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Quinn Dawson’s footsteps echoed loudly as she wandered into the main lobby, taking in her breathtaking new surroundings. She gazed towards the main aquarium with wide-eyed admiration, a small smile appearing as she watched tiny colorful fish flurry by.

To her, securing a job as King Aquarium’s manager was like striking gold. She thought job-hunting would be much more tedious. After all, this was her first time back in King’s Tide since she left to go major in marine biology halfway across the country. She was fresh-faced, eager, and ready to put her skills to good use. 

As she watched one of the aquarium’s elusive whale sharks glide by her head, she knew she made the right choice in returning. It felt nice to be home. King Aquarium held a special place in her heart. When she was a child she felt a special bond with the sea creatures that floated by within the huge tanks. They seemed to look at her, communicating with their eyes. As she grew older the ability to manipulate water and confer telepathically with all water creatures became second hand. She was a water witch and she embraced it enthusiastically.

Early evening became more imminent with each wasted minute. She surveyed most of the aquarium, making sure the exhibits were presentable and that all the animals were fed. Passing by the jellyfish tank, Quinn reminded herself not to get distracted. There was too much work to be done.

She rolled up her sleeves and hurried towards one of the storage rooms, needing to fill up the last of the empty display tanks for a new shipment of tropical fish coming soon. Once she approached the Tidal Touch pool, a small voice called her name.

“Look at you,” her diamondback terrapin familiar said as he waded in the shallow waters. “Getting a ton of work done during your first week. I’m so proud.”

“Mhm, that’s what they’re paying me for, Ridley,” Quinn said, grinning as the turtle fluttered through the pool. “You look like you’re having a good time.”

“The water’s a perfect temperature.”

“I can tell,” she replied, turning towards the storage room again. “You’re not complaining about something for once. This place is like a dream come true.”

Ridley narrowed his eyes. “I only complain occasionally. And only when necessary.”

“That’s like ninety percent of the time with you,” Quinn huffed out as she dragged along the large water hose.

When she finally arrived at the tank, she braced herself as she pointed the tube towards its interior. Turning the water on, she was almost thrown backwards by the force of the water jetting out of the hose. 

Luckily enough, she had a penchant for this type of stuff due to her ability to control water. With a bit of focus, Quinn was able to control the direction of the water stream. Gradually, she loosened her grip on the hose. Her magic was doing all the work.

A sigh of relief fell from her lips. At this rate, she would be finished in no time–

“Quinn Dawson.”

She recoiled at the sound of the voice, which made the hose fly from her grasp. In turn, she was doused with a steady stream of water that soaked her clothing and the carpet beneath her.

Gasping, she whipped around with half a mind to tell off the person who scared her so badly. However, the girl turning the corner wasn’t some ordinary passerby.

It was Nora MacKinnie, Quinn’s lifelong friend and partner-in-crime.

The mischievous selkie held a glint in her eyes, snorting once she took in Quinn’s appearance. “Ridley told me you were back here.”

“Thanks for the sweet homecoming gift,” Quinn replied, gesturing towards her outfit. Her shirt and khakis were made a few pounds heavier, thanks to the excess water. “Always looking for trouble, Nora? Some things never change.”

“That–” Nora pointed at the spill. “–wasn’t intentional. It was still funny though. But man. Look at this place.”

She spun around a few times, taking in the sights. Meanwhile, Quinn scrunched up her nose at the feeling of wet socks. 

“An aquarium, huh? Makes sense, considering what you majored in,” Nora said, whistling as she trailed her fingers along a weather map that detailed the building’s interior. “This place is pretty ancient, no?”

“It’s holding up well.”

“And how are you holding up, Dawson?” Nora asked, grinning as she tossed her a look. “Has Apollo come by yet?” 

Quinn’s breath hitched in her throat at his mention. 

Apollo Lockhart was as enigmatic as he was handsome. He was a member of the coast guard, as well as King Tide’s cherished eagle shifter. She had known him in high school. They would bump shoulders here and there, but she was always too nervous to strike up a conversation with him. His looks had her fumbling her words.

“W-Why would he come by?” Quinn asked, averting her gaze before Nora caught her blushing. “...He hasn’t, by the way.”

Nora shrugged. “It won’t be long until he shows up. He’s been carrying a torch for you ever since you left.”

“Stop it,” she whispered, feeling her cheeks begin to warm. She couldn’t hold back the smile. “You shouldn’t say stuff like that.”

“It’s the truth. What? Should I bet on it?” Nora stared at her watch, humming. “Over under twenty hours? I think under. I’ll take that risk.”

“Nora,” Quinn chastised through muffled laughter. 

Shaking her head, she shifted her attention towards the mess she made. Using her powers, she lifted the water from the floor and finished filling the tank to its brim. Nora watched on silently, with Quinn secretly hoping she didn’t catch how red her ears became.

“Quinn. Nora. Where are you guys?.” Ridley yelled from the Tidal Touch pool. “You two are missing the show.”

Nora raised a brow. “What’s your familiar yapping about this time?”

“I don’t have a clue,” Quinn said, drying her clothes by forcing the water droplets out of the fabric. “Do you think we should check?”

Just as Nora opened her mouth to reply, the familiar interjected with another shout.

“Can you two hurry up and come look at this?. Sheesh. It’s like I’m watching some prime time television in this lobby.”

“Your turtle is weird,” Nora deadpanned.

“That’s why I love him so much.” Quinn nudged her, beckoning her to follow. “C’mon. Or else he’s gonna keep screaming at us from his little pool.”
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“Alright, Ridley. What’s going on–”

The familiar furiously kicked his legs in the water. “Shush. Pipe down and look over there.” 

Nora and Quinn followed his line of sight. Outside the aquarium’s front door, an older man and a younger blonde woman were in the middle of a screaming fit. When the man pointed a finger at the woman, she angrily swatted his hand away.

“See?” Ridley said, poking his head out of the pool. “You guys should have seen them earlier. I thought they were gonna start throwing punches.”

Nora glanced at the turtle. “Really? Why didn’t you tell us sooner?”

“You two are so childish sometimes,” Quinn whispered, pinching the bridge of her nose. “I really don’t think we should be talking about those people while they’re having... a moment.”

“Why not?” Nora pointed at them. “They’re on aquarium property. An aquarium you manage. You can go out and yell at them if you want to. It’s entirely in your hands.”

“I don’t want to do that at all.” Quinn exclaimed. “I don’t want to get involved in their argument. What if they direct their anger out on me?”

“You shouldn’t get punched in your first week back in King’s Tide,” Ridley said, relaxing in the water’s ripples. “That might not look good on your resume.”

“Gee, thanks for those comforting words, Ridley. Means a lot,” she replied in a monotone voice.

“C’mon, Quinn,” Nora pleaded, taking her wrist and bringing her closer to the door. “I want to see what they’re yelling about. It has to be serious if they’re willing to act like this in public.”

“I-I don’t know. I don’t want to eavesdrop on them–”

Nora laughed. “This is barely eavesdropping. They’re forcing us to overhear their conversation with how loud they’re being.”

The stifled shouts became more distinguishable as they approached the front doors. The pair outside didn’t seem to notice how Nora and Quinn were gazing at them from their spots against the glass barrier. They were too invested in their argument, with neither of them wanting to back down.

“How can you be so selfish?” The woman said, bunching her fists. “How could you do this to me? To me? To your own family?”

“Ooh. Family drama,” Nora whispered, nudging Quinn. “This is getting interesting.”

“This isn’t our business to be snooping around in the first place,” Quinn reminded her.

“I know, but it’s the most entertaining thing that’s happened around here in ages,” she quipped, smirking at the agitated duo that continued to rage on outside.

“Why are you acting so surprised?” The man countered. “Don’t you see the way you act? Your behavior is appalling. The only thing you’re worried about is money. You wouldn’t be saying all these things otherwise.”

The blonde scoffed. “That’s not it.”

“Of course it is. I know you. I can recognize whenever you’re acting out for your own self-interest.”

“You’re such a–”

In that moment, Nora’s wristwatch began to beep loudly. Her alarm was going off and the noise managed to catch them by surprise. Quinn grimaced, the secondhand embarrassment hitting her like a freight train. 

Once she managed to quiet it down, Nora glanced up again to see the two individuals sending her dark glares through the door. She sent them a weak wave as they stormed off in the opposite direction. By the looks of it, their argument continued.

“Smooth,” Quinn said.

“Oh, whatever. It’s not like I wanted their approval anyway.”

Quinn led the way back to the Tidal Touch pool where Ridley was patiently waiting for them. The turtle seemed pleased with himself.

“I can’t believe you’re such a gossip, Ridley,” Quinn remarked once she was within earshot. “I thought you said you didn’t like people.”

The turtle’s head jumped at the comment. “Hey, just because I like witnessing drama doesn’t mean that I care about it. It was funny seeing how they yelled at each other, that’s all.”

“I have to agree with him,” Nora said, ignoring the pointed look from Quinn. “Familial drama is always a sight to see. And didn’t you see the way they were dressed? They’re rich. And they were fighting over money, no less.”

“Hmm. Someone’s getting their allowance split in half, maybe?” Ridley offered. “I bet it’s something along those lines.”

“There you go again,” Quinn muttered, crossing her arms. “You’re like a gossiping old biddy. The ones who have nothing good to say about people.”

“You’re no fun,” Ridley grumped. “There’s no harm in making fun of a pair of random strangers from time to time.”

“Especially when those strangers are fighting tooth and nail right outside your establishment. Threatening the integrity of your job, no less.” Nora added, but her inflection clearly indicated that she was joking. As did the smile tugging the ends of her lips upward. “Speaking of jobs, I gotta get going to mine. A diving class, y’know?”

Quinn raised a brow. “That’s what you’ve been doing nowadays?” 

“Duh. It brings in some extra money. Plus, I’m the perfect fit for the job. Who can out-dive a seal?”

Ridley poked his head out of his tank and Nora held a finger up.

“Nuh-uh. Not even you, turtle.”

The familiar deflated. “Rude. I wasn’t even going to mention myself.”

Quinn laughed as she waved off her friend. “Head to your class, then. And stay safe. Don’t cause any trouble and stop eavesdropping on stranger’s fights.”

Turning around, Nora walked backwards towards the doors. “I can’t say I’ll abide by your wishes. But hey.” She sent Quinn a thumbs up. “Make sure to tell Apollo I said hi when he drops by.”

“You don’t even know if he will.”

“Of course I do, are you kidding? My shifter senses are tingling. He’s gonna pop up any minute now.”

“Whatever you say, Nora,” Quinn replied, rolling her eyes. “Leave already, you’re going to be late. And don’t let anybody drown on your watch.”

Nora snorted. With one hand on the door handle, she replied with a half-hearted shrug.

“I can’t make any promises about that, either.”
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A stiff breeze perked Quinn up as she walked down the boardwalk. It always had such an eerie feeling first thing in the morning. The lack of patrons running up and down the wooden-planked paths made it almost unbearable. 

Quinn heaved the large blue cooler up a few steps, keeping careful not to splash the contents around too much. She had explicitly requested a Garibaldi be included in her new shipment of fish that she couldn’t wait to meet. 

The Garibaldi is a bright orange fish that typically liked to stay in the dark coral or swim through the kelp. Quinn loved them because of their brilliant orange coloring. Her favorite feature, however, was their perfectly heart-shaped tails. 

Once inside the aquarium, Quinn stopped and looked around. The fish were front and center. With no kids around with greasy hands pounding on the glass to scare them away, they swam freely through the water as if they were performing a choreographed dance. 

"I'm sure you're eager to get to your new home," Quinn whispered to her cooler full of new fish as she continued through the empty hallways. 

"You're going to love it here. I personally prepared your tank myself.”

As Quinn hoisted the shoulder strap from the cooler up over her head, she climbed the access platform behind the tank to reach the top. With a quick release of the latch, the fish began frantically circling the small enclosure in anticipation for their move. 

"It will be ok," Quinn promised as she dipped her net into the cooler. 

A small clown fish was the first to get picked. Quinn gently lifted him out of the cooler and into the tank. But Quinn's hands stopped before the net hit the water. Her breath seized in her throat. 

Quinn jumped back from the tank and ran down the steps to get a better look from below. 

A body... It was definitely a body. 

The man's face looked frozen in place. His eyes and mouth were still open; arms spread out wide.

Quinn ran back up the access stairs. Her adrenaline plunged her up the stairs three steps at a time. Whipping a hand into the air, the water sprang to life and broke through the unlocked latch. A forceful current pushed the man closer to the opening and lifted him out of the tank. His limp body fell to the ground. 

"Sir. Can you hear me?" Quinn shouted as she shook his body. "I'm going to help you. Please wake up." 

Thinking back to her training days, she began CPR. Frantically pushing on the man's chest, Quinn continued to cry out for a response. But none came. 

Quinn shook his head one more time then pressed two fingers against his throat. She realized that his skin was cold, his chest was motionless, and there was no pulse. 

Quinn sat back on her feet. She looked down at herself and saw her clothes had been soaked through. As she looked at
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