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  Domination




  Gemma loved the way it felt when he kissed her, and his mouth was hungry and eager on hers. He didn’t appear that strong—though when he

  crushed her to him like this, she could feel the firm tone of his muscles under the thin fabric of his shirt—so it was as if his passion made him stronger.




  It wasn’t that Kirby was a particularly great kisser. Gemma had made a decision to stop comparing everyone to Alex or the way he kissed, because they would all come up short. But even

  without Alex in the mix, Kirby wasn’t the top contender.




  Still, there was a reason that she’d gone out with him a few times, and that all their dates ended up in the backseat of his old Toyota. They hadn’t done much more than kiss, and

  Gemma wouldn’t take it any further.




  What kept her coming back to Kirby wasn’t love or his kisses. Her heart still longed for Alex, and only Alex. But she couldn’t be with him, and she couldn’t sulk around the

  house anymore. Or at least that was what Harper and her dad kept telling her.




  That was how she’d ended up here with Kirby, giving in to the physical moments with him that somehow felt both wrong and completely right.




  Even if she were still just human, Gemma would’ve found this fun. Kirby was sexy and sweet, and he made her laugh. But the siren part of her craved this, almost demanding the physical

  contact.




  The truth was that she was getting restless. Thea told her that would happen if she didn’t eat. Technically, she only needed to eat once before a solstice or equinox, but the longer she

  went without feeding, the more agitated and irritable she would become.




  There were a few tricks to staving off the hunger. One of them was frequent swimming, which Gemma did as often as she could. Another was singing, but Gemma was too afraid to try that. She

  didn’t want to accidentally enchant anyone.




  The third wasn’t so much about denying the hunger as giving in to it. And that was what she was doing with Kirby. Kissing him to keep from biting him.




  When he kissed her deeply, pushing her back against the seat of the car, something stirred inside her. A warm heat in her belly spread over her, making her skin flutter, like when her legs

  transformed into a tail.




  The siren wanted to come out, and there was something strangely wonderful about holding it back. Gemma was in control, not the monster, and as Kirby kissed her neck, she stayed firmly on the

  line between siren and human.




  It wasn’t until his hand began sliding up her skirt, running along the smooth skin of her thigh, that Gemma silenced the siren lust within her. Her skin stopped fluttering, the heat inside

  her went cold, and Gemma sat up, gently pushing Kirby off her.




  “Oh, I’m sorry,” Kirby said, still breathing heavy, and moved back from her. “Did I go too far?”




  “You know the rules.” She gave him a small shrug and straightened out her skirt. “I won’t go any further than that.”




  “Sorry.” He grimaced and brushed his dark hair off his forehead. “I got a little carried away. It won’t happen again.”




  She smiled at him. “It’s fine. I know you’ll stick to the rules better next time.”




  “So there will be a next time?” Kirby asked.




  He was kneeling on the seat, his blue eyes sparkling. Kirby was handsome in the way models were—smooth, lean, chiseled—but he had a real kindness about him.




  The way he treated her probably had more to do with her siren appeal than how he actually felt about her. She hadn’t used her song on him, so he wasn’t a love slave. But her

  appearance had its own power, one that was hard for guys to ignore.




  Kirby was a few years older than she was, but she’d seen him around school. Even though he was attractive and popular, he never bullied other kids. In the short time they’d been

  kinda dating each other, he’d never said a mean word about anybody, and it never occurred to him to challenge her.




  That was what kept Gemma coming back to him. He was safe.




  She liked him, but not too much. Whatever magical spark it was that made her fall in love with Alex was completely missing with Kirby. When she was with him, she was completely in

  control—of her emotions, of the monster, even of him. She would never hurt him, and he could never hurt her.




  “Yeah, there will be a next time,” Gemma told him, and he broke out in a wide grin.




  “Great. I don’t think I could ever forgive myself if I blew it with you.”




  “You’d be surprised by the things a person can forgive themselves for,” Gemma said under her breath.




  “What?” Kirby asked.




  “Nothing.” She shook her head and forced a smile. “How do I look?”




  “Gorgeous, just like always.”




  Gemma laughed. “No, I meant, is my makeup messed up? Does it look like I’ve been making out in the backseat of a car?”




  Kirby leaned in, inspecting her hair and makeup, then kissed her quickly on the lips. “Nope. You look perfect.”




  “Thanks.” Gemma combed a hand through her dark waves of hair, the streetlight shining through the windows and hitting the golden highlights that coursed through it.




  “So we’re still sneaking around, then?” Kirby asked, leaning back in the seat and watching her smooth out her skirt and straighten her top.




  “We’re almost done,” she said. “Tomorrow I am officially ungrounded.”




  “That’s kind of a bummer,” Kirby said, and she shot him a look. “There’s something kinda hot about sneaking around, worrying about getting caught.”




  Gemma laughed, and Kirby closed his eyes as if relishing the sound. She was careful that she never sang around him—she didn’t want to put a spell on him. But her voice and even her

  laughter had an effect on him.




  “Look at you, pretending to be a bad boy,” she teased.




  “Hey, I’m pretty tough.”




  He flexed his muscles, and she leaned over and kissed him. He put his arms around her, trying to pull her in for a longer kiss, but she broke away from him.




  “Sorry, Kirby, but I really gotta go,” Gemma said. “My dad’s probably waiting up for me as it is.”




  “Lame.” Kirby sighed, but he let her go. “I’ll see you at rehearsal tomorrow?”




  “Of course.” Gemma opened the car door and slid out. “See ya.”




  She shut the door behind her and jogged down the block toward her house. When Kirby dropped her off, she always made him park around the corner so her dad couldn’t peek out the front

  window and catch them making out.




  As she went past Alex’s house, she kept her eyes fixed on the sidewalk, refusing to look up at it. It didn’t do any good to see if his car was in the driveway or if his bedroom light

  was on. He didn’t want to see her anymore, and that was the way it had to be.




  Her own house looked dark, which she took as a good sign. Brian had to work early in the morning, so hopefully he’d already gone to bed. When Gemma opened the front door, she tried to be

  as quiet as possible.




  But as soon as she closed the front door, a table lamp clicked on, and Gemma nearly screamed.




  “Oh, my gosh, Harper.” Gemma put her hand to her chest and leaned back against the door. “What the heck was that?”




  “I wanted to talk to you,” Harper said.




  She’d turned their dad’s chair so it faced the doorway and sat in it with her arms crossed over her chest. Her long dark hair was up in a messy bun, and she wore her old ratty pink

  pajama pants, which really ruined her imposing look.




  “You didn’t need to hide out in the dark like a maniac.” Gemma gestured to the lamp sitting on the table next to Harper. “You scared the crap out of me.”




  “Good.”




  “Good?” Gemma rolled her eyes and groaned. “Seriously? It’s gonna be one of those talks?”




  “What do you mean, ‘those talks’?” Harper asked.




  “The kind where you lecture me on everything I’m doing wrong.”




  “I’m not lecturing you,” Harper said defensively. “It’s just . . .” She took a deep breath and tried to start over. “It’s after ten o’clock

  at night, and play rehearsal was supposed to end two hours ago. You’re lucky that Dad is trusting you again, but I know that rehearsal doesn’t run that late.”




  “Because Daniel is narcing on me,” Gemma muttered and stared down at the worn rug on the floor.




  “Daniel is not ‘narcing’ on you.” Harper bristled at the accusation. “I know because I drove past the theater, and nobody’s cars were there. And based on the

  amount of eyeliner you’re wearing and the ridiculously short length of your skirt—”




  “It’s not ridiculous,” Gemma said, but she pulled down her skirt.




  “—I can only assume that you’re running around with some boy,” Harper said. “Do you know how dangerous that is for you? Of course you do. The sirens kill

  boys—you’ve seen it.”




  Gemma stared at the floor. She still hadn’t told her sister about how she’d killed a guy before. He’d been assaulting her at the time, and that had incited Gemma’s

  transformation into the monster. But the real reason she’d killed him was because she had to. In order to survive as a siren, she had to feed.




  Over the past four weeks, since Gemma had returned home and they’d struck a deal with Penn, Harper had come to suspect that murdering boys was how the sirens ate. She’d never asked

  Gemma directly if she’d killed anyone, so Gemma had never told her. But Harper must’ve known that if Gemma hadn’t killed anyone already, she’d have to soon.




  “It’s not like that.” Gemma sighed. “He’s just a guy that I’m working with in the play, and we’ve been hanging out. It’s no big deal.”




  “Some guy?” Harper raised an eyebrow.




  “It’s Kirby Logan,” she said.




  “He’s nice.” Harper seemed to relax a bit, probably remembering him from high school. “But that doesn’t mean you should be hanging out with him. He’s too old

  for you—”




  “Seriously, Harper?” Gemma scoffed. “I’m a mythical monster, and your issue is a three-year age difference?”




  “No, it’s actually—” She stared up at Gemma. “There are a million reasons why you shouldn’t be sneaking around with Kirby, and one of them is his age, another

  is that you just had a major breakup with Alex, but none of those really matter. The only one that counts is that you know you shouldn’t.”




  “This is such bullshit.” Gemma hit her head back against the door. “You and Dad are the ones that have been saying I need to get out of the house and do something and stop

  sulking. So I finally decide to do something. I joined the play last week, and I’m making friends, and now you’re telling me it’s wrong?”




  “No, Gemma, that’s not what I’m saying.” Harper was doing her best to keep her voice low so it wouldn’t wake their dad. “You were just sitting around the

  house in your pajamas. You weren’t getting up until two or three in the afternoon. You weren’t showering or eating. I wanted you to do something.”




  “And I am, but you have to cut me some slack,” Gemma said. “I can’t swim in meets anymore because I’m now supernaturally, freakishly fast, so it’s not fair to

  everyone else. It’s not even fair to me. I worked hard to be as good as I was, and now it doesn’t matter what I do.”




  “Of course it matters what you do,” Harper said quickly, her tone softened now.




  “I meant with swimming,” Gemma said. “I gave up swimming, I had to give up Alex, and I might have to give up you and Dad—”




  “We’ll find a way to fight this,” Harper said for the millionth time that summer.




  She’d cut her off, but Gemma was glad she didn’t let her finish her thought. Gemma had been about to say that she might have to give up her life, but she hadn’t really talked

  to Harper about it yet.




  The sirens were running out of patience, and although they hadn’t specifically told Gemma, she suspected that they were looking for a replacement for her. It was only a matter of time

  before they found one and then got rid of Gemma.




  “I don’t know who I am anymore,” Gemma finally said, barely holding back the tears in her eyes. “I gave up everything I loved. So I need you to let me figure it out,

  okay?”




  Harper let out a long breath. “Okay. But please be careful.”




  “I always am,” Gemma lied and turned around to hurry up the stairs so she wouldn’t have to talk anymore.




  Once she was safely in her room, she put her hand over her mouth and let herself cry softly.




  The past month, while Gemma had been sinking deeper into her depression, Harper thought it was mostly over Alex, and that was partially true. Giving up her dreams of being an Olympic swimmer,

  coming to terms with the fact that she was a murderer, and letting go of all the plans and hopes for her entire life was the rest of it.




  Over and over again, Gemma had been asking herself, What would you do if you only had a matter of weeks to live? Because weeks sounded right to her. She didn’t think the sirens

  would tolerate her or Capri for much longer than that.




  The problem was that Gemma still hadn’t been able to come up with an answer. What she really wanted to do—spend time with her parents, Harper, and Alex, on the beach, swimming all

  day and night—was impossible.




  Now she had to come up with a second choice. So far the only thing she had was kissing Kirby and pretending like everything was going to be okay.
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  Obsession




  The wind blowing off the bay helped cool his bare skin against the heat of the sun as he pulled into the harbor. Daniel eased The Dirty

  Gull into the dock. Once it was stopped, he hopped off the boat to tie it up.




  He’d barely made it through the knot when he heard the splash of water behind him, and he sighed deeply. He didn’t even have to look over his shoulder to see it was her. By now he

  could almost feel her watching him.




  Daniel may not have fallen under the sirens’ spell the way other guys did, but he wasn’t completely oblivious to their charms. Penn had a presence about her, one that defied all

  sensibilities. The air seemed to change when she grew closer, with a new electricity churning through it.




  As he’d been coming over to the mainland from Bernie’s Island, he thought he’d seen Penn trailing him. He couldn’t be certain of it, but almost every time he was out on

  the water, he thought he saw her shadow just below the surface of the water—the dark outline of her fish form as she swam alongside the boat.




  Sometimes he could chalk it up to seeing things, but when Penn appeared on the dock like this, it only confirmed his suspicions. She was stalking him.




  “Nice day for a swim?” Daniel asked.




  He glanced back just long enough to ascertain that Penn wasn’t wearing a bottom to go with her bikini top and quickly looked away.




  “You’re going to get arrested if you don’t cover up,” he told her as he stood up.




  Penn snickered. “I doubt that. I’ve never been arrested for anything.”




  From the corner of his eye, he saw her pull out the tiny bottom. She’d had it rolled up in a little ball and carried it in her bikini top.




  Daniel climbed back onto his boat. A T-shirt was lying out on the deck, and he pulled it on over his head. Penn clicked her tongue in disappointment, and he went belowdeck to grab his shoes and

  socks, the small door swinging shut behind him.




  Since he’d moved onto Bernie’s Island, his former living quarters were much more sparse, but that made it harder for him to find his shoes. In transit, they’d moved about, and

  now they actually had room to slide underneath the bed.




  Once he grabbed them, he turned to hurry back onto the deck. He didn’t trust Penn to wait outside without getting into something.




  When he pushed open the small door leading back up to the top, he almost ran right into her. She stood at the top of the stairs, her long black hair dripping wet down her tanned skin, and her

  dark eyes sparkling at him.




  “Aren’t you going to offer me a towel?” Penn asked, her voice like velvet.




  “Why are you on my boat?” Daniel asked. “I don’t recall inviting you on.”




  “I’m not a vampire,” Penn said with a subtle edge to her words. “I don’t need an invitation.”




  “I don’t have any towels on board anymore,” Daniel said, answering her question.




  He went up the stairs, and since she hadn’t moved, he pushed past her. Her skin felt hot through his T-shirt, and as he brushed up against her, he heard her inhale deeply. That

  wasn’t what creeped him out, though—it was the strange growling sound.




  There was something inhuman about it, and it had a prehistoric quality to it. It was a small noise, one that Penn had seemed to make unconsciously, but it was enough to make his skin crawl.




  “I still can’t decide what I’m going to do with you,” Penn admitted with a sigh. “One minute, I can’t wait to devour you, and the next, I’d much rather

  sleep with you.”




  “Why do you want to do anything with me?” Daniel asked. He sat down on the seat at the edge of his boat and pulled on his shoes.




  “I don’t know,” she said, and that seemed to upset her.




  Daniel looked up at her, squinting in the bright sunlight, and she leaned back against the bench across from him. Her legs were stretched out long before her, and she tilted her head back,

  letting her hair hang over the edge of the boat.




  “Are you familiar with Orpheus?” Penn asked.




  “No.” He’d finished putting on his shoes and leaned back. “Am I supposed to be?”




  “He’s a very popular figure in Greek history,” Penn said. “He’s renowned for musical ability and poetry.”




  “Sorry, I don’t read that much poetry,” Daniel replied.




  “Neither do I.” She shrugged. “I never read much of his, anyway. But when I was with him, he’d all but stopped writing and he’d given up his music and went by the

  name Bastian. The ‘mythology’ says that he died after the death of his wife, but the truth is that he only changed his name and gave up his old life.”




  “So he’s like you, then?” Daniel asked. “Immortal or whatever?”




  Penn nodded. “He is. But unlike sirens, who gained their immortality through a curse, he got his from being blessed. The gods were so pleased with him and his music that they granted him

  eternal life.”




  “Why are you asking me about this guy?” Daniel asked. “What does he have to do with me?”




  “Nothing, probably.” Penn crossed and uncrossed her legs. “We were very close for a while, Bastian and I. He was one of a handful of immortals who was immune to siren song. All

  the gods and goddesses were unaffected by it, but many of the other immortals—humans who gained eternal life from either a curse or blessing—still succumbed to it.




  “But not Bastian.” She stared off, something wistful flitting across her expression, but she quickly erased it. “Anyway. I thought maybe you were a relation of his.”




  “I’m fairly certain that nobody’s immortal in my family tree.” He stood up. “Listen, Penn, it’s been great, but I really have to get to work. I

  have—”




  Before he could finish his sentence, she was upon him. She pushed him down so hard, his back slammed painfully into the bar. Then she leapt on him, straddling him. She squeezed her thighs

  tightly against his sides so he couldn’t move.




  One of her hands was pressed against his chest, the razor-sharp fingernails poking through his shirt and digging into his flesh. The other was on his neck, but this one was almost caressing him,

  her touch soft and gentle.




  With her face hovering right above his, her lips nearly touching his, her black eyes stared right into him. She leaned in closer, pressing her chest against his, so his shirt would be left

  damp.




  “I could eat your heart right now,” Penn told him in a provocative whisper, and she stroked his cheek gently, her fingers running along his stubble.




  “You could,” Daniel agreed, meeting her gaze evenly. “But you’re not.”




  “I will, though.” She studied him for a moment. “Eventually.”




  “But not today?” Daniel asked.




  “No. Not today.”




  “Then I need to get to work.” He put his hands on her waist, and when she didn’t react with clawing or yelling, he lifted her up and set her on the seat next to him.




  Penn pouted. “Work is so drab.”




  Daniel shrugged. “It pays the bills.”




  He’d moved away from Penn to the edge of the boat and was about to step off when he felt Penn’s hand clamp onto his wrist. She moved supernaturally fast, and it was hard for him to

  get used to that.




  “Don’t go,” Penn said, and it was the pleading in her words that made him pause. She knelt on the bench next to him with a strange desperation in her eyes. Hurriedly, she

  blinked any emotion away, trying to recover with an uneasy smile that was probably meant to be flirtatious.




  “I have to,” he insisted.




  “I can pay you more,” she said, her tone almost comically breezy.




  For all her attempts at trying to seem nonchalant, her grip on his wrist had only tightened. It’d gotten rather painful, but Daniel refrained from pulling it free. He didn’t want her

  to know that she was hurting him.




  “What would you need me to do?” Daniel asked.




  “I could think of something.” She winked at him.




  He rolled his eyes and finally yanked his arm free. “I’ve told them I’d build the sets for the play, and I’m a man of my word. They’re expecting me.”




  “A fence,” Penn said hastily as Daniel climbed off his boat. She stayed behind, leaning on the rail so she faced him. “You could build a fence around my house.”




  “What do you need a fence for?” he asked, waiting on the dock to see if she had any good reason for it.




  “What does it matter to you why I need a fence? I just need one.”




  “I have my hands full already.” He turned away from her.




  “Ten grand!” Penn called after him as he walked away. “I’ll pay you ten grand to build me a fence.”




  Daniel laughed and shook his head. “I’ll see you around, Penn.”




  “We’re not done yet, Daniel!” Penn shouted, but he just kept walking.
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  Alterations




  Stop that,” Marcy said as Harper began emptying the overnight drop box at the library.




  “What?” Harper turned back to face her with a stack of worn Harry Potter novels weighing down her arms.




  “Working,” Marcy replied tightly, and Harper rolled her eyes.




  “Edie’s been back for weeks. You have to be used to it by now,” Harper said, but she let the door to the drop box slam shut, leaving a small pile of books behind.




  Marcy was kneeling on her chair and leaning so far forward on the desk, she was practically lying on it. Her dark eyes stared out from behind her glasses with a manic intensity as she watched

  the front door of the library.




  “I’ll never get used to it,” Marcy insisted.




  “I don’t even understand what the big deal is.” Harper set the books down on the desk.




  “Move,” Marcy hissed and waved her off, because Harper was apparently blocking her view of the front door.




  “You know that’s all glass, right?” Harper asked, motioning to the door that sat in the middle of the large windowed library front. “You can see through all of that. You

  don’t need your eyes locked on the door like a laser beam.”




  “Pfft,” Marcy scoffed.




  Harper moved to the side anyway, since it was easier to get out of the way than try to use logic on Marcy. “She won’t be here for another ten minutes, so I don’t understand why

  you’re so freaked out already.”




  “You don’t get it,” Marcy said, sounding gravely serious. “If I’m not busy the entire time she’s here, if I even spend five minutes sitting behind

  this desk, Edie will immediately launch into some story about her honeymoon, and she won’t stop talking about it.”




  “Maybe she’s doing it on purpose,” Harper said. “You’ve worked here for, what? Like, five years? And in all that time combined, you’ve maybe given two honest

  days of work—until Edie got back from her honeymoon. Now you’re a busy little bee. Maybe she’s finally found a way to motivate you.”




  Marcy shot her a look. “I need to watch for her, so the second she comes in I can haul ass and do anything that isn’t being around her,” she said. “I get that she had a

  really amazing time exploring the world or whatever, but . . . it’s, like, I don’t care. And I don’t know how she doesn’t get that.”




  “Feigning human emotion has never been your strong suit,” Harper said and started scanning in the books.




  “What are you doing?” Marcy asked.




  “Checking these in, so you can run and put them away the second Edie gets in.”




  “Awesome.” Marcy gave her a rare smile and looked over at her. “You kinda look like crap. Are you not sleeping again?”




  “Thanks,” Harper said sarcastically.




  “No, I just meant, did something happen last night?” Marcy asked.




  “Nothing more than usual.” Harper let out a deep breath to blow her dark hair out of her face. She stopped scanning the books and turned to Marcy. “Gemma’s seeing some

  guy.”




  “Some guy?” Marcy raised an eyebrow. “I thought she was still in love with Alex or whatever.”




  Harper shrugged. “I don’t know. I mean, she probably still loves him. That’s why I don’t know why she’s sneaking around with someone else. It just seems

  ridiculous.”




  “Isn’t she still grounded?” Marcy asked.




  “Today’s her first official day being ungrounded,” Harper said. “She’s been hooking up with this guy she met at play rehearsal, and then she stays out all night

  with him doing . . . I don’t even know what. So I was waiting up for her last night.”




  “Well, if she’s grounded, why didn’t you just tell your dad about it?” Marcy asked. “He’d ground her again and make her quit play rehearsal.”




  “I don’t want her to quit the play. She needs to be doing something.” She rubbed her temple.




  In fact, Harper preferred that Gemma stay in the play. Daniel had taken the job at the play partially because he needed the work, but it also meant that he could keep an eye on her. So every

  night, for a few hours, Harper knew that Gemma was safe. She just wished that Gemma would start making better choices where boys were concerned.




  “I get that she’s going through this totally insane thing, but I don’t know how bringing another person into the mix will make it any better,” Harper said. “She

  broke up with Alex because she knows how dangerous it is for sirens to be around boys, and now she’s dragging in another boy.”




  “I thought the only reason the sirens cared about Alex was because he was in love with her,” Marcy said. “They probably won’t give a crap about some random boy, unless he

  falls in love with Gemma, too.”




  “I don’t know.” Harper’s shoulders slumped. “I don’t even know what the sirens want anymore. They’ve been here for weeks, and nobody’s

  figured out anything. We still have no clue how to break the curse. They don’t know how Alex is able to love Gemma, or why Daniel is immune.




  “I’m supposed to be leaving for college in two weeks, and I have no idea what the hell is happening or how to help Gemma, and I just want to scream or rip my hair out.” Harper

  groaned in frustration.




  With working full-time, getting ready for a college she wasn’t even sure she was going to anymore, worrying about her sister, trying to find a way to battle evil mermaids, all while making

  time for a new relationship, Harper was nearing her breaking point.




  Marcy snapped her fingers suddenly, causing Harper to jump in surprise.




  “Duh!” Marcy announced. “You should talk to Lydia.”




  “What?” Harper asked.




  “I’ve been meaning to tell you,” Marcy said. “But I keep forgetting. This whole Edie thing has my mind all messed up.”




  “You really need to get over the Edie thing, Marce,” Harper said. “She’s your boss, and she’s going to be around for a long time.”




  Marcy sneered at the thought of dealing with a supervisor again, and then she continued on with her story. “So I was on Facebook the other night—”




  “Wait. You’re on Facebook?” Harper interrupted. “Since when? I thought Facebook was the antithesis of everything you stood for.”




  “No, I said getting on Facebook and posting pictures of my cat with hilariously misspelled phrases in all caps was the antithesis of everything I stood for,” Marcy corrected her.

  “And sometimes I use Facebook. I like playing the games where I water plants all the time, and I talk to old friends.”




  “There really is just so much I don’t know about you,” Harper said.




  “Yeah, there is,” Marcy agreed. “But the point is, I was talking to this old friend of mine. I’d completely lost touch with her, but it turns out she owns a bookstore up

  in Sundham. She’d definitely have some books that might help you out with the sirens. Plus, she’s pretty knowledgeable on all that kind of stuff.”




  “Like what kind of stuff?” Harper asked tentatively.




  Marcy shrugged. “Hunting vampires, slaying demons, raising the dead. That kind of thing.”




  “She can raise the dead?” Harper was too weary to hide her skepticism.




  “No, she can’t,” Marcy said defensively and swiveled in the chair a bit. “But she knows a lot about it, if that was something you were into.”




  Harper went back to scanning the books and tried to think of a tactful way to let Marcy down. Whenever Marcy did even the slightest thing for somebody other than herself, Harper tried to reward

  it.




  “Look, Marcy, I appreciate what you’re trying to do. It’s really very considerate. But—”




  “But what? You have a better lead to follow?” Marcy asked pointedly. “Or any other leads or ideas? Any clues at all?” Harper pursed her lips but didn’t say

  anything. “Exactly. My idea may be a little out there, but it’s better than no idea.”




  “You’re right,” Harper relented and offered Marcy a grateful smile. “Are you busy this weekend? If the bookstore’s open, maybe we could go then.”




  “Yeah.” Marcy nodded. “You should get used to making the trek up to Sundham anyway, since you’re going to college there pretty soon.”




  “If I go to college,” Harper reminded her.




  “Oh, crap, here she comes,” Marcy said.




  She jumped off the chair, grabbed the stack of books that Harper had checked in, then dashed from the desk to put them away. All this happened within the few seconds it took for Edie to open the

  front door and come inside.




  “Hello, girls,” Edie said brightly as she strode inside.




  Edie was the kind of woman who somehow managed to be beautiful and dowdy at the same time. She was tall and thin, with blond hair, high cheekbones, and full lips, and considering she was over

  forty, she’d aged astonishingly well.




  But she hid under long flowing skirts, overly drapey tops, and layers of beaded jewelry. Her eyes were a lovely blue, but they were barely visible behind her thick calico glasses.




  “Hey, Edie,” Marcy said. Since Marcy was so short, the stack of Harry Potter books went up to her chin, and she was nearly tipping over as she turned back to continue speaking to

  Edie. “Love to chat. Gotta run. Books to put away and all that.”




  “And how are you doing this lovely morning?” Edie asked Harper as she walked behind the desk. She dropped her oversized purse on the desk, and it jingled loudly.




  “Fine,” Harper lied and wouldn’t meet her eyes.




  “Are you feeling okay?” Edie asked, concern filling her voice, and almost absently she touched Harper’s face. “Your skin is cool, so at least you don’t have a

  fever.”




  “I just haven’t been sleeping that well,” Harper said and stepped away from Edie.




  She didn’t have a reason to move, except that she didn’t want to be that near Edie’s scrutinizing gaze, so Harper turned away to straighten some forms sitting on the desk.




  “Troubles at home?” Edie asked.




  “Nope, just good old-fashioned insomnia.”




  “You know what will fix that right up?” Edie asked. “Tea. I know it sounds cliché, but it really works! I’d never been much for it, but when we went to England,

  they had it with every meal. Now Gary drinks it every night. He can’t sleep without it.”




  “I’ll keep that in mind,” Harper said.




  “You really should.” Edie leaned back against the desk and crossed her arms loosely in front of her. “There are just so many different things you can learn from other cultures.

  Gary and I came back from our honeymoon so much healthier and wiser than we were before.” Edie launched into a lengthy list of new facts she had picked up on her travels.




  Marcy peered out from behind a bookcase at Harper, as if to say, I told you so. But Harper already knew she was right. She just couldn’t fault Edie for her somewhat incessant

  prattling. She’d found such intense happiness, and she wanted to hang on to it for as long as possible. Harper couldn’t blame her for that.




  “That is true,” Harper said when Edie paused to take a breath, trying to cut off her train of thought. She turned to face her and smiled as brightly as she could. “Hey, Edie,

  my dad forgot his lunch again, and I was wondering if I could leave a bit early for my break so I could bring it down to him.”




  “Of course you can,” Edie said. “But I have no idea what he’ll do when you go away to college. Then again, I have no idea what we’ll do, either.”




  Harper didn’t say anything to that. She hurried into the office to get her dad’s sack lunch out of the minifridge before Edie could regale her with more tales of her magical time

  spent abroad.




  When Harper went outside to get into her car, she glanced across the street at Pearl’s Diner. Since the sirens had moved back to town in July, she’d gotten used to spotting Penn,

  Lexi, and Thea hanging out in the booth by the window, drinking milkshakes. Penn had this awful way of staring at passersby the way a lion stares at a gazelle.




  Today the booth was empty, and there was some relief in that. Even though they had come to some type of understanding, Harper didn’t like talking to the sirens or seeing them in any

  capacity. They were evil, and they made her skin crawl.




  Unfortunately, her relief was short-lived. As she walked closer to her car, she saw the long, bare legs draped over her hood, and Harper slowed her steps. She briefly considered going back to

  the library, but she refused to run from the sirens anymore.




  Lexi sat back on the hood of Harper’s Sable. Her head was tilted back, so her long golden hair cascaded down onto the windshield. The short skirt had ridden up high on her thighs, and the

  hot metal of the car should’ve burned her skin, but Lexi didn’t seem to notice.




  “Can I help you with something?” Harper asked as she walked around the front of the car to the driver’s-side door.




  “Nope,” Lexi said with her usual melodic lilt. “Just getting some sun.”




  Harper unlocked the door and opened it. “And you just happened to decide to tan on top of my car?”




  “Yep.”




  “I’m leaving now, so you might want to move,” Harper told her and got inside.




  Lexi made no attempt to move, though, not even after Harper started the car. If it weren’t for the people walking by or watching from shop windows, Harper would’ve sped off with Lexi

  on the hood of the car. If she hurt Lexi, that would just be icing on the cake.




  But people were watching, and she’d be liable to get arrested if she deliberately threw Lexi off her car and then ran her over. So instead, she revved the engine and rolled down the

  window.




  “Lexi, come on,” Harper said, trying to sound as forceful as she could. “Get off the car. I’ve gotta go.”




  “Don’t get your panties in a bunch,” Lexi said. “All you had to do was ask.”




  She sat up straighter, then turned back to look at Harper through the windshield. Lexi lifted up her sunglasses, revealing that her normally aquamarine eyes had shifted into the odd yellow-green

  of an eagle. Her lips peeled back in their usual seductive smile, but her straight teeth had been replaced by jagged fangs.




  Harper swallowed hard, then honked the horn loudly in response. Lexi laughed—a light, lyrical sound—and her features shifted back to their normal stunning state. As Lexi slid off the

  hood, she was still laughing, and Harper sped off as fast as she could.




  While there had been an uneasy truce with the sirens over the past few weeks, they hadn’t exactly been leaving Harper or Gemma or even Daniel alone. Lexi especially had a habit of popping

  up and reminding them of exactly what kind of monster she was.




  It was as if the sirens wanted to remind them not to get too comfortable, and that at any moment they could snap and kill anyone they wanted.




  As she drove down to the docks, Harper tried to shake off her encounter with Lexi. By now she should be used to it, but those razor-sharp fangs chilled her every time she saw them.




  When she reached the docks, she parked her car as close as she could get and took a deep breath, stifling what was left of her chill. On her way, she walked past the space where Daniel used to

  keep his boat.




  He didn’t dock there anymore because he didn’t live on his boat. Daniel had been staying out at Bernie’s Island, and he kept The Dirty Gull at the boathouse. He used

  it to get back and forth across the bay, but he docked it somewhere else for a cheaper hourly fee.




  When she went down to the docks where her father worked loading and unloading barges, she usually went to the foreman’s office, and he would summon her dad. This time, before she had a

  chance to even reach for the door, Alex opened it and stepped outside of the office.




  “Oh, hey, hi!” Harper said, trying much too hard to sound cheerful.




  “Hey.” Alex wouldn’t even look at her.




  He’d started working at the docks a few weeks ago, and Brian had told Harper about it, but she had yet to actually see Alex here. In fact, she’d hardly seen him at all since

  he’d broken up with Gemma, and she was a little surprised by how he looked now.




  Working at the docks doing hard labor had made a visible difference. He wore gray coveralls with the sleeves rolled up above his elbows, and the fabric strained against his biceps. His shoulders

  appeared broader than before. In the last few months Alex had looked more toned and muscular, but now he was downright buff.




  His heavy work gloves stuck out of the back pocket of his coveralls, and his hands looked cracked and rough. Before, the only calluses he’d earned would come from playing video games, but

  in a short amount of time his hands had already come to resemble Brian’s.




  Alex averted his eyes, staring off at a barge behind them. His brown hair was longer, almost shaggy, and his mahogany eyes were stormy. Harper wasn’t sure if it was from working out in the

  sun all day, but his face appeared harder. Something had changed in him.




  “So how is . . . um, how are things?” Harper fumbled. “Do you like working here? My dad says that you’re doing good.”




  “It’s fine.” He stared down at his steel-toe boots and didn’t elaborate.




  “Good, good.” Harper held up Brian’s lunch. “I was bringing my dad his lunch.”




  “I ate lunch already.”




  “Yeah?” Harper asked. “Cool. Cool.” She glanced around, hoping to see her dad or anyone who could breathe life into this conversation. “How long have you been

  working here?”




  “Three weeks.”




  “Yeah? Good. Yeah. It’s a good way to save money for college.”




  “I’m not going to college,” Alex replied matter-of-factly.




  “What?” Harper leaned in, hoping she’d heard him wrong over the noises of the dock. “You’re going to Sundham University. Aren’t you?”




  “Nope.”




  Harper was confused by his sudden change of heart. For years now, Alex and Harper had been planning to go to the same college. They were going into different fields, but if they were moving to a

  new town, they thought it’d be nice if they knew someone. Plus, Sundham was close to home for both of them.




  “What about all your plans?” Harper asked. “What about the meteorology and astronomy stuff?”




  “I’m just not that into it anymore.” His mouth twitched as he watched the barge slowly pulling into the bay. “I’m working here now.”




  “Yeah.” She smiled, trying to appear accepting, but really she was worried about him. “So, did Dad tell you that Gemma’s in a play now?”




  “I don’t care about Gemma or what’s she doing,” Alex snapped, with an undercurrent of hatred so raw that Harper flinched.




  “Oh. Sorry.”




  “Look, I should really get back to work.” He glanced over at her, looking at her for the first time, and then instantly looked away. “It was nice seeing you.”




  “Yeah, you, too. And if you ever wanna hang out . . .” Harper said, but he was already walking away. “I’m right next door. You can call me anytime!” He never even

  looked back at her.
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  Paramount




  After their conversation on Tuesday night, Gemma had been avoiding Harper. It had been a day and a half, so Gemma knew she’d have to start

  speaking to Harper again soon, but she wanted just one more lecture-free morning.




  Gemma purposely slept in late, waiting to venture out of her room until after Harper had left for work. Then she got up, did a few chores around the house, and planned to get ready so she could

  leave for play rehearsal before Harper got home from work.




  Of course, she did manage to squeeze in a half hour of Judge Judy, which was her latest vice. While spending the past month moping around the house, Gemma had gotten addicted to daytime

  television. While she’d mostly kicked her habit, Judge Judy was the one show that remained.




  After it ended, she took a shower and got dressed for the day, but she’d left the TV on. When she came downstairs, pulling her hair up in a loose ponytail, she saw that the regularly

  scheduled programming had been interrupted by a news bulletin, and her heart dropped.




  She’d been coming down the stairs, taking them two at a time, but she slowed as she walked into the living room.




  The handsome young heir to a multimillion-dollar fortune had gone missing without a trace, and every media outlet seemed to be covering it incessantly.




  “Here’s the top story of today, Thursday, August fifth. Authorities have found what they believe may be Sawyer Thomas’s yacht off the coast of one of the Bahama Islands,”

  the news reporter was saying. “Again, this hasn’t been confirmed yet, but the footage you are seeing is live. The diving team is searching the yacht, but so far there is no word as to

  whether there are any bodies on board, but there doesn’t appear to be anyone alive.”




  The screen showed a beautiful beach, white sand with clear blue water. A large boat had capsized just offshore. Helicopters were swarming overhead and several smaller boats were surrounding it

  as divers in black suits descended.




  The crawl along the bottom was rehashing all the information about the case. Sawyer Thomas, 25, has been missing since the 4th of July. The Thomas family is offering a $2 million reward for

  any information leading to his whereabouts.




  As the divers continued searching the wreckage, a picture of Sawyer popped up in a box in the corner. It appeared to be fairly recent. He was smiling widely, the top few buttons of his white

  shirt were undone, and his blue eyes were dazzling, even in a picture.




  That was when Gemma turned off the television. His face haunted her nightmares enough that she didn’t need to be reminded of it while she was awake.




  Gemma hadn’t killed Sawyer—not with her own hands—but she felt responsible for his death just the same. He’d been kind to her, so she’d been trying to help him

  escape the sirens. But she shouldn’t have intervened. If she’d just left him alone, maybe he would still be alive.




  Of course, Lexi was completely psychotic and had ripped out Sawyer’s heart without any real provocation, so there was a good chance that she would’ve killed him eventually. That

  didn’t change the fact that Gemma hadn’t saved him or taken him with her when she ran away. She knew he was in danger, and she didn’t do enough to help him.




  Gemma wished the manhunt for Sawyer would hurry and turn up something, not only so she wouldn’t have to keep seeing his face everywhere, but so his family would have some closure.




  She’d considered calling the tip line, but what could she tell them? That she’d seen a monster rip out his heart underneath the fireworks? She didn’t even know what had become

  of his body.




  After Lexi had killed him, she’d kicked him into the bay. But since he hadn’t turned up on the beach or in a fisherman’s net, Gemma assumed they’d done something with

  him. Maybe they’d dragged him farther out to sea, maybe they fed him to sharks, maybe Lexi ate him. Gemma didn’t know, and honestly, she didn’t want to know.




  The capsized yacht had probably been the work of the sirens, maybe to cover up the murder, or maybe it had just been an accident when they took the boat on a joyride. Lexi had been gone for a

  few days last week.




  Gemma swallowed back the lump in her throat and pushed Sawyer from her mind. If she wanted to get out of here before Harper got home, she had to hurry, which meant that she didn’t have

  time to cry about Sawyer. Besides, she’d already cried over him plenty of times this summer, and it had done nothing to help him or herself.




  The Paramount Theater was in the center of town, only a few blocks away from the Capri Public Library and Pearl’s Diner. It was a bit of a distance to walk, so she’d left early

  enough so that she’d have plenty of time to get there. Her car still wasn’t working, but Kirby would give her a ride after practice.




  It was an old theater, built in the early 1900s. It’d been popular when it had first been built, but over time people had gradually lost interest. The Paramount closed and became run-down.

  Then about twenty years ago the town had started a revitalization project and began to fix it up.




  Gemma’s mother had actually been part of the crew that restored the theater. Nathalie didn’t know anything really about building repair, and from what Gemma understood,

  Nathalie’s help had been limited to painting, cleaning, and fund-raising. But she’d worked very hard, and eventually the Paramount was returned to its former glory.




  The marquee out front would light up at night. Right now it simply proclaimed THE TAMING OF THE SHREW, AUGUST 27 in all capital letters. Opening night was just over three

  weeks away, and then they’d do four shows over the course of one weekend. It wasn’t Broadway, but it was something.




  A poster on the front of the building was done in an old playbill style. They’d put all the actors’ names on it. Thea was listed right below Aiden Crawford. They should technically

  share the top billing, since they played the leads Katherine and Petruchio, respectively, but Aiden had the bonus of being the eldest son of Mayor Crawford, the most prominent man in Capri.




  Thea had joined the play first, and Gemma had followed at her suggestion. Thea’d apparently always loved the theater, but Gemma had mostly auditioned to keep close to Thea. Not only so she

  could find a way to reverse the curse, but to keep an eye on the sirens. Besides, it was good for Gemma to do something to keep herself busy.




  Gemma walked past the ticket booth and the main doors, and she went around the side of the building to the door that led to the backstage area. Since she’d left so early, she was one of

  the first ones there, but that usually seemed to be the case.




  Tom Wagner, the director, was already there, and so was Daniel, but he’d probably already been there for hours. Daniel had been tasked with re-creating the Italian Renaissance. Gemma knew

  that he had his work cut out for him, and she’d seen him laboring backstage on the beginnings of elaborate sets since she’d been cast in the play a week ago.




  When she came in, Tom was sitting on the stage, his legs dangling over the edge, with a script lying next to him. His dark hair was slightly disheveled, and the top several buttons of his shirt

  were undone. In an abstract way, Gemma was aware that he was attractive, and his soft British accent definitely helped support that idea.




  “Bianca.” Tom smiled widely when he saw Gemma. He insisted on calling everyone by their character’s name, but that was fine by Gemma. “You’re so prompt. I wonder if

  your costars will catch on to that.”




  “I don’t think punctuality is contagious,” Gemma said.




  He laughed. “No, I don’t suppose it is.”




  She hopped up on the stage next to him—carefully, since she was wearing a skirt and didn’t want to reveal too much. Out before her were rows and rows of velvet seats. The walls had

  been made to appear as old brick, like the walls of a castle. The ceiling above them had been painted a dark blue like the early night sky, complete with small lights poking through for

  starlight.
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