw the two of them together. How she and her family had missed who they were, she wasn’t sure. Although they had been busy fighting bloodsuckers, dealing with the alpha werewolf-shapeshifter, and reeling over the possibility that their father, Jack, was still alive. Missing. Very likely held prisoner, but they hoped, alive. 

These things were not valid excuses for Melinda. She should have guessed. Should have figured it out. She should not have allowed this to happen. 

Perhaps if they hadn’t all been so stubborn about it and had walked right up to the Deane Manor and introduced themselves, reminding them that they, the Howards, protected this Isle, she would have known then and there, rather than after it was already too late. 

“No. That’s not true,” she muttered. “I didn’t find out the Deanes were back until after I’d already spent the day with him at the quarry,” she groaned. “Why am I such an idiot?” 

She’d been waiting for Riley to arrive at the Wicked Muddy Café, three nights ago. She had planned on spending the night with him. Or at least a good portion of it. Was it really just three days? It seemed more like weeks, not days. Grace had been sitting with her when it happened. When Melinda had discovered her Riley was a Deane. 

She had just stared in shock, unable to speak as he approached the café. Once she had finally spoken and confirmed his name, Riley still didn’t comprehend what was happening. He kept asking her what was wrong, confused by her sudden inability to speak to him. 

Grace caught on though. The look on her face said it all – a Howard and a Deane, dating! Holy hotcakes and syrup! I’d never thought I’d see the day. 

Melinda fled. Just ran away from him without explanation.  

Riley followed at first, begging her to talk to him. She stopped and faced him, but no words came out. Only tears. She turned away, ignoring his pleas and headed straight home. 

Riley returned to the café and plunked down in a chair. 

“Oh, sonny,” professed Grace, the owner of the café. “Ya don’t realize, do ya?” Her voice held true compassion for what she was about to reveal. 

“What don’t I realize?” he asked her, pleading to understand. 

“That there young lady you’ve been dating, is Melinda Howard.”  

Riley bounded out of the seat and almost tripped, her words pummeling him with the terrible truth. “Melinda Howard?”

Grace silently confirmed. 

Riley’s thoughts spun wildly, trying to process this information. 

This can’t be happening. 

She can’t be a... a Howard. 

My brother is going to kill me. 

His stomach revolted at the thought of having to tell his brother what he’d done. And how the rest of the Howard family would react once they found out. 

He spun around just in time to catch Melinda’s frame vanish around a corner. Why? Of all the women? How did he not discover this sooner? 

I wasn’t thinking with my head is why. 

How did I do all those things with her, and not even know her last name? 

I let myself get carried away. Again. I’m such an idiot. 

I should have known it was all too good to be true. She couldn’t be so perfect. 

Of all the women I could have met.  

This is not going to end well. 

End? 

It’s over. 

And it shouldn’t have ever started!

So why was it the feeling he got sometimes, the one that told him there was someplace he needed to be, why did it lead him to her? So they could fall head over heels in love only to have it stripped from them? So his heart could get broken again? What was the point of it all? His feeling had never let him down so badly before. 

Melinda was the most incredible and unexpected thing that had ever happened to him. Especially after begrudgingly coming to live on the Isle with his brother. The thought of being here with her, made it survivable. 

And now... 

He turned his ashen face away, saddling his motorcycle. He’d fallen for the one forbidden thing he could not have. He just hoped things didn’t get ugly, or even dangerous, once his brother, and her brothers found out. He hoped it didn’t start a new war between their families. 

Melinda didn’t stop running away until she’d gotten home and into her room. She had thrown herself onto her bed and wept, all night long. 

How could she have been so blind? 

Could she be anything but blind? 

Not only had she missed that William did have feelings for her (though he had yet to admit it), and she had crushed him, but now she had dated, no, not just dated. Gotten very up close and personal with, and totally fell in love with, Riley Deane. 

Did falling in love with Riley make her a bad person? Or at the very least, a terrible judge of character? All these thoughts kept her in tears the entire night. She locked her door, refusing to let anyone come in until morning. 

Even then, she refused to leave her room or speak about what was keeping her in there. Melinda dreaded their disapproving looks upon finding out what she’d done. The how could you be so naïve scowls. 

She had finally ventured into the world and her first big move was to fall for a member of the Deane family. And now it was day three of her newly self-inflicted prison sentence. It wasn’t possible to stay locked away forever, but she wasn’t ready to face the situation, or Riley, yet. 

There was a soft wrapping at her bedroom door. She hurriedly wiped her eyes with her bed sheets and sniffled out a, “Come in.” 

William entered with a tray of food and a hot pot of tea. Upon seeing her face, his perfectly placed smile dropped. “I brought you lunch. You need to eat.” He set the tray atop her dresser. 

“I’m not really hungry, William.” 

He sat at the foot of her bed, eyeing her. “You realize how much you’re worrying your brothers right now, don’t you?” And me, he left out. 

Melinda sighed. “Yes, I know. I’m sorry, William. I just... I just,” she stopped. The words were on the tip of her tongue but would not come out. She could not say I met a guy, he is the most amazing guy I’ve ever met, and he’s a Deane, our sworn enemy. She especially could not say this to William. It was too uncomfortable to discuss the guy she liked, with the vampire she loved.  

“Melinda?” wondered William. “Where are you right now?” 

She knew he didn’t mean literally, but she did not reply, just shrugged. She wanted so badly to tell him but the words refused to escape her lips.  

He debated slipping into her mind. He’d done it before, and once the connection was made it became easier to do. It was also an invasion of her privacy, and something he did not want to do unless it proved necessary; they were precariously close to necessary. He wouldn’t allow her to spiral backwards, losing herself in another breakdown. But he also didn’t want to subject himself to more of her dreams. He already struggled with the ones he’d seen. 

He sighed. “Melinda, I’ve told you this a thousand times, but I will remind you again that you can tell me anything. I am a judgment free zone. You will not disappoint me. I will not be angry with you. I will even keep it from your brothers if you prefer.”

She let out a whimper. Which was worse, telling William, or her brothers? She reached out and touched his pale, chilled hand. “I just can’t. Not yet.” Her facial expression begged him to understand. 

He pulled his hand away, clearing his throat. “I know the last week has not been normal between us. I hope this hasn’t made you uncomfortable, or made you feel you cannot tell me what’s going on, Melinda.” 

She could attempt denial, but the lies were piling too high. 

William knew that his moment of weakness, and her dreams of him, had changed the dynamic of their relationship. He had hoped with a little time it would return to normal. Now, he feared the change was irreparable. 

William continued, seeing she wasn’t going to divulge her secret.

“I just want you to know that I’m always here for you. As always. Whenever you’re ready. That will never change, Melinda.” 

His personal calling card fluttered just inside her chest. That heart rhythm that was utterly impossible to ignore. And belonged only to him. 

Mine... his brain rattled with a silent groan. 

This was a dangerous way to be thinking. 

Melinda heard the jeep screeching out of the driveway and turned her head to the window. 

“Your brother’s presence has been requested. The Mack line,” William explained. 

“What happened?”

“It appears that Eva Jordan’s father is missing, and they are assisting in the search to find him.” 

Melinda nodded, more guilt piling on top of the mountain already threatening to crush her. She should be helping too. Doing her job. Like her brothers. 

William stood at the entrance of her bedroom as if to leave, but stopped. 

He needed to ask her a question. An uncomfortable question, but it might just answer why she was locked in this room. William suspected he was the last person she wanted to discuss her predicament with because it had to do with the man she was seeing. And she feared this would make him uncomfortable. Which it would, but he needed to know regardless. 

He stepped closer. “Melinda, please tell me truthfully, does this have anything to do with that young man you’re seeing?” 

She cast her glance away attempting to hide her reaction. But she didn’t fool William. 

In a flash he was on his knees at the side of her bed, his arms grasping her shoulders gently. His voice came out in strained control. “Did he hurt you?” 

“No-no,” she stammered. “It’s not like that, William. I swear.” Which was mostly truth seeing as Riley had not known who she was, and therefore had not intentionally caused her heart to shatter into pieces. 

William stared into her eyes, a glint of dark intent swirling in the emerald searching her gaze for the truth. He didn’t appear satisfied with her answer, but after a minute he stood and backed away. 

She opened her mouth to try to explain, but the words refused to form. She lowered her head, disgusted with herself. 

William struggled to remain calm and controlled. But this pathetic excuse for a man had done something to her, whether she’d admitted it or not. He worked hard to contain the inevitable fury forging into his veins at the thought of someone hurting Melinda, in any manner. 

Outwardly, he gave her a tight nod that he understood, but said no more and turned to leave. If he ever found this man... 

“William,” Melinda called out. 

“Yes.” He turned, giving her his full attention. Perhaps she would reveal her secret. 

“Be careful today. Please tell Michael and Charlie, too.” 

He sighed disappointedly, but nodded and left the room at vampire speed. 

She put her head in between her hands and let out a frustrated sigh.

“I gotta get with it! I should be out there helping.” 

She dragged herself off the bed and into the shower. Once washed up, dried off and dressed, she stood at the entrance of her bedroom. She reached out her hand to open the door but stopped. 

“What if I run into Riley?” Her heart ached at the thought of seeing him. 

How would she react? What would she say? Or do? She panicked that she could not trust her body or her heart to do the right thing. That even after finding out he was a Deane and knowing how her family would react... she still wanted him. She wanted to pretend nothing had changed, that everything was perfect. To let her hands run all over him. To disappear in those lips and molasses eyes. 

Melinda closed her eyes. 

She could not, and should not, want to see Riley again. Never mind her brothers would never allow it. 

And William... dang it! He’d probably tear Riley’s head off! 

She returned to her bed and fell back onto it, staring up at the ceiling. She inhaled and exhaled deeply, heartbeats slowing. It was impossible to avoid the inevitable confrontation with Riley, but there was no reason it had to be today... 

##
[image: ]


CHARLIE STEPPED INTO the sheriff’s office. Mack was leaning against the edge of her desk, phone to her ear. She nodded at Charlie and mouthed she’d be just a minute. 

“Charlie,” a voice spoke from behind him. He turned around. It was Eva. “Thank you for coming.”

“Of course.”  

Eva’s long white hair accentuated her red puffy eyes. 

“How are you holding up?” Charlie asked her, instantly regretting his choice of words. “Sorry... stupid question.” 

“I’m okay,” she insisted at first. “I guess I’m freaking out... a little. Dad’s never vanished before, he always checks in, especially if he’s going to be late.”

Charlie nodded, listening intently.

“He was taking a tour of The Demon Lights yesterday and he never came home.” 

“The Isle’s lighthouses... there’s five lights, following the most outer points of the Isle,” recalled Charlie. “Did you hear from him at all?” 

“No. He left home around nine in the morning and I didn’t have any contact with him after that. His intention was to start at the light closest to our house, and he’d planned to loop around the island until he’d made it to all five, ending up back home. We even talked about meeting up for lunch but he never called, and I got busy and forgot. I didn’t start to worry until last night when I realized it was dark and he still wasn’t home. I tried to reach him repeatedly but he isn’t answering his cell.” 

She paused, smiling fondly. 

“Dad may check in with me, and has never disappeared before, but he does tend to run late and is easily sidetracked.”

Mack finally got off her phone and stepped over to the duo. 

“Eva called me early this morning, Charlie. She’s already checked the lighthouses. No sign of him.” 

“I asked anyone I came across near the lighthouses. It was just after sunup this morning though, so mostly fisherman going out to catch. No one had seen him,” Eva explained. 

Charlie stroked his stubble covered chin, wondering what could have happened to Anthony Jordan. He dropped his hand, gazing at Eva. “So what makes you think there’s a supernatural cause behind his disappearance?”  

Eva dropped her gaze, apparently reluctant to answer. You’re so dead, Dad! Once I find you, I might just kill you for putting me in this situation. Seeking out the Howard Witches for help. Exactly what I don’t need, she sighed, outwardly. 

Again, Charlie found himself in the position of doubting her. His wolf senses tingled, much in the same manner it had when he’d first met Eva in Bloodsucker Bay. They’d tingled in the same way when the mermaids had first sought out his help, before tricking him into trying to take off the Guardian ring he now donned. His wolf had been right to doubt the mermaid’s true purpose. Was it also right about Eva Jordan? 

Regardless, if her father was missing and the cause was supernatural, it was his duty to find out what happened. 

“Eva, whatever it is, I can’t help unless you tell me what you know.” His voice came out more harshly than he’d planned. He softened his tone. “I just need to figure out what we might be up against.” 

Eva blew out a breath and closed her eyes. When she opened them, she locked her gaze on Charlie’s. “Dad found a map. I didn’t know anything about it until right before he left yesterday morning, and I really didn’t think much of it until after he disappeared.”

A map he couldn’t even see fit to let his daughter and partner know about until right before he was leaving the house... she expressed in silent bitterness.  

“A map?” questioned Charlie. 

“Yes. I have no idea where he got it, or much about it at all, but my dad claimed the map showed some magical way to travel between the Isle’s lighthouses.” 

Charlie tossed her an inquisitive look. “I know just about everything there is to know about this Isle and I've never heard of such a thing.” 

Eva shrugged, at a loss for what to say. 

“I didn't give it any thought, Charlie. My dad's always off on some crazy research kick. I'm just afraid that maybe, just maybe, whatever this map is, something about it might have been real, and possibly dangerous.” A tear fell down her cheek. Her father had never vanished before. But going to the enemy for help was not something she wanted to do. Unfortunately, she had no other option. Her father was lost somewhere, she hoped not injured, or worse... dead. 

Charlie reached up and caught the tear, gently wiping it away. “Whatever’s happened, we'll figure it out. We will find him.” 

His fingers left a sting on her cheek. A trail of heat. She closed her eyes for a second, wishing it away. She’d had to call Charlie. She needed to find her father. That’s all this was. If the Howard’s discovered why she and her father were on the Isle, they’d lock her up, not help. But she had to keep it together. If she didn’t, not only might she lose her father, but everything they had worked for would be ruined. 

It would be his own stupid fault! 

This is going to be a very long day. 

Mack’s phone rang again; she hopped across her office to pick it up. 

Charlie leaned in closer to Eva. “After everything I’ve done to you, helping find your dad is the least I can do, whether it’s supernaturally related or not.”

“Thanks, Charlie. And I’ll consider us completely even after this.”

“Even would be nice, but I think I still have a ways to go to make up for nearly killing you.”

She laughed lightly. “Well, maybe I shouldn’t let you off that easily.”

He grinned and nodded in agreement. 

She sighed and let out a deep breath. “Thanks... I needed a laugh. Even a small one.” Her voice held a slight tone of relief. 

“Just remember we’re on an island. There’s only so far he can go, right?”

“Right,” she agreed. I can do this. It’s not like Charlie is bad to look at. He’s almost even nice to be around... Ugh. Yeah, this isn’t going to go anywhere good. Keep some distance and find Dad, then get back to the plan. Eva stepped to a water cooler a few feet away and grabbed a paper cup. 

Charlie wondered if the map Eva spoke of was real, and if so, why had he never heard about it before? And what purpose would it serve; to have the ability to leap between the Isle's lighthouses?  

Mack motioned for Eva to come to her desk just as Michael and William strode through the door. Mack threw a wink in Michael’s direction and he rolled his eyes in forced amused reaction. He’d prepared himself to face a flux of overwrought emotions, but was surprised that Eva gave him little. Just like her father. A few blips of worry, but that was it. 

How did the Jordan’s keep such control, he wondered? He shook his head. He’d gotten emotions off Eva before. Something felt different today though. Maybe she was just so distraught her emotions were shut down. He’d seen that happen before, when someone had just suffered something traumatic. 

Charlie hurriedly filled them in on the situation. 

“Have you ever heard of such a map, William?” he inquired when finished.

“No. Not at all. And I’ve been on this Isle for many a moon.” 

“Sounds like we need to visit The Demon Lights,” said Michael. “I actually can’t recall the last time I went to any of the lighthouses on the Isle. It’s just so... touristy.” 

Charlie nodded in agreement. “I think we were kids the last time we visited. Mom and Dad took us around.”

“Yeah, that’s right. That was ages ago.”

Charlie nodded. “Eva’s done her own search already, and I would bet Mack has someone from the department on the case as well, but they may have overlooked supernatural clues.” 

Charlie and Michael stopped and stared at William. His face wore the look of something dawning on him. 

“What?” they asked in a simultaneous chime.

“It might be nothing...” 

“But?” coaxed Charlie. 

“There was an incident that occurred many years ago, long before even your parents had met and married... a young boy insisted that while playing in one of the lighthouses he was suddenly somewhere else. He said he had no idea where he was, but that he had gone through some door... a door that was never located and considered non-existent. Chalked up to an overactive imagination. The boy was missing for over twenty-four hours before he turned up at the very lighthouse where he’d gone missing. Your great grandfather checked into possible supernatural causes of the incident, but when no such door was located, he closed the case. It was deemed a strange accident and nothing more was ever made of it.” 

“Still,” exhaled Michael, “it makes you wonder if there is some truth to this map thing.”

“It also sounds like a lot more than leaping between the Isle’s lighthouses.” Charlie again wondered what purpose leaping between the lighthouses would serve. 

Mack walked over and joined them, with Eva right behind. 

“That was my deputy,” she informed them. “He’s out questioning people but so far, not a trace.”

“We were thinking we should do our own sweep of the lighthouses to start,” explained Charlie. 

Mack nodded. “I figured as much. I’m going to head out and help my deputy. You guys keep me posted.” She gave them a business like nod and headed out of her office. 

“We could cover more territory if we split up,” Michael suggested after Mack’s departure. 

“Um, yeah, let’s do that,” agreed Charlie. “Michael and William, why don’t you start where Mr. Jordan began his tour and Eva, do you mind tagging along with me? We can start on opposite sides, and if we find nothing, meet up in the middle.”

“Whatever we need to do, Charlie. I’ll drive,” she offered. He smiled kindly, agreeing. 

Michael shot Charlie a smirk but let it fall as they headed outside. 

“I’m parked around the corner,” said Eva. “I’ll drive around and pick you up.”

Charlie followed as Michael and William hopped into the Howard’s jeep. Michael opened the dashboard and grabbed a couple of the potion-filled vials. “Just in case,” he stated, handing them cautiously to his brother. Charlie caught a hint of a gleam in Michael’s eye. 

“It’s best this way,” Charlie argued his brother’s unsaid statement. “I have the ring, I’m protected. I can protect Eva. You two can take care of yourselves.”

“Uh huh. Just admit you like her already,” said Michael. 

“Not the time,” bemoaned Charlie. “Besides, I’m still in the making up for nearly killing her phase.” And the not quite trusting her phase... 

“Yes, there is that,” cautioned William. “Be careful, Charlie. I won’t be there to stop you should anything smelly occur.” His eyes teased, but also warned. 

“Whatever was causing that to happen... me wanting to basically devour her... the ring keeps it in check, promise.” 

“I trust the ring,” William spoke, satisfied. 

Charlie lifted his hand fiddling with the ring, wondering if it’s power somehow masked the intoxicating smell, which caused him to want to do terrible things to Eva Jordan, or if it was just gone now. A part of him hated to admit that he wished he could smell it again. Just once more. There was something freeing about it. No need to care about anyone or anything. A way to release all his primal urges without a single care. But the ring gave him that too, in a way. At least in regards to his wolf. 

He shook off his thoughts and looked up to see William’s gaze eyeing him sternly. 

“It’s all good,” Charlie had the need to say. He caught the corner of the vampire’s mouth turn up in the tiniest of smiles. 

Charlie cleared his throat as Michael and William sped away, making room for Eva to pull into their spot and grab him. He hopped in, telling her to make a tight turn in the street and head out of town. 

“You okay?” she pried out of the blue. “You look... flustered all of sudden.” 

“Fine. It’s nothing.”

Her eyes said she didn’t believe him but she didn’t vocalize it. 

“Really, it’s nothing.”  

“Insisting twice always means it’s something,” she retorted.

“How about you just focus on driving,” he advised, as she nearly missed sideswiping a car while making the U-turn. 

She cast out a frown and continued toward the first lighthouse. 
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MELINDA WOKE WITH A start, sitting up in her bed. She had fallen asleep, soon after submerged in a dream; a dream she knew instantly was a prophetic vision. She caught her breath and stood up, unsure what to do. There was a little boy that needed saving. She also knew that her brothers, William, and Mack were busy helping Eva Jordan. 

“I’m just going to have to handle this one on my own,” she decided, slipping on a pair of tennis shoes. She grabbed a light jean jacket and headed outdoors, glad to see the sun trying to overtake the clouds. The outside surfaces were still damp from all the recent rain. The extra humidity made her normally wavy brown hair curl into tight ringlets. 

She stood at the bottom of her porch for a long minute, her heart pounding nervously in her chest.

“I have to do this,” she whispered determinedly. Regardless of her fears of running into Riley, she needed to do whatever necessary to save this little boy. She had never done this on her own before though. Typically, she would have called Mack and had her, as the sheriff, suddenly appear and save the day. 

“Should be simple enough,” she mumbled. “There’s nothing magical involved.” Melinda walked with a determined gait, soon passing by the Wicked Muddy Cafe. A hot coffee sounded good but she could not fathom facing Grace and kept going. Instead, she relived the dream hoping not to forget any important details. 

It seemed pretty straightforward... a vacationing family was on the beach and their son was playing in the water. A large wave crashed over the boy dragging him out into the ocean. His father attempted to swim after the boy but the boy drowned before the father could reach him. The father in turn, hit his head on a rock, and drowned before the lifeguard could save him.

“I just need to get the boy out of the water before that wave hits.” She could really have used Mack’s help on this one. The sheriff could have ordered an evacuation of the beach, or some such thing. Melinda glanced up at the sun, and started to jog her way toward the beach. Why hadn’t her dream given her more time? She’d be lucky to make it. In her dream, the sun had been at two o’clock. It wasn’t far away. 

“I can’t believe I thought about getting coffee. Can I do anything that’s not just stupid?” 

I really need to stop asking myself that.

Then stop getting yourself into ridiculous and avoidable situations! 

But confrontation sucks.

Are you really going to sit here and argue with yourself? 

I need a freakin’ vacation from my brain. 

Melinda darted through crowds of tourists, making her way to the beach. She veered down a walkway that threaded two shops, popping out at the back of the buildings, closer to the water’s edge. She raced along a cobblestone pathway behind the shops, which straddled the beach. 

This wasn’t the right section of beach though. The family would be at the far edge of this particular beach, near a rocky shoal that branched out of the ocean and onto the shore, serving as a wall that ended the beach. 

Her breaths came out heavier with each step she ran. 

“Man, I’m out of shape! I really need to work out or something.” Yes. Let’s find something else we hate about ourselves! 

Exhausted, and pissed at her brain for not just shutting the heck up already, she veered again, this time heading onto the sandy beach toward the rocky shoal. Her eyes scoured the beach searching for the family or the boy. 

Melinda froze. 

Atop the rock wall sat Riley Deane. 

“Seriously?”

A shadow grew out of the corner of her eye. 

“The wave...” She scurried to the shoreline. The boy played in the sand just at the edge of the waterline. Small waves were whirling around his feet. His parents’ backs were turned as they unpacked a picnic basket. 

People started shouting up and down the beach as the oversized wave came into view, rushing toward the shore. The lifeguard blew his whistle loudly, sounding a warning. 

Melinda flew past the boy’s parents, hurrying to reach the boy before the wave did. The parents jumped as she ran past, hearing the warning whistle of the lifeguard. Their eyes opened wide with dread as they witnessed the wave charging the beach; they screamed for their son. 

Others on the beach had already headed into shore or braced themselves for the impact. But the little boy had not. Melinda heard the boy’s parents pleading behind her. They would never catch up. 

Even if I reach him, I’m not going to have time to run. 

As she leaned over and snatched the boy, the wave came crashing over them. “Hold on,” she cried out, wrapping her arms around him. The wave hit her hard, her footing swept out from under her. Nevertheless, she didn’t loosen her grip on the boy. 

The force of the current dragged them away from the beach and farther into the ocean. Her head slipped under the surface. She kicked with her feet as hard as she could, pushing towards air, but the current swept them in circles pulling them down instead of up. 

Melinda was finding it harder to breathe, her grasp of the boy, loosening. She tried to boost him upward, to get him above the water. She opened her eyes, salt stinging for a second, and all she could see was water whooshing around their bodies. 

Finally, the wave subsided and the current slowed, just enough for her to kick upward. Something pushed against her back and she panicked for a moment that they’d been thrown into the rocky shoal. It didn’t feel hard enough though. 

The next thing she knew, they were being pushed upward, their heads peeking above the water. She gasped for air and lost her grip on the boy. She tried to reach for him but her arms gave out. 

Melinda realized there was a person behind her, keeping her above water. “I lost him,” she choked out. 

Someone else appeared in the water. The lifeguard. He dove underneath and got hold of the boy, swimming him to safety. 

Melinda’s eyes wanted to close. She feared she might pass out. Her vision sparked with colorful splotches. A cold sweat sent a shiver ravishing through her. The chilled waters of the Atlantic did little to help. 

Someone tugged her towards the shore and once she was able to touch bottom, a voice called out her name. When she opened her eyes an alarmed looking Riley Deane faced her; his haunting, molasses eyes searching hers for signs of encouragement that she was all right.

Even though she knew it was wrong, relief swam through her. Her head collapsed on his shoulder. “I’m okay,” she breathed out, though weakly. He embraced her, relieved, gently pulling her onto the shore. 

Once on the beach she fell backwards onto the sand, trying to catch her breath. The lifeguard hopped over and took a glance at her. She gave him a wary, thumbs up.

“Are you sure?” he grilled. 

“Yes,” she mustered out. “Really.” 

“She’s just out of breath,” Riley told him. 

“She saved that little boy’s life,” the lifeguard spoke gratefully. “By the time I saw what was happening there was no way I could have gotten over here in time. Rogue waves,” he shook his head. A lifeguard’s worst fear. 

Riley looked down at Melinda with a wry smirk. “I guess you can add lifesaver to your list of jobs.” 

Someone threw her a towel, and she dried her salty wet hair and legs. She peeled off her jean jacket, along with Riley’s help, hoping her clothes would dry out quickly. Although with all the humidity, maybe not. 

Once on her feet and breathing normally again, the parents of the boy came to Melinda and gushed for what seemed like forever. The mother had tears streaming down her face and her thanks came out in gracious sobs. 

Melinda was glad the boy was okay, but just wanted to leave. She had no idea what to do about Riley, but the look on his face said, I don’t care that you’re a Howard and I’m a Deane. There’s no way on earth I’m leaving you alone right now.
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MICHAEL DROVE THE JEEP into the parking lot for the lighthouse closest to the Jordan’s home, aptly named Mermaid Point Light. Mermaid sightings were periodically reported. Of course, the Howards made sure that their underwater friends were never truly revealed to the outside world. 

The lighthouse was already crawling with tourists. Mermaid Point was still in use, as were all The Demon Isle lighthouses, and at this particular light, the keeper lived in quarters beneath the lighthouse. 

“I just had a thought, William,” said Michael as they hopped out of the jeep. “I was thinking Emily could do a bit of research, see if any stories pop up.”

“Such as the missing boy that swore he went somewhere else?”

“Yeah, like that, or anything out of the ordinary.” 

“Good idea, although, I do not personally recall any others.”

“I’ll have her check anyway, just in case.” Michael dialed her number as they approached the entrance to the lighthouse. 

“Well hello,” she sang into her phone, as she picked up his call. “I didn’t expect to hear from you until tonight.” 

“Something I am more than looking forward to. But actually, I was wondering if you could do a bit of research, if you’re not too busy.” 

“I love research,” she squealed. “Especially for you. What do you need me to do?”

“Do you have any idea how hot that is?” he got sidetracked. “When you get all worked up over doing research for me.” William eyed Michael, hard. He shot him an apologetic shrug. “Sorry, Em. William doesn’t want to listen.” 

“Ugh, Michael. Give the poor man a break! What do you want me to look up?”

“Could you see if there are any strange stories surrounding The Demon Lights?”

“Strange like what? Ghost sightings?”

“No, not so much ghosts, but disappearances. People going missing, or reporting strange sightings, other than ghosts.” 

“Is that where Eva’s dad disappeared? At a lighthouse?”

“We’re not sure yet, but it’s a possibility.” 

“Okay, I’ll get on it and call you if I find anything.”

“Thanks, Em.” Before disconnecting, he relayed the story that William had told them, about the boy that had gone missing and sworn he had gone somewhere else, as well as the supposed existence of a map that allowed magical travel between the lighthouses. She was just as curious as everyone else to find out more about this situation. He finished with far too cute and lengthy a goodbye, which earned him an annoyed eye roll from the vampire. 

“Sorry,” said Michael upon hanging up. “I just cannot help myself when I’m talking to her.”

“Yes. I can see that,” mumbled William. “Although I suppose we can all deal with it, seeing as you have to put up with most everyone else’s emotions, all the time.”

“This is true,” he acknowledged. It was kind of William to say, seeing as Michael’s empathy didn’t actually work on vampires. 

William stepped into the lighthouse. Over the door was a sign that said, Gift Shop. The shop was attached to the lighthouse and was an addition that had been added long after the original lighthouse had been built. 

Just inside the entrance was a small information desk. You had to walk through the gift shop to access the public area of the lighthouse, which was a long spiral staircase leading to the observation deck and lantern. 

“So what exactly are we searching for?” William’s gaze grazed through the shop. 

“No idea.” Michael stepped out of the way of a tourist trying to exit. “Anything that could be a supernatural sign of some sort, I guess,” he spoke quietly. 

“Honestly Michael, with all the tourists that come and go from this place, I simply do not see how anything supernatural would go unseen for long.” 

Michael had to concur. It was only logical. He stood in thought for a moment, cocking his head to one side. 

“You’ve thought of something?” picked up William. 

“Only that because of the tourists, whatever we’re looking for must be in a non-public area. Somewhere people don’t normally go.”

“I would wager you are correct. Surprised I didn’t think of that myself.” 

“Outwitted the vampire,” mused Michael, while walking over to the lady sitting behind the information desk. 

“Well hello there gents,” she greeted cheerfully. “Would you like to sign up for a guided tour? There’s one starting in just a few minutes.” 

“That depends,” replied Michael, flashing his brightest smile. “Does the tour cover all of the lighthouse, or just the area we can see on our own?”

“Same tour you can do yourself, but with our resident expert lighthouse keeper as your guide.” Her cheeks turned rosier the longer she looked at Michael’s dazzling smile. 

“Do they ever do tours of the non-public areas?” inquired William. He looked intently into her eyes. The woman cleared her throat, her face turning from rosy to red, as she wiped a bead a sweat from her brow. 

“No,” she responded, sounding out of breath. “I’m afraid they don’t. It’s the keeper’s private quarters and also holds the inner workings of the lighthouse, not really safe for tourists, you know.” 

“Of course. Thanks for the information,” said Michael, suddenly walking away, tugging at William’s side. 

“I could have easily used my power of persuasion and had her show us the rest of the lighthouse,” he reminded Michael as they departed the gift shop and headed out to the parking lot.

“Yeah, but I was thinking we could just sneak away and do that ourselves. No need to take the woman away from her desk.”

“Fewer prying eyes,” agreed William, again thinking he should have thought of that himself. 

“You all right, William? You seem a bit, not so on your game today. Worried about Melinda?” he guessed. 

“The truth is, Michael,” lamented the vampire, “I worry about each of you. But where Melinda is concerned, I admit she takes me to the limit.” 

“You’re not alone.” 

“No, I doubt very much I’m alone in that sentiment. However, I am confident that whatever is going on, it will work itself out. We should give her the opportunity to come out of it herself.” He didn’t believe a word of it, but pretended for Michael’s sake. 

“I suppose. But you’re going to have a hard time stopping Charlie from picking her up and carrying her out of that bedroom if she doesn’t come out on her own, soon.”

“I almost did that very thing this morning,” the vampire noted dryly. 

Michael chuckled. 

“In the meantime,” William started, “the rosy-cheeked lady behind the desk revealed that a tour was beginning momentarily. If things go as I believe they should, she will remain behind her desk while the lighthouse keeper performs the tour.”

“Leaving the inner workings of the lighthouse unattended,” finished Michael. “I was thinking I’d keep watch and you go do your super speedy stealthy thingy and take a peek.” 

William lifted his eyebrows in irritation over Michael’s description of his vampire abilities, but in the end, agreed. They first confirmed that the tour had begun and slipped around the backside of the gift shop, searching for the entrance to the actual lighthouse keeper’s living quarters. 

“My suspicions tell me that what we’re looking for would not be located in the keeper’s quarters,” advised William. 

“I’m guessing there’s a basement below the quarters.”  

William turned the doorknob. It opened instantly. 

“Good old small town values,” mumbled Michael. “No one locks anything.” He stepped away and tried to look as though he were simply checking out the view, while William vanished inside. 

William darted effortlessly through the living quarters and as expected, there was nothing that appeared supernatural in the least. He located an entrance to the basement, also finding it unlocked. He flipped on an old light switch and a string of bulbs buzzed, flickering to life. Thankfully, William could see perfectly in the dark, so the dim lighting did not bother him. 

The only thing in the basement, however, was spare parts for the lighthouse, a generator, a water heater, an old wood stove that was no longer in use and some personal things the keeper had in storage. He searched along the walls, the ceiling, and the floor, but saw nothing remotely magical or suspicious. 

Outside, Michael’s phone rang. “Hi, Em.”

“Hey, so get this,” she started out, excitedly. “That story William told you was easy to locate. I logged onto the historical society’s website and started foraging through the old newspapers.”

“Sexy and brilliant,” declared Michael. 

“So true,” Emily returned playfully. “But, here’s the super cool part. That little boy was a local. And he’s much older now, of course, but he still lives here.”

“Really?”

“That’s not all,” she continued. Michael could practically see her face lighting up as she spoke. “The man’s name is Freddy Collier, and he spends a lot of his time at the Wicked Muddy. He meets his old buddies there to have coffee, play games and stuff. I see him there all the time.”

“Wow! That’s a good solid lead.”

“I know, right. But seeing as you guys are all out in the field, I figured I would stop into the Wicked Muddy on my way to check in on Melinda. I gotta grab a coffee anyway.”

“Emily, that would be so awesome of you!”

She giggled into the phone. “It’s sort of neat,” she admitted. “I finally get to question my first witness.”

Michael laughed. 

“Don’t worry, totally professional and all.”  

“I have no doubt,” said Michael, as he saw William suddenly swoosh to his side. “Call me once you talk to him, okay?” 

“Will do.” She disconnected.  

“Anything?” Michael aimed at William. 

“No. Nothing at all out of the ordinary. No sign that anyone has even been down in the basement in a long time.” 

“Onto the next one I guess.”

William nodded and headed toward the jeep. Michael dialed Charlie as he followed.

“Michael, what’s up?”

“Nothing so far. Checked out Mermaid Point, nothing here, and no sign of Mr. Jordan. How about you guys?”

“We’re just pulling in now.”

“Right, well, we’re heading out to lighthouse number two.”

“Okay. I’ll let ya know if we find anything.”

Before letting Charlie go, Michael explained Emily’s findings. Both Charlie and William were impressed at how fast she had tracked down the information and were eager to learn what she’d discover in her talk with Freddy Collier. Michael promised to call as soon as he heard from her. He hung up, started up the jeep and continued toward the next lighthouse. 
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CHARLIE INFORMED EVA it was Michael on the phone. He shook his head, speechlessly informing her they had found nothing of value. She nodded that she understood, swerving slightly as they pulled into the parking lot of the lighthouse. 

“I think I’ll drive once we leave here,” he suggested. 

“What? Can’t handle my mad driving skills?” she challenged. 

“Mad skills? Have yet to see those,” he quipped. “And if you grip that steering wheel any tighter I’m going to need pliers to loosen your fingers.” 

She let go of the steering wheel as if it were suddenly burning her hands, and balled and stretched her fingers, trying to return some feeling and color. “Bad habit when I get nervous. Guess I probably shouldn’t be driving.” 

Charlie took hold of her hands, rubbing them, returning some blood to her skin. She shivered, but had no idea if it was because she had a chill, or because he had touched her. He worried it was the latter and let go. She looked away, making an obvious gesture of checking her cell phone.

“Let’s go see what we can find,” he suggested when she had no new messages. 

She wasted no time hopping out and making her way to a large sign, which marked the location. 

“The Cliffside Lighthouse,” she read aloud. “Otherwise nicknamed the Suicide Light as visitors often claim to see the ghost of a young woman dressed in veils of black wandering through the lighthouse and the surrounding grounds. The young woman is believed to have thrown herself over the cliff after the untimely death of her beau, in the early to mid-1800’s.” 

“Kind of sad.” Charlie sidled up alongside her. 

Eva glanced at him, rolling her eyes. 

“Well, if it’s true, it is sad,” he defended. 

“Have you ever seen the ghost? Is she real?” 

“No idea. Never seen her myself. Far as I’m aware, no one in my family ever has. But there’s been plenty of sightings, by others.” 

“Others who want to keep the myth alive?” she spoke suggestively.

He shrugged. “On the Isle, you just can’t be sure.” 

Eva laughed under her breath. “So where should we start? When I came here earlier this morning the place was empty, and I couldn’t get inside, it was locked up. So I just scoured the outside.” 

“Locked? Really? No one locks anything around here. Why don’t we get it open and look inside? If we don’t find anything, we’ll take another look around outside too.” 

“Okay,” she agreed.

Suicide Light was a shorter, more rotund lighthouse, which sat just twenty feet away from the edge of a cliff, with a steep drop off directly into the ocean far below. 

It was probably the least visited lighthouse on the Isle, and there was no gift shop or guided tours. The lighthouse was still in use, but there was no keeper on site. This one was run electronically, its light kept fisherman and their boats from being pulverized by the sheer rock wall it sat atop of.

Most visitors came in the evening or at night, hoping to catch a glimpse of the infamous ghost girl. 

Eva turned the knob to the lighthouse door and found it was still locked. “How are we going to get in?” 

Charlie glanced around. There were a couple of tourists hanging around, peering out over the cliff. He gazed down at the doorknob and aimed the palm of his hand at it, speaking something under his breath. They heard a click and Eva smiled, trying the door again. 

“You’re very handy.” 

He puffed out his chest and took in an I’m-completely-full-of-myself breath. “I’ve been told I’m pretty good with my hands.” His voice held sarcasm, and he made dramatic googly eyes at her, while stepping past and going through the door.

“I can’t decide if that was pathetic, or funny,” she mumbled, following him inside.  

“I am a man of mystery, okay, never mind, no idea where I’m going with this now. Humor, not my thing.” He let the door slam behind them, thrusting them into complete darkness. 

“Well, Mr. Good With Your Hands, can you do anything about the lighting situation in here? I can’t even see my own hands moving in front of my face.” 

“That I can do.” Charlie faced his palms upward. He clenched his hand into a fist and upon opening, a glowing orb jutted upward, hanging near the ceiling. He did this a few more times until they could see their surroundings. 

Eva sighed at the sight of the place. Charlie understood why. 

If it was this hard for them to get inside, and to see, there was no way her father could have been inside this lighthouse. This could not have been where he disappeared. 

“Let’s look around, just in case,” Charlie said. 

“Yeah, okay. Just in case. Cover all the bases.” 

“You a baseball fan?”

“Me? Nah. Just something my dad’s always drilling into my head. Cover all the bases. Check everything. Even the smallest detail could lead to something big!” 

“Gee. Sounds familiar. I can’t count how many times my dad told me stuff like that.” 

“Just trying to keep us safe,” she guessed.  

Charlie chuckled. “Unfortunately, and I hate to admit it, but they are both right.”

Eva made a sound that said, don’t remind me. 

Even with Charlie’s magical orbs lighting the room, it was still dim inside. They could make out the circular shape of the lighthouse’s walls and had to be careful not to bump into one of the steel partitions that jutted into the room. The floor was concrete and covered in a thick layer of dust.

“This place was built to withstand the most brutal weather known to this area,” explained Charlie. “Have to keep that in mind if we suddenly ever need a bunker.” 

“What about over there?” asked Eva, pointing to a rusty looking spiral staircase leading upwards. 

“Let’s check it out.” 

Charlie went first, checking each step to make sure it was sturdy before climbing. It may have looked rusty, but the staircase did little more than squeak as they stepped upward. Charlie stopped when he realized there was a door over his head. He hoped it wasn’t too heavy, or rusted shut. Using magic to unlock a door was one thing, but a heavy, jammed door... 

He pushed above his head and to his surprise, the door lifted quite easily. The more he opened the door the brighter it became. 

Below him, he heard Eva gasp. 

“What?”

“Something touched me,” she told him. “I-I felt something touch me.”

He let the door slam down over their heads. He looked, but saw nothing moving. “There’s nothing down there.” He assumed she was playing a trick on him. 

He stepped down a rung, sharing her stair and searched the room. He saw nothing but the dim lights of his magical orbs, still floating near the ceiling. 

Eva squished in alongside him, her face paler than usual. 

“I know what I felt, Charlie. Something touched my back. I didn’t imagine it.”

“Sorry. I don’t see anything.”

“You don’t believe me, do you?” 

He shrugged, the corner of his mouth turned up in a controlled grin.  

She let out a frustrated groan and motioned for him to continue up the stairs. 

A low rumble echoed inside the room, bouncing off the walls. 

Eva gasped, grabbing hold of Charlie. 

A bright wisp of light swirled toward them darkening as it approached, taking the form of inky black veils that billowed like smoke in front of them.

Charlie’s jaw dropped.

“You don’t belong here! Filthy Howard! Get out! Get out!” The dark tendrils of smoke-like veils engulfed them, sweeping through their bodies and straight up through the rusty door Charlie had let close overhead. 

A coldness crept into their bones, goose bumps springing up on their arms. Charlie grabbed Eva, darting for the exit, bursting out into the sunlight. He slammed the lighthouse door shut, leaning against it, as if somehow this would protect them from a ghost that could seep through walls. 

Eva suddenly put her hand over her mouth, nervous laughter funneling out. 

Charlie bent over, shaking his head. 

“That totally just happened, didn’t it?” Eva contained the laughter, a smirk forming.  

“I feel like a ten-year-old kid that just ran screaming out of a haunted house,” Charlie admitted dejectedly. 

“Well,” started Eva, reaching out and patting him on the back. “I guess we can confirm that the ghost girl is indeed real.” 

“Without a doubt.” 

“Do you ever get used to this sort of thing?”

“You know, you’d think so, but obviously by my pathetic, school boy reaction, no.” 

“Good, then I don’t have to feel like a total lamo all alone. And did I hear right? She called you Howard? So, even ghosts know you by name?”

“It comes with the job. Kind of weird though, she clearly didn’t want me around.”

“Do you think that could mean anything?”

“Regarding your father, no. Spirits can get feisty if left to fester in this plane of existence. It’s a shame she doesn’t just move
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