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For those who dream of the sea,

Those who simply want to be loved.
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Chapter One
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Iclyn raised her face toward the moon, drinking in its cool light as it refilled the magic that flooded her veins. The magic had always been there, but it used to be like the kiss of frost, only there enough to know it was cold.

Now it was the fiercest blizzard raging through her, the full power of her people finally under her command. It was a day she’d longed for.

And a day she’d dreaded.

Frost spiderwebbed away from her fingers along the cold, black rocks of the beach, catching the silver glow of the moon and the rosy fire of the dawn sky. Morning was coming, and the day would be long this time of year. Plenty of opportunity for a human to spot her if she wasn’t careful.

Iclyn hugged herself, and the frost on the beach retreated. She had to go home soon, whatever her feelings. If she didn’t, Father would surely send half the guard to round her up, and then she would have to explain why she’d stayed so late in a place where she was so vulnerable.

She would have to explain the call of the moon. How her power had finally manifested.

But she would have to explain anyway. Now that the power was awake, it would not be hidden. The sparkle along her pale skin, like ice, would not be concealed. Other sea creatures coveted her power, the power of her tribe. And if they couldn’t possess it, they were desperate to be connected to it.

Like Hali, her stepmother. A woman from a magic-less tribe. A woman seeking nothing but power.

Iclyn’s heart lurched, and she flicked her fingers, sending flurries off into the stiff sea breeze. The manifestation of magic was supposed to be a time for mothers and daughters to bond, but she would be denied that, just like she’d been denied the presence of her mother.

The only ice Hali had in her veins was connected to her frozen heart. It was unlikely even this special time could melt it, bring them together as mother and daughter, much as Iclyn might wish otherwise. A girl could hope, though, couldn’t she?

A bird called from the other side of the small island, nothing more than a pile of rocks in the sea just off the coast of Iceland, snapping her back to the approaching dawn. She would not let Father’s guards drag her home in shame. Not again.

Iclyn rose and took a few running steps toward the water, diving between the chunks of ice floating like diamonds on the dark waves. As soon as she was fully submerged, the arcane magic no one really understood summoned her tailfin, and her lungs worked in tandem with gill slits to keep her breathing as the cold water hit her skin, her scales. She smiled at the bubbles tickling her as they raced for the surface like drunken sailors. Bioluminescent plankton parted around her in a cloud of white light, sparks and stars of blue shooting off into the dark ocean as she passed. A thousand wishes lost to the sea. For a few playful moments, a snow-white seal joined her, turning playfully in the cold sea and nudging her arm before breaking off and returning to its family.

The water was ice-cold, but Iclyn barely felt it. She plunged deeper, almost as deep as the Greenland sharks, taking her time as she swam back to the city. Eventually the city lights came into view, lighting the underside of the iceberg that housed it in the same bright blue as the bioluminescent algae the Coldwater used. It cut through the water, glinting off her scales with each powerful stroke of her tail and sending streamers of bright cerulean through the dark layers of the ocean. There were fifty levels to the city, each housing its own district, and three gates to the inside along the bottom of the iceberg itself.

Iclyn swam toward the closest gate, a moon pool meant for pedestrians. As she approached, the water carried the hum of the city toward her, increasing until she burst through the top of the pool, landing with a playful spin along the icy ramp. Three guards stood just within the room, each holding a long, sharp spear cut entirely from crystal and decorated with shells. The men themselves shimmered silver where the light caught their skin, and all three had hair of the palest, almost translucent, white. And just like Iclyn, they each wore swirls of microbe-rich blue paint elaborately brushed across their skin and armor, designating rank and authority.

But Iclyn stood apart from them, her hair the deepest of blue-black, like her mother’s had been, like the deepest depths of the ocean or a moonless night sky. Even without the paint, her hair would be enough to remind them she was different. Special. Important.

She threw herself up the ramp to the floor, and her body exchanged the fins for legs. She rose to her feet, and the three men bowed low, dropping to a knee in front of her while she wrung water from her pale dress.

“You don’t need to do that,” she said, her face flushing.

The leader of the three raised a hand. “You know we do, Princess. Even were you not our princess, we would still be humbled by your beauty and kindness, blessed by the moon as you are.”

Iclyn sighed. Back to the same old routine. The very routine that kept hammering a wedge between her and her stepmother. If Iclyn had her way, either the citizens would stop fawning over this “moon-blessed” nature of hers or she would stay away from the city, out on the ice packs or edges of nearby islands.

But she was the heir to the throne. She was needed here. And as uncomfortable as she felt, these people were as important to her as she was to them.

She waved a resigned farewell before the guards could grovel more and turned to ascend the stairs into the first district.

Though none of the citizens of Coldwater were starving or lacking for anything, the first district, at the very lowest level of the iceberg, was still quite obviously the poorest. The houses were simple, the people worked hard, and Iclyn was convinced that this was where some of the people—quite possibly including Hali—traded in illegal sorcery. The guards didn’t patrol far from the gates, and the number of businesses and dwellings for the fishermen and laborers created plenty of places to hide.

As if listening to her thoughts, a flash of green caught Iclyn’s attention, and she hurried past an open alley, her heart pounding. Green was the color of sorcery, and it was no place for the princess to linger. It was magic for those born without power, sought by desperate people, often with disastrous results. There were good reasons it was illegal, the least of which was to protect those who were vulnerable to its dangers.

Unfortunately, that didn’t extend to the queen. And Iclyn’s father, King Leven, still couldn’t see it. The one time she’d tried telling him, he’d reprimanded her so soundly she’d been too embarrassed to leave the palace for a week. Leven simply refused to believe Hali was capable of such evil.

And Iclyn never brought up the book of spells she’d found again.

Iclyn sighed and hugged herself as she hurried onward. Maybe with her new magic, she could convince Hali to step away from sorcery. To be the mother she’d wanted. To listen to and respect Iclyn. And Iclyn could bring Hali back to the people, remind them that even though Iclyn was heir, Hali was just as important. She’d seen glimmers of the kindness, long ago.

There was still a chance to bring it back. For them to be a real family.

She just had to convince Hali, to remind her how the people would love to see Hali and Iclyn bonding over the new magic.

Iclyn hurried for the nearest lift, the green flash still burning in the corners of her vision. The lift, one of many located throughout the city, would take her straight to the palace through the magic of the city’s transportation workers.

It was after normal business hours began by now, so Iclyn found herself alone in the lift with the operator. Her heart still pounded, but the fear was less about the sorcery she’d barely seen below and more about the conversation that was coming, the one both Leven and Hali would be present for.

The operator smiled and bowed, but blessedly, he didn’t go over the top like the guards at the moon pool had. He simply started the lift toward the highest level of the city, toward the district filled with the courts, the nobles, the largest governing bodies of the city. The silence as the lift climbed was heavy and cold, but Iclyn didn’t break it.

Should I start with the magic? Or open with conversation? Her mind raced with how she might broach the topic to her family. And along with her mind, her heart fluttered, and her breathing came shallow like the edges of the sea. When the lift finally stopped, she strode out without a backward glance, too consumed by her own worries. She barely even saw the street as she made her way to the palace, one of the many manors cut from the ice lining the street.

She hurried under the painted swirls of plankton through the arched doorway. The palace was the only home in the district with the painted lines, but there was no time to appreciate them this time. She was already late for dinner. She doubled her pace, aiming for the dining room down the hallway.

King Leven looked up from the table as Iclyn rushed through the door and dropped into her seat, out of breath.

“It’s about time,” Hali muttered from her place opposite the king. She rolled her eyes and sipped at a spoonful of soup.

“Where have you been?” Iclyn’s father asked. But unlike Hali, his question was dripping with relief. “The sun rose almost half an hour ago. You’re supposed to be home before the humans are out. The ocean is dangerous. I was about to send a search party for you.”

Iclyn eyed the assortment of breads, fishes, and greens set out on the table. She began pulling food from the platters, not meeting either the king’s or queen’s eyes as she combined pieces of breakfast into a towering stack of food. There was no more time for her to think. She had to say something.

Where to start?

Iclyn took a bite of her messy meal, and Hali glanced at the monstrosity, wrinkling her nose.

“Iclyn?” Leven said again. “Where did you go?”

She swallowed, slowly meeting his eyes. “Just up admiring the moon. I ... I have something to tell you. Both of you, really.”

Leven nodded, but his gaze was far away. Did he even hear what Iclyn just said?

“I have news as well,” he said. Obviously he hadn’t heard. “The Deepwater and Vulcanwater tribes are forging a treaty. They have asked me to mediate.”

Iclyn blinked, every word she’d been about to say swimming out of her head in a flurry. The Deepwater and Vulcanwater had been at war for years. Almost as long as Iclyn had been alive. The Deepwater loved their secrets, and the Vulcanwater were notoriously hot-tempered. If they were asking for a mediator, that was big.

Bigger than Iclyn’s powers manifesting.

And also dangerous for any mediator. If things took a turn, if there was any blood in the water, a mediator would be stuck right in the
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