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      The icy Wisconsin wind bites at my face as I pedal to the yoga studio. I woke up too late to stop in and get a coffee, so I’ll be sluggish for my six a.m. class. It’s dark still with minimal cars, and they’re going in the other direction.

      There are a few students gathered outside the studio when I get there, and I quickly park my bike, lock it up, and hurry up the steps.

      “Morning, everyone,” I say with a lot more brightness than I feel.

      “Morning!” They all seem to have an incredible amount of energy.

      Typically, Serena opens the studio just before six, but it’s not out of the ordinary for her to arrive closer to her eight a.m. class. I get the key in the lock, my hand slightly shaking from the cold. The warm air from inside greets us, and we sigh. We hustle inside, and I turn the lights on and start some music. The students go to their usual places in the open space, making casual conversation as we wait until the start time.

      The short-hand gets to the six, and I count my students. Usually, this class is busier, but with the weather taking a major turn this week, I don’t blame anyone for having issues getting up in the dark and cold. The rest of my regulars, about eight others, must notice the drop in class numbers, their heads swiveling to search for their missing classmates.

      “I guess this must be it for today. It is a chilly one.” I get into our starting position. Those present comment on how dedicated they are versus the others.

      “You are my favorites,” I say with a laugh, and after everyone else has theirs, we fall into a calm silence.

      I’m not sure what I would do if I wasn’t a yoga instructor or didn’t have something to center my mind and focus on things outside of my “other” work. I’m still shaken after our encounter with the reaper even though it was two weeks ago. With today being the day after the new moon, I’m fearful someone I know could be the next victim.

      The longer I stay on this island, the closer I get to my friends. Katy, Dylan, Serena, Aaron, and Luca have become like family. The more I fall in love with the island and those on it, the fiercer I want to protect everyone. It’s wearing me down.

      “Inhale. And exhale,” I instruct. Out of the corner of my eye, I see Dylan and Serena enter the front door and head to her office. I was supposed to hang out with Dylan yesterday, but, shockingly, he bailed. I think about how last night was just Luca and me, and a small smile grows on my face. The romantic dinner for two with carryout sushi.

      Suddenly, it makes sense why Dylan bailed. He made sure Luca and I went out on another “proper” date. I snort softly and check the room to see if anyone heard it. If they did, no one breaks stride.

      The heat rushes to my cheeks. Luca and I had dinner, followed by a walk down the main street and a make-out session on my doorstep. Gah, Luca is the cutest, sweetest, kindest boy ever.

      I miss a position, which the rest of my class remembers.

      Focus, Juliette. Think about your love life after work.

      I manage to make it through the rest of the class without another misstep, and after wishing everyone a great day, I head to Serena’s office. Dylan hovers over her shoulder, probably looking at the schedule for the rest of November. Both sets of eyes jump to meet mine.

      “So…” Dylan prods.

      I play dumb. “What?”

      Serena beams and slaps both her hands on her desk. “How was the date?”

      My smile grows to the size of hers, and I swoon. “Amazing. We ate sushi and strolled around town and looked at the stars.”

      “Strolled, hey?” Dylan winks. “And made out. Lots of making out.”

      “Why would you say that?” Heat rushes to my cheeks.

      “Because I haven’t seen you so distracted, well… ever.” Dylan gestures to the classroom, insinuating he must have caught my missteps. Serena confirms with a nod.

      “It was that obvious?” Oh, man, I can’t fail my students like that. They pay good money to attend these classes.

      “Oh yeah. You keep dating that hunk, and I’ll be the favorite teacher in no time.” Dylan makes a fist in victory.

      Serena laughs and then notices my fear. “He’s joking. You’re both amazing teachers, and you deserve to be happy. A happy teacher makes an even better teacher.”

      “I’m still going to try to be more focused,” I say it both for them and myself. My students deserve an instructor as good as Serena, and I can’t disappoint her.

      “We’re happy for you is all.” Serena shuffles some papers and neatly places them in a drawer in her desk.

      “Well, thanks.” My hand tingles where Luca held it last night. I lick my lips, the memory replaying of his mouth on mine. “I’m really happy too.”

      Really. Truly. Happy.
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      After teaching my nine o’clock yoga class, I bike home and spend some time with Daisy. I’m putting off the inevitable. If I head to Samuel’s house, we will have to talk about work, which means we will have to talk about the new moon and whether someone died. If a body had been found, Samuel would have texted or phoned, so no news is good news.

      I throw the ball into the open field, and Daisy chases after it, her warm breath coming out in white gusts against the cold air. No snow…yet. But honestly, I can’t wait until it comes. I haven’t spent much time in snow. Not when I was alive anyway. Benny and I traveled to a few places when we were ghosts, but the experience isn’t the same when you’re corporeal.

      Daisy drops the ball at my feet, and I toss it again. The sound of the approaching ferry rings across the island. The other day I asked Samuel how one gets to the island when there are snow and ice. It’s fascinating, really. The ferry is the main method of transportation to the island, potentially year-round if the water around it never freezes over. That’s happened over the last few years.

      But when it first freezes and the ice is thinner, they use an ice sled to carry people. Once the ice is thick enough, they create a road, which is where cars drive over the water from the mainland to the island. I really hope the water freezes over this year even if I don’t have a car, and that means a crazy cold winter. I’m not certain how long I’ll be here, and I’d love to see the ice sled and ice road.

      But that won’t be for another month or so.

      Between the buildings, I see Samuel’s driver pull up outside my apartment.

      “Come on, girl. Let’s go home,” I say to Daisy.

      She trots over, and I put her leash on. She jumps at the ball in my hand, and I give it to her so she can carry it across the street.

      “I’ll be just a second,” I say to the driver, and he grunts and nods.

      I fill Daisy’s bowl with food and water and give her a few more pets behind the ears. “You be good. I’ll see you later tonight.” After I kiss her forehead, I try not to focus on those sad, puppy-dog eyes watching me go.

      The trip is, as usual, peaceful and quiet, although a little cold. The driver winds around the beautiful roads with his window slightly down while tendrils of cigarette smoke waft into the fall air. I guess there always has been the hint of cigarette smoke, but I never focused on it before the temperature dipped below freezing. Not sure why he wouldn’t wait until I was dropped off to light up, but I made him wait in his car before I was ready, so it’s all good. Plus, he’s like my private chauffeur around the island. I’m not going to say anything.

      “Thanks for the ride.” I get out of the car and give him a wave, not expecting anything in return.

      With two yoga classes under my belt for the day, a nice conversation with good friends, and a park session with Daisy, I’m feeling pretty good despite it being the morning after a new moon. Before entering Samuel’s front door, I notice a letter with his name on it propped up against a decorative vase. Samuel doesn’t use his front door since he has his expensive cars in the massive garage.

      I’m pretty sure the letter wasn’t here two days ago. Although, I could have missed it on my way out last time.

      I pick it up and examine the loopy writing. “Who are you from?” I muse. I so want to open it and find out, but that’s a huge invasion of privacy. I don’t think it’s illegal since it’s not official mail from the post office.

      More like stealing a note between a boyfriend and girlfriend that is getting passed by my desk in class.

      Which I never got to experience since I didn’t go to school. My mind drifts to a vision of sitting a few desks behind Luca. Watching him scribble on a piece of loose-leaf in his messy waiter writing and then asking his friends to pass it to me. Butterflies take off in my stomach, and I clutch the letter close to my chest.

      I smile down at it. Yes. That is totally what I feel this letter is about.

      I don’t even bother to knock when I enter Samuel’s house anymore. Chances are he wouldn’t hear me since the house is so dang big. I am about to shout out that I found a letter on the stoop, but Samuel pops around the corner and shoves a hot chocolate into my hand, an enthusiastic expression on his face.

      “Good morning, Juliette,” he practically sings as he moves toward the kitchen.

      I tuck the letter behind my back so I can save its reveal for the right moment. “Morning. What has you so happy?”

      He spreads his arms toward the floor-to-ceiling windows in his living area. “It’s a beautiful day. We have no word of any killings from last night. The creatures downstairs are safe and accounted for.”

      “Including Mason?”

      “Present!” Mason comes around the corner, and I put my hand up. He gives me his strongest high five. We’ve really turned a new leaf in our relationship since I hunted him down and saved him from being a class pet for the rest of his life.

      “Nice to see you, buddy.”

      “You too.” He grabs his cereal bowl off the counter and actually goes to the kitchen table to eat instead of the living room, which is what Samuel has been asking him to do since the beginning. He listens with intent eyes as Samuel continues talking about how wonderful life is.

      “Brent said he and his team might be getting close to finding something that can help our friends in the basement. And, potentially, the rest on the island,” he adds.

      “I don’t have to be a vampire anymore?” Mason asks.

      “There are many ways this can go,” Samuel explains again for the umpteenth time. “Changing every creature back to human is the ultimate goal. But, if we can, at least, come up with something that takes away a creature’s desire to be evil, that’s a huge step, too. And your dad thinks he’s getting close to the second one.”

      “That’s good,” Mason agrees, a bit less excited.

      “Well, I guess that makes sense why you’re so happy.” I take a sip of my hot chocolate.

      Samuel meets my eyes and then quickly drops his to the floor, but not before I see a hint of a blush creeping up his neck. Suddenly, he’s desperately searching for something in the cabinets under the sink, so I can’t read his expression. “Is that everything?” I ask, knowing it’s not.

      “That’s it,” Samuel lies from behind the island.

      “Samuel had a date two nights ago,” Mason shouts, and Samuel bolts to standing.

      “You little blabbermouth.” He tries to put on his stern expression, but it cracks almost immediately with Mason’s incessant giggles. “You said you wouldn’t say anything.”

      “I can’t help it.” Mason continues to laugh. “You should have seen how nervous he was, running around, trying to find his second sock.” Mason practically rolls over in laughter, and I can’t help but join in too. It makes sense why he was so insistent we didn’t need to work two nights ago. He didn’t want me knowing how serious he was getting with my boss.

      “I’m happy for you,” I tell him. A couple of months ago, he said he wasn’t planning on pursuing anything with Serena because he didn’t feel deserving of having someone like her, or anyone, really. But he’s worked so hard to become the person he is, and he does deserve someone to care for him. And someone to care for.

      “Thank you.” He meets my eyes, and the sincerity pools in those blue pupils. Then, he registers something in my hand, which I didn’t realize I had dropped from behind my back. “What’s that?”

      I glance down at the envelope with the loopy handwriting, and now that I’m certain I’ve intercepted a love letter, those butterflies become even more excited. I should drop a hint to Luca that he should write me a letter.

      “This was on your front doorstep.” I wiggle my eyebrows. “I think we know who this is from.” In the blink of an eye, Samuel’s complexion turns white, and his smile disappears.

      “I’m guessing this letter is not from Serena,” I manage to get out around my shallow breathing.

      Samuel takes the envelope from me. “No. Most certainly not.” He shuts his eyes tight and curses under his breath. “I’m afraid we do have a victim from last night.”

      “The victim wrote you that?” I ask, pointing to the unopened letter.

      “No. The murderer did.”
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