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            Chapter One

         
         The envelope lands with a thud on my desk along with the rest of the day’s mail. “Oh. My. God,” my work-study assistant, Jenner,
            gasps. “Is that an invitation from Argos Alexander?”
         

         
         I glance at the heavy, cream-colored envelope. My name is handwritten in calligraphy across the front and there’s a Greek
            postage stamp with an image of a marble goddess in the right-hand corner but there’s no return address. I turn it over, my
            fingers lingering on the heavy, expensive paper, which feels like the pelt of a pampered animal. Looking back up at me is
            an eye, blue as the Aegean—the mati—a charm to ward off jealousy. Beware, it warns, of envy. But I’m long past envy. I stepped out of the chase years ago.
         

         
         “It’s just like the one Annika Greer posted on TikTok!” Jenner squeals.

         
         I look up at Jenner and see she’s already got her phone out and is scrolling to a recent post that she shoves in front of
            my face before I have a chance to tell her, No, I don’t want to see Annika Greer doing anything on TikTok. Or anywhere. Ever. I’m too late. There she is, Annika, beautiful as ever, the same long red hair and eyebrow-grazing bangs, the same wide blue eyes, holding up the twin to my envelope, waving it at the camera. She performs a little dance with a decorative letter opener that she slides under the envelope’s fold and slices up with a decisive thrust as if she’s performing a ritual sacrifice. For a moment I imagine Annika slicing her own hand and blood spurting out. 

         
         Not so past envy, after all, a little voice says inside my head.
         

         
         The TikTok ends before the contents of the envelope are revealed. The caption, in cerulean blue, reads: #Blessed to be offered this opportunity. #Grateful to the Great Goddess! Followed by a string of emojis: namaste hands, moons, suns, and a lot of multicolored hearts.
         

         
         “It must be an invitation to his island, Eros!” Jenner says, clapping her hands. “Didn’t you go there once? Back when you
            were a writer?”
         

         
         Back when I was a writer. I smile up at Jenner, who has an unfamiliar expression on her face. She’s been my work-study assistant since last September
            and has been fairly reliable except for a few bouts of the flu and a weepy period when some boy broke up with her. She’s shown
            a polite interest in the workings of the college museum that I supervise even though she’s a digital media major and we here
            at the Museum of Ancient Antiquities are decidedly low-tech, and enough interest in me to learn how I like my coffee (drip,
            no flavoring, whole real milk) and that, yes, I really do care about spelling and grammar in our outgoing emails. I have never
            seen her looking at me like this, though, like I might actually be someone important. Like I might actually be someone worthy of envy.
         

         
         “The island isn’t called Eros,” I correct. “That’s the god of love. Eris is the goddess of discord. She’s the one who threw the golden apple into the wedding of Peleus and Thetis—” Noticing that Jenner’s eyes are glazing over I resort to a visual aid and point to a poster on the wall behind her. It features the museum’s prize object, the seventh-century BCE black-figure Wedding Vase. “See that scary winged woman holding an apple? That’s Eris. She was angry that she wasn’t invited to the wedding of Peleus and Thetis so she tossed a golden apple marked ‘To the fairest’ into the party. Hera, Athena, and Aphrodite fought over it so they asked Paris to judge who was the fairest and Aphrodite bribed him by offering him Helen, which is what started the Trojan War—” Seeing that I’ve lost her again, I sigh and add, “Yes, I went to the residency on Eris but it was a long time ago—fifteen years ago. I wrote my first book there.” Back when I was a writer. Is that why Argos invited me and Annika, because it’s our anniversary? Does that mean he’s inviting all the residents who were there that summer?
         

         
         “Then he’s definitely inviting you back to Eros!” Jenner enthuses, ignoring my lesson on Greek mythology. “I read that he
            invites artists and writers he thinks have a great work in them. Wasn’t Annika Greer there the same time you were? And that
            classics mystery writer you’re so into? Aren’t you going to open it?”
         

         
         I stare down at the blue eye, picturing Annika’s blue eyes, the way they’d widen when she was impressed, or moved, or surprised.
            Would she be surprised to learn that I have received an invitation, too? Would she be a little . . . jealous?
         

         
         “Not now. And no—” I add, holding up my hand before Jenner can make the request I can see is on the tip of her tongue. “I
            don’t want you to make a video of me opening it. Really, it’s like your generation doesn’t remember what it was like to get
            mail! Besides, even if it is an invitation, I’d have no reason to go. Because I’m not a writer anymore.”
         

         
         Jenner gapes at me. “But if Argos Alexander is inviting you to his island, then he must think you still are! Besides, isn’t his villa, like, gorgeous?”
         

         
         Images of whitewashed walls against blue sky, terraces dripping with bougainvillea and jasmine, silver olive groves shivering
            in the sea breeze, and aquamarine grottos scroll through my mind like a travel video. Like something Annika might post on
            TikTok. “Yes,” I tell Jenner, “it’s the most beautiful place on earth. Now would you please get me the end-of-year budget
            report? I need to have that to President Hubert before four today.”
         

         
         I spend the rest of the afternoon shuffling around expenses, trying to find ways to keep the Museum of Ancient Antiquities
            running on a shoestring budget. I send in the report and half an hour later the president shows up at my office. Not a good
            sign, but perhaps not surprising. Donations to the museum are down and operating costs are up. Interest in the classics is
            declining. Five years ago, the Classics Department was folded into Comp Lit. Digital Media has been angling for the space
            the museum occupies on the top floor of Old Main and the administration has been suggesting we store our collection in a subbasement
            of the library.
         

         
         “If this is about the budget,” I say, reaching for the report, “I have some ideas of cuts we could make.”

         
         “I didn’t come to talk about the budget, Maia,” he says, sitting down in the old leather armchair across from my desk.

         
         “What did you come to talk about?” I ask, shifting in my chair, which lets out an angry squeak. It’s as ancient as some of
            our artifacts but I haven’t dared request a replacement.
         

         
         “I hear Argos Alexander is calling his lambs home—”

         
         “To the slaughter,” I can’t help adding.

         
         “You didn’t end up so badly the last time,” he says. “Didn’t he launch your career?”

         
         “Like Helen’s face, Argos Alexander has launched a thousand careers.” I could add that he takes even less responsibility than
            Helen for the trajectory of those careers once he’s cast them adrift on the sea, but don’t want to sound as if I’m blaming
            him for how I foundered on the rocks in the years after my residency on Eris when I know no one’s to blame for that other
            than myself.
         

         
         “I’m always reminded of the benefits of a classical education when I’m in your company, Maia. Your father would be proud.”

         
         My father, a classics professor and former head of this museum, would say that the Helen simile was low-hanging fruit and
            surely I could have come up with something more original.
         

         
         “So,” he goes on, compliment delivered, “you must have received an invitation.” He leans forward and props his elbows on my
            desk, rumpling the pages of the budget report. “I saw your old friend Annika Greer was invited—”
         

         
         “Et tu, Philip? I wouldn’t have pegged you for an avid TikTok fan.”

         
         “I have a Google News alert set for Argos Alexander and all our most generous donors,” he says, “and besides, I liked that
            book Annika wrote—”
         

         
         “I got an invitation,” I say abruptly, determined not to be upstaged by Annika in my own office. Especially not by Annika’s
            first book, which featured an unlikable character named Freya who was dominated by her Medieval Studies professor father—an
            obvious stand-in for me.
         

         
         “Ah,” he says, leaning back and steepling his fingers as if I’ve just exposed my queen in a game of chess. Never let yourself be provoked, my father always said, least of all by vanity. “When do you go? I can arrange a travel grant if that’s necessary and I’m sure the museum can spare you—”
         

         
         “What makes you think I’ve accepted? Why would I drop everything at his summons?”

         
         “And what exactly would you be dropping?”

         
         Blood rushes to my face. “I’m working on a book,” I say, thinking guiltily of the manuscript collecting dust on my desk at
            home. Working on is perhaps an exaggeration.
         

         
         “Write it there,” he says. “Isn’t the island supposed to be the seat of the Muses?”

         
         “No,” I snap, tired of everybody getting this wrong, “that’s Mount Parnassus. Eris is the goddess of discord, a mean-spirited
            bitch who likes to stir up the worst in people. Her island is not a happy place.” I picture for a moment that white-walled
            room with its view of the sea, the olive-wood desk scattered with seashells. “So why in the world would I go back there?”
         

         
         “Because,” Philip says, uncowed by my mythology lesson and taking a crisp envelope stamped with the mati from his pocket, “Argos Alexander has written to say he’s considering making a substantial bequest to the Museum of Ancient
            Antiquities. He says he looks forward to discussing it with you when you come to the island.”
         

         
         Philip knew all along I’d been invited. “We have other donors,” I say, “and there are a few more cuts I could make.”

         
         He shrugs and gets to his feet. “If that’s what you prefer, but if you don’t have the funds to support the museum by the end
            of the summer, I’ll have to recommend that we consider closing up shop.”
         

         
         He stops at the door and looks back over his shoulder. “And frankly, Maia, mightn’t that be the best outcome for you? When your father got ill and you stepped in to help out here, we were all grateful, but it was only meant to be temporary. I can’t help feeling that the museum has gotten in the way of your writing. Maybe a trip to Eris is just what you need.” 

         
         He leaves before I can respond, which is just as well. While it’s tempting to go along with the story he’s spun—dutiful daughter
            puts career on hold to nurse ailing father and carry on his legacy—I know it’s a lie.
         

         
         

         After Philip leaves, I spend half an hour clearing my desk and tending to end-of-semester chores. Jenner has asked for a recommendation
            for an internship in the fall that I write with genuine enthusiasm, sure she’ll be better suited working for an advertising
            firm in New York City than among the dusty artifacts of the museum. I’m surprised to feel a pang as I send it off, but I chalk
            that up to the work I’ll have training another Gen-Z student to write grammatical emails and remember how I take my coffee.
         

         
         Jenner’s left already to take a final so I’m alone in the museum. I usually enjoy these last moments in the galleries but
            today the late-afternoon sun slanting through the tall windows throws long shadows across the old hardwood floors, and the
            bars of sunlight trapped between the shadows are filled with dust motes, like flies in amber. Passing through them on my way
            out I feel as if I am preserved in amber, too, one of the museum’s relics. The little clay Tanagra figures tip their dreidel-shaped hats at me,
            and the archaic Persephone statue smiles slyly as if to say, You’re one of us. Watch out or you’ll end up in the subbasement, too.

         
         I stop at the Attic black-figure amphora, known as the Wedding Vase because it depicts the wedding of Peleus, a mortal man, to the sea nymph Thetis, and look closer at the winged figure of Eris getting ready to lob the apple marked “To the fairest” into the crowd. Already Hera, Aphrodite, and Athena are gazing up, ready to fight for the honor—Like housewives squabbling over the sales rack at Loehmann’s, my father used to say to get a laugh when he lectured on the vase. Then, sobering, he would add, But there is a kind of strife that Hesiod tells us “stirs up even the shiftless to toil” and is “wholesome for men.” Then he would tell the story of how he found the first shard of the vase on his honeymoon in Switzerland and how he searched
            the world to find the other pieces, determined to bring together the Wedding Vase before anyone else could, as a testament
            to his beloved, departed wife. Sometimes, he would conclude his lecture, a little competition spurs us on to do great things.

         
         A slant of light lands on the vase, catching the arrow gripped in Eris’s hand, and I see Annika dancing with that letter opener.

         
         Or sometimes, I think, turning my back on the goddess, a little competition spurs us on to do terrible things.
         

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Chapter Two

         
         When I get home, I toss the invitation on my desk, right on top of the typescript of my last unfinished novel, where it sits
            among a scattering of objects—a Murano paperweight, assorted seashells, a lump of marble—like the exhibits in a museum of
            a lost civilization. Eventually, I figure, it will lose its power as everything else that touches my desk does.
         

         
         I spend the rest of the weekend sitting on the screened-in porch reading the new Detective Pythagoras book—Pythagoras Walks the Labyrinth—by Clive Davies, that classics mystery writer you’re so into, only Jenner had it wrong. The author of Detective Pythagoras wasn’t on the island when I was there; it was his son, Ian
            Davies. But she was right that I love the books. This one is set on a Greek island at a Mycenaean palace built over an intricate
            labyrinth. By the end of chapter one, a young woman is shot through the heart by an arrow on an altar while surrounded by
            onlookers. Pythagoras is tasked with discovering the killer through calculating what angle the arrow was shot from. It’s a
            pleasantly engaging puzzle, complete with diagrams, maps, a cast of suspicious characters, and vivid local scenery.
         

         
         Who needs to travel to a Greek island when I’ve got one right here in my head?

         
         But then my agent, Diane, calls.

         
         I call her my agent although she hasn’t represented a book of mine in years. Mostly she’s assumed the role of friend and scold.
            “Did you get one in the mail?” she asks in that raspy voice of hers that always makes me think of forties movie stars.
         

         
         “You’ll have to be more specific,” I tell her. “I’m drowning in mail—an L.L.Bean catalog, this week’s New Yorker, a jury summons—”
         

         
         “An invitation to Eris,” she says, breaking into my sad list. “Annika Greer posted hers on TikTok.”

         
         “You know I stopped doing social media years ago,” I say, feeling a stab of betrayal that Diane follows Annika on TikTok,
            “and I’ve been a happier person since.”
         

         
         “It’s a hellscape,” Diane agrees, “but it’s our hellscape, Maia. I know that things didn’t end perfectly last time but this would be a chance to get back on track. You might
            even get a blurb from your friend—”
         

         
         “I got something from Argos,” I say to forestall Diane’s suggestion that I beg Annika for a blurb. “It’s sitting right here
            on my desk.”
         

         
         I pick up the envelope to prove to myself that I’m not making it up. I don’t tell Diane that the cream-colored stock has acquired
            a coffee ring and a splash of red wine over the two days it has sat on my desk.
         

         
         “You have! I knew it! What does it say? Annika was coy but I gather it’s an invitation from Argos Alexander to come to the
            island this summer along with a select group of authors for a writing retreat.”
         

         
         A select group. I feel a spike of dopamine at the joy of being chosen, which I quickly squelch. I know from experience how addictive that rush is, and how brutal the withdrawal. “I haven’t opened
            it.”
         

         
         The silence that follows is ominous. Diane is rarely silenced. When I told her I wanted to set my second novel in 11,000 BCE
            she managed to gulp out, Like something by Mary Renault? When my editor passed on it, she called me right up to say, The news isn’t good, kid. Finally, after about thirty seconds she manages, “Do you think maybe you could open it now? For me?”
         

         
         I sigh. “I can’t go back there.”

         
         “You don’t even know—”

         
         “It will be an invitation. He likes to gather his disciples around him, like Jesus.”

         
         “He wields a lot of power in the publishing world, Maia. A word from him and—”

         
         “What? Someone will want to publish my last one? Or are you hoping that if I go to Eris I’ll be touched by the hand of the
            muse and write something salable?”
         

         
         I instantly regret my tone. Diane has stood by me while most agents would have stopped answering my calls. Luckily, she has
            a thick skin.
         

         
         “Salable would be nice, Maia, but frankly, I’d just like to see you working on something that makes you happy.”

         
         “I don’t think anything happy has ever come out of that godforsaken island. Remember it’s named for the goddess of discord. That’s, like, literally, the
            goddess of unhappiness.”
         

         
         “So, you weren’t happy writing your first book there?”

         
         It’s the worst question she could ask. For a moment I see myself in a white room cool as a cave, seated at an olive-wood desk beneath a window framing blue sky and bluer sea, loose pages rustling in the thyme- and salt-scented breeze, words spilling onto the paper like water from a fountain. 

         
         “Happy?” I echo. “I’m not even sure I was myself when I wrote it.”

         
         After I end the call with Diane I stare at the envelope. It stares back with the still, unblinking gaze of a Gorgon. Only
            Argos would send an invitation with a mati on the envelope, daring the recipient to open it. But that, after all, was how his generosity worked. Come to my island, set like a jewel in the Aegean Sea. I will give you beauty—Homer’s wine-dark sea, thyme-scented paths,
               grottos carved from limestone, and silvered olive groves where the faces of the ancient gods beckon from their marble shrines.
               I will give you the time and space and leisure in which to become your truest self and realize your heart’s desire: to write
               the masterpiece you were born to create. But like all gifts granted by the gods, this one comes with a curse.

         
         I hadn’t been able to resist at twenty-two, but then I hadn’t known the price for such inspiration. What it cost to step outside
            of yourself. What you might find when you looked into the eyes of your truest self. Surely nothing inside this envelope will have power over me now.
         

         
         To hell with it.

         
         I claw at the envelope with my fingers instead of using the decorative letter opener I received when I won the Golden Dagger award for my first book. A single card slides out like a mollusk from its shell. A black-and-white block design of a labyrinth is pressed into the thick paper like an ancient inscription carved in marble. Looking at it, I find myself following the maze until I grow dizzy. I turn the card over quickly, the edges so sharp I slice my finger on it. Already the island is exacting its tribute. I suck the blood while reading. 

         
         
            You are invited to the Villa of Lavyrinthos

            On the island of Eris

            For a select gathering of artists

            To commune with the Muses,

            To become your truest self,

            And create the work you were born to create.

         

         To become your truest self. I would laugh at the claim if I didn’t know that it was accurate.
         

         
         After all, that’s what I’d been looking for when I applied to the Eris Writers Residency. I thought it was my last chance
            at becoming a writer before I followed my father’s wishes into graduate school in classics to become a college professor like
            him. How could I tell him I wanted to be a writer when being an artist had practically killed my mother? All I’d wanted to
            do since she died when I was nine was assuage his grief and make him proud. But there was a story in me that was struggling
            to get out. I wrote a short piece called “The Professor’s Daughter” and sent it to the Eris Residency. How mad could my father
            be, I reasoned, when the residency was in his beloved Greece and he even knew the director from his days at the American Archeological
            School in Athens? When I got in, I thought it was a sign from the gods, like the omens Roman augurs read in the entrails of
            birds.
         

         
         My father wasn’t angry as I’d feared; worse, he looked scared. Afraid I’d end up like my mother and go up in flames in pursuit
            of my art, no doubt.
         

         
         It’s just a summer, I told him. If I’m not cut out to be a writer I’ll apply to graduate school in the fall.

         
         But it wasn’t just a summer; it was another world. From the minute I set foot on Eris I felt as if I were in the place where
            myths were born and I was metamorphosizing like Daphne sprouting leaves from her fingertips and Arethusa melting into water.
            I found a best friend—beautiful, talented Annika Greer, unlike any girl I’d ever met (or who ever had time for me)—who made
            me feel like my funniest, smartest self. I fell in love with Ian Davies, who knew what it was like to live in the shadow of
            an overbearing father. They made me feel like I could be the person I wanted to be—a writer, a best friend, beloved. They
            gave me the courage to sit at that desk and write the novel that had been struggling to get out.
         

         
         When I read it aloud at night on the terrace, overlooked by the statues of Greek gods who seemed to be listening, Argos said
            I had tapped into the sacred font of the Muses. Ian had simply declared: You are a writer! Even one of the older mystery writers there, Olivia Knox, had grudgingly told me that I had chops. And one of the other residents, a shy girl whose name I’ve forgotten, had looked at me with such envy I almost felt bad.
            But when I saw the spark of jealousy in Annika’s eyes, I’d exulted. Beautiful, talented Annika Greer is jealous of me!

         
         I should have taken that look as a warning.

         
         On the last night, as I sat at my desk putting the finishing touches on my novel, a little drunk from our farewell dinner,
            a little full of myself from what Argos had told me in our last conference—that I had a great work inside me—I’d heard voices
            coming from the balcony below my window.
         

         
         We have to tell her. Annika’s voice, followed by Ian’s.
         

         
         Can’t it wait until we’re off the island? It will kill her.

         
         Were they talking about me? What did they think would kill me?

         
         I’d gotten up from my desk and carefully crept out onto my balcony. My room was on the lowest floor of the villa facing the
            sea. Below me, stairs led up from the dock and branched off to small, whitewashed balconies carved out of the cliffside below
            the villa. The balcony directly below mine was Annika’s favorite spot for sunbathing because it contained a little grotto
            scooped out of the rock and was fitted out with Turkish carpets and embroidered cushions. Like a pasha’s seraglio, Annika had pronounced when we discovered it. The grotto of the Muses, Ian had christened it because of a marble statue of a woman holding a lyre.
         

         
         What were Annika and Ian doing there now? I wondered. When I’d left them on the terrace after my conference with Argos—glowing and a little unsteady from the praise
            he had heaped on me—they’d both been waiting for their conferences and Annika had said they would come get me when they were
            done. Why had they gone to the grotto instead? And what were they afraid would kill me?
         

         
         I leaned over the edge to shout at them but then I saw them in the moonlight move closer to each other until their lips met.
            I stared, frozen to the spot, until they moved inside into the grotto—with all those rugs and cushions—and disappeared.
         

         
         I’d gone back inside and numbly sat back down at my desk, where I’d sat all summer, so immersed in the spell of the Muses
            that Annika had taken her revenge and stolen Ian from me. Because she could. Because she couldn’t let me have the book and true love.
         

         
         Which hadn’t turned out to be true at all.
         

         
         Then I’d looked down at the rough draft of my novel and realized what I had to do.

         
         Now I look down at the invitation, which sits on top of my unfinished manuscript. Superstition has kept me from moving the manuscript off my desk even though I haven’t even tried to work on it in years. Tossing it would mean admitting that I was never going to finish it. It would mean it was time to start something new. But what? I haven’t had a single idea worth writing since the one I had on Eris— 

         
         Maybe if you go back there, a seductive voice whispers in my ear.
         

         
         “It’s not the island of the Muses,” I say aloud. “It’s the island of that nasty bitch who inspires envy in our hearts and
            makes your supposed best friend steal your boyfriend.”
         

         
         I drop the invitation and the envelope in my wastepaper basket and go to bed. When I close my eyes, though, I see the blazing
            blue Aegean Sea and Annika, gorgeous in a red bikini, diving into the water, her blue eyes when she surfaces the same color
            as the sea. I’m treated to a whole travel reel of Annika on the island—hiking along the ridge trail to the ruins of a temple
            with Ian trailing behind her, picking poppies and threading one behind Ian’s ear, beckoning to Ian to swim with her in the
            blue grotto of the island’s east cove, twining herself in between me and Ian at dinner, lying on the villa rooftop late at
            night between us as I pointed out the constellations above.
         

         
         Whenever I look at the stars from now on I’ll be right back here with you two, Annika had said.
         

         
         I open my eyes and find I am looking up at the night sky, the stars spinning overhead. Maybe I have gone back, I think. Maybe I can change what happened.
         

         
         Then I blink my eyes and the stars dim. I am in my childhood bedroom and the stars are the ones my mother painted for me. The glow-in-the-dark paint has been steadily fading. One day they’ll be gone entirely, but for now, like stars that have died a million years ago but still shine, they carry my dead mother’s voice. Whenever you are lost, follow the stars, she had told me, holding up her hand to show me the ring she always wore. It was made from an ancient Greek intaglio carved
            with a pattern of stars. It had been set into an earring, my mother told me, but my father had it made into their wedding
            ring—a constellation to always guide them to each other. After my mother died, my father gave the ring to me. I rub my thumb over the pattern of stars now, hoping it will calm me,
            but remembering that it hadn’t kept her from becoming lost inside her own troubled mind any more than it will lead me back
            to who I was before I went to the island.
         

         
         Finally, unable to sleep, I give in to the siren call of social media (I’d fibbed when I told Diane I didn’t follow it) and
            go onto Annika’s Instagram to see what she’s posting about her upcoming trip to the island and who’s liked it. And there,
            like her feed is hot-wired to my brain, are all the images that have been haunting me. She’s posted a dozen photographs from
            that summer . . . and not just pictures of her, but pictures of me and Ian, too. I pause on one of Ian—grinning, skin bronzed,
            tousled brown hair gold in the Mediterranean sun—with Annika and me on either side of him, an arm around each of us.
         

         
         I made the best friends on the island last time! Annika has written in the caption. I can’t wait to see who’s coming now! If you’ve gotten an invitation don’t be shy, let me know!

         
         She’s tagged me and Ian. So, she’s still in touch with him. Over the years I’ve combed Annika’s social media for any sign of him but he’s either been camera shy or they weren’t together anymore. Maybe she’s trying to find out if he’s coming. Maybe she’s wondering if I am. 

         
         Maybe, I think, she’s afraid that I will.

         
         A spark flares in my chest, like that dopamine rush I’d felt earlier from being chosen, but this flame burns steadier and fills my heart with a dark craving to see that confident look in Annika’s blue eyes waver.
            To let her know that she’s not the only one who’s been chosen. I bet it would really drive her crazy to know I’ve been invited, too.

         
         What an ugly thought, I rebuke myself. It’s the island. I haven’t even set foot on it but already it’s exerting its dark force from across the
            sea.
         

         
         I am past envy, I tell myself. I have stepped out of the chase.

         
         Then why do you still follow Annika? And why is that manuscript still on your desk?

         
         I’ll unfollow Annika and throw out the manuscript tomorrow, I reply. I’ve worked hard these last fifteen years to put my life back on track, taken over the museum my father ran at
            the college, risen to Rank IV in the university staff hierarchy, complete with benefits and a retirement plan. I don’t need
            to go halfway around the world chasing some ridiculous notion of inspiration and creation. I don’t need to be a writer.
         

         
         As I’m putting down my phone, I notice I’ve got a private message on Instagram. When I open it, I see it’s from Annika. Hey, I suppose you’ve heard that I’m going back to the island. I hope it didn’t upset you to know I’d been invited back. I
               know that things ended badly between us, but I understand that you weren’t really yourself. Maybe none of us were. I just
               want you to know that I have no hard feelings and that I’d really love to see you again. xoxoAnnika

         
         I stare at the text so long the letters swim and dissolve, like foam in the surf. I just want you to know that I have no hard feelings? As if I’m the one who had betrayed our friendship!
         

         
         Instead of answering her message, I reply directly to her post on Instagram. I wouldn’t miss it for the world. I’ll see you there.

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Chapter Three

         
         Ten days later I’m at the portside taverna in Volos where I’ve been instructed to wait for Argos’s yacht. When I RSVP’d by
            email an automatic reply from Despina Outis, Mr. Alexander’s secretary, had directed me to a travel agent in Athens who had
            been instructed to make all my travel arrangements. A private limo had picked me up at my house and driven me to the airport,
            where I was whisked through check-in and security by the grace of my first-class ticket. The last time I had flown, for an
            antiquities conference in Minneapolis, I’d been shoehorned into economy between a businessman who elbowed me every time he
            moved and a sulky preteen playing a video game without headphones. This time, I’m greeted by name at the gate, escorted to
            a seat that looks like my own private cabin, and given a glass of champagne and a pair of silky pajamas should I want to nap
            on the eleven-hour flight. Everyone was so nice! Apparently, all it takes to have people treat you well is to have a ton of
            money. By the time I reached Athens I felt like I belonged to an Olympian class of beings and that kindness and hot towels
            were my due. Already Argos and the island were working their magic on me.
         

         
         I sit down and order a Mythos, the Greek beer I learned to love more for its name than its taste, and immediately feel a prickle up and down my back, as if someone is watching me. I look up and my gaze snags on a man at the next table, fortyish, in khakis and a loose white shirt, an open Moleskine notebook on the table in front of him, fountain pen in hand, a bottle of Mythos at his elbow, battered felt fedora shading his face as he writes. When I meet his gaze, his deep brown eyes take me back fifteen
            years—
         

         
         Are you going to Eris, too? Don’t you feel as if we’re sailing off with the Argonauts?

         
         Ian.

         
         I’d watched Annika’s Instagram all week to see if he’d comment on the post we were both tagged in, but he hadn’t. He must
            not be coming, I’d concluded, remembering what he’d said during our last week on the island: I never want to see this godforsaken, cursed rock again.

         
         And yet, here he is.

         
         Is it too late to pretend I don’t see him? Is it too late to take the train back to Athens and max out my credit cards on
            airfare home? No, he’s already rising and heading over, knapsack in hand as if he plans to stay awhile. He sits down at my
            table without asking permission—when did he ever?—and does the worst thing he could do. He says my name the way he used to.
         

         
         “Maia. I wasn’t sure you’d really come.”
         

         
         “I was sure you wouldn’t,” I counter, taking a long sip of my beer. “As I recall, you were pretty pissed off at Argos at the end—you called him a
            monster and the rest of us fools and enablers.”
         

         
         He winces. “Ouch. Was I really that much of an asshole—don’t answer that! I’m sorry. I was still in my angry young man phase.”

         
         “Oh, was that a phase?” I ask, falling so quickly into vitriol it’s like falling into a warm bath—the kind Seneca took to
            slit his wrists. “What phase are you in now?”
         

         
         He studies my face for a moment as if to recall the girl who’d have gone easier on him, but when he can’t find her, he replies, “The repentant old man phase. When I saw you were coming, I hoped I would get a chance to talk to you and clear things up.” 

         
         For a moment those warm brown eyes soften me, but then what he said sinks in. “When you saw I was coming? Where was that?”

         
         He flinches but then tries to pass it off as a shrug. “Somewhere on social media.”

         
         “I don’t post on social media—” I begin, but then I recall the comment I left on Annika’s post. So committed Luddite Ian Davies
            with his analog notebook and fancy fountain pen follows Annika on Instagram, like everybody else I know. There’d be some satisfaction
            in catching him out if he hadn’t just caught me at the same thing. We haven’t even gotten to the island yet and already Annika
            is sitting between us.
         

         
         He must be thinking about her, too. He looks around the taverna and asks, with studied nonchalance, “Is she here with you?
            Did you travel together?”
         

         
         “Ha! Not likely,” I scoff, but already I’m also scanning the tables for the flash of red hair and blue eyes. Instead, my eyes
            fall on an elegant older woman in white capris, a sailor’s shirt, and an Hermès scarf tied around her hair. Her eyes are shielded
            by oversized sunglasses in which my reflection is perfectly framed. I feel as if I’ve been caught looking into Medusa’s face
            and been turned to stone.
         

         
         “Is that—?” I begin as the woman rises and approaches us, wheeling an enormous silver roller bag that appears to be made out of some space-age material and clutching a full-to-overflowing Louis Vuitton tote to her side. She looks as if she just landed here from another planet or a 1950s Fellini film. 

         
         “Mia Gould?” she asks, lowering her sunglasses down her nose in my direction. And then turning toward Ian, “And Ian Davies?”

         
         Of course she gets Ian’s name right. “Maia Gold,” Ian corrects her, standing to pull out a chair for her. “It’s good to see
            you, Olivia.” Olivia offers her cheek to Ian and then leans down to kiss me on the cheek. Instead, her designer tote bag whacks
            me in the ear with what feels like a ream of paper. She must be carrying the manuscript of her next book with her.
         

         
         “Of course—Maia—I remember now. You came out with that debut everyone made such a fuss over the year after we were all here . . . what was
            it called? The Dean’s Wife?”
         

         
         “The Professor’s Daughter,” Ian corrects.
         

         
         “Oh yes, there were a lot of wife/daughter/sister books that year. It made the Times’ Notable list, didn’t it? I remember being surprised that such a sweet young thing like you wrote something so . . . edgy. I’m afraid I must have lost track of what you wrote next.”
         

         
         “I didn’t,” I tell her, looking around for a waiter to order another beer. “That was my one and only.”

         
         “Oh!” she says, as if unable to imagine such a paltry production. Olivia Knox is a legend in the world of mystery fiction.
            Her Detective Moreau series is in its twenty-fifth year, each book eagerly welcomed by her fans—although lately the reviews
            have been lukewarm and I personally stopped reading them a few years ago because they’d become repetitive. Still, you had
            to admire her stamina, producing a book a year for twenty-five years.
         

         
         She leans across the table and rests the tips of her fingernails on the back of my hand. “Was it the pressure of all the attention your debut got? I remember worrying you might have a problem. I’m sure Argos thought he was doing you a favor by pulling strings at the Times but sometimes it’s worse to have a big success right out of the gate. It can make it so intimidating to write that second
            book.”
         

         
         Did she just suggest that Argos finagled that review in the Times for me?
         

         
         “Yes, poor Maia,” Ian says, flagging down a waiter and ordering us all refills—Mythos for me and him, an Aperol Spritz for Olivia. “I felt positively terrible for you when I saw that glowing review in the Times. I guess you never had that problem, Olivia.”
         

         
         “What?” I can’t see her eyes behind those reflective glasses but I do see her jaw muscles twitching at the suspected insult.
            “I’ve gotten excellent reviews in the Times—”
         

         
         “No, I meant you’ve never had a problem churning out the next book. What is it now? Twenty-five? Thirty?”

         
         “I’ve just finished my twenty-fifth Detective Moreau,” she says, sighing. “My wonderful team at Paulson Pratchett gave me
            an anniversary edition with silver-tipped pages—you know, for the silver anniversary? So thoughtful of them. And you, Ian,
            you write that quaint historical series, don’t you? Detective Aristotle—”
         

         
         “Pythagoras,” he says. “Detective Pythagoras. And that’s my father. I’m afraid that like Maia I’ve produced an only child—and
            I can’t blame the lack of a second sibling on my overwhelming debut. My publisher released my freshman effort as if it were
            a confidential, top-secret document.”
         

         
         I laugh in spite of myself and before I can put up my guard—if only I had Olivia’s sunglasses!—Ian gives me a look that takes me straight back fifteen years ago and turns me not to stone, but molten lava. 

         
         “Oh, look,” I dimly hear Olivia saying. Out of the corner of my eye, I see she’s pointing to the waterfront as if warning
            us of a coming tsunami, but it’s only when she says, “There she is. Your friend Annika,” that Ian and I break our gaze. I’m
            not really sure who looks away first.
         

         
         What does it matter? I tell myself. We’re only the chorus providing the parode, the entrance ode to the first act. And what an entrance it is! A sleek, teak-hulled yacht is motoring into the harbor, two
            wide blue eyes painted on either side of its prow. Standing at the tip of the prow, leaning forward like an ancient figurehead,
            is a woman whose red hair streams backward in the wind. Annika. The hero of the play has arrived.
         

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Chapter Four

         
         As we make our way down the dock, we’re joined by a short, middle-aged man with a fringe of frizzy hair framing a receding
            hairline, wearing a yellow windbreaker, and carrying a large duffel and a canvas tote bag with the insignia of the Society for Classical Studies.
         

         
         “Sydney?” Ian says, clapping the man so hard on his back that he staggers a little. I wonder if it was intentional—I remember
            there was some bad blood between Ian and Sydney—but if it was, Ian covers it up with an enthusiastic greeting. “Good to see
            you, man! I saw your essay in the New York Review of Books last winter. Way to go!”
         

         
         Sydney Norton turns bright red, as if Ian has accused him of an indecency rather than publishing in a prestigious journal,
            and simpers, “Thank you. Unfortunately, the editors butchered it.”
         

         
         “The nerve!” Ian says. “No respect for the author. But, wait . . . didn’t you argue in that piece that the author was dead?”

         
         “I said the novel—specifically the mystery novel—was dead,” he corrects as Ian catches my eye and, in spite of myself, I smile. It’s at just that moment—Ian and me sharing a joke at someone else’s expense as if the last fifteen years had evaporated in the pitiless Mediterranean sun—that Annika saunters down the dock in a long blue and white gauze caftan, regal as a Greek goddess. She stops and lowers her sunglasses and gazes
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