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This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, events, places, businesses and incidents are either the products of the authors’ imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.

As for content, this is a fictional book and as always, every effort has been made to cleanly edit the text. However, typos do happen.  If you find any errors, please accept my apology and bring them to my attention, so I can provide a better book for all future readers.  Thank you!

“You must train your intuition—you must trust the small voice inside you which tells you exactly what to say, what to decide.” ~ Ingrid Bergman
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​​Previously...
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We walked along the beach until we passed most of the areas still crowded with tourists.  “Why is it so important I spend time in the water?” I asked.  “Do we need to swim somewhere?”

“Why?  Are you a good swimmer, Keesa?”  He smiled and I wondered what he found so funny about that.

“Actually, I am,”  I said, walking over to a row of lounge chairs and sitting down.  

“What are you doing?” he asked as I started unbuttoning my blouse.  

“I wore my bathing suit,” I replied, “which you might have noticed if we’d taken that shower together.”

As I slipped off my blouse, he smiled.  “I know you can swim, Keesa.”  He ran a hand along my bare arm, reminding me how wonderful he’d felt against me the night before.  

Standing up, I wrapped my arms around his neck and whispered, “We could still go back to the room.”

He pulled back and stopped smiling.  “As much as I would enjoy that, it is time you remembered who you really are.”

I didn’t say anything else as he slipped off his shoes.  Taking my hand, he slowly walked with me into the sea.
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​​Chapter 1
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As we reached the water, I realized I was nervous. What could be so important about all this and what if I did something wrong?  I stopped and turned to Dimitri.  “I don’t know what I’m supposed to be doing.”

He smiled.  “Just follow my lead.”

I nodded and walked with him until the water was up to my waist.  As he let go of my hand, I exhaled and waited to see what would happen next.

“Feel the water,” he said, reminding me of my dream.  This time, I didn’t tease him but focused on the waves gently moving around me.

Finally, I looked up and saw him watching me.  “What?” I asked.

“You look so serious,” he replied.  Suddenly, he pulled me to him and kissed me.  The kiss was slow and deliberate, nearly taking my breath away.  As he continued, I felt the water starting to move away from me.  

Looking down, I realized it wasn’t the water, it was me.  He had backed me up during the kiss and I was treading water.  Or at least, I thought I was.  Dimitri is taller than I am, and the water was up to his neck.  I still had my shoulders above the water.

“What’s happening?” I asked, glancing around.  

“You are floating,” he said with a smile.  “Or that’s the closest thing I can think of to describe it.  Rusalkas glide through the water as humans move through air.”

“Ru...what?” I asked.  

“Rusalka,” he repeated.  Moving towards me, he whispered, “You are rusalka, Keesa.  You always have been.”

“I don’t know what that is,” I said, suddenly sinking to the bottom and pushing myself up again.  Trying not to sputter, I shook my head and this time I was treading water.

He took my arm as we moved back to shallower water.  “Rusalkas are similar to mermaids, but without the tail,” he said, glancing around to make sure we were alone.  “They guard the lakes and waters of their homelands, protecting all those who use their water.”

“And I’m supposed to be one of these rusalkas?” I asked, raising an eyebrow.  “You’ve got to be kidding.”

“You are rusalka,” he insisted, despite my look of disbelief.  “Your mother was one, and so was your grandmother.”

“My mother,” I coughed as my throat tightened.  “My mother died when I was eleven years old, and she never knew her mother.  She was raised by my grandfather.”

“Who is human,” Dimitri said, “but he fell in love with a rusalka and did the unthinkable.”  He paused as another couple walked down the beach, then continued.  “Your grandfather fell in love with a rusalka, which is not so unusual...but she fell in love with him.  And that is not done.”
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