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DEDICATION


For Margaret.


My best friend. Always my supporter.


I will love you forever.









The Ravens Cove Series


THE RAVENS COVE SERIES


Book 1: Ravens Cove


In the small Alaskan town of Ravens Cove, legends have a way of coming to life. When murders begin and a mysterious stranger arrives with warnings no one wants to believe, Kat Tovslosky and Sheriff Bart Andersen are thrown into a battle for the soul of everyone they love.


Book 2: Ingress


To boost the sagging economy, the mayor brings an abandoned ancient town to Ravens Cove as a tourist attraction—along with the curse that emptied it a century ago. As mysterious deaths mount and folklore comes to life, the town faces a spiritual battle with a familiar enemy.


Book 3: Gorgon


A gruesome murder in Anchorage and the felling of the hag tree guarding Ravens Ravine signal the arrival of a new enemy. Some battles are eternal—and some people are destined to fight what the rest of the world cannot see.


Book 4: Dullahan


A sinister secret lies hidden in the swamps of East Texas, guarded by a headless apparition for centuries. When Kat, Ken, and Bart travel four thousand miles for a routine conference, their all-too-familiar nemesis is waiting—and willing to destroy anyone in his way.


Book 5: Andalusia Forest


Andalusia Forest was once a beloved theme park; now it lies abandoned, steeped in legends and tales of hauntings. When ghost hunter Chloe Melbourne teams up with Kat, Ken, and Bart to find a missing friend, they uncover chilling truths hidden in the shadows.


Book 6: The Tide Weaver


When a centuries-old totem pole washes ashore during the Alaskan solstice, people begin walking into the water and not coming back. Two worlds of faith—Dena’ina tradition and Christian spiritual warfare—must stand together against an ancient evil that has had two hundred fifty years to grow strong.









PROLOGUE:


THE SORROW OF TIKAHTNU


SUMMER, 1768 – SHORES OF TIKAHTNU (COOK INLET)


Kwe’tl, íx̲t’ of the Raven clan from the southern islands, had paddled far north in his cedar canoe through fog that clung like breath to skin. A man of the sea, his hair hung wild and matted, his face painted with ochre and charcoal in the patterns of his yéiks—the spirits who spoke through him. He carried the drum, the rattle, and the totem: a tall cedar pole he’d carved himself, Raven at the top with wings spread wide, Orca below coiling in the waves. Trickster wisdom and guardians of the deep, bound in wood.


He’d come to forge an alliance. The Russians had arrived like hungry gulls, their ships heavy with iron tools, beads, and firewater, demanding sea otter pelts. The Tlingit villages farther south had grown rich on the exchange, but the inland peoples—the Dena’ina who knew these waters as their own—held what the newcomers craved most: furs from the vast interior, marmot skins, copper, knowledge of hidden streams. Kwe’tl had been sent as emissary and healer to ensure the trade honored the spirits of land and water, so both peoples might live in balance and peace.


The meeting place was a sheltered cove near the Inlet’s mouth, where salmon runs thickened the currents and beluga whales rolled in the shallows like old friends. A Dena’ina headman named Qeshqen welcomed him with a feast of dried fish and berries, fire crackling under a sky that held the low midnight sun like a reluctant promise. Kwe’tl raised the totem on the beach as a gesture of trust—its carvings a reminder that Raven and Orca watched over trade, that balance must be kept. He sang the songs of his yéiks, invoking respect for Tikahtnu’s spirits: the salmon who returned each year if thanked, the waters that gave life but could withdraw it if disrespected.


Greed shadowed the exchange. The Russians pressed for more—more pelts, more copper—offering guns that spat fire but carried no spirit. Qeshqen, eager for iron knives and blankets, agreed too quickly. When Kwe’tl warned that the totem was no mere ornament—that it held a fragment of his power, bound through vision and fasting to guard against imbalance—Qeshqen laughed softly. “The sea is vast. It forgets.”


That night, as the fire died, betrayal came.


It arrived quietly, the way the worst things do.


Kwe’tl was singing the closing prayers when he heard it—the scrape of cedar against stone. He turned. Two of Qeshqen’s men had their hands on the totem, pulling it sideways, dragging it across the gravel toward the water’s edge. Not with ceremony. Not with the words that should precede any movement of a sacred vessel. Just hauling it like driftwood, like cargo, their faces turned toward the tree line where the Russian officer’s lantern swayed in the dark.


“Stop.” Kwe’tl crossed the beach in six steps. “You do not move it without the songs. You do not touch it without—”


“Keep your voice down.” Qeshqen materialized from the shadows. His eyes went to the Russian lantern, then back to Kwe’tl. Low. Urgent. “The officer is suspicious. He saw the pole during negotiations. He wants to know what power it holds. If he thinks it is more than decoration, he will claim it as a curiosity. Take it back to his ship.”


“Then I will speak with him. I will explain—”


“You will explain nothing.” Qeshqen’s hand closed on Kwe’tl’s arm. “He does not want explanations. He wants no complications. We hide the pole until they leave. That is all.”


“You cannot hide it there.” Kwe’tl pulled free and moved toward the men. They had reached the tide line. The cedar was wet now, the base of the pole submerged in the cold wash of the surf.


“This is wrong!” Kwe’tl shouted. He doubled over as he felt the yéiks recoil from the disrespect like a hand pulling back from a flame. “Please, I beg of you, stop! The water will not harm the wood, but the lack of prayer, the lack of—”


“It is wood.” Qeshqen’s voice had gone flat. “It will survive the tide.”


Kwe’tl stopped.


He looked at the headman. At the face of a man he had paddled for many days through fog to meet. A man who had welcomed him with feast and fire and the language of alliance.


“It is not wood,” Kwe’tl said quietly. “And you know that. You heard me sing over it. You watched it receive the prayers. You know what it holds.”


Qeshqen said nothing.


“Tell your men to bring it back. Let me sing the restoration. We move it together, properly, and—”


“Kwe’tl.” Qeshqen stepped closer. His voice dropped further, past urgency into something that was almost apology and not quite. “The pelts we agreed to tonight will feed three villages through the winter. The iron knives will make the work easier for a generation. I cannot risk it. I cannot let one man’s ceremonies—however sincere—cost my people what we need to survive.”


“And when the spirits of this water remember what was done here tonight? When the salmon do not return because the balance was broken? When—”


“The sea is vast.” Qeshqen turned away. “It forgets.”


He walked back toward the fire without looking back.


Kwe’tl stood at the tide line and watched Qeshqen’s men push the totem into the surf. Watched it tip sideways into the gravel, the raven’s carved eye submerging, the orca’s mouth filling with cold water. Watched them pile kelp and stones around it to hide it from the Russian lantern, sacred cedar buried in tide refuse like something shameful.


He tried to sing the restoration song—the one his teacher had given him, the one meant for exactly this kind of rupture. His mouth formed the words.


Nothing came.


“The yéiks are silent.” A tear trickled down Kwe’tl’s cheek, the charcoal paint dissolving in the salty liquid. “Please, please come back. I will restore you, my ancestors, my spirits. Please!”


In response, the Raven at the top of the totem, usually so vivid in his awareness, so present, went dark. The Orca below it— the guardian, the deep keeper—made a sound in the spirit world that had no name in any language Kwe’tl knew.


Not a cry. Not a howl.


A closing.


He stood there for a long time, ankle-deep in the surf, the cold working up through his bones. The Russian lantern moved through the tree line and disappeared. The fire on the beach burned down to coals. Qeshqen’s people went to their shelters, one by one, until the cove held only Kwe’tl, the dark water, and the pole half-buried in the tide.


“I can leave,” Kwe’tl said aloud. “Paddle south before dawn. Carry the story back to my people—what had been promised, what had been broken, what the Dena’ina had chosen when choosing was required.”


He thought about that for a long time.


Then he waded into where the totem lay and placed both hands on the cedar. “You are so cold.”


The carvings he had shaped with his own hands over three months of fasting and prayer—the Raven he had sung into being, the Orca he had asked permission to carve—felt like stone. Like they had never been anything else.


“I am sorry,” he said. To the yéiks. To the spirits of the water. To the Raven and the Orca and the generations that would come after. “This was given in trust. It was not kept.”


He paused.


“If balance is lost, let sorrow remember. And if hearts turn again to honor, let healing follow.”


He released the wood.


His yéiks remained silent. He pressed both fists against his chest — hard, like he could hold himself together from the outside. He stepped into the surf, put his hand on the totem, and let the cold claim him.


The totem sank with him, swallowed by the impossible currents, buried in silt and silence.


* * *


When a storm in the endless dusk of solstice hurled the totem back onto the beach, the whispers woke.


The Tide Weaver had returned.


* * *









CHAPTER 1:


THE NIGHT SHIFT


DAY 1, MIDNIGHT


Sarah Jenkins keyed the radio. “Dispatch, this is Unit Three. I’m at the north beach access. You seeing anything weird on the weather radar?”


Static crackled. Then Kat’s voice came through, sounding tired. “Define weird.”


“The clouds. They’re moving wrong. Against the wind.”


“Sarah, it’s almost midnight. Go home. Get some sleep.”


“Can’t sleep anyway. Solstice light’s got my circadian rhythm all messed up.” Sarah climbed out of the patrol car, flashlight in hand. The beach stretched empty under the perpetual dusk, waves rolling in steady and cold. “Besides, somebody needs to check on Old Tom’s boat. He said the motor was acting up.”


“Tom can handle his own boat.”


“Yeah, but if it breaks loose in the storm and smashes into the dock, Ken’s going to have paperwork for a week.”


Kat laughed. “Fine. But if you’re not back in thirty minutes, I’m sending Ken after you.”


“Deal.”


Sarah pocketed the radio and started down the beach. She’d been taking the night shifts for three years — ever since she’d transferred to Ravens Cove to be near the water that had taken her father and uncle when she was sixteen. No bodies. No answers. Just the Inlet, patient and silent, keeping its secrets.


She was still waiting.


Her flashlight beam caught something in the surf.


Sarah stopped. Aimed the light lower.


A fish. Except it wasn’t moving right. It flopped onto the sand, gills working, and its eyes—


“What are you?” Sarah whispered.


The fish’s eyes glowed. Faint, pulsing, the same eerie bioluminescence she’d seen in the Inlet during algae blooms. But this was different. Brighter. And the fish wasn’t just dying. It was swimming inland, across the sand, as if the beach were water and it could breathe air.


Another fish flopped out of the waves. Then another. Then a dozen.


They are all glowing!


“Where are you going?” Sarah asked as she watched them all crawl toward something.


Sarah followed the trail with her flashlight.


Twenty yards down the beach, something massive and dark rose from the surf. Too big to be driftwood. Too purposeful.


Her radio crackled. “Sarah? You still there?”


She grabbed it. “Kat, I need you to call Ken. Get him down to north beach access. Now.”


“What’s wrong?”


“I don’t know yet. But something just washed ashore, and—” Sarah moved closer, flashlight beam steady despite her shaking hands. The object resolved into detail: carved wood, massive, thirty feet tall at least. A totem pole. Cedar weathered silver-gray, carvings glowing with the same light as the fish.


Raven at the top. Orca below.


“Sarah? Talk to me.”


“It’s a totem pole,” Sarah said slowly. “Tlingit, I think. And it’s glowing. Like the wood itself is alive.”


Silence on the other end. Then: “Stay away from it. Ken’s on his way. Don’t touch anything.”


“I’m not going to—”


The whispers started.


Sarah.


She froze.


Sarah Elizabeth Jenkins.


“Dad? No!” She whispered.


Come home, baby girl. We’ve been waiting. So long. Come home.


Her feet moved without permission. One step toward the water. Then another.


“Sarah!” Kat’s voice screamed from the radio, distant and tinny. “What’s happening? Sarah, answer me!”


The water’s not cold anymore. It’s warm. Peaceful. All your questions answered. Come see. Come find us.


Sarah’s hand dropped to her side, the radio falling to the sand. The totem pulsed brighter, and the glowing fish circled her boots, a dozen small guides leading her to the surf.


“There are people under the water! Moving just beneath the surface, reaching up with pale hands...” Sarah moved closer.


Headlights blazed across the beach.


Tires screeched.


“Sarah, stop!” Ken’s voice, commanding and desperate.


She blinked. Reality crashed back like cold water. She was ankle-deep in the surf, the Inlet pulling at her legs. “How did I get here?” She whispered.


“I—” Sarah turned to look at Ken, at Kat climbing out of the SUV behind him. “I heard my dad. He was calling me.”


“That’s not your dad,” Kat said, moving carefully toward her. “Whatever’s in that totem, it’s using your grief against you. Come back to shore. Please.”


Sarah looked down at the water. The shapes were still there, still reaching. One of them had her father’s face—or something wearing her father’s face, twisted and wrong, eyes black pits that promised answers if she’d just come a little deeper.


Don’t leave us again. Don’t abandon us. Come home.


“He’s not real,” she told herself. “He’s been dead for sixteen years. This isn’t him.”


But dearest God, I want it to be.


The totem flared brighter. The whispers rose to a roar. Sarah’s feet moved. One step toward the deep. Then another. She looked down at them like they belonged to someone else.


“Stop,” she told them.


They didn’t.


“Sarah!” Ken was running now, boots pounding.


She tried to step backward. Couldn’t. Her legs wouldn’t obey.


“It won’t let me go,” she said, and hated how small her voice sounded. “Ken, I can’t—”


The water opened beneath her. The ocean itself split apart, and Sarah looked into a void of impossible darkness. Sarah whispered, “I’m sorry, Dad, I tried to find you,” then the darkness swallowed her whole.


The surf surged. The totem’s carvings blazed once, triumphant, then dimmed to a steady, watchful pulse.


By the time Ken reached the spot where Sarah had stood, there was nothing. No body. No bubbles. No trace she’d ever existed except for her radio, half-buried in the sand, still transmitting static.


Ken stood in the shallow water, breathing hard, staring at the empty space where his deputy had been thirty seconds ago.


Kat reached his side, her face white. “She’s gone. Ken, she’s just—gone.”


“I know.” Ken’s voice was hollow. He bent and picked up Sarah’s radio, water dripping from the casing. Behind them, the totem watched with its carved eyes, patient and terrible.


The tide was rising.


And Sarah Jenkins would not be the last.


* * *









CHAPTER 2:


THE TOTEM’S ARRIVAL


DAY 1, SHORTLY AFTER MIDNIGHT


Kat stood at the water’s edge. Sarah’s radio sat in Ken’s hand, dripping. The surf rolled in. Empty. Normal. Like nothing had just happened.


Except Sarah was gone.


“She was right here.” Ken’s voice shook. “Ten feet away. I couldn’t reach her in time.”


Kat turned to the totem. Thirty feet of weathered cedar, glowing faintly in the weird dusk. Raven carved at the top. Orca below.


“What in the name of all that’s holy is that thing?” She said.


“I don’t know. But it took Sarah.”


The storm hit harder. Rain slashed sideways. Kat pulled her jacket tighter.


“Kat, don’t—”


“I need to see it up close.”


Kat moved closer to the totem. “These carvings are ancient.”


“How old?” Ken asked.


“Centuries, maybe.” She reached out, almost touching the wood, then pulled back. “But look at this. It’s smooth. No barnacles. No algae.”


“That’s not possible,” Ken said. “It just came out of the ocean.”


“I know.” Kat stepped back. “So why does it look like it was carved yesterday?”


“And it’s still glowing. Pulsing. Like a heartbeat.”


Ken grabbed her arm. “We need to call this in. Get Bart. Paul. Everyone.”


Kat pulled out her phone. Called Bart. “Get down to north beach access. Now.”


“What’s wrong?”


“Sarah’s gone. Something washed ashore. Just—get here.”


She hung up. Dialed Paul.


Tires screeched behind them before she finished the call. Bart’s truck slid to a stop on the gravel, passenger door already opening.


Chloe jumped out first.


“Chloe insisted,” Bart said, jogging up. “I tried—”


“After Texas, I’m not sitting out,” Chloe said. “Where’s Sarah?”


“Gone,” Ken said flatly. “Walked into the water. Something pulled her under.”


Bart stared at the totem. “That?”


“Yeah.”


“What is it?”


“Tlingit totem pole,” Kat said. “I think. And it’s—”


“Alive,” Chloe finished. Her face had gone pale. “I can feel it from here. It’s calling. Angry. Sad. Both at once.” She took a step toward it.


Bart caught her elbow. “Nope. You’re staying right here.”


“I need to—”


“No.” Ken’s voice had that big-brother tone. “Chloe, if it took Sarah, it’ll take you. Stay back.”


Chloe stopped. But her eyes stayed locked on the totem.


“Do you hear that?” She whispered.


Kat listened. Under the wind, under the waves—whispers. Faint. In a language she didn’t know.


“Yeah,” she said. “I hear it.”


Bart pulled his jacket tighter. “Okay. I’m officially creeped out. What do we do?”


“Secure the area,” Ken said. “Keep people away from it until we figure out what we’re dealing with.”


“And then what?”


“Then we call Grandma Bricken.”


Pastor Paul’s headlights cut through the gloom. He parked and climbed out, Bible under one arm. “Where’s Sarah?”


“In the water,” Kat said. “That thing took her.”


Paul looked at the totem. His expression changed. “That’s Southeast work. Tlingit. What’s it doing here?”


“You tell us.”


“I don’t know. But Alise might. This is old. Really old. And if it’s calling people—” He stopped. “We need to talk to her. Now.”


The sky darkened.


Kat looked up. Clouds rolled in, thick and black, swallowing what little light they had.


“That’s not normal,” Bart said.


“Nothing about this is normal.” Ken looked at the spreading darkness on the water. “And it’s getting closer.”


Kat followed his gaze. The black patches had been fifty yards offshore when Sarah disappeared. Now they were twenty. Maybe less.


“It’s moving,” Bart said. “That’s not possible. Darkness doesn’t move.”


“This one does.” Chloe backed toward the trucks. “And it’s hungry.”


The totem flared brighter. The whispers got louder.


“We need to go,” Kat said. “Now. Before that thing claims someone else.”


Bart looked at the water. “Is it just me or is the tide moving wrong?”


“It’s moving wrong,” Kat said. “Currents crossing each other. Running sideways against the surf.”


“That’s not possible.”


“Neither is any of this.” She turned and followed the others to the trucks.


* * *


The boats came back empty.


Kat stood on the dock, watching the Coast Guard cutter tie up. Lieutenant Morrison climbed out, his face grim.


“Nothing?” Ken asked.


“Nothing. We swept a two-mile radius from where you said she went in. Sonar, divers, the works.” Morrison pulled off his cap. “The water’s clear. No debris. No body. No sign anyone was ever there.”


“She was there,” Kat said. “We saw her go under.”


“I’m not saying you didn’t. I’m saying the ocean didn’t keep her.” Morrison looked at the totem, still standing on the beach where they’d left it. “What is that thing anyway?”


“We don’t know yet.”


“Well, it’s giving my crew the heebie jeebies. Half of them didn’t want to go near this stretch of water. Said it felt wrong.” He shook his head. “I’ve been doing search and rescue for twenty years. Never heard my people talk like that.”


A shout came from the beach. Old Tom waved his arms.


“We found something!”


They ran. Tom stood at the water’s edge, pointing at the sand.


Fresh footprints led from the totem straight into the surf.


“Those weren’t there an hour ago,” Tom said. “I checked this whole stretch. These just appeared.”


Ken knelt beside them. Small feet. Barefoot. “Sarah’s size.”


“She’s dead,” Morrison said flatly. “Even if she survived going under, the water temperature—”


“I know.” Ken stood. “But something’s making these prints.”


Kat followed the trail with her eyes. They stopped at the waterline. No prints coming back out.


“Okay,” Bart said from behind them. “This is officially insane.”


“How long have you been here?” Kat asked.
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