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 Chapter One

 


Charlie Howard reached down, extending his
hand to his brother, Michael. “Sorry,” he said as he helped his
brother off the floor.

“Don't be,” winced Michael in an irritated
tone. “I should have been able to block that spell.”

Their mentor, the 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 training room. Mats lined the
floor and walls, to soften falls or take the brunt of misdirected
spells. After two days of training separately with each brother,
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 lunch time; 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- I just don’t get it!
Something has
to have happened! Melinda’s been holed up in her room since the
night of the bloodsucker/mermaid incident.” He exhaled in
frustration for the umpteenth time in three days.

Michael wore the same look on his face as
Charlie. He was worried too, plus, his empathic abilities were
zoning in on his brother’s distress, amplifying his own.

“We obviously missed something,” Michael
replied.

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

“I can’t believe this is happening again,”
continued Michael. “Melinda was doing so well and then 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 Charlie.

“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.”

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 said. He had already suggested this numerous times, simply
because he could draw no other conclusion.

“She insisted she did not have a vision,”
William said. “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
asked, slamming 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, having
no ideas.

William stared past Charlie, at a blank space
at the wall, as if 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
shouting, “I will try again.”

Charlie and Michael followed him up the
stairs and into the kitchen, but at normal human speed. 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.

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?” asked Michael
dryly.

Charlie grabbed the line, sounding deflated.
“Hiya, Mack.”

“Charlie?” a shaky voice questioned.

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

“Sorry, it’s me, Eva. Jordan,” she added, 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, her voice uncertain.

Charlie understood that Eva meant possible
supernatural trouble; the kind 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 in a few minutes.” Eva did not answer. “Okay?”
he asked.

“Sorry,” she said, her voice low. “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 ability, so Charlie
spoke directly to Michael.

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

“Oh. Wow. Well, we’d better get going then,”
said Michael.

“What about Melinda?” asked Charlie.

“I have her food prepared. I will let her
know we are leaving and then catch up with you,” advised
William.

Michael added, “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 sheriffs 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.

“Well hello to you too, my beautiful
bookstore manager.” He tried to sound playful, but she could hear
strained undertones.

“How’s Melinda?” she asked.

“Same. Still locked in her bedroom.”

He could practically see Emily frowning in
reply.

“I was calling for another reason, actually,”
he informed his girlfriend. “We just got a call on the Mack line,
got a job to do. Would you mind stopping by after work and just
checking in on Melinda? We’re not sure how long we’ll be out.”

“Of course I can. You know I don’t mind,
Michael. She’s like my sister. Maybe she’ll finally open up about
what’s got her locked up there,” Emily said, trying to sound
hopeful.

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

“You know I’ll give it my best. So what’s the
job?”

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

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

“Yeah, I could tell by Charlie’s face that
Eva’s pretty worried,” he said as he darted back into the kitchen.
He opened a cupboard, which was lined with filled vials. He gently
pushed the vials around until he had located the ones he was
looking for.

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

“You know me so well,” he replied as he raced
back out to the jeep and opened the dashboard. A tray popped out
with perfectly shaped holders for the glass vials. A new invention
they had installed just the day before as part of their new
security measures. It was a safer method to travel and store
potions. After seeing how their mother had died, by ingesting a
potion, it had been a priority to make using them safer.

He slipped them inside and closed the dash,
got himself belted into the jeep and spun out of the driveway. “I
gotta run, Em. I’ll check in with you in a few hours.”

“Okay. Be careful out there,” she ordered
him. She made a kissing sound into the phone and disconnected.

 


##

 


Melinda sat up in her bed leaving her toes
covered by the sheets piled near the bottom. 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. 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
for and slept with a Deane. Riley, her dark-haired motorcycle man
had turned out to be Riley Deane…Deanes being long time 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 to her now. He had just
arrived. He was new the Isle. People had tossed her dirty looks
when they saw the two of them together. She should have guessed.
She should not have allowed this to happen.

Perhaps if they hadn’t all been so stubborn
about it, and had strode right up to the Deane’s 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…” her
sentence faded into a light sob.

Her mind strayed to three nights previous
when she had been waiting for Riley at the Wicked Muddy Café,
alongside the owner, Grace.

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 did not comprehend what was
happening.

He had just stared in return, confused by her
sudden inability to speak to him. Grace had caught on though. The
look on her face said it all – a Howard and a Deane, dating! I’d never thought
I’d see the day…

Melinda had just turned and walked away.
Riley begged for her to explain, but when she stopped and faced him
no words came out. Only tears. She turned away, ignoring his pleas
and headed straight home.

Riley, stunned and confused glanced at Grace,
hoping for an explanation.

“Oh, sonny,” said 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,” she told him.

Riley took a step backwards as if being
pummeled by the words coming out of Grace’s mouth. His face turned
ashen as his gaze watched Melinda’s disappearing frame. Speechless
and wide-eyed, he ran back to his motorcycle and raced away, as if
running from something forbidden.

Melinda did the same, running all the way to
her room. She had thrown herself onto her bed and wept, all night
long.

“Why?” she kept asking. “Why does he have to
be a Deane? And why did I fall for a Deane? Shouldn’t I have known?
Does falling in love with a Deane mean I’m bad? Or at the very
least, a terrible judge of character?”

When morning came, she did not leave her
room. She also did not explain to William or her brothers what had
happened. She could see their faces now, disapproving and
condescending; she had finally ventured into the world and her
first big move was to sleep with a member of the Deane family.

And now, it was day three of her newly
self-inflicted prison sentence. She knew she could not 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 thought you might like some lunch,” he said, putting
the tray atop her dresser.

“I’m not really hungry, William.”

He sat at the foot of her bed, eyeing her.
“You know how much you’re worrying your brothers right now, don’t
you?”

Melinda sighed. “Yes, I know. I’m sorry,
William. I just… I just…” she stopped. She could not say it. 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.

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

She knew he didn’t mean literally, but she
did not reply, just shrugged. She just could not speak the
words.

“I know you have heard me tell you this a
thousand times, but I must remind you that you can tell me
anything, Melinda. I am a judgment free zone.”

She reached out and touched his pale, cold
hand. “I know,” she whispered. “I just can’t. Not yet.” Her facial
expression begged him not to be angry with her.

 

He pulled his hand away, clearing his throat.
“Your brother’s presence has been requested. The Mack line.”

“Oh. What happened?”

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

Melinda nodded, feeling guilty. She should be
helping too.

William stood at the entrance of her bedroom
as if to leave, but stopped. A memory flitted through his brain,
possibly the memory he had been searching for, which might explain
Melinda’s sudden self-imprisonment.

Melinda was secretly dating someone, and he
had promised to keep her secret. He spun around, a sudden mix of
comprehension and doubt spreading across his pallid complexion.

“Melinda, please tell me truthfully, does
this have anything to do with that young man you’re dating?”

Her reaction confirmed his suspicion. William
dashed to the side of her bed, gently grasping her arms. “Did he
hurt you?” he asked, his voice strained.

“No-no,” she stuttered. “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 feel like it was being torn into pieces.

William let go, backing away. It took every
bit of strength he could muster to not outwardly appear angry. He
trusted that she told the truth, however, this man had obviously
done something to hurt her. Not an acceptable thing to do... he
could not control the inevitable fury releasing into his veins as
he thought about someone hurting Melinda, in any manner.

Outwardly, he nodded that he understood but
said no more and turned to leave.

“William,” Melinda called out.

“Yes,” he answered, hopeful that she might
finally reveal her secret.

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

He sighed disappointedly, but nodded and left
the room.

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

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

She dragged herself off the bed and into the
shower. Once out, 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?” she whispered to
no one. “What will I do?” Her heart raced at the thought of seeing
him. In part because she did not know how she would react and in
part because of the way she wanted to react.

She closed her eyes. This feeling was not
good or proper. She could not, and should not, want to see Riley
again. Never mind her brothers would never allow it.

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

 


 Chapter Two

 


Charlie stepped into the sheriff’s office.
Mack was leaning against the edge of her desk, her 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,” he answered.

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,”
he added before she could reply.

“I’m okay,” she insisted at first. Shaking
her head she added, “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. Eva
continued.

“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 did not hear from him after that. I do know he started at the
one closest to our house and had planned to loop around the outer
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 didn’t answer 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 sun up this morning though, so
mostly fisherman going out to catch. No one had seen any sign of
him,” Eva added.

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 this could be
supernatural in nature?”

Eva dropped her gaze, apparently reluctant to
answer. Again, Charlie could not help but feel there was something
she was hiding from him. He wished Michael were there to get a
reading on her emotions.

“Whatever it is, Eva, 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, adding, “I just need to know what we
might be up against.”

Eva blew out a breath and closed her eyes.
When she opened them, she locked her gaze with Charlie’s and
exclaimed, “Dad found some 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?” questioned Charlie.

“Yes. I don't know where he got it, or that
much about it, but my dad claimed the map showed some magical way
to travel between the Isle’s lighthouses.”

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

Eva shrugged as if she didn’t know what to
say.

“I really 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 maybe dangerous.” A tear fell
down her cheek.

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

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

Charlie leaned in closer to Eva.

“After everything I’ve done to you, Eva,
helping finding 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 could go, right?”

“Right,” she agreed.

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 had 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, that was it. How did the Jordans keep
such control, he wondered.

Charlie hurriedly filled them in on the
situation.

“Have you ever heard of such a map, William?”
he asked 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 went. Eva’s done her own search of the
lighthouses, and I would bet Mack has someone from the department
checking them out too, but they could have easily overlooked
supernatural clues.”

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

“What?” asked Charlie and Michael
simultaneously.

“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 over active
imagination after getting lost. The boy was missing for over
twenty-four hours before he was located… at the very lighthouse
where he had gone missing. Your great grandfather checked into
possible supernatural causes of the incident, but when no such door
was found, closed the case. The incident was deemed a strange
accident and nothing more was ever made of it.”

“Still,” breathed out Michael, “it makes you
wonder if there could be some truth to this map thing.”

“It also sounds like a lot more than leaping
between the Isle’s lighthouses,” added Charlie.

“Yes. It does,” agreed William.

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,” said 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 quick 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
at the opposite side, and then we can all meet up in the
middle.”

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

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 watched Michael and William hop into
the Howard’s jeep. Michael opened the dashboard and grabbed a
couple of the potion-filled vials. “Just in case,” he said, tossing
them to Charlie.

Charlie caught a hint of a gleam in Michael’s
eye.

“It’s best this way,” Charlie said to 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,” Charlie moaned. “Besides, I’m
still in the making up for nearly killing her phase.”

“Yes, there is that,” said William, with a
hint of warning. “Be careful, Charlie. I won’t be there to stop
you.”

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

“I trust the ring,” William said,
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 was just gone. 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 care.

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

“It’s all good,” Charlie felt the need to
say. He caught the corner of the vampire’s mouth turn 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 Charlie. He hopped in, telling her to make a tight turn in the
street and head out of town.

“You okay?” she asked him out of the blue.
“You look flustered.”

“Fine,” he said. “It’s nothing.”

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

“Really, it’s nothing,” he said again.

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

“How about you just focus on driving,” he
advised, as she nearly missed side swiping a car while making a
u-turn.

She tossed him a frown and continued out of
town, toward the first lighthouse.

 


##

 


Melinda woke with a start, sitting up in her
bed. She had fallen asleep and after doing so, was 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 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 she could 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.” She walked hastily, soon passing
by the Wicked Muddy Cafe. She toyed with grabbing a hot coffee to
take with her, but 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 reach and
save him.

“I just need to get the boy out of the water
before that wave hits,” she told herself. She could really have
used Mack’s help on this one. She 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,” she muttered nervously. “Stupid! Stupid! Stupid!”
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