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  CHAPTER 1


  Now: Behold, I Have Revealed to You Wide-Eyed Monsters and Ghosts


  The second time a childhood myth came to life, I thought I was prepared.


  The knife shook in my hand, but somehow the sealskin parted, clean and true, beneath the blade. This mutilation was secondhand knowledge from my youth, but back then, a recognizable skeleton would emerge from the pelt, not the body of a man slick from blubber, his eyes wide and terrified.


  “Don’t let them do this to me,” he pleaded, locking eyes with me. “Don’t you understand who they are?” His human mouth spit shiny white mucus and he sucked in a deep breath.


  Foreign tendrils of sudden yearning clouded my brain. An unpredictable urge rose within me to help this creature. I backed away, my knife loose in my hand.


  The yellow glow from the oil lamps, steadied in the sand, flickered over the selkie as the two men who made up my unofficial family stripped him of his hide. The wind lifted my salt-crusted curls and tossed them in the direction where Ilihannon’s city lights sparkled far enough away to look like a single refracting diamond nestled on the coastline. I tucked the hair behind my ear and checked that my skirt remained far from the oil flame, but the uneasiness persisted, the odd sense that I was doing something wrong, hurting someone I loved suddenly and deeply.


  “Don’t listen to him, Eos,” Ciriacus snarled, yanking on the pelt like pulling off a pair of pants. “Focus.”


  It was what Enoch had told us to do when we—his students, his prophets—traveled the rutted roads out of Ilihannon, to a desolate piece of beach where we could interrogate the selkie without distraction. Tying down the flopping seal in the dead of night was one thing, but it became a whole new chess match when I started skinning him alive.


  I had skinned him alive. My insides shook.


  Even though I was here on a mission from a god I didn’t believe in, this selkie suddenly felt more important than anyone, anything, else. We were meant to be together, but the realization felt like riding a horse blindfolded with the reins slipping from my hands. I blinked and looked to Enoch, hoping to find strength and reason in his resolve.


  Enoch faced the ocean, his weathered profile drawn tight as if he couldn’t stomach what we were doing. Couldn’t brave what he had ordered us to do.


  Please,” the selkie whispered, drawing my attention back to him. “Please, my love.” His hands, clumsy from his forced transformation, tugged the algae-thick wrack line like a fishing wire. I wiped my forehead with the back of my hand, trying to remember why I was there, even as the darkness roared in my ears. The scar along my side, hidden under my dress but carved years ago by a violent woman, began to throb. I tried to fight the feeling that nothing mattered beyond the selkie, but any strength circulating to my willpower had been cut. Strangled.


  Enoch had warned us of enchantments, stolen magic that had been used for twisted purposes, misappropriated to create these monsters of the sea. But how could I know if this prick of conscience was a trick or just my own hesitations?


  No.


  I had to remember why I was here.


  I was here because Enoch had dug me out of Ilihannon’s mud and Ciriacus out of a kingly predestination. Together, we had forged our way, merging Enoch’s holy mission, Ciriacus’ blind devotion, and my constant questioning to achieve a common goal.


  That was why I was here.


  And the selkie and I…Well. Could it be that he was a love that exceeded everything, even family? Magic couldn’t force this gut feeling, this instinct to protect.


  A gust nearly doused the lamp’s flames. Ciriacus grunted as he sliced the pelt further, eliciting a sharp moan of pain from the creature. “Tell us where the Book of Raziel is, and we’ll give you back your skin.” He inclined his head to the ocean. “You can go home.”


  I couldn’t let these men defile him. I couldn’t let the selkie be stranded on land, without his skin, forever yearning for the sea.


  When I looked at Ciriacus, it was as if he were a stranger.


  Someone, something, in the back of my mind was screaming. A drowning sensation washed over me, slaying any existing doubts. Ciriacus and Enoch were forcing me to do evil, and they must be stopped. They must die. The screaming stopped.


  “I don’t believe a word of that,” the selkie panted. “Sick, perverted land lover.”


  My knife belonged in Ciriacus’ stomach. His blood would bring my—no, our—freedom.


  I stepped forward; close enough so that I could see Ciriacus’ hazel eyes. Shocked understanding widened them as I lunged for him. He threw his knife into the sand just before I crashed into him and he sputtered, “Adonai gift you control, oh mighty Lord!”


  Ciriacus had always been so weak, raised in his castle by the sea, primped for his throne. His fingers dug into the space between my wrist bones and twisted my knife away.


  I wrenched him hard to the side. The knuckles of my other hand slammed under his chin, punching him good and dirty like I’d been taught growing up on the streets, and the crack vibrated in my bones. I grinned as he crumpled, but as he fell, he snagged a fistful of my hair and yanked me down with him. With crushed seashell grit in my ears and mouth, Ciriacus rolled us into the waves.


  Enoch uncrossed his arms and picked up my abandoned knife, as if our scuffle was merely an expected sibling quarrel. He slid the blade against the selkie’s throat and shouted into his ear, “Where is the Book?”


  “Little prophet thinks he deserves to know,” the selkie panted. “Your god has left you to rot. He knows you’ve failed him.”


  “Where is the Book of Raziel?”


  “Won’t give up, will you? That’s what they say about men like you. You’re as crazy as your god. Murder your own people for a taste of power. With a few words, I’ve already enslaved your girl. So much for faith and belief and followers. It’s no wonder you’ve been forgotten. No wonder you’ll never be forgiven.”


  The next moment was like a held breath before Ciriacus clapped cupped hands over my ears and sent my world into a disoriented jumble. A clanging bell rang in my head. Water clogged my mouth and nose, but I saw Enoch’s mouth curl in disgust. He slit the selkie’s throat in one precise movement.


  “Sweet Isis, what have you done?” I cried, tears sticky on my cheeks. The selkie’s eyes rolled back and forth. His body jerked with each pulse of his slowing heart.


  The spell faded like an infection, a residual fever seeping throughout my blood like it hated to leave—but leave it must, as death commanded it.


  Ciriacus gathered me into the circle of his arms. He muttered prayers into the crown of my head while I sobbed and coughed up seawater against his chest. My arms twitched with the impulse to slap him away.


  The selkie’s blood coated the sand and iron painted the inside of my mouth.


  “He didn’t know anything,” Enoch said, shoving his hands deep in his robe’s pockets.


  The ocean crashed. One of the oil lamps’ flames went out.


  The selkie’s corpse rolled back and forth with the tide. Pools of blood, still black in the last dregs of night, stained the sand. I studied the half-transformed creature with a sense of desperate failure.


  Enoch loosely held my discarded skinning knife, blood sticking to the gnarls in his well-worn hands.


  I sat down, suddenly exhausted, and rubbed my hands together until tacky blood, grime, and sweat balled like dried mucus in my palms.


  Easily manipulated, I thought, wiping my hands on my legs and then running my fingers through the knots thickening my black hair. One look from that Isis-damned creature and I’d believed.


  Sweat and blood matted Ciriacus’ golden hair down to a darkened hue. He kicked the sand, spraying ocean droplets over the corpse before he plopped down next to me—how unprincely—and knocked his knee into mine.


  Isis, we smelled like shit and steel.


  “How do you feel?” he asked, voice lowering so much that the wind nearly swept it away.


  “Fine,” I whispered back, focused on Enoch’s stillness against the lightening horizon.


  “Are you still under the selkie’s spell?”


  “For Isis’ sake, no,” I said, and took a deep breath, holding all the burning rage inside my chest. I pressed the sore spots around my wrists.


  Stupid. Idiotic. So careless.


  “I thought you had faith,” Ciriacus said.


  “I have faith,” I retorted, shame blushing my cheeks and chest a splotchy red. “I believe in Adonai, alright?”


  “Doesn’t look like it,” Ciriacus said. “If you had, He would have protected you. If you’d believed, He would have given you strength to throw off the enchantment. Enoch told us. He warned us.”


  “I—”


  “I’ve never doubted your faith in finding the Book, but Enoch is foolish to believe you’re worthy enough of Adonai’s grace. You can fool him all you like, but you can’t convince me.”


  “I do,” I lied with a hiss. “I do have faith.”


  “That’s the problem, Eos. You don’t. This isn’t a blind battle. We’re fighting to prevent a heavenly war, and it takes more than knives and blows. You still swear by her.” Ciriacus winced as he touched his jaw. He hadn’t been meaning to deal any hurt during our clash, but I had.


  I bit my lip hard and twisted my hands—cracked yet supple with youth—into claws. I thought I could get by and pretend, but after what had happened, Enoch wouldn’t spare me a second glance. As he turned to get a good look at his two prophets sitting splay-legged in the sand, he was probably thinking how he should’ve left me to rot in the Bordeaux House.


  Enoch shuffled over to us and I clenched my teeth to not say anything, not to stand up, find his cane, and force it under his hand. He sat on the other side of me and put the bloodied blade down. The three of us watched the first inklings of a rising sun in silence.


  The night replayed endlessly in the back of my mind, haunting me like a familiar whisper, and I rode it out until I couldn’t catch my breath.


  “Do you remember,” Enoch said to me quietly, “the man we buried when we first met?”


  I smiled as I remembered my first meeting with Enoch, before he took me under his wing and showed me the world. I nodded.


  Ciriacus’ eyebrows pinched together, his mouth in a frown. He wanted my punishment, but Enoch was inclined to impart wisdom.


  It was one of the reasons why I would follow him to the ends of the earth, faith in Adonai or Isis be damned. Beneath the anger, the single-minded devotion, and his insurmountable knowledge, his heart beat with goodness.


  “You never asked what happened,” Enoch said, his fingers drawing in the sand.


  “I didn’t have the right,” I reminded him. “You found me fresh from a burial myself.”


  Enoch chuckled and wiped his hands up and down his cloaked thighs. “His death was a disaster, which ended similarly to tonight’s event.”


  “Did he get hit with a love spell?” I scoffed. Shame burned my cheeks.


  “Something like that,” Enoch said. “How else was I supposed to lure in a melusine?”


  Again, that brief silence. It took me a moment to process what Enoch had done. Condemned a man to drown under a siren’s love song. It blindsided me at times, this brutality. I never saw it coming.


  “He wasn’t one of us,” Ciriacus stated, voice held flat to keep the question out.


  “He was,” Enoch countered, “which was the worst of all.”


  Ciriacus’ lip curled in satisfaction.


  Not just a lesson then, but a scolding after all.


  With a shiver, I imagined the poor man welcoming a drowning wave which must’ve looked like an embrace to him. Enoch said prayer would save us from magic, but now I knew that without Ciriacus, I wouldn’t have stood a chance.


  Careless. So stupid. My knees crept to my chest and I wanted to wrap my arms around them and hide my face, but my pride told me I couldn’t. I stared at the pink medallion of the rising sun until I could see its burned-in radiance when I closed my eyes.


  Mid-afternoon, face damp from a wash, I could still smell salt and rust. The normally white walls of my bedroom appeared off-yellow in the sunlight. I picked at the scabbing scratches and ripening bruises on my legs, while the remnants of ocean salt still itched my arms. The night, it seemed, was having a hard time letting go.


  My mind was too, aching with remorse and regret. I replayed a hundred scenarios, zig-zagging between what I should have done and how things could have been worse.


  My cheeks burned and I buried my face in my pillow. It was almost like a sickness, this soul torture.


  Ciriacus’ voice rumbled in my head, asking why I didn’t believe in Adonai, why it was so hard for me to accept the faith that Ciriacus and Enoch breathed daily.


  Where’s the proof? I though back hotly. If Adonai is that powerful and real, why didn’t he come over for a midnight game of cards?


  I thought of the one god I had met so long ago and briefly touched my scar.


  Sleep effectively chased away, I rolled out of bed and sat cross-legged on the simple wood floor.


  Books made up my days. I watched Enoch methodically write down his visions in a language I didn’t understand, while Ciriacus wore hardened callouses from holding his pen for long hours as he translated ancient tomes. It started feeling strange when I researched hundreds of volumes, sifting through the life of a long-dead culture for one hint of the Book, and yet had nothing which recorded my own life.


  Enoch had kindly given me ink and paper to use for my own purposes, but unfortunately, I didn’t have a god-calling, or a higher purpose as Ciriacus would say, to chronicle. The only thing I could write about was myself.


  When I’d started doing that, I wished I had never started.


  But it became a sickness.


  Reaching under the bed for my writing materials, I flipped through the pages of my journal without stopping, small buds of fear growing in my chest.


  It was hard to look at. Paragraphs I remembered writing were bracketed by simplistic musings that I didn’t remember writing.


  Sentences scrawled in a different hand. Big bold words scratched with awkward yet determined strokes.


  This is a story, one page stated. The splattered ink declaration took up the space of one whole page.


  Is it? was written on the opposing page. We love stories.


  Further on, the questions seemed to become frantic, capitalized, ending in a repetitious who? I never wanted to answer those questions, even though I knew the writing had to be mine.


  Blackening out the next page was name after name in that same scrawl—mine but not mine—running together one on top of the other.


  Eos Anna. Eos Gina. Eos Erin, Eos Lauren, Eos Eos Eos.


  Madame Decay, my other, wanted to unite our names with a fierceness that encompassed everything else, but nothing fit.


  I hated that I wanted it too. I hated that she whispered in the back of my mind, urging me to go back to the beginning and reread the story of my life.


  Because we love stories.


  CHAPTER 2


  New, Perfect Flesh Learned of Shadows


  As a child, I hunched in the shadow of a rocking ship to watch the slaughter on the fishermen’s dock.


  It was difficult, gathering enough courage to keep a steadfast gaze on the skinned seal bodies being thrown between sailors. Slippery carcasses hit the wooden deck with a wet thump, followed by a string of profanity. A roaring bark split through the harvest—behold a live one, boys—and the sun outlined a club with a hook attached, raised in mid-arc.


  I began to count.


  The sickening crunch of a fractured skull cut the bark off into silence coated with the scent of spilled blood and blubber.


  Ten seconds of bravery to satisfy the need to prove I could look horror in the face and not balk.


  The sailor wrenched the hooked club from the seal’s head.


  When I’d first seen the carrion, wide-eyed and terrified, the sailors had poked fingers through the seal’s lifeless rounded eyes before peeling the shiny coat off to reveal the glistening muscled skeleton beneath. I’d sobbed, asked in screams what they were doing, and one sailor had waved a bloodied hand at me and told me to find my mother.


  “She’s played her last card,” I told him, repeating the sad sentiments murmured above my head by the whores at the Bordeaux House. He didn’t listen and went back to his work, much like my father did when my mother presented me to him, grown enough at four years old to prove that his noble Chavalerio nose was the damning trait shared between us.


  Five years later and look how far I’d come since then, moonstruck with a sickness called fascination. Must be a secondary family trait, since my mother’s obsession with regret after my father’s paternity denial had brought her staggering to the Bordeaux House, where she lost herself in deep opium dreams.


  I sprinted away from the vessel, the scent of iron clinging to my clothes, and willfully tried to get lost in the merchant booths lining the boardwalk. Bargaining chides and chortles filled the air. I listened as a seasonal trader unraveled a brightly dyed azure cloth and gently offered a suggestion as to how the color would suit his potential buyer. I fingered tiny flowers painted on delicate white china at the next stall.


  “Get away, you filthy urchin!” the merchant shouted, running at me. Startled, I lunged to escape even as his swiping broom caught my ankle and sent me sprawling into the dust. I crawled on hands and knees until I got my footing—thank Isis for half-starved slippery limbs—and heard him yell, “Isis-damned half-breed worthless orphans, polluting the streets!”


  I’d heard something similar to that plenty of times before. It still hurt like a gut punch.


  Your presence, as well as the child’s, stains my floor, Archer Chavalerio had said.


  It will be your child who comes up dead in an alleyway, Arabel had replied. All of Ilihannon will know that the Chavalerio House leaves their children to rot.


  I remembered having two fingers slobber-slick in my mouth, following Arabel’s rehearsed instructions to spread my lips into a practiced toothy smile. Didn’t do much to stop Archer from removing us from his mansion, and it certainly didn’t stop Arabel from shoving me off her lap afterwards.


  I could never get lost in Ilihannon, but somehow, I’d lost her that day.


  “Your china’s a piece of junk,” I retorted over my shoulder. “Stupid idiot, don’t know imported shit from local gems!” My scraped knees stung. I wiped a hand across my nose, leaving a wet trail of snot down my arm.


  The noise level on Ilihannon’s streets was always the same. If someone had to talk, they didn’t just speak; they screamed. Simpering sounds from the Bordeaux House and cacophonous chatter from the nearby busy street overwhelmed my ears day and night. I closed my eyes for a moment, faking a long blink and seeking silence. My feet already knew the path, though, and pointed me in the direction of Ilihannon’s city library, where the quiet acted as a relieving balm on an itch I had reluctantly learned to ignore. I wondered whether anyone at the House would notice my absence, but ever since Arabel had ruined her dignity on Chavalerio’s doorstep, it didn’t matter where her wayward child ended up.


  Archer had said it best, hadn’t he? Too many wretched children ruining our beloved streets already. Arabel had responded with similar disgust. Yes, but this time one of them is yours. I didn’t think I would ever get over hearing my mother’s scorn.


  I tilted my head back for a moment before entering the library, enjoying the hugeness of the place, built simply from large reddened stones. Inside, old parchment, papyrus, and ink created a delightfully musty scent, permeating the very depths of each book right down to the spine’s stitches.


  I gently touched the books, picking out one with an intriguing title, and maneuvered past the maze of overstuffed bookshelves to the back where the dust lay particularly thick.


  Large tables filled the alcoves where bookcases couldn’t fit and decorative vases covered up any awkward empty spaces. The windows cast a dim light, providing just enough illumination to read by, yet not so bright that the words ended up jumping out in double.


  The place I always sat, my special spot, was a small corner nook, bracketed by two bookcases that provided enough seclusion to hide from the librarians who tended to accuse me of stealing. I always took offense, and while my face wasn’t particularly clean and I had a canine tooth missing, it didn’t mean they were justified in calling me a rapscallion and shooing me away.


  Walking to my spot, I clutched my book tight to my chest, my eyes skipping back and forth in search of danger. As I began to sit—ready to settle in and learn about the position of the stars—something warm and bony jabbed my back.


  I jumped out with a cry of alarm, my book skidding to the ground.


  Who was in my place? Who dared take my spot?


  I glared at the trespasser and stomped my foot. This foe was no dark monster, but a young boy with blond, shaggy hair and gnawed lips set in a stern line. We stared at each other for a moment before I said, “Excuse me, please move. You are in my spot.” My ladylike eloquence warmed me with pride. Perhaps the Bordeaux House elders’ lashings to curb my crude mouth had worked after all.


  “No,” he replied. “I was here first.”


  “But it’s my spot! You’re stealing my spot!” Eloquence be damned.


  The boy looked exasperated. “Find a different spot. This one’s mine.”


  “It’s mine!” I grabbed a fistful of his hair and pulled hard. His cry echoed throughout the room, and I pushed him back into the corner, pressing my hand over his mouth to shut him up. He squeaked and thrashed to dislodge me. A fine attempt, I’d give him that, but the stakes were higher now.


  “Shut up or you’ll get us both kicked out,” I hissed, knowing very well that the librarians had ears like hunting hounds and would gladly remove us. I listened hard for footsteps, creaking floorboards, anything but his strangled breathing against my palm. After several agonizing minutes, no one came, and I lifted my hand away from his face.


  His cheeks and the bridge of his thin nose were dotted with freckles. A small pox scar spotted his forehead, and he scratched it as his cornflower blue eyes watered with resentment.


  Suddenly, his outspread hand collided with my face as he tried to push me back. I yelped and spewed a variety of colorful words, but his palm smashing against my mouth muffled most of them. I pummeled him blindly with my fists and he slouched down to avoid them, until he was almost lying on the floor. Seizing the advantage, I sat squarely on top of his chest.


  “Isis damn you,” I spat, digging my knees in and seizing his flailing wrists. Furious, his gaze met mine and we glared at each other until his struggles diminished and his forehead softened with curiosity. I was suddenly and uncomfortably aware I hadn’t seen many boys before in my brothel home full of women.


  “Your mind is spinning out thoughts like a loom,” he said.


  “What are you?” I snipped. “A poet?”


  He grinned. “I don’t have much experience.”


  “Just what everyone needs. Pretty words,” I muttered. “Stay still, for the love of Isis.”


  “Your knee is hurting my chest.”


  I slid off him and we sat facing each other, legs pulled up against our bodies, knees lightly touching.


  “Do you live here?” I asked, looking at his rough brown robes.


  He nodded. “My father is an accountant for the library. He wants me to work with him, but I don’t want to. I hate the librarians. They scare me.”


  I nodded in agreement.


  “I’m sorry about using your spot,” he said.


  I shrugged. “I’m sorry for attacking you.”


  One corner of his mouth lifted and I felt him give me a look that started from the top of my head and ran down to the soles of my broken shoes. “I never thought I would see someone like you here,” he said.


  “What’s that supposed to mean?” I tossed my curls and glared at him.


  “Nothing,” he said softly and it was almost if I could see the loom of his mind at work. Thinking about getting away from this girl who pushed him down instead of saying hello. Thinking of leaving. I probed my gums with my tongue, feeling the jagged ridge of a new tooth pushing in, and remembered: she is nothing to anyone but a mistake.


  “What are you doing?” he asked.


  “Thinking. Obviously, we both fit in this space and I’m not moving.”


  “Neither am I.” He folded his arms. “I’m Tarragon.”


  “I’m Eos,” I finally said.


  “Where do you live?” he asked.


  I hesitated and bit my lip, glancing away as shame heated my cheeks. I didn’t like to tell people where I lived because of the jibes that followed. I did know whom my father was, no matter what those no-good scumbags said.


  “The Bordeaux House.”


  He let out a soft little oh. My blush increased and I scowled at him.


  “I’ve seen a Bordeaux girl before,” he said.


  I eyed him suspiciously. “Is she your mother?”


  Now his face was as red as mine. “My mother hates the Houses.”


  “Where did you see her, then?”


  Tarragon licked his lips and told me that as an accountant, his father held thousands of gold pieces in his hands, but never could bring any home to feed his wife and four children. Once, there had been enough: enough to keep the house, feed the hungry bellies, and even buy a looking glass for his mother. Tarragon smiled painfully when he mentioned her. The way the words softened his mouth told me that long ago he had had a happy home life.


  But then misfortune came, and I reached out to touch his hand, knowing exactly the kind of heartache it could cause. His two older sisters ran off with a traveling caravan to find fame, and his younger brother died of plague. He told me how one night he watched his drunken father beat his mother, then bring home a young willing thing and proceed to let her show him her trade. Through a crack in the doorway, Tarragon watched the copulation and puzzled over the strange love his father gave this woman when he balked at sharing it with his wife.


  “Don’t cry,” I pleaded. I wouldn’t have coaxed his story from him if I’d known the consequences, even though it gripped me stronger than any story I’d read before. His voice, his tone—no one ever told stories like that to me before.


  He wiped his nose on his sleeve. The edges of his lips looked as if they had been sewn into a grisly parody of a smile.


  “Do poets always cry like this?” I asked. He hid his face in the crook of his arm until I tugged on his curls, uncomfortable with the dramatics. “Meet me here tomorrow?”


  “You have that look my sister used to get when she was going to get in trouble,” he said, his voice muffled.


  “We’re going to cause trouble tomorrow.” I grinned.


  I pushed the door open with my fingertips, stilling the hinge’s familiar creak, and slipped as silently as I could into the one-bedroom room where my mother and I existed together.


  A pool of misshapen moonlight shone through the single smeared window onto the wooden floor. Around it, darkness gathered like smoke.


  I patted my hand along the edge of my mother’s low bed until I touched her leg. Her hand rested limply in her lap, wrapped around an opium pipe. Cold ash fell on my fingers when I removed it. Her open eyes looked as glassy as an unpolished seer’s orb.


  I picked up her comb, forgotten on the floor, and carefully worked through the knots in her hair, single-mindedly trying to remember some kind of lullaby to soothe her with. Nonsense notes pitched through my vocal cords, but I soon stopped, balanced on silence, in order to observe her. When she didn’t throw anything or deliver a slap to my cheek, I cautiously continued to sing.


  She shifted, listening to my warbling hum, and I began to ease the knot bunched up in my stomach, just as I worked through the snarls in her hair. I felt jittery being so close to her, but I moved as if I was next to a baby kitten whose protective mother might round the corner any minute. Brushing, pausing, listening, brushing.


  I remembered her fingers parting the curls of my hair, running her hands swiftly over my scalp, efficiently braiding and tying the ends. I could almost feel her lips flutter against my forehead. I smiled, wondering if she was numb enough to endure my kiss on her cheek.


  I licked my lips as I leaned forward, breaking the rhythm in my combing, to smell her sweat and sour, smoky breath. It was the scent of home.


  Her hand gripped my wrist, pushing it away. Not harshly, but steadily and coldly. “Go to sleep,” she said. “Go away.”


  I laid the comb on her lap, my chin trembling, and took a step back.


  “Go to sleep,” she said again. “Leave me alone for a while.”


  I twisted my fingers together until the hurt smothered the ache inside and sank into my pile of blankets on the floor, nothing more than a baby kitten, waiting for her mother.


  CHAPTER 3


  A Drop of Light


  “Have you ever wanted more than this?”


  I leaned back, feeling the wooden dock scrape my palms. “Of course,” I said. “My own room? Getting out of the House?”


  “No,” Tarragon said, wrapping his arms around his bent knees. “Like, more than this.” He waved his hand to encompass the setting sun, the darkening ocean, and the ship masts standing at attention.


  “I’ve never really thought about it,” I said with a shrug. “It’s hard to think about anything else when my mother’s bleeding opium out her nose.”


  Tarragon nodded, eyes squinting against the dusk, his mouth downturned just enough to make me worry.


  “What do you think about?” I asked, feeling a knot of unease tighten like a noose.


  “I think about it all the time.”


  “Wanting more?”


  “Needing more.”


  That was the first time I truly realized that I wasn’t enough, even though it was the second time it had happened.


  Maybe I never would be.


  I wiped the smears off the cloudy mirror so I could get a better look at myself. The wide neckline of my dress rested on my shoulders and met at a point above my breasts, a hint of recently discovered cleavage peeking through. Half of my hair was braided into a crown and the rest flowed around my face and down my back. I touched it gingerly, fighting the need to tuck back an errant curl and tame the frizz with pins. I smiled at my fussing, but the excitement warming my stomach said that tonight was different, and a little fussing was required.


  I patted my washed face and practiced a coquettish smile. I wanted to be as liquid as the women working at the House, charm flowing like water. I suddenly saw myself as very drab, and immediately fastened the curl back with another precious pin.


  What would Tarragon think when he saw me like this? It was the first time he would see me coming out of the House not shamefully pulling off heavy earrings and smearing white powder from my face. I hadn’t been picked by a patron yet, and the Ladies worried I was a bad investment, but what did I care for their concern when Tarragon waited for me outside the House door? Once so gangly and uncertain, but as the years passed, he’d traded that old Tarragon for one that casually leaned against the wall and gifted smiles to girls who called out his name in a singsong. I always scowled at them, and we hurried away as the songs transformed to cruelty behind us.


  With the thought of him fresh in my mind, I watched him saunter through the doorway into my small room, the old mirror capturing his easy smile. He produced a rose from beneath his tattered jacket sleeve and spun it in his fingers, reaching around to offer it to me.


  “My lady, your escort has arrived,” he said.


  I took the rose and brought it to my nose. It smelled fresh and new, the petals velvet red. I couldn’t help but smile into it like a child.


  “Where did you steal this from?”


  “I have connections,” he said.


  “Where did you—”


  “I used my wit and charm.” He winked.


  I snorted. “You don’t have any wit or charm that I know of.”


  “You look very pretty tonight,” he said, derailing my teasing. I tried to fight down the blush, but damn it, it colored my chest and cheeks like a sunrise. He grabbed my hand and waltzed me out into the street.


  “Where are we going?” I asked.


  “Does it matter?”


  I wondered where we would spend the night this time. Curled up outside under the library stairs perhaps, like a pair of cats under a porch, exhausted from our nighttime rambles?


  I shivered in the cold air and looked longingly at Tarragon’s coat. His eyes were fastened on the moon hanging above us like a fisherman’s hook, thin and bright.


  We passed by the market district, deserted at this time of night, and meandered away from the houses and shops which were built with barely an inch between them. Laundry no longer hung out of the narrow windows, and candlelight flickered behind colored drapes.


  Tarragon brought me in under his arm and squeezed me tight.


  “I love you, you know.”


  Doubts evaporated into steam as heat crashed through my heart, bubbling like water in a kettle.


  “I love you too,” I whispered, my tongue instantly addicted to the words, compelling me to say them over and over.


  We slipped into a small popular pub packed with people. Brief hesitation crossed Tarragon’s face—he was never one for a wild crowd—before I grabbed his hand and swept him into the madness.


  Alcohol flowed into my body and warmed it, liquid happiness daring me to throw my arms up in the air and proclaim to the whole room that I loved him. I leaned against him instead, my head spinning, and held his face between my hands, his blue eyes blinking down at me, muddled by drink. I wondered if I should kiss him then, press my lips to his and let him know with my actions that I loved him too.


  His wide smile transformed into a thin-lipped line and his hands held me tighter, almost hurting. The music turned into an obnoxious clatter. We no longer flowed with the crowd but stood solidly against the tide. The alcohol running through my system came to a sudden halt as adrenaline took its place.


  “What is it?” I asked, at the same moment he said, “Eos, I need to talk to you.”


  His throat bobbed as he swallowed and I straightened my back in anticipation. For the first time, I noticed the ragged fingernails and small scabs on his hands where he’d chewed and picked at his cuticles. “Outside?” he suggested, and he pulled me along without waiting for an answer. I dragged my feet, dreading the silent night where I could hear all he had to say far too clearly. Tarragon never had trouble telling me things before.


  Secondary light from the dawn cast fleeting shadows as Tarragon leaned against the building. He reached out and tucked a stray curl behind my ear. I liked to think his hand lingered.


  “In my spare moments, I’ve been spending time among the artisans along the docks,” he said, “and I’ve met a man, a great man.”


  I pictured the scene in my head: the braids of colored hemp, the portraits drawn for a coin, the smell of pottery glaze, all surrounded by the fishy scent from the fresh markets selling the day’s catch before it went bad in the sun. I saw Tarragon talking to a faceless, sinister figure.


  “He’s a poet who needs someone to transcribe his work, care for his materials and traveling arrangements. He asked me to be his assistant, and in return for my work, I would become his apprentice. I…I said yes. I leave in the next few weeks.”


  Proclamations of love wilted like plucked flowers. He’d said yes to never knowing when we would see each other again.


  I wrapped my arms around him and closed my eyes tight. He spoke frantic consolations as I cried. I gripped his shoulder blades that felt like budding wings underneath his jacket, and knew that the night was no celebration at all, but a farewell.


  I sat across from Pochotl Tompantli in the cozy café outside the artisan’s quarters. As the ocean crashed and a swift wind stirred the warm afternoon, I studied Tarragon’s new master. I didn’t like the way his brows cluttered his forehead or how I felt I had to earn his respect instead of the other way around.


  He smiled at me, dark eyes alight. “I’ve heard so much about you, Lady Eos. Tarragon speaks of little else.”


  I fiddled with a thick splinter sticking out of the table. “I hope he’s been saying good things,” I said. “It wouldn’t do to have my reputation tarnished by scandalous poems.”


  His smile widened, making the creases around his cheeks deep as ravines. “Let’s at least hope that what he says is true.”


  Tarragon picked at something invisible on his sleeve, and then relaxed visibly when he and Pochotl began discussing their art. His fingers clicked together almost as if they itched for a pen. I fingered my fork’s prongs and tried to think of some way to join the conversation.


  “Do you enjoy poetry much?” Pochotl asked me.


  “I can’t say I find that much pleasure from it. That’s Tarragon’s area of expertise,” I said, relieved I had been noticed.


  “You must be his muse then, although I do hope we can find him a more suitable one,” he said with a nod to Tarragon.


  My fingers tightened around my fork and I opened my mouth to speak, but Tarragon jumped in before any words could leap from my tongue.


  “Spoken like a true poet. We are always looking for new inspiration, aren’t we?” He laid a warning hand on my leg.


  I pushed it off. Talking about me, the virgin whore at the Bordeaux House, to his new master? Pochotl’s assumptions must have continued from there. Sweat broke out on my forehead and I ground my teeth together. Inside, disgrace boiled me alive.


  “I hope that Tarragon’s new traveling experiences don’t change his vision of a muse. I may not be the best judge, but I do know that much respected literature has been inspired by women of the night,” I said.


  Pochotl’s forehead scrunched in confusion. “I’m not sure I understand what you mean.”


  Tarragon narrowed his eyes at me, warning me to stop talking. How had this man’s view polluted his perceptions? Didn’t he remember where we came from? Had he forgotten our history?


  “I find much poetry is inspired by moments of passion, and the women who fulfill that passion should not be cast off as unsuitable muses simply because of their profession,” I said.


  Pochotl’s eyes darted to Tarragon. “My, she is a fireball! From your description, I didn’t think you had such an opinionated sister.”


  “Tarragon is not my brother,” I said, raising an eyebrow.


  Pochotl’s eyes frosted over. “You told me I was meeting your sister.”


  Tarragon’s face flushed crimson as he fumbled for an explanation.


  “What is this?” Pochotl demanded, his voice raising. “Is my new apprentice not the honorable man I thought he was? Have you been lying to me this whole time?”


  “Tarragon wouldn’t lie.” I snapped my cloth napkin at him like a whip. The surrounding diners began to quiet their own conversations to better overhear ours.


  “Are you one of the women of the House that you defend so?” Pochotl asked. “Tarragon prepared me to meet a small and obedient relation.”


  “You are an egotistical, pigheaded—”


  “What are you to him? A lover?”


  “I’m his friend.” I choked on the words, but the image of Tarragon bitterly going back home to his hag of a mother and abusive father made the lie easy.


  Pochotl looked puzzled. “A friend?”


  “Yes, a friend. Do you have any to add to your great reputation, poet? Or is it common for you to throw fits in public places?”


  He opened his mouth, but then closed it and suddenly it felt like he couldn’t see me anymore. “No,” he said softly, “I haven’t had a friend in a very long time.”


  “Do not judge what you do not know,” I said. I couldn’t look at Tarragon.


  He blinked, his dark eyes flickering from me to Tarragon. “How do I acquire such a friendship? Since it seems you matter to my now-doubtful future successor, I would have us be friends, not enemies.”


  When it looked like I wasn’t going to swallow my indignation so easily, he continued, “I apologize for my rude behavior. Such discourtesy was not appropriate for a first meeting. May we give it a second chance?”


  It was difficult to let go of my anger, but it was better than acknowledging how much of an idiot I had seemed earlier. I gripped the outstretched olive branch. “I would like that.”


  “I did not mean to cause such a misunderstanding—” Tarragon began.


  “I am sure you will be able to clear things up with both of us.” Pochotl waved the apology away. “I did think it was a little strange that Tarragon was so inspired by his sister but identified my misgivings as differences in culture.”


  I laughed unexpectedly and said, “Sisters can be quite a handful, so I hear.”


  By the time the sun had descended to the horizon, my throat was scratchy and my misjudgments had long faded. I understood now why Tarragon longed to study with such a man. Tarragon left to settle the bill and Potchotl reached out to grasp my hand.


  I swallowed hard, but I had to say this. I had to be sure. “I have a favor to ask of you,” I said, firm enough to gain his attention.


  He placed his other hand over our combined ones. “Anything.”


  “You must promise me that you’ll still accept him. I don’t mind if you make him walk on coals beforehand, but I know how much this means to him.” I could see Tarragon’s blond hair bobbing towards us in my peripheral vision.


  Pochotl looked at me hard. I wondered how many of his friendships had been ruined by broken vows. “Of course,” he said finally. “I promise.”


  I blinked to clear away my tears. Crying always made me feel so vulnerable.


  “I hope that one day,” Pochotl said, his voice as soft as mine, “you will weep for two when we leave.”


  I wiped a hand across my cheek and gave a half-hearted laugh. “I never cry.”


  Pochotl fought a smile. “Of course not, my dear. It was foolish of me to say such a thing.”


  He stood and clasped Tarragon’s hand firmly. “I look forward to our travels together, my young friend, as well as your explanations for your actions, but I should warn you that a woman’s heart holds many treasures. Don’t damage it too badly.”


  Tarragon looked puzzled and held out an arm to me, which I took grudgingly. Our goodbyes said, I watched Pochotl become lost in the evening city rush.


  Tarragon turned to me as he guided me down the boardwalk, only to be faced with my fury.


  “Sister?” I asked, “Obedient sister that I am?”


  “Eos…”


  “And small?”


  “Things got out of hand today—”


  “I would not expect to be treated so poorly by my own brother.”


  “I am so sorry, I didn’t mean—”


  “Why would you do that to me? Lie about me to someone you admire, like you’re ashamed of me? I’m not a pet to be kept behind bars and talked fondly of, Tarragon.”


  “Eos, he’s from a different place, a different continent, and I thought that he wouldn’t accept me because of who I am. I meant no harm, to you or him.” He held out a pleading hand. “I was trying to please you both.”


  “You let me be just Eos when it’s us, but when we’re with others you treat me like a docile sparrow with tethers at your hands! That’s not me, Tarragon. How could you see me like that? You thrust me into a meeting where he expects one thing and I embarrass myself being…well, myself.”


  “Perhaps if you acted a bit more like a lady, it wouldn’t have turned out so bad. You’re like a wild banshee all the time, even in front of someone you know I respect!”


  I yanked my arm from his. Every word provided tinder for my own rage. I opened my mouth to point out exactly how bad of an actor he was—pretending to be such a high and mighty poet and looking like a fool—


  “I have a chance to do something I love, Eos.” He took a deep breath. “I have to get out of here. I can’t waste any more time dreaming my life away, and I won’t let your howling stop me. I have to leave. Even if that means leaving you.”


  I stared at him, feeling small and worthless, something to be wiped away. My response died and I felt as if cotton had been stuffed down my throat. Bastard. Betrayer. Good-for-nothing selfish dog.


  I turned away from him and placed my hands over my chest. It didn’t help. The tears fell anyway. I stepped away from him, but damn it all, I knew I would wait for him, just as my mother had hinged everything on my father’s mercy as the cure for her misery. I imagined how I would watch the road each day, waiting for him to change my life.


  And I would wait. Gladly. Maybe I was a woman who waited for things to happen to her. Maybe I was like my mother, but I wouldn’t—couldn’t—become her.


  I whipped around and pointed a Chavalerio finger at him. “Then you leave,” I hissed, “and you never look back. You’ve always been selfish and you don’t love me, because you’re not supposed to hurt the people you love.”


  I couldn’t stand to see the sorrow cloud his eyes, saying, you are not the Eos I know.


  Silence strung between us like a chain. I wanted to run from his accusing stare, but I couldn’t stop thinking that this was the end. There wasn’t time to fight and sulk and scream, even less to make things right again.


  “I never meant to make you cry,” Tarragon whispered. His hand reached out as if to touch me.


  “I know how much this means to you,” I said and felt the anger inside of me break, “but I don’t want you to go away and forget about us. About me.” No matter what I said, he still wouldn’t stay. He was carving his path in this world, with or without me.


  “How could I forget you? I would’ve been lost without you. I have to take this chance for me. It’s not about wanting to leave you, and it has nothing to do with us. You’re the only reason I’ve stayed for so long.” He embraced me.


  I rested my head over his heart and listened to the sweet heartbeat riding his body. You’re a liar. I thought. You’re a liar like everyone else.


  “Do I have your blessing, Eos?” he asked.


  You’re not better than me.


  I took my head off of his chest. “Of course you do,” I said.


  When we were younger, Tarragon and I had climbed one of the seven small wooded mountains surrounding the city, hoping to become lost in the wispy cloak of fog drifting through the branches.


  The sky shrank above the crowded treetops and I felt even smaller within the forest’s vastness. The fresh air stripped the city stink from my skin, leaving me bare and awed at its majesty. I was also majestically out of breath.


  “Tarragon, slow down!”


  “Hurry up, or the King’s winged minions will get you. They go after the moonstruck folk,” he teased back.


  “I’ll show you moonstruck,” I muttered, picking up my pace.


  The mountain journey began with an old beggar woman who’d lured us over to her tent raised in an alleyway with hands sporting flaking, yellow fingernails. Her hair had barely covered her head as she’d gestured vaguely beyond the city, cackling in a strange accent, “A circle of mushrooms will help you discover the entrances to the otherworld, and perhaps you’ll lure a fey out. You do know the old tales of Isis finding her way to the winged King’s arms? Tell me your mother raised you right.”


  I had rolled my eyes while Tarragon told her that yes, we did know the stories.


  She’d chastised us and somehow managed to coax a piece of gold from Tarragon for the next part of her tale. Huskily, she continued, “The only way to actually catch a faerie is to leave out a bowl of milk and honey for them and wait till they are absorbed in their bounty. Do it when the moon is full. They’ll mistake the silver bars of the cage for moonlight. How could your mama let you talk to such a creature as me then, if you were raised properly?”


  We memorized her whispered instructions, transfixed by her storytelling, and followed them as if our lives depended on it.


  The milk slopped as the bucket banged against my leg. Moonlight glinted off the small cage that Tarragon held in his hands, constructed from stolen spoons—but stolen for a good cause.


  Tarragon abruptly stopped and pointed. I squinted, barely able to make out the mushroom circle that we had stumbled upon.


  We shared a triumphant grin. I set down a small white bowl, another pilfered staple from the House, and dabbed a large dollop of honey into it, which sat at the bottom in a sticky bundle. Tarragon propped the cage over the top so any disturbance would topple it over our victim.


  Our trap set, we retreated behind a bush to watch and wait. Listening to the chirping night bugs, I felt the tug of sleep.


  “What else do you think is out there?” Tarragon asked. His eyes shone with anticipation.


  I nestled in the pillow of my arms. “Don’t worry. I won’t let the mountain lions get you.”


  “No,” he said. “I mean, do you think there is more out there than this?”


  “More than mountain lions?”


  “More than all this,” he said, jutting his chin out to encompass everything out there that wasn’t us.


  “Probably not,” I said. “Do you need more than this? Are fairytales not exciting enough for you?”


  “I want more than this,” I heard him whisper. A desperate look crossed his face, as if a faerie revelation would confirm some truth for him.


  I turned away and by the time I pulled myself together enough to glance back at him, his breathing had evened out in sleep.


  In the morning, the cage still sat upright, the milk undisturbed. The only sign of a faerie came in the form of a moth, floating on the surface and riding ripples of its own making. Tarragon scowled at our captive and tossed the milk into the brush.


  I felt a thrill. He couldn’t want more, now, because there was nothing else.


  That was the first time.


  Childhood memories continued to fill my mind as Pochotl’s servants loaded luggage onto an immense carriage. Standing on the boardwalk, the horses snorted and clopped their hooves, anxious to be off. The ocean roared against the nearby beach and ripped at the sand with icy gray claws. The sky was as tumultuous as the ocean.


  Tarragon stood beside me, dressed to his best. His shoes shone as much as old leather could. How could I have been so blind not to see how much he had grown up? Only his yellow hair, curling in the wicked wind, maintained some of his old wild abandon.


  My breathing beat in time to my heart, which thumped so loudly it deafened me. Moments slipped away and I yearned to break this comfortable silence between us. I had so much left to say.


  “Are you scared?” I asked.


  “A little,” he said.


  “It will be quiet around here without you. The merchants might actually be able to sell something.”


  He laughed, an infectious sound, and I gave a small smile. “They’ll get fat when they have no one to chase,” he said. “How are people going to know what the silks look like if we aren’t there to try them on?”


  I remembered how I used to throw silks over my shoulder and strike a pose ridiculous enough for Tarragon to dissolve into giggles. I could almost feel the stinging pain as the merchants swatted us away with a broom or belt, how the dust from the street clogged my throat, how the addictive rush of mischievousness burned in my veins. What had I told him once upon a time? We were going to cause trouble.


  Tarragon’s smile faded. “It’s strange. I always knew there was more out there,” he waved his hand to encompass the mountains, city, and beach, “but I never realized it was actually there.”


  I nodded. I had begun to see that as well. I had wandered Ilihannon’s streets my whole life, knew the place inside and out, but only now began to understand the possibilities that existed beyond it. There was a whole world that I knew very little about and it was just as real as a faerie.


  “Do you promise to bring me a present?” I asked, wishing to restore a lighter mood.


  “What, a ceremonial dagger?” he suggested. “A fine silver necklace?”


  “How about a book of poetry?” I pulled out a leather book bound with white string.


  He gaped and accepted the book, running his fingers over the cover almost as if he was afraid to open it. “Eos, this must have cost a fortune.”


  I shrugged, and thanked Isis that I had a deft hand for thievery. “It’s blank. Yearning to be filled with the words of the greatest poet of our age.”


  He snorted and cast me a disparaging glance. “Hardly.”


  “It’s true!” I protested, taking the book and holding it up in front of him. “One day, long from now, when you’re old and gray and your fortunes made, you’ll find this poor book on your loaded shelves. You’ll open it and be inspired to write your best work yet.”


  “And what about the girl who gave it to me?” he asked, placing his hands over mine, the book like a miniature wall between us.


  “Oh, you’ve forgotten all about her by then.”


  He looked skeptical. “I don’t think that’s the way the story goes.”


  “Indulge me.”


  “Once the poet has left his mark on the world—has become someone—he returns for his friend and they travel the world and grow old together. That’s the way the story goes.” He waved a finger in front of my face.


  “Oh,” I said, my chest tightening as I imagined it.


  “Besides,” he continued, ignoring my reddening eyes, “it will give me a chance to watch your hair turn white, and I can’t wait to hear the moans that accompany that.”


  I hit his chest. “It won’t be hard for yours to change, old man.”


  He chuckled and pulled me close.


  When he let go, Pochotl stood beside us, his face soft with sympathy. He tipped his head to me in greeting, a strange comfort against the looming farewell.


  “Take care,” I mouthed, and Pochotl nodded briefly to my silent entreaty.


  I turned back to Tarragon and grabbed the front of his coat. He bent towards me so fast we knocked heads, but his lips managed to find mine. I clung clumsily to his mouth, desperately cupping his face.


  “I love you,” he whispered.


  “Don’t forget to write,” I said.


  He kissed me again. Then he was gone, running to catch the coach that had started to move away, his long coat billowing in the wind.


  It only took a minute to lose him.


  I promised myself I wouldn’t cry, but that was just a lie.


  CHAPTER 4


  Now: Nothing Existed Except the Boundless Mass of Primeval Water Which was Shrouded in Darkness


  The horse galloped towards me past the weathered dunes, sand flying in puffs behind the frantic hooves, froth coating the beast’s jaws. Ciriacus skidded to a stop and slid from the rudimentary saddle, some poorly thrown-on contraption that tipped to the side. His chest heaved as he tied the horse to a low-lying scrub brush.


  “Isis,” I said, “what happened to you?” I reached out to pet his mount’s shiny neck. My hand came away wet.


  “Help me,” Ciriacus said, scrubbing at his face, smearing the kohl lining his eyes. The delicate sweeps and whorls painted up his neck and around his face had been marred, as if he’d clawed at them. “Enoch can’t see me like this.”


  “Like a prince?” His white and gold trimmed robe sagged off his shoulders. The marks continued down his chest and arms. I poured water onto my cloak from the bottle hooked to my waist and took the damp end to his skin, rubbing the kohl and ritual make-up off as best as I could.


  “I couldn’t get away,” he whispered frantically. The kohl bled down his cheeks. His eyes looked unnaturally brilliant. “What will Enoch say?”


  I didn’t answer, but I felt a thrill seeing Ciriacus’ guilt. He gave me so much grief for my own beliefs—or lack thereof—that seeing him thus served as a reminder that he, Enoch’s perfect prophet, still walked the same roads as I, still let the symbols of our people mar his skin, still let the prayers of our people define him. He might’ve been a prince, but in moments like these, he had fallen to my level. He lived in my world and I wasn’t alone.


  “He won’t say anything,” I said. “He’s already begun.”


  Ciriacus cursed and shifted to throw the robe off. “I should’ve been here, instead of stuck in ridiculous family prayer…”


  “Stay still. Do you want to look like you fell asleep in this stuff?”


  Ciriacus snorted, but a whisper of a smile slanted his lips.


  I wiped at the skin around his eyes. “What was this all for?”


  The smile faded. Even though he’d been through things that should’ve made him seem ancient, he managed to look like a child. “Queen’s magic,” he said. “Lineage horseshit.”


  I sighed, and this time, felt a pang at relishing in his self-hate. He wouldn’t say more, but I wondered how he’d take revenge on his body for this. Fasting, perhaps regulating himself to living in darkness for a month, or a vow of silence? Any kind of repentance for Adonai to show his hatred for honoring his bloodline’s religion. My religion.


  The khol—thick, stubborn stuff—couldn’t be entirely washed away, but I smiled and lied. “Better than new.”


  “Thank you,” he said. I almost believed his sincerity.


  “Enoch’s pulling the lines in,” I said. “He’s caught something big.”


  “Do you think they’ll break?”


  I hesitated, my heart resonating with no. “One can hope.”


  “We’re close, Eos.” His fire had been lit again, a burning deep within that seemed to shine through his eyes. Adonai was his life. Serving him was Ciriacus’ life mission and I couldn’t help but wonder at these men who had their eyes on the stars: Enoch, Ciriacus, and even the long-lost Tarragon.


  I bit my lip, uselessly wringing out my cloak, and felt the familiar tug in my heart. Tarragon always wondered what else lay beyond Ilihannon’s walls…and I’d discovered it was so much more than he could ever imagine.


  Ciriacus didn’t take my hand, but we walked as close as siblings, moving further down the beach towards the outgoing tide. Enoch stood amongst the receding waves, his hands clutching tangled fishing lines of light, the pulsing blue thread wrapped around his arms and forearms. His cane had been abandoned on shore, but he gripped the threads and with a tug of insurmountable power I’d never seen, wrenched the line further onshore.


  In the distance, something flapped beneath the water’s surface, something fighting deep underwater that must be huge to create such a splash.


  Ciriacus made a move towards our mentor, but I stayed him with a hand on his shoulder.


  “He’s the only one who can control the magic,” I
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