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      The sea remembers.

      On a rugged coast shaped by wind and salt, Nerissa has always trusted the tides more than priests. The ocean speaks in currents and storms, not commandments. But when an ancient ritual awakens a forgotten magic and binds her to Ianthe—a woman raised within the rigid walls of temple doctrine—everything she thought she understood begins to shift.

      Silver light threads around their wrists, linking pulse to pulse. The bond is old. Older than the city. Older than the altar stones half-buried beneath the waves. And it does not tolerate falsehood.

      What begins as obligation becomes something far more intimate. The sea does not demand obedience—it demands truth. With each rising tide, hidden histories surface: fractured vows, sacred carvings, and a power long altered by human hands. As ancient magic stirs beneath moonlit water, Nerissa and Ianthe must decide what their bond truly means.

      Is it destiny imposed by forgotten gods?

      Or a choice they will claim for themselves?

      Set against luminous shorelines and storm-swept cliffs, this sapphic fantasy romance weaves divine mystery, elemental magic, and slow-burning desire into a story about trust, autonomy, and the courage to choose love without fear.
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      The sea had never forgiven them.

      It sprawled beneath the white cliffs like a wound of beaten silver under the moon’s cold gaze, restless, murmuring, its breath thick with salt and the tang of old blood. When the wind turned, it carried spray upward in a fine, stinging mist that clung to lips and dried there, bitter as regret. Each tide dragged its secrets ashore—shattered planks etched with strange sigils, nets choked with blackened coral, and once, a gilded figurehead in the shape of a queen, her mouth frozen mid-scream, her eyes hollow with something worse than terror.

      Ianthe had dreamed of that queen for seven nights running.

      In the dream, the queen did not scream. She watched. Her carved eyes followed. Her lips sealed slowly, deliberately, as though she had chosen silence over condemnation. And every time, Ianthe woke just before the waves rose high enough to claim her.

      On the eighth night, she did not sleep at all.

      She dressed by the flicker of a single lamp in a room that still carried the ghost of incense and old vellum, no matter how often she aired it out. The temple did not let go of its own easily.

      The cloak she fastened was violet wool, lined with darker silk that slid cool against her skin. The silver embroidery at its hem caught the candlelight—patterns she had once traced absently while listening to the endless petitions of the faithful. She paused at the door, listening.

      The city below the cliffs was silent at this hour. No haggling from the markets. No temple bells. Only the distant, rhythmic crash of waves against stone.

      “I am not running,” she whispered, though there was no one to hear her lie.

      The words settled like a weight in her chest.

      She shut the door behind her and began the ascent.

      The storm stairs were a knife’s edge cut into the cliff face, steep as atonement, slick with mist. They had been carved by hands long turned to dust, the chalk-white rock worn smooth by centuries of boots. The wind did not merely blow—it pushed, shoving at her shoulders, plucking at her cloak as if testing her resolve.

      Her boots slipped once. She caught herself against a jagged outcrop, fingers scraping stone. The rock smelled of iron where it was wet, sharp enough to make her nostrils flare.

      “You don’t need to prove anything,” she muttered.

      The wind swallowed the words whole.

      She climbed anyway.

      She had once worn white.

      Layers of silk over linen, cinched with gold cord. She had stood in the Tide Mother’s sanctum, the marble floor so polished it mirrored the vaulted ceiling above. She had spoken blessings in a voice trained to soothe crowds, to drop low in moments of fear, to lift gently in celebration.

      She had believed, then, that the sea could be tempered with prayer. That if she spoke with enough reverence, it might listen.

      She knew better now.

      By the time she reached the shrine at the cliff’s crown, her pulse hammered in her throat, each beat thick enough to choke on.

      The shrine had once been glorious—arched pillars carved with waves and dolphins, a domed ceiling open to the sky. Now salt crusts its edges like veins, and ivy coils patiently around the columns. The floor is split with cracks, thin as hairlines, spreading wider every year.

      No torches burn here anymore. The priesthood abandoned the upper shrine when the lower sanctum grew grander. Too exposed, they said. Too vulnerable to the weather.

      Too honest, Ianthe had thought at the time.

      At its heart sat the Basin of Oaths.

      A wide, shallow bowl of untarnished silver, smooth as a mirror, resting on a pedestal carved with interlocking currents. Despite the neglect, the basin itself remained perfect. No salt. No scratches. No sign of the years.

      It smelled faintly of cold metal and something deeper—brine, perhaps, though it held no water.

      Ianthe approached slowly. The wind stilled, as if holding its breath.

      She pressed her palm to the rim.

      The metal was colder than it should have been. Not the simple chill of night, but something that seeped through skin, through bone. Her breath fogged the air between her lips.

      “Lady of the Deep Current,” she said, her voice steady despite the wind. She had spoken that name a thousand times before crowds. It felt different now, spoken alone. “I ask for truth.”

      The word settled between them, deliberate.

      For a heartbeat, nothing.

      Then water rose from nowhere.

      No ripple. No sound. It simply was, smooth as glass, luminous as moonlight caught in silver. It carried the clean scent of deep tidewater—not stagnant, not foul. Fresh from the dark.

      The surface did not reflect her.

      Instead, it showed a shoreline far below.

      The angle shifted until she saw the reefs, exposed only at low tide. She recognized the jagged black rock, the narrow strip of shingle where fishermen sometimes dared to land.

      A woman stood ankle-deep in the tide pools.

      Her skirts were dark with spray. Her sleeves rolled past her elbows, revealing forearms marked with old rope scars—white lines crossing sun-browned skin. Her hair, loose, whipped in the wind, catching briefly against her cheek before she shoved it back with an impatient hand.

      The basin showed her clearly. No distortion. No trick of light.

      Ianthe found herself leaning in.

      The woman shifted her weight, bracing as a wave curled around her calves. She did not flinch. Her stance was sure, as if she already knew how the water would move before it did.

      Then she looked up.

      Not slowly.

      Sharply.

      As if she had felt the shift in the air.

      Her gaze lifted straight toward the cliffs.

      Toward the shrine.

      Toward Ianthe.

      The sensation was not of watching—it was of being seen.

      Ianthe’s throat tightened. She had not expected awareness. She had expected a vision, not a connection.

      The wind at the shrine died. Then stilled.

      The woman below narrowed her eyes, as if focusing on a distant shape. There was no fear in her expression. Only assessment.

      Ianthe swallowed. Her voice had fled.

      Across impossible distance—across height and tide and salt-thick air—the woman’s mouth moved.

      “Truth.”

      The word did not echo. It did not ride the wind.

      It arrived whole in Ianthe’s ears, as if spoken beside her.

      The basin flared white.

      Not a slow brightening—a burst, sharp enough to sear her eyes shut. The scent of ozone cracked the air, electric and raw. Heat flashed against her palm.

      She tried to pull back.

      Too late.

      The metal beneath her hand pulsed once, like a heartbeat from within. The water surged upward—not spilling, but rising, forming a column of liquid light between her and the sky.

      And in that instant—before sight dissolved into brilliance—she felt something else.

      Not the sea.

      Not the basin.

      A second presence, answering.

      And it was not distant at all.
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