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  For the fathers in my life whose strength
and courageous comfort shine a light
on the path through difficult times.



The last enemy to be destroyed is death.



Dad
A man who guided and shaped me
into the kind of courageous human 
my younger self never imagined
but was always destined to become.



&



Ian
A man who took a chance on me,
led me, taught me, fought for me,
and helped me learn the true value
of vulnerability and facing fears.



The only way to live is to risk living.
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  Pronunciation Guide


Agamemnon – Ag-uh-MEM-non
Amity – AM-itty
Aragon – AIR-a-gone
Argent – ARRG-ent
Artair – ARR-tare
Le Fay – Leh-FAY
Nimüe – NIM-you
Olii – OH-lie (plural of Olis)
Olis – OH-liss 
Petra – PET-ruh
Ralador – RAL-uh-door
Renault – Rehn-ALT
Renova – Reh-NOV-uh
Reva – REE-vuh
Rishon – Ree-SHAWN
Sargateth – SAR-guh-teth
Septim – SEP-tim
Talahm – Ta-LAW-m
Tomás – Toe-MOSS
Valon – VAL-un
Valona – VA-lone-uh
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Chapter one
Prophet


Luke burst into the control room, his heart pounding louder than the combustion turbine’s whine. Cold sweat coated his neck and forehead despite the sweltering temperatures radiating from the engine room behind him. 
Daniel, another operator, glanced up from Dullah Energy Center’s control screens. “All right, Jackman?” Daniel’s Scottish brogue jolted Luke from his tunnel vision. 
Luke shook his head. “Give me a minute.” The door clicked shut behind him, reducing the noise, and he pulled out his earplugs. The tense coil in his gut didn’t ease, even when he rummaged through his backpack at the cubby along the back wall to pull out his book of prophecies.
Nick’s newly dyed bright orange hair had been the first trigger for his memory. He’d laughed, uneasy, with the other men until he saw Daniel’s fall protection gear laid out beneath the catwalk in the engine room. Then he couldn’t get to the control room fast enough.
Frantically flipping to the last page written in the leatherbound notebook, Luke swore.
[image: ]
“Luke?” Daniel stood up, taking a step toward him, but Luke backed away, shaking his head.
“Dan, please. Give me a minute. I’ll... I’ll be right back.” He snapped the book shut, barely looking at Daniel before rushing through the hallway and into the men’s bathroom. 
Locking the door behind him, Luke turned the cold water on full blast. He ran his hands through his wavy black hair, streaks of white marking both temples. His sister Emma said he looked more distinguished this way, but in the mirror, Luke saw his father looking back at him with the same mismatched green and gold eyes. He broke his own gaze to splash water on his stubbled jaw. 
After drying his face, he found the right page in the journal again. It was Luke’s six hundred and fifth Vision since the day he began recording them several months after his eighteenth birthday. Over the past six years, he realized he’d never been able to change or stop any of his Visions from happening. Sometimes his interference caused them. 
He’d Seen death before, far removed from himself, but this time, he’d be right in the thick of it. Today.
Dullah was on the fourth day of a weeklong planned outage. The site bustled with outside contractors working on simultaneous projects to fix broken equipment, repair building damage, and install new monitoring systems while the power plant stayed “turned off” except for testing. Luke hated outages, mostly because of the number of people. Dullah normally operated with fewer than fifteen staff, but for the rest of the outage nearly a hundred would crowd the grounds every day.
Of all the days for this one to come true, why today? 
At least it was still early. He had some time to pull himself together and come up with a plan. As he traced the symbols of his self-devised code, Luke considered something. If he couldn’t stop it from happening, he wondered if he could offer comfort before the last breath. Those final moments of terror didn’t have to be so terrifying.
Once he felt in control enough to face his coworkers, Luke left the bathroom, only to bump into Daniel. 
“Luke, are you sure you’re all right?”
Luke swallowed the spike of emotion in his throat. “Yeah. Just had one of those sudden bad feelings, you know?”
Daniel barked a short laugh, reaching up with one hand to scratch at his neck. “Oh yeah. Working here? Happens to me all the time.”
For the first time, Luke saw a tattoo on Daniel’s wrist. “I feel stupid for just now noticing your tat.” 
Daniel held out his arm for Luke to examine the ink. “Check it out! INRI, with the crown of thorns wrapped around it. The missus bought it as a baptism present a few years ago.” 
Luke didn’t know what to say. Briefly, he considered telling Daniel to go home, but for all Luke knew, that would just make things worse. He forced a smile and clapped Daniel on the shoulder before heading to his locker. Slipping his hard hat back on, he returned to the engine room, the sound so loud that vibrations shook his bones. 
Daniel’s words rang in his mind. He remembered his first day on the job, walking into the plant with his new boss. An enormous combustion turbine swallowed most of the space. The moving parts, high-pressure pipes, and sheer amount of generated power promised injury. Now, Luke looked again through those naïve eyes, noting the levels of grated walkways, metal to duck under, and staircases, and realized just how dangerous his workplace was.
Safety mattered at a power plant, and David, the plant manager, drilled that into them every day. Wear hard hats, ear protection, and eye protection at all times. The engine room was as loud or louder than a commercial jet taking off. Don’t touch equipment without the right gloves. A power plant uses all sorts of chemicals. Smell something? Report it.
For now, though, the day progressed without incident, and Luke ate lunch with Daniel, Chris, Nick, and Kellan in the break room. As the only American, and the youngest on staff, Luke usually asked all the questions. But today he stayed quiet as the other men teased Nick’s styling decisions. The afternoon came, and with it, the full force of Luke’s dread. His heart raced, his palms and forehead sweated, and he jolted at every loud, unexpected noise.
Across the engine room, he watched Nick assist Daniel as he put on his fall protection. Glass grated against Luke’s stomach lining.
Daniel climbed up to the fourth level to work on the steam pipes and hooked his arresting line to the secure point on the wall. Mouth dry, Luke fumbled for a cup at the nearby water cooler, gulping down the clear, cold liquid. He didn’t want to watch it happen. He knew that any warning he might shout—anything he did to try to prevent the accident—would only make it happen sooner or in a slightly different way, but it would still happen.
It always still happened.
Daniel shouted in surprise as he lost his footing. He fell over the edge, the railing knocking the hard hat off his head before his arresting line caught him a few feet below the catwalk. He swung for a second, and then the securing point on the wall above broke loose. Daniel fell the remaining thirty-seven feet to the concrete floor below and landed hard on his back.
Luke knew before he dropped his water and ran over that the fall had broken Daniel’s back—and possibly his neck. “Daniel—Dan, can you hear me?” Luke knelt beside the injured man, blood on the floor below Daniel’s head. The hard hat lay thirty feet away, useless. Nick knelt on Daniel’s other side, hands shaking as he tried to figure out what to do with them. “Call 999,” Luke instructed. Nick stood and stepped away, fishing a phone out of his pocket to call for an ambulance. “Dan—hey, Dan—”
Daniel tried to lift his hand, and Luke grabbed it, squeezing tight. “I’m—I’m gonna die, huh?” Daniel slurred, the head injury and blood loss leeching his life away. 
“I’m so sorry,” Luke whispered. He bent his head in prayer. “‘For God so loved the world, that He gave His one and only Son, that whosoever believes in Him shall not perish, but have eternal life.’ You will have eternal life,” Luke whispered, tears streaming down his cheeks.
Daniel’s hand went limp, and his eyes fluttered shut.
He stopped breathing.
Luke sobbed. 
Nick, on the phone with the 999 dispatcher, muttered, “Oh, no—he’s gone.” 
Shouts echoed from other parts of the plant as word spread like wildfire. Too late, sirens wailed outside, and Luke saw things through a daze. Kellan lifted him to his feet and moved him out of the way of the emergency responders, who briefly attempted CPR before declaring Daniel dead. 
Paramedics asked questions, police came and questioned some more, and then David sent them all home. Luke and the other operators went instead to a local pub to drink away the horror and guilt. Luke fully intended to get as sloshed as possible.
Two beers in, Nick asked Luke, “How did you get over to him so fast? It’s like you knew he was going to fall.”
Luke took a hard pull on his bottle, hands shaking. His eyes were red and puffy, but all of them had red and puffy eyes after the afternoon they’d had. “Gut instinct,” he muttered, eyes flickering to Nick’s hair. 
Chris picked at the label on his beer bottle, a pile of paper shreds building in front of him. “Nick said you knew exactly what to say to him. I wish I had reactions that fast.”
Luke’s hands tightened around the neck of his beer bottle. “Feels more like a curse.”
Kellan shook his head, gravelly voice flowing over the group. “Not for him, I’m sure. If it were me.… I’d want someone there who knew what to say when it happened.” The words plucked at Luke’s soul. “Thank God you did.”
Nick knocked back the rest of his beer and called for another round, this time of their native scotch. 
Luke accepted the hard liquor but didn’t trust himself to speak again. Curse it all. What’s the point of Seeing things if I can’t stop them?
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Chapter two
Goodbye, High School


“This is stupid,” Emma whispered, more to herself than anyone around her. “I can’t wait for all this to be over with.” 
Bethany nodded but didn’t look up from her test. 
It was finals week for Palouse High School, and Emma Jackman, a seventeen-year-old senior, itched for the end because it would mean one thing. She’d finally be free from her bullies. 
Emma turned her attention back to the final exam for her English class. A few more hours, two more finals, and it would all be over. She breathed a sigh of relief when she finished the test, putting her pencil down and leaning back in her chair with a huff. 
The English teacher gave her a withering look—one she was used to, and hopefully a look Emma would never have to deal with again. Emma could still remember overhearing this same English teacher gossiping in the teachers’ lounge about how uncomfortable she felt every time Emma’s eyes met hers. Bethany constantly told Emma that her eyes were her best feature, but the rest of humanity didn’t seem to agree. A vibrant, unnatural shade of cobalt blue, they were the first thing people noticed.
It hadn’t even been a week into freshman year before half of the other teachers started treating Emma similarly. Troublemaker. Scapegoat. Bad influence. Every perfect grade in their classes came with an accusation of cheating. When she asked for evidence, they always said they had a hunch, but Emma knew that was just an excuse. Some of them honestly thought she was a real-life witch. Always dressed in black, the fact that she had no other friends and an odd birthmark on her right palm didn’t help the rumors. A few teachers just avoided eye contact; others blatantly ignored her. The hard-fought battles for her perfect GPA hurt the most. But those battles had paid off, if the stack of scholarship letters on her desk at home said anything about it. Not even the teachers who refused to write recommendation letters had stopped the scholarships pouring in from the University of Edinburgh.
Emma knew the moment Luke accepted his job in Aberdeen, Scotland, that she’d only apply to schools in the United Kingdom. Her mother was disappointed, mostly because it meant crossing the nearby Washington State University off her list of prospective schools, but her mother had always encouraged Emma to pursue her passions. 
Emma let her gaze fall back to the desk, her stick-straight, jet-black hair framing her thin face. With her hands in her lap, she absently rubbed her thumb against her birthmark. 
Now that—that worried her. 
Ever since she could remember, the birthmark on her palm had been a collection of faded lines. As far as birthmarks go, it didn’t make biological sense, but her mom just said she was special. For the past year, the lines had darkened. At first a faint shade of henna, barely visible on her paper-white skin, they had turned a little blacker, day by day. At the center of the mark, a tiny eight-pointed star interwoven with a larger, five-pointed star all sat nestled in the middle of an octagon. The crisscrossing lines confused her for months until she found a similar diagram in her math textbook of a tesseract. 
She wondered what it meant. 
Luke would know. Emma dug her thumb into the mark, squishing down the spark of excitement that she’d see him so soon. He’d been distracted and upset during their video call a few days ago, but he wouldn’t tell her what was wrong. The sooner she got to Scotland, the better. Her heart burned for freedom and adventure away from the suffocating confines of small-town Washington. 
The conversation with her mom about leaving early hadn’t gone as badly as she’d expected, but she still felt guilty that she wouldn’t be coming back.
Bethany, Emma’s best friend since preschool, put her pencil down and shot her a grin. She was tall for a girl. Every time she sat in a school desk, her long legs stretched out farther than anyone else’s, and she often got in trouble for accidentally tripping other students. Bethany was curvy in all the right places, soft around the edges, but used to exercise, since she and Emma often went rock climbing at the Washington State University recreation center on the weekends. The Palouse High School basketball team harassed her every year to join, but she gave them an unfriendly hand gesture in response. Bethany was no stranger to detention. 
She flipped her long, blonde French braid over her shoulder and leaned forward to whisper something, but Emma flicked her glance up to the teacher. Bethany sat back in her seat, quiet, brushing invisible lint from her blouse and inspecting her fingernails. It took another ten minutes before everyone else finished the final, and the teacher dismissed them. 
Emma and Bethany gathered their things and joined the flow of people exiting into the hallway. They went to Bethany’s locker first. The school had assigned their lockers away from each other, and when they requested a move, the office administrator took one glance at Emma before saying “no” and shooing them back to class. None of their classmates would trade. Bethany was Emma’s only friend and nobody wanted to be seen doing Emma any favors. 
“Ugh,” Emma grumbled. “If I never see an English test again, it’ll be too soon.” 
“College English,” Bethany replied, and Emma pouted. “Oh, stop whining.” Bethany opened her locker and dumped her English book and binder inside. “Two finals left. Two! We’re almost free.” 
“Yeah, I know,” Emma stood with her back to the lockers, hugging her books against her chest like a shield. “I’m just as excited as you are to get out of here.” 
They moved on to Emma’s locker, where she exchanged some books. Just as she closed the locker, the boy who had bullied her relentlessly since ninth grade passed by with his buddies, his overdone body spray choking the air around him. Emma hacked a cough.
“You casting a love spell on me, Jackman?” he mocked, waggling his eyebrows. “If you’re really that desperate to have me, all you have to do is ask. I can pretend you’re not just as ugly as you were in freshman year.”
“Shove off, Chad!” Bethany shouted as the boys continued down the hall.
Emma’s face flamed with embarrassed anger. Chad Halliwell had asked her to homecoming their freshman year. When he met her at the school gym, another girl clung to his arm, everyone around them out of breath with laughter. She’d walked to the scarred tree trunk that marked the site of her dad’s crash, just a few blocks away from the school, and sat there picking at the grass until Chad and his real date drove past. They slowed down just enough to shout that she should follow in her father’s footsteps—or, rather, tire tracks. Emma had thrown her shoes at the car then, one heel landing hard enough to spider the glass of the back window.
Ever since, Chad took every opportunity to make her life a living hell—talking trash about her to new students, blaming her supposed witchcraft for his shenanigans in class, and always reminding her that no one had ever asked her to a dance besides him. As if he’d done her a favor. 
Bethany looped her arm through Emma’s and forced her to walk with her to the biology classroom. 
Don’t cry. Two finals left. Just two. Stick it out, you big baby. Emma breathed deep, managing to keep the tears in this time. A miracle. 
“They’re all idiots,” Bethany said. “All of them. Remember when I punched Chad in the face sophomore year? It was glorious. I made him cry like the toddler he is.”
Emma choked out a laugh as they reached the room. 
They took their seats, their face-down tests on the desks in front of them. As the other students arrived, Emma stared out the window, savoring the freedom just two finals away.
Soon, she would take her last steps from Palouse High School. If she could help it, she’d never return. 

      [image: ]Three long, grueling hours passed, and Emma made it back to her locker before Bethany could meet her there. She started emptying its contents into her backpack, pausing when Chad slammed the door shut. She pulled her hand out of the way just in time.
“What do you want, Halliwell?” she asked, anger seeping into her words as she stared up at him. At about six feet, he towered over her tiny five-foot-six frame. 
“Come on, Jackman, don’t you want to know a real man before you become a dusty old spinster?” He looked over his shoulder to laugh with his buddies. “It’s so sad that you don’t have a man in the house. Drunk driving wreck, wasn’t it? Burned him right to a crisp.” 
Emma’s eyes narrowed. To some, it felt like she saw into their souls, which didn’t exactly help when all she wanted was some friends—or, at the very least, acceptance. Chad swallowed, taking a half step back at her intensity. 
Emma’s face heated and her right palm gave a sudden twinge. She felt more powerful than she had in her entire life, and clear as day she could picture Chad’s sad, lonely future. “One of these days you’ll finally realize how horrible you are to people. Maybe it’ll take a few years, but I promise you’ll regret every second you ever bullied me. And it’ll be ten times worse because you’ll never be able to apologize to my face.” Her steady voice underscored the courage flowing through her body, no longer held back by the need to keep her head down to stay out of trouble. Now, the only things standing between her and her last look at this sorry excuse for a school was the remaining contents of her locker, and Chad’s bulky frame and smarmy face standing in her way. 
“The heck are you smoking, Jackman?” Chad asked angrily. 
“Nothing you’re trying to sell her,” Bethany snarled as she arrived to intervene. 
“Hey!” 
“Oh, come on, everyone knows you’re the weed dealer here. Bathing in AXE body spray doesn’t cover up the stench of pot,” Bethany said, shoving him out of the way. Emma gave her a grateful look and finished emptying her locker. “What were you saying to my home slice here? That you wish her the best of luck in life because today’s the last day you’ll ever see her?” 
“No, I was just offering—” 
“What, exactly?” Emma interrupted. “A wild night I’ll remember for the rest of my life?” she mocked, her tone derisive. She shoved the last book in her bag and slammed the locker shut. “As if. I prefer men with at least a shred of self-respect."
Bethany snorted in sudden laughter. 
“And if you ever talk about my dad like that again—”
“Okay, break it up,” the principal said, walking toward them. He put his hands on his hips, sighing in exasperation. “Chad, go down to the field. Coach wants a word with you. Emma... Beth....” 
Emma and Bethany shared a glance. “You know what?” Emma said before the principal could finish his sentence, “We’re out. I don’t even want to walk at graduation. You can mail my diploma.”
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Chapter three
The Tesseract


Leaving the school grounds, they walked home. As soon as they got far enough away, Bethany slowed her speed walking, and they linked arms. “Did he make a dig at your dad again?” she asked. 
Emma stared off at the distant wheat fields, nodding. Rolling hills covered with farmland stretched out before her, no trees blocking the vibrant green. In the summer, the hills turned desert beige, transforming the landscape, unnatural and beautiful. Washington’s own Big Sky Country. Despite growing up here, she wouldn’t miss it. 
“Ow!” 
“What?” 
Emma tugged her arm out of Bethany’s and inspected her hand. “I just got a weird burning feeling in my hand.” 
“It doesn’t have an STD, does it?”
“Shut up, I’m serious. It....” She trailed off as she stared at her palm, blood draining from her face. 
“Em, what’s going on?” Concern laced Bethany’s voice. 
“My birthmark. Look at my birthmark.” She held up her hand. The lines, once faint henna, turned jet black before her eyes, matching the color of her hair. The tesseract raised into ridges on her palm. 
Bethany seized her hand and inspected it. “That doesn’t look normal,” she said. 
“You think?! Have you ever heard of a birthmark doing that?” 
Bethany poked at the edges, frowning. “No, not even in the video games I play.” Their eyes locked and she winked, lips curling into a teasing smile. “You know, now would be a great time to tell me if you’re really a witch.”
Emma’s shoulders slumped, tension draining. “Thanks. Nice to know one of us is still sane.” Despite Bethany’s reassuring humor, Emma’s stomach twisted into knots. 
She didn’t need another thing to worry about.

      [image: ]When they arrived at Emma’s house, Julie Jackman was waiting for them on the porch. Emma’s mom was tall and lithe, with long, wavy dark brown hair cascading over her shoulders. She shared almost no features with her daughter, except for the straight shape of her nose and the smattering of freckles over its bridge. “Principal Edwards called,” she began, her arms tightly crossed over her chest. “You are not going to skip walking for your diploma.” 
The girls shared a glance, outraged. Mom never asks for my side of the story before reacting. Why should now be any different? “You don’t know a thing about me. I hate that school. I’m not walking,” Emma snapped, stomping up the porch stairs and past her mother. Bethany’s heel crunched against the gravel as she turned to walk home, not bothering to say goodbye. Emma slammed the front door and slunk into her bedroom before her mom could come inside, holing up with the intent to avoid her for as long as possible. Maybe she could skip dinner. 
She dumped her heavy backpack on the bed, emptying it and sorting through the last remnants of high school. Most of it ended up in the trashcan. With her bed clear, Emma sat cross-legged on it, her thoughts swirling.
Rubbing her birthmark, an old personality tic, she found the familiar pattern of her palm interrupted by the now-raised lines of the tesseract. Looking at it sent a spike of panic through her, twisted together with curiosity. What if... what if I am a witch?
Despite the coziness of her room, she felt cold and alone. A giant poster of the Milky Way consumed an entire wall, but its resolution and detail more than made up for hogging the space. In the top right corner, a quote by Carl Sagan stretched across in a smooth script.

“Somewhere, something incredible is waiting to be known.” 


That quote had grounded her for longer than she would admit to anyone, including Bethany. It gave her hope that the future would prove a better time than the present—or the past.
On either side of her desk stood high bookshelves bursting with texts on astronomy, mythology, history, as well as survivalist techniques and every popular fantasy series from the past fifty years.
Emma Jackman was, at heart, a total nerd.
She was also an artist. 
Taking one more look at the tesseract on her palm, her face hardened, and she snatched her sketchbook from the slot on the side of her desk. With the birthmark on her dominant hand, it would be more difficult to draw, but she needed something tactile to do while she let her mind absorb and digest everything swirling around inside. 
She collapsed in bed hours later, surrounded by her first attempts at drawing the tesseract. The sketchbook lay open on her desk, a perfect representation of her birthmark inked on the first page.
As she slept, a line of cobalt blue wove itself into the pattern on her palm.
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Chapter four
The Final Letter


Emma woke from her restless sleep with a jolt. Reaching up to brush the hair out of her eyes, she froze at the new color on her palm. A wave of numbness swept through her as she stared at it, brain locked in disbelief. 
Emma took a couple of hours to process her birthmark, trying to figure out what it meant, but had come up empty. Was it an allergy? Some strange disease? She had no idea, but she knew she’d need to pretend like everything was fine when she emerged from her room and saw her mother. After the adjusted trip to Scotland, leaving in a few days instead of in September like they originally planned, Emma felt as if she were on thin ice. Not to mention their confrontation yesterday.
She cleaned her room and shoved the sketchbook into the side pocket of her desk. Emma gathered the letters from her father into a pile, sorting them from oldest to newest, with the newest on top. He’d written both her and Luke letters for each of their birthdays until they turned eighteen. She knew them all by heart but re-read them anyway as she stacked them. Then she locked them inside a desk drawer.
All her father’s past letters had hinted at something big in the final one, and now she wondered if it could have something to do with her birthmark.
Emma went to shower and dress, covering up the evidence of her restless night and putting on fingerless gloves to hide her now-colorful palm. It was nearly ten o’clock when Emma finally entered the kitchen. Her mother sat at the table with a newspaper spread out in front of her. 
“Good morning, Emma,” she said. “Happy birthday.”
“Thanks,” Emma replied. “What does the birthday girl have to do around here to get a plate of bacon for breakfast?”
Julie peered at her daughter over her reading glasses. “Ask nicely.”
Emma plastered a grin on her face that didn’t reach her eyes. “Nicely? Please? Can I have some bacon?”
Julie pursed her lips but stood to prepare a plate. “Sit. It’s in the oven. What are your plans for today?” She pulled the warming plate out.
“Hang out with Bethany. Read the last letter from Dad.”
Julie bumped the oven shut with one foot. I wish he hadn’t written those. 
Emma stared at her, eyes wide and disbelieving. She hadn’t seen her mom’s mouth move. “What did you say?”
“I didn’t say anything, Emma. Here’s your fried pig.”
Emma blinked. “Thanks.” Did I just read Mom’s mind?? What the heck is going on? 
“Have fun today. I’ll give you the last letter after dinner.”
Heart pounding, Emma nodded. “I will, thanks.” She scooped up the plate and retreated to her room, scrambling for her phone to text Bethany about what had just happened. 
But as soon as she started typing the text, her birthmark stung, and Emma dropped the phone in surprise.

      [image: ]“Hi Bethany,” Emma heard her mom say from the kitchen. “Emma’s in her room.”
“Thanks, Mrs. Jackman.” Footsteps echoed down the hallway and stopped at Emma’s closed door. “You know I don’t knock. You’re either decent or you’re not.” The handle twisted and Bethany pushed the door open. “Happy birthday.” She held up a wrapped present. “I got you something.”
“Close the door and come sit next to me.”
Bethany frowned, but closed the door and set down her purse. “You okay?” Joining Emma on the bed, she tucked one leg under her.
Emma shook her head. She held her hands clasped in her lap, her right palm gloveless but facing down. Trembling, she turned her hand over, showing Bethany the altered birthmark. 
Bethany gasped and a fleeting echo of what the heck? crossed Bethany’s mind. Emma’s eyes closed, pushing against the foreign thought. She felt Bethany grab her hand and run her fingers over the raised black and blue of the tesseract. 
“What happened?”
Emma sucked air through her teeth. “I drew it last night.”
An unexpected sigh of relief. 
“On paper. In black. When I woke up this morning, my palm had the blue lines.” She curled her fingers. “It feels alive.” 
“That color is impressive. Wait, did you say it’s alive?”
Emma shrugged helplessly. “I don’t know how else to explain it. The light pulses. It swirls. If I look closely for too long, I can see stars inside.”
“This is really freaky, Em,” Bethany said, leaning back on the bed. 
“And I think it’s going to get even freakier.”
Bethany stared at her, looking right into Emma’s eyes, which perfectly matched the colors on her palm. “Go on.”
“When I told off Chad, it—I don’t really know how else to explain it. I was up to the brim with this—this power. It felt like I cursed him.”
“Like some kind of wandless cursing? Or like in video games where you have to charge your power first or it depends on how much mana you have?”
“I don’t know. Maybe? It just felt so real. I could just see it in my head, his suffering and pain for realizing what a bad person he is, and being unable to apologize—which would ‘break the curse,’ I guess.”
Bethany grinned and threw an arm around Emma’s shoulders. “When you take over the world, can I be your sidekick?”
“You’re ridiculous,” Emma said, but Bethany had lifted her spirits a little. The thought crossed her mind to share the letters from her father, but as soon as it did, her birthmark pulsed in pain again. Emma’s gut twisted in revolt. Shocked, she breathed through the sudden, fierce nausea. Okay, fine, I won’t show her the letters then. 
“Hey, you need to open your present.” Bethany fumbled behind her for the gift and shoved it into Emma’s hands.
Emma peeled off the paper and paused when she saw the logo on the box, but Bethany just smiled at her. Emma opened it to find a bracelet interspersed with charms the same shade as her eyes—and now, the lines on her birthmark. “Wow. Thank you, Bethany.” She reached over and hugged her best friend. “It’s so pretty.”
“Is it okay? I mean, when I got it, I didn’t know about the color thing with your tesseract. I just thought it would be cool because it’s the same color as your eyes. I even got myself one.” She pulled up the sleeve on her left arm and showed Emma the matching bracelet. “I know we’ve said friendship bracelets are stupid, but we’ll be at different schools for four years.”
“It’s perfect,” Emma reassured her, having heard the tremor of uncertainty in her voice. “The color is gorgeous, and we don’t have to worry about being apart for school—you know there’s the internet and airplanes and breaks, right?”
“Yeah, but there’s no way you’d come back here.”
“True,” Emma admitted. “You could come for a semester abroad though.”
Bethany played with the charms on her own bracelet, avoiding the hopeful look in her best friend’s eyes. “I’ll try to, but I think it might be too expensive since I’m already paying for practically all the tuition myself.”
Emma pushed down
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