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Dedication

For those who survive loss,

and for the love that never truly dies.
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This book contains intense emotional themes, supernatural horror, grief, and sacrifice. Reader discretion is advised.
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Love does not end with death.

Sometimes, it becomes the weapon.
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CHAPTER 6 – Sacrifice Of The Heart
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The night was colder than usual, the kind of cold that crept into bones and refused to leave.

Elena sat on the edge of the pier, legs dangling over the dark water, fingers tracing the faint pulse of Aarav’s mark beneath her hands. He was behind her, arms around her shoulders, chest pressed to her back. Together, they had survived the lake’s first true test—but the cost weighed heavy.

“I can still feel it,” she whispered, voice quivering. “Watching, learning... waiting.”

Aarav kissed the top of her head, holding her tighter. “I know. And we’ll be ready. Whatever comes, we face it together.”

Her gaze drifted over the black water, restless and shimmering. “I don’t know if I can control it next time. The power... it’s not mine. It’s the lake’s.”

“You make it yours,” he said softly. “Every heartbeat, every breath. That’s what makes us strong.”

A sudden snap of a branch behind them made them both jump.

Aarav stiffened, turning sharply. The fog had thickened again, curling like smoke over the pier. And then he saw him—the hunter.

He stepped from the mist as though it belonged to him, long coat soaked and dark, eyes sharp, calculating, and filled with an intent that made Aarav’s stomach twist.

“You survived,” the hunter said, voice low, calm, dangerous. “Impressive.”

Aarav moved instinctively in front of Elena. “Why are you here?”

The hunter’s smile was thin, predatory. “To finish what was started.”

Elena pressed back against Aarav, eyes wide. “You can’t control it,” she said sharply. “Not us, not the bond.”

“I don’t need to control it,” he replied, stepping closer. “I need to contain it. And you,” he added, turning to her, “are dangerously uncontained.”

Aarav’s hands clenched. “If you touch her, I swear—”

The hunter raised a hand, stopping him. “I don’t want to hurt you—yet. I want to make you understand.”

Elena shook her head. “We don’t need understanding from monsters like you.”

The hunter tilted his head. “Monster? No. I am a necessary part of this world. And you,” he said, gesturing to both of them, “have upset the balance. The lake is not a toy. And yet...” His gaze lingered on them, sharp and calculating. “...love has made you strong. Stronger than expected.”

Aarav stepped forward, chest heaving. “Then leave. Go. You won’t touch her.”

The hunter’s lips curved into a smile. “Oh, I won’t. Not yet. But the lake... it learns. And so do I. You cannot survive this alone forever.”

Elena’s fingers tightened over Aarav’s hand. “We’re together. That’s all we need. You can’t take that from us.”

The hunter’s eyes gleamed. “We’ll see.”

He vanished into the fog before they could react, leaving only the echo of his voice and the sense of something waiting, patient and relentless.

Elena sank to the pier, breath ragged. “He... he’s coming back.”

Aarav held her close, lips pressed to her temple. “Then we’ll be ready. Together.”

She shivered, half from fear, half from the intensity of being so close to him. “I... I don’t want to lose you.”

“You won’t,” he whispered. “Not while we have each other. Not while I’m here.”

The lake rippled silently beneath them, calm for now—but deep in its shadows, the hunter’s words lingered, a promise of trials, and a threat that neither of them could ignore.

Elena lifted her face, eyes meeting his. “Together,” she said, voice trembling but determined.

“Always,” he replied.

And in that moment, despite fear, exhaustion, and the looming danger, they found a fragile sanctuary in each other.

But the night was far from over.

The hunter had returned.

And the lake had learned.

The night felt heavier, thicker, as if the air itself was soaked in the hunter’s presence.

Aarav and Elena stayed on the pier, eyes scanning the fog for any sign of him. Every ripple on the lake made her flinch. Every shadow between the trees made his pulse jump.

“He’s here to control us,” Elena whispered, voice trembling. “Or destroy us.”

Aarav pressed a hand to her back, holding her close. “He won’t. Not if I can stop him.”

But even as he spoke, the townspeople began appearing from the fog. Faces pale, eyes wide, moving hesitantly toward them with torches and charms, their expressions a mix of fear and judgment.

“Elena...” Aarav muttered, noticing the way they stared at her, whispers flowing through the crowd. “They’re afraid of you. Of us.”

“I can’t... I can’t control it anymore,” she whispered, panic creeping in. Her hands trembled as the bond flared faintly, pulsing between them and across the pier. The lake rippled beneath them, responding to her fear.

“Breathe,” Aarav said firmly. “Look at me. You’re not alone. Not now, not ever.”

She pressed her forehead to his chest, feeling his heartbeat, steady and grounding beneath the searing mark. Slowly, the trembling eased. The bond pulsed in response, stronger, warmer—a living tether that anchored her.

But the hunter’s voice echoed in the fog, low and dangerous. “You think love can protect you? That bond will burn you both if you are unprepared.”

Elena froze. “I... I can’t stop it,” she admitted. “It wants to take him, to take us... and I can’t fight it alone.”

“You’re not alone,” Aarav said softly, tilting her face to meet his. “I’m here. You and me—together.”

Her eyes filled with tears. “What if I hurt you? What if I—”

“You won’t,” he whispered, cupping her cheek. “I trust you. I’ve trusted you from the start. Every heartbeat. Every breath. That’s all that matters.”

She leaned into him, pressing her lips to his shoulder, drawing courage from his unwavering presence. “Together,” she breathed.

“Always,” he replied.

The fog shifted suddenly. The hunter emerged again, this time from the trees closer to the pier. Behind him, more townspeople moved cautiously, manipulated by his presence, some carrying stakes, iron charms, ropes.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
Secrets
~ Beneath
The Surface

-
[

i ' ——
W o
L

b, o

SUNIL S.





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





