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      “You did what? Tell me everything,” Callie demands.

      I plop onto the couch and switch her to Speaker so I don’t have to hold my cell to my ear.

      “Yeah, she was a Medusa-like character.” I take a sip of my café miel and smile as I look out my window. I still have them open even though some would argue it’s getting far too chilly for that. But I love this Wisconsin fall weather. I pull the blanket off the back of my couch and snuggle into it.

      “And you’re still hunting these creatures with Samuel?” Callie asks.

      “Yes. We try not to think of it as hunting though. We actually have a number of creatures in his basement we’re hoping to change back. Brent, the vampire kid’s dad, is working on ways to do that in California.”

      “How many do you have?”

      “Um, nine, I think. He has them set up in little one-bedroom apartments down there, so it’s decently nice for a prison. It’s either that, or we’d have to kill them.”

      Callie exhales loudly. “Your island is crazier than our last one.”

      I shake my head. “I don’t think so, but then again, we don’t seem to know all the rules yet.” Though the contracts and rules constantly changed on the circus island after Callie showed up.

      “Well, I’m glad you’re safe and enjoying your job too.”

      “Oh my gosh, Callie. I love it. It’s my true calling.”

      Callie chuckles. “Are we talking about hunting creatures still or teaching yoga?”

      I pause before I answer, which is strange. There is no reason to think my true calling is to stop creatures from killing people. I happened to fall into that with an Obeah man from my past.

      “Yoga, of course.” I laugh, but I’m sure she noticed the pause before my answer.

      “Of course.” She laughs too, and it sounds genuine, but she also sounds distracted now.

      “How are things back home?” I ask.

      “Good. The store is so busy, and we’ve done a great job updating it. Benny and I just finished repainting the outside, and it looks amazing.”

      “Is owning a voodoo store in the French Quarter your calling?” I say with a joke in my tone.

      “I think Benny is my calling,” she says quietly, and I squeal and clap.

      “Are you two engaged?”

      “No! Oh my gosh, no. Not yet. We’re so young, Jules.”

      I shrug. “You’re what? Nineteen? Twenty? When you know you have the one…”

      “It’ll come with time. Oh! And speaking about coming, I really want to visit you soon. We’ll have to pick a time that’s best.”

      “Anytime. I mean, during the new moon is probably not a good idea. I would hate for you and Benny to get caught up in the cycle of this island. You don’t need that again.” As much as I want to see her, I have to think of her safety first.

      “True.”

      “So maybe we’ll find a time after the new moon or maybe after the full moon and before the new moon. That’s the best time because it’s quiet around here. At least, for Samuel and I.” It still feels so strange saying Samuel’s name when I’m talking to Callie. Samuel made Callie’s life a living hell, and she doesn’t know the new man he is. She’s been great about not judging me, at least from what I can tell over the phone.

      “That sounds like a good plan. I’ll ask Benny, and we’ll see who we can get to cover the store for a week or so, and we’ll get back to you.”

      My fingers and toes curl in excitement. My best friend is coming to visit me! “I’m so excited.”

      “Me too.” I hear the smile in her voice. “And…” She draws the word out, and I brace for what she could possibly bring up next. “You have to introduce me to this Luca!”

      Heat instantly warms my cheeks. I’ve gone out on a couple of dates with Luca, who is my absolute favorite waiter on the whole island. He’s nice and cute. It would be so fun to double date with Benny and Callie.

      “You’ll like him.”

      “I bet I will, and you know I’ll tell you if I don’t. Your taste in men has been somewhat suspect in the past.”

      I laugh. “It really has, so having another opinion will be great.”

      “We have to open the store, so I’ve gotta run. Talk to you real soon, girl.”

      “Bye, Callie.” We hang up, and I hug my warm coffee close, taking in the sounds and smells of my life. I truly love it here. I love my job and my friends on this island. I have an amazing boss, and I’m dating a guy who is the cutest and sweetest thing ever.

      I want to embrace this fully, but it seems like whenever I’m ready to do that, something always creeps into my life and turns it upside down. And since last night was the new moon, I’m expecting something to creep in any moment now.
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      I exit my condo with a full hamper. Just as I reach for the door, a piece of paper blows against my leg. I rest the hamper on the ground and pick up the worn flyer with a picture of the teenage zombie we have locked in Samuel’s basement. Two and a half months later, and they’re still looking for her. My heart aches that her poor family hasn’t found peace. But maybe someday we’ll be able to cure her and return her to her family.

      I shove the paper into my coat pocket and pull the door of the laundromat open. The bell above the door rings, and my body tenses. I haven’t been in here since we killed James. That was two and a half months ago. To get by, I’ve done my socks and underwear in the sink and snuck in a quick load at Samuel’s house.

      When I tried to take my laundry here, I got as far as the door and the overwhelming scent and had to turn around before I hyperventilated. The man almost killed me, and I still get that rotten stench in my nose every time I get a whiff of laundry detergent.

      I can’t keep going on as I have. A normal person doesn’t do laundry at their boss’s house. I have to get over my fear of this place.

      The nearest machine is open, so I swoop in real quick and load her up. At first, I try not breathing, but that can only go for so long. When I take in a deep breath so I don’t pass out, the guy next to me gives me a strange but concerned look.

      “You okay?”

      “Yeah. Just have a fear of laundromats.”

      He laughs but then realizes I wasn’t being funny. “Oh. Sorry. I thought… I thought you were…”

      A smile tugs at my face. “It’s a strange fear. It’s okay to laugh.”

      Another man with a full load of laundry smacks into me, and I crash into the door of the machine. “Ouch!”

      “Sorry,” he mumbles. He passes me and then tries to get past the nice guy. “Can’t see anything.”

      “Try a laundry basket, Landry,” the friendly guy says. “You okay?”

      I nod. “Yeah. But now you can see that my fear of laundromats is totally justified.”

      He bursts out laughing and forces the rest of his clothes into the washer. I try not to judge, but by his clothing choices, I wouldn’t have pegged him as friendly. All the clothing in the washer is black, and so is what he’s wearing. He’s got dark hair and black fingernails.

      “You’ve got a fear of laundromats. I’ve got a fear of color.”

      I snort and then laugh, and suddenly a laundromat doesn’t feel like such a scary place. “Maybe you can help me get over my fear, and I’ll help you get over yours.”

      “Deal.” He holds his hand out, and I shake it. “Aaron.”

      “Juliette. I do like your style, by the way. Not sure I would want to help you get over your fear of color.”

      Aaron shrugs and closes the door. He turns the nobs and starts the machine. “Then, I’m not helping you get over yours.” He smiles wide and hoists up his empty laundry bag. “See you around, Juliette.”

      “See you.”

      He leaves, and I realize I’m breathing normally. When James owned the store, the scent was much stronger. I’m not sure who is even running this place anymore, but now it feels as though James’s presence is completely gone.

      Facing my fears is a good thing.

      I smile at the guy who knocked into me as I add my detergent and close the door. He looks at me but doesn’t acknowledge me at all. Two women enter the laundromat, and he gives them both a friendly wave.

      “I see we’ve got a new girl,” one of the women says. It feels as though she’s looking down her nose at me. Or at least she would be if she was taller. “You took my machine, little lady.”

      “Oh, I’m sorry. I didn’t realize we had to sign them out or something.”

      The other woman gently pushes her to the next row. “There isn’t. We typically have our usual machines at various times of the week. Like seats at a lunch table during school.”

      That is a bit odd, but what do I know about small-town laundromat etiquette? “Ah. Sorry. I’m new here.”

      The first woman tilts her head slightly. “Aren’t you one of the new yoga instructors?”

      “I am.”

      “My daughter said she’s been going to you for a month, and you did that eight-week training. You’re not that new. Not a tourist or anything.”

      Not quite sure where she’s going with this. I guess taking her machine threw off her day.

      “I haven’t seen you around. Where did you wash your clothes before?” The man leans toward me, waiting for my explanation.

      I’d rather not mention my fear of laundromats to these three. I don’t think they would find it amusing or funny. “I did it at a friend’s house for a while.”

      I duck my head slightly and make for the exit. Clearly, I’m intruding on the seven a.m. laundry group.

      Just as I exit the shop, Samuel’s red Porsche pulls up. I smile and then realize it’s probably not good news with last night being the new moon.

      “They found a body at the docks. Get in.”

      That lady is totally going to lose it when I leave my clothes in there all morning.
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      A few seconds after I get into the car, Samuel’s phone rings.

      “Hey, buddy,” he says. There’s a long pause, and Samuel says firmly, “You can’t go out. We’re protecting you, remember? You have to stay at the house.” More silence, and I can hear Mason argue.

      “I know you don’t turn into a vampire until it’s the new and full moon, but we can’t chance you hurting someone. You have incredible strength and senses. It’s too dangerous.”

      “You’re not my dad! You can’t tell me what to do!” He’s loud enough that even I can clearly hear him. The phone must go dead because Samuel places his cell back into his pocket. “I’m not sure I’d ever be a good father.”

      “You’re doing great. At least, you haven’t told him you want him dead. Apparently, that’s the wrong way to build a relationship.”

      Samuel scoffs, but I see the slight smile before it disappears again.

      As we roll up to the docks, I realize I have another fear I need to get over. I conquered the laundromat today, so I might as well attack the next one head-on.

      Samuel parks the car and gets out. He looks at me through the windshield. “You can stay here if you’d like. I didn’t think about how coming back here might feel.”

      The concern and understanding in his blue eyes still catch me off guard even though he’s been looking out for me for a few months now. It’s different for him. He’s immortal, so I’m sure the situation with Tina at the docks two weeks ago didn’t affect him the way it did me. It wasn’t the first time on this island that I truly thought I would die.
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