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      It feels so strange that a day can be so normal, and yet, as the minutes pass, my body fills with more and more evil. The need to maim, to destroy, to kill…

      Not even three classes of yoga take the stress out of my body and bring me to a place of peace.

      I wave goodbye to my students and remain in lotus pose, staring off into nothing and contemplating my life. Despite the horrible thoughts bubbling to the surface, which I know are not my own, I am still able to appreciate where I’m at.

      I’m free of the circus island. I have the best of friends and a great family. I am part owner of a yoga studio—a dream of mine I thought would never come true.

      Other than the whole being a monster thing, I’m quite lucky.

      And that’s how I choose to look at life.

      A figure appears at the doorway of the studio. “Kind of creepy how you’re just sitting in the dark with those wide eyes staring straight ahead.”

      “I’m finding my center,” I tell Dylan.

      “Still creepy.”

      I snort and unfold my legs to stand. “Then don’t look,” I say with a smirk. After I close the supply closet, I go to the back of the room where he stands. “How’s it going?”

      He shrugs. “Can’t complain. Excited we’re starting to see a bit of spring.” He gestures with his head to the sunny outdoors. March isn’t warm on Madeline Island, but it brings more sun than February. We’re still waiting for some of our snow to melt, though.

      “Spring is nice here,” I agree. We both head to the office where Xander is already seated. We exchange niceties as I grab my coat and bag, and Dylan follows me to the front door. It seems like he might have something to say with all of his hovering, but he remains quiet.

      “You sure you’re okay?” I ask before exiting the building. Tony waits for me out front to take me to my glass prison. Tonight is the new moon.

      Dylan looks at his feet and doesn’t meet my eyes. He sighs. “Aaron and I had our first fight.”

      “Oh wow. I’m so sorry.” I touch his arm, and he forces a small smile.

      “It was stupid, really. Just about meeting his parents and how he’s not ready, and of course, I’m more than ready because I want to ask the people who raised this lovely man every question I can about him.” Dylan’s shoulders slump. “But I guess I need to wait longer.”

      I am definitely the last person who should be offering relationship advice, what with my track record with Vincent and then Luca, but he is obviously looking for me to say something, and I remember how much I appreciated Katy’s insight when I was going through things with Luca.

      “I think you’re Aaron’s first serious relationship, right?” I rest my bag on the floor, and Dylan nods. “He’s figuring out how all this works. He probably loves the honeymoon phase you two are in and wants to hold onto that longer. But it’s good you told him you’re interested in meeting them. You planted the seed, so now, give it a bit. Ask again in a few weeks, and see how he feels then.”

      Dylan nods slowly, and then a bit faster. “Yeah. That’s a good point. He is far more tentative than me on… well… everything.” He chuckles and meets my eyes. “Thanks, Juliette. You’re awesome.” He pulls me into a tight hug, kissing the side of my head. It’s such a normal human gesture. It’s amazing how much I appreciate these moments now that I’m a banshee.

      “You’re welcome.” I lightly punch him on the shoulder and scoop up my bag. “I’ve gotta run, but maybe we’ll all head out for a bite sometime this week?”

      “I’ll organize it.” He pauses briefly. “Hey, speaking about organizing our friends, have you heard from Katy? I sent her a few texts and stopped by the flower shop, but she wasn’t there, which is strange, since she’s kind of a workaholic.”

      Oh crap. I can’t tell him she’s locked up in Samuel’s basement. Hopefully, my expression doesn’t reveal how caught off guard I am by this question.

      “You know, I guess I haven’t heard from her much these past couple weeks, now that you mention it. She’s probably super busy with something. I’ll shoot her a text, too.”

      “Great. If you hear from her, let me know.”

      “Will do.”

      Dylan’s expression gets a bit mischievous. “Should I invite Samuel?”

      “I’ll ask him.”

      Dylan’s smile grows wider. I’m sure he—and all our friends—could sense the tension last month between Samuel and me. I wouldn’t say Samuel and I are back to normal. And really, who knows what normal is between the two of us. But we are way better than we were a few weeks ago.

      “See you tomorrow.” Dylan holds the door open for me, and I head out to Tony’s car.

      I give Dylan a wave, and once we’re on the way to Samuel’s house, all of those evil feelings come back full force. I don’t try to fight it anymore.

      Samuel’s glass prison will keep everyone safe from me.
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      The morning after the new moon, I’m exhausted and covered in sweat with no energy to get off the bed.

      “You look like crap,” Katy says from the cell next to me.

      I laugh and roll my head to the side so I can see her. Katy’s hair is matted to her face, and she’s torn through her sweatshirt. Luckily, she wears another shirt underneath it. Her room is far messier than mine, but nothing Samuel’s magic can’t fix.

      “You wouldn’t be winning any beauty contests this morning either,” I joke back.

      She forces a smile and groans as she turns over, quickly passing out. My door opens, and a tall, perfect specimen of a man enters and stops at the foot of my bed.

      “How are you feeling, Juliette?” Samuel asks.

      I brush a hand across my sweaty forehead and push my hair out of my face. “I’ve been better, but it’s nothing a nice shower can’t fix.”

      The pity in his eyes forces me to look away. I can’t tell if he still feels guilt, but he shouldn’t. It wasn’t his fault someone messed with his spells the night I got turned into a banshee.

      “Ruben called.”

      At the mention of Chief Ward’s name, I get a burst of adrenaline. I’m on my feet, shaking off the lightheadedness and completely focused. “And?”

      “They’ve got a body.”

      “Crap.”

      Samuel nods and looks me up and down. The longing and interest is absent in his eyes, though I can tell he still cares for me. A couple of times we were so close to kissing, but there’s too much between us right now. There might be forever.

      I take a deep breath. “I’m going to shower, and then we’ll head out?”

      Samuel purses his lips and steps aside so I can leave. As I exit my cell, Samuel opens Mason’s door across from mine. He’s still lying on the couch, playing his video game. Luckily, the moons’ consequences don’t seem to be as lasting for me as they do for most. I spare a glance for the rest of the monsters in Samuel’s basement; almost none have stirred yet. Hopefully, Brent will be able to fix us soon.

      After a quick shower, I hop in Samuel’s car, and we’re off to who knows where. The ride is silent as we both listen to the DJ on the radio talk about the weather and then about his recent fail with ice fishing. That is something I didn’t get to try this winter. I guess there’s still time, I am stuck on this island forever, but I’m not sure how interested I am in sitting on ice and holding a stick over a hole.

      We stop outside a small park I haven’t been to and crunch our way over the snow. Chief Ward is here with a number of his crew, having already wrapped the yellow tape around the crime scene. The chief raises a hand in acknowledgment and meets us just on the other side of the tape.

      “I’ll warn you. This one is pretty gruesome.” Ward returns Samuel’s hat tilt and touches my arm as I pass him.

      “Any idea what might have happened?” Samuel asks.

      The chief shakes his head. “Looks like another animal attack, but we’ll know more when we have Stacy take a look.”

      There’s a small bridge that crosses over the path we’re currently on. Beyond the bridge is a cute pond, which looks like it’s a place for ice skaters, given the marks covering the frozen surface, but before we reach that area, we’re stopped by the crime scene, directly under the bridge.

      A sheet rests on top of the deceased, and Stacy glances at us with “prepare yourselves” eyes before pulling it back. Despite all the warnings, I gasp at the state of the body. She didn’t go peacefully. The wound on her head appears to be a cause of death, but it’s impossible to tell if the fact that her left arm is missing, or her right leg, might be the cause of death instead. One of her ears is missing as well.

      I drop my hand away from my mouth and try to compose myself. Per usual, Samuel is a statue of calm and observance. He approaches the body and asks if he can more closely examine it.

      “Go for it,” Stacy says.

      “Any idea on time of death?” I manage.

      Stacy stands on my left with Chief Ward on my right as we all watch Samuel analyze the body. “I can’t tell out here,” Stacy says. “It’s too cold, and I’ll need to examine the body to determine exact cause of death.” She wraps her arms around herself tighter and mumbles, “What a horrible way to die.”

      “Could it have been an animal?” I ask, remembering the chief’s suspicion.

      Stacy shrugs. “Sure. A blade was not used to remove the limbs. They were ripped off.” She points to the area surrounding us. “We’re looking for the parts nearby. Hopefully, we’ll find something.”

      Samuel swats at something, stands, and brushes the snow off his knee.

      “Thoughts?” The chief asks, lowering his pad of paper to the side, words and symbols facing me. As much as I’ve seen his writing the past nine months, I still have no idea what it says. There’s a sketch of plants and trees and a donut, too. I guess the man’s hungry?

      Samuel buries his hands in his trench coat. “No thoughts yet. Just that this is sickening.”

      Chief Ward slowly nods. “You’ve got that right.”

      Samuel’s brow twitches, and in the next breath, he’s gathering me up and moving us outside the yellow tape. “We’ll head over to talk with you in a day or so, Stacy. Once you’ve had a chance to examine her further.”

      “Sounds good. Keep you posted.” The question in her voice signals her confusion about our quick exit, but neither she nor the chief follows us. Samuel pulls me over to the woods, and just before we get there, Mason pops out.

      “What are you doing here?” Samuel demands, angry, but strangely not surprised at his appearance.

      “I’m tired of you guys leaving me out!” Mason whines. He’s always a bit crankier the morning after the new moon. Understandably so.

      “How’d you get here?” Almost as soon as my question is out, I realize the answer.

      “He flew,” Samuel confirms. He points to the sky. “I saw him hovering over the crime scene. You have to be more careful, Mason.”

      “I was careful, but I should at least take advantage of something that’s good about being a vampire.” He kicks his boot at the snow.

      Samuel gestures for him to come closer, which he does. Samuel tucks him into his side, and we head toward the car. I want to talk about the crime scene, but I can’t tell if Samuel wants to include Mason in that discussion or not, so I keep quiet.

      Just before we reach the car, Mason asks, “So, do you guys know who the troll is?”

      “What?” Samuel turns to face him, and I do the same.

      “A troll?” I repeat. How did he figure that out?

      Mason shrugs. “Yeah. Mom used to tell me that story all the time. About the troll under the bridge and how it would come out and ask for a toll to cross, and if you couldn’t pay it, bad stuff happened.” He looks between the two of us. “It’s not a troll?”

      Samuel appears dumbfounded. “I… um… I guess I didn’t know what we were dealing with, but your idea is good. We’ll have to do some further investigating.” He meets my gaze over Mason’s head. He’s impressed with our little investigator but still trying to stay mad.

      I pat Mason’s back and gesture for him to get in the car. “Good job, buddy,” I say quietly in case Samuel doesn’t want me to reward him with compliments, given he shouldn’t be here.

      “Thanks.” He beams.

      “A troll,” Samuel mumbles under the car roaring to life. “Of course, it’s a troll.”
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