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            For my cousins:
A million books couldn’t capture the magic of growing up with you.
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            One
Luxe Revelle

         
         It was our first show of the summer, and if fate had its way, it might also be our last.

         
         The energy in the theater crackled with anticipation. While Nana stacked the champagne flutes into our signature R, I held the back of her chair, suppressing a smile as she grumbled about her decades of tightrope walking without a spotter.
            My uncles cast bemused glances our way as they swept windblown sand between the floorboards, the scratching of their brooms
            drowned out by giggles from the mezzanine, where the littlest Revelles huddled, plucking cockroaches from the torn velvet
            upholstery. A few years and a lifetime ago, that had been my job.
         

         
         Nana positioned the final glass and stood taller on the chair, pride shining in her topaz eyes as she scanned the pit. After
            a bit of booze, and plenty of magic, the tourists might mistake the Big Tent for a classy establishment.
         

         
         With a pop, I uncorked the champagne and handed it to Nana, but instead of shimmering gold, a clear, dull liquid dribbled out.
         

         
         Watered down. Again.

         
         She took a swig and grimaced. “This tastes like piss.”

         
         “How do you know what piss tastes like?”

         
         Her eyes narrowed. “Don’t sass me, child. Is this the last of it?”

         
         “I’m sure there’s more somewhere,” I lied. As if Uncle Wolffe hadn’t spent all winter trying to scrape together enough liquor
            to get us through opening night.
         

         
         In a rare concession, Nana allowed me to help her off the chair. Although time had curved her shoulders, she still moved with
            the grace of a woman who’d spent years in the spotlight. A grace I should have inherited but didn’t, along with the cleavage
            she flaunted in her skintight crimson sequined gown.
         

         
         “Let’s make it a cider fountain,” I suggested, leading her away. “The tourists will be too drunk to notice the difference.”

         
         “Cider in our champagne fountain? We’re Revelles! We can’t be as dry as a nun’s—”
         

         
         “Easy, Nana.” Fixing my smile, I stole a glance at the others. “Uncle Wolffe and I have a plan.”

         
         More like a Hail Mary.

         
         I started to turn away, but she grabbed my wrist, her voluminous bracelets cool against my skin. “Wolffe told me all about
            this plan of yours. Your magic may be strong, Luxe, but even you can’t charm a bloody Chronos. There’s no way he’ll give you
            a jewel.”
         

         
         True. The Chronos family raised their young on tall tales of my family’s magic. Give a Revelle a jewel, and they’ll charm
            you into drowning yourself in the Atlantic. Give a Revelle a jewel, and they’ll shred your mind and keep your body as their
            own. Dewey Chronos would have to be a fool to give me the very thing I needed to manipulate his emotions.
         

         
         Good thing I had a source of magic other than jewels. Not that Nana knew.

         
         I squeezed her hand and checked my lipstick in the mirrored wall beyond the bar. Bloodred. Perfect.

         
         With my head high, I crossed the theater, narrowly missing a burst of fire. My flame-throwing cousins snickered, and I flashed
            them a faux glare.
         

         
         The familiar scent of buttered popcorn greeted me backstage. I maneuvered through a rowdy game of tag, averting my eyes from
            the tigers’ vacant cages. When our pantries had emptied this past winter, it was either eat them or sell them, and Nana had
            refused to serve her pets for supper.
         

         
         Stepping between the costumes strewn across the worn wooden floor, I nearly knocked into my aunts wrestling themselves into
            their cancan dresses. Layers of colorful tulle pooled at their ankles as they paused to watch me pass. “Are you joining us
            in the Fun House tonight for once?” Aunt Caroline teased.
         

         
         Always the same joke about the Fun House, the private rooms behind the Big Tent where customers went after the show. I flashed
            the haughty smile they’d come to expect. “The star shouldn’t get her hands dirty.”
         

         
         “You’re supposed to use your magic, not your hands, silly.” She leaned closer, her breath sharp with the champagne they must’ve
            pilfered from our last case. “Is that what you’re afraid of?”
         

         
         Like the rest of my family, when I was given a jewel, I could charm the gem’s giver into believing their fantasies were coming true. No desire was off-limits in the Fun House: bloody revenge on a rival, an intimate meal with a beloved celebrity, or the tourists’ favorite, bedroom delusions of grandeur. As long as they paid us in jewels, the customers’ emotions were ours to bend as we pleased. We didn’t even need to touch them. The fantasies were as fake as the enormous diamonds dangling from Nana’s ears, but the customers didn’t mind as long as they enjoyed themselves. 

         
         “I’m not afraid of the Fun House,” I assured my aunt. “I just need my beauty sleep after the show.”

         
         Aunt Caroline’s grin widened as I patted her cheek and walked away.

         
         “You have to join us before too long!” she called after me. “The customers don’t like ’em wrinkly!”

         
         “And yet you do just fine!”

         
         Uncle Wolffe peered up from his paperwork as I closed his office door, muting my aunts’ laughter. Little streaks of silver
            wove their way through his slicked-back dark hair, and I thought of my mother, his sister, frozen in time. Forever black-haired
            and twenty-nine.
         

         
         “What’s wrong?”

         
         My mask of calm must have faltered. Uncle Wolffe and I worked together, uncle and niece, showrunner and star, but we didn’t
            lean on each other. Uncle Wolffe leaned on no one, as far as I could tell.
         

         
         I sank into an armchair. “We’re out of champagne. Whiskey’s low, too.”

         
         “Already?” He grabbed a worn notebook and flipped through the pages. “I thought we hid some backstage.”

         
         “Your thirsty siblings found it.” Champagne on opening night was tradition, one Uncle Wolffe didn’t have the heart to forbid.
            He never liked the rest of the family to worry. “Did you invite the bootlegger?”
         

         
         His outlandish clown smile tightened to an eerie red line. More than once, I’d seen grown men tremble at the sight of Uncle
            Wolffe in full makeup. “I don’t like this plan of yours.”
         

         
         “Do you have a better idea?”

         
         “No,” he admitted. “If we don’t secure a liquor contract tonight, then tomorrow, we’ll either open bone-dry or not at all.”

         
         Stunned, I sat back in the rickety chair. When hurricanes pounded our illustrious island, he’d kept our doors open. When puritanical
            protesters took the ferry from New York to picket us in droves, he’d kept our doors open. When the best among us drowned,
            and the Big Tent had been shrouded by grief so dark that my vain grandmother didn’t change out of her nightgown for months . . .
            Uncle Wolffe had kept our doors open.
         

         
         But now my fierce uncle was afraid. Of Prohibition.

         
         I’d imagined the new law to be a distant problem for mainlanders, not for our little isle of Charmant. Yet here it was.

         
         “So, tonight.” The words squeezed past the knot in my throat. I lifted my head higher, lest he think me nervous.

         
         Uncle Wolffe shook his head. “You’re too young for such responsibility. You’re still a child—”

         
         “I’m eighteen. Most mainland girls are popping out their second baby by now.”

         
         “Your mother wouldn’t have wanted you to debut with a bloody Chronos.” His dark eyes flitted to the framed photograph on his
            desk: Nana’s eight children in full showtime regalia. All of them laughing, as always. That had been the soundtrack to my
            childhood: belly laughs and clinking glasses and the rat-a-tat-tat of the Revelle drums.
         

         
         And then grief. Nana’s sobs so raw, they hardly sounded human. A hole in our family so wide, we couldn’t fathom a way forward.
            But the Revelle show went on. It always did.
         

         
         I rose from my chair. “My mother wouldn’t want us homeless, either. Don’t make this into a big deal, Uncle Wolffe. We both know my plan’s a good one. Is he coming or not?” 

         
         Nana claimed we Revelles had giants’ blood that made itself known every few generations. As Uncle Wolffe stood, towering a
            good two feet over me, it was easy to believe her. “The kid bootlegger’s on his way. I’ll seat him in the executive suite
            and serve him what remains of our best brandy, not the watered-down junk in the pit.”
         

         
         “Can’t have him thinking we’re desperate,” I added drily. As if we could obtain alcohol from anyone but him. The bloody battle
            over Charmant’s liquor industry had been fought, and the island’s youngest bootlegger was the last one standing. The last
            one alive, if the rumors were true. “Nana said he bought that old warehouse by the docks.”
         

         
         A tight nod. “My sources say he’s turning it into a theater. A big one.”

         
         Like he could find an act to compete with ours. “How will I know it’s him?”

         
         As the mayor’s oldest son, Dewey Chronos had been in the public eye when we were children, but for the past few years, he
            was rarely seen outside his harborside mansion. Perhaps he’d grown even sicklier than he’d been as a pallid little boy clinging
            to his mother’s skirts. Or perhaps he, too, had secrets he wished to keep from the mind readers.
         

         
         “White boy,” Uncle Wolffe grumbled. “Dark hair, brown eyes.”

         
         I gave him a look. He’d just described the majority of our audience.

         
         “He wears his company’s emblem on the lapel of his suit jacket. It’s a—”

         
         “Diamond-shaped clock,” I finished. As if I could forget the black symbol cropping up all over the Night District, a taunting reminder of the Chronoses’ familial power: time travel. 

         
         We might be the heart and soul of Charmant’s tourism, but the Chronoses were the landlords and politicians. They ruled over
            our small island, and they kept it that way by turning back the clocks to sabotage the other magical families, especially
            mine. We Revelles were allowed to exist, to entice the tourists to flock to our shores, but the Chronoses were wary of our
            ability to influence voters’ minds. If we dared inch too far above poverty, tragedy always seemed to strike. Like the time
            my great-grandfather attempted to open a much-anticipated family-friendly show, but met his bloody end in a supposed robbery
            gone wrong before opening night. Or three years ago, when the Chronoses failed to tell us a massive hurricane was barreling
            toward Charmant, though they evacuated in secret. We lost four of our own in that storm.
         

         
         Just thinking of cozying up to one of those time-traveling goons made my stomach twist something awful. And I needed to convince
            him to do business with us. For cheap.
         

         
         Uncle Wolffe nodded toward the door. “Go tell the others you’re joining them in the Fun House. I’m sure Colette and Millie
            will be glad.”
         

         
         Doubtful. A few years ago, they would have been thrilled, but these days, we hardly spoke to each other outside rehearsals.

         
         “Having second thoughts?” His booming voice remained casual, but concern flickered in his dark eyes.

         
         I flashed him my most confident stage smile. “By tomorrow, we’ll be swimming in the world’s finest booze.”

         
         “At a steeply discounted price, I hope,” he muttered. “With how much he’s charging the hoteliers, the whole island is going to be either indebted to him or out of business soon.” 

         
         “Not us.”

         
         “Never us.” He turned to his paperwork, my cue to leave.

         
         Careful to keep my head high and my smile self-assured, I returned backstage.

         
         “Looking for your cousins?” Nana, seemingly recovered from her bout with the champagne, stood in front of the rusty backstage
            mirror draping strings of faux jewels around her neck. “I saw Colette and Millie climbing the rafters with those boys from
            the lighting crew.”
         

         
         Millie loved to flirt with the few non-Revelles she could find in the Big Tent. Colette, however, was more likely to challenge
            them to a wrestling match, then plant a knee in their most sensitive places to ensure victory.
         

         
         “It’s almost showtime.” I glanced around the backstage mess. “Is everything ready?”

         
         “You should be canoodling in the rafters, too! A pretty girl like you should have plenty of beaux.”

         
         I rolled my eyes. “You were the star once. You know they only want to boast to their friends about what’s underneath this
            leotard.”
         

         
         She winked. “That’s half the fun. Now go. Find your cousins.”

         
         As if they wanted an intruder. Instead, I did a final sweep of the theater. Someone had already lit the candles, their long shadows hiding the cobwebs. With their soft luminance, the thick purple and black stripes of the outer canvas painted the pit in mystical shades of plum. My mother used to say the Big Tent reminded her of the inner chambers of a beating heart. An enormous, unbreakable Revelle heart, fit to hold everyone we loved safe inside it. But she hadn’t been safe. None of us were, not with the Chronoses in charge. 

         
         And tonight I was going to make one of their fantasies come true.

         
         In a flash of skinny limbs and faded hand-me-downs, my youngest cousins burst from the mezzanine stairwell. Little Clara led
            the way, the others at her heels. She skidded to a halt in front of me. “I won!”
         

         
         I lowered myself to them. “Did you miss any?”

         
         “’Course not.” She knocked her too-big newsboy cap away from her eyes. “I checked each seat three times. There’s no roaches
            left.”
         

         
         “Nice work.” Roaches crawling into the bootlegger’s lap wouldn’t exactly be seductive.

         
         “Caught one the size of my fist,” she added, holding out her hand. She was just as competitive as Colette, if not worse.

         
         With eyes as round as their distended bellies, the children watched as I reached into the pocket of my backstage robe for
            the prize I’d promised the winner. Sensing my Revelle blood, the jewel prickled my fingertips, hot and insistent. I’d missed
            the ease of gems, the way my Revelle magic kissed the nape of my neck. There was nothing sweet about my other magic.
         

         
         The emerald was a tiny flake that could barely buy sodas, but Clara cradled it as if it were priceless.

         
         I fixed her cap and rubbed her brother’s head. “Go to bed, all of you. And nice work.”

         
         Clara blinked up at me with her big chocolate eyes. “How about a demonstration?”

         
         She was a Revelle, all right. “A fast one, okay?”

         
         They squealed, and for a moment, it was Colette, Millie, and me, begging our older cousins for magic lessons backstage. How
            I’d lived for those moments.
         

         
         Clara offered me her minuscule emerald, but I produced a few more shards from my pocket and laid them in the palm of my hand.
            The candlelight refracted off the sharp edges.
         

         
         “Everyone take one. Careful, Clara.”

         
         It was a risk, giving Revelles jewels. They could turn around and charm me if they pleased.
         

         
         “Now give them back. Remember, our magic only works on gemstones freely given.”

         
         The children dropped the emeralds in my waiting hand and leaned forward, their smiles taking shape before I began. The power
            of anticipation.
         

         
         “Now what should I focus on?”

         
         Clara rocked on her heels impatiently. Every Revelle knew the basics. “The emerald. Trying to make it last.”

         
         “And what happens if I use it all up?”

         
         “It’ll turn to dust, and you won’t be able to spend it on anything else.”

         
         “Exactly.” My mother had drilled this lesson into me countless times. “Magic always has a cost, and ours is the jewels themselves.
            They crumble under our power, and if we’re not careful, we won’t have anything left over for food, or costumes, or any of
            the things we need.”
         

         
         “Aw, c’mon, Luxe! Do it already!”

         
         I closed my fingers around the emeralds. The magic called to me like the sea to a sailor, and I let myself drown in it. The
            rush was exquisite. This magic felt right.
         

         
         You are happy, I whispered in my mind. Perfectly happy, like you’re being tickled.

         
         They roared with laughter, collapsing on the ground in a heap of skinny, sun-kissed limbs. The jewels shrank, leaving glittery
            green dust in my palm.
         

         
         Everything is funny. The air, the ground, the clothes you wear.

         
         As the children rolled and hooted, Colette glided down the ladder, pausing at the bottom to watch. The ghost of a smile graced
            her lips, as if she, too, remembered how we used to laugh until our sides ached, tickled by our family’s magic.
         

         
         Our eyes met, and she looked away.

         
         You feel the love of all ninety-six Revelles wrapped around you. You are on top of Charmant, on top of the world, and you’re never, ever alone.

         
         Their smiles grew dreamier, their faces softer. And even though, at their age, I would have given anything to be old enough
            to perform, part of me longed to be seven years old again, when summer shows meant magic and sweets and falling asleep backstage
            with Colette and Millie, our limbs as tangled as our unbrushed hair. No Prohibition. No Chronoses to charm. Just the three
            of us playing until we woke to the gentle sway of our mothers carrying us to bed.
         

         
         I kissed my little cousins’ foreheads, letting the jewel magic slip away.

         
         They groaned in protest. “One more time?” Clara begged.

         
         “You always have to leave some left over for profit. See?”

         
         Even the older children leaned close to glimpse the emerald remnants in my palm. My family believed I was the most powerful among us, making jewels last longer than anyone else. In their eyes, it was the only plausible explanation for Uncle Wolffe naming me the star instead of Colette, who was twice as talented and even harder-working. We couldn’t tell them the truth, not when the island was crawling with mind readers. 

         
         Uncle Wolffe strode to the center of the stage and clapped his hands, any sign of distress replaced by his unflappable focus.
            “Places, everyone! It’s time to open the doors.”
         

         
         Revelles sprang into action. The children darted for the costume racks, hoping to catch the first act before they were chased
            to bed. A familiar pang of longing snuck up on me as their parents caught their hands and planted kisses on their little foreheads.
         

         
         The lights dimmed. My uncles drew the enormous velvet curtains in front of the stage, cloaking the theater in familiar lilac
            and candlelight.
         

         
         The air stilled. I’d performed in countless shows, but never before had my heartbeat thrashed the way it did now.

         
         What would happen to us if Dewey Chronos didn’t fall under my spell?

         
         We’d lose it all—the theater, the Fun House, the ramshackle bedrooms we crammed into beside the sea.

         
         I couldn’t think such things. Seduction required confidence. Besides, any hint of unease from me, the unflappable ice princess,
            would lead to questions Uncle Wolffe couldn’t answer. Not until we secured booze.
         

         
         With her head high and her sagging cleavage jutting forward, Nana strutted toward the foyer like a sparkling peacock. She’d
            greet customers, collect admissions gems, and send word back about whose pockets were the heaviest.
         

         
         “Did you find Millie and Colette?” she asked. “You should celebrate your first night in the Fun House!”

         
         Our mothers had raised us together, hoping we’d be as inseparable as they were.

         
         They’d died together, too.

         
         “I’ll find them now,” I demurred.

         
         The cancan dancers took their places behind the curtain, ready for the opening number.

         
         Alone, I waited.

         
         Nana opened the doors, and the crowd roared as they rushed into the pit, vying for coveted positions beside the stage, pink-faced
            and sweaty, like pigs in colorful top hats. Somewhere among them was Dewey Chronos, with that garish diamond-shaped clock
            sewn to his lapel. He was destined for the executive suite. Center mezzanine, roach-free.
         

         
         The band began plucking a punchy melody. Nana’s hips swayed at the entrance, and through the haze of cigar smoke, she looked
            young and beautiful and so much like my mother, I had to turn away.
         

         
         The drums went rat-a-tat-tat. Anticipation whipped the tourists into a frenzy.
         

         
         Within my pocket, the jewels sang.

         
         Rat-a-tat-tat. Rat-a-tat-tat.

         
         Showtime.

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Two
Jamison Port

         
         “Well?” Roger pressed his flask into my palm. “What do you think?”

         
         I leaned over the railing for my first glimpse of Charmant. The guy hawking ferry tickets had called it “Coney Island, but
            with enchanted booze that’ll kick ya and magical girls that’ll trick ya.” Growing up, the friars called it “the devil’s toilet.”
            Roger simply called it “home.”
         

         
         “It’s incredible,” I breathed. The mist parted like curtains, revealing golden beaches glittering like jewels in the final
            breaths of daylight. Sharp, looming cliffs dripping with lush emerald greenery cut into the darkening sky. In the center of
            it all, the setting sun silhouetted a vast triangular peak. The Big Tent.
         

         
         A strange sense of déjà vu trickled through my veins. Foolish, I knew. Roger would tease me until eternity if I admitted it.

         
         “Don’t be deceived.” Roger hoisted himself onto the slick railing. “If we’re not careful, we’ll leave here years from now,
            wallets emptied and sins too plentiful for penance.”
         

         
         “Lucky for me, my wallet is always empty,” I quipped. “And the friars’ rods taught me how to repent.”

         
         His smile darkened. “One day we’re going to burn that damn orphanage to the ground.” Roger whistled. “Well, hello. Look who’s dressed all spiffy.” 

         
         Trysta wove through the mob of tourists, three lowball glasses balanced in one hand. Because of a childhood foot fracture
            that had never healed properly, she strutted with a limp, but her cane only helped her to bulldoze a path through the drunkards.
            She handed us our drinks and smoothed the black beaded gown hanging from her pale shoulders. “Glad you managed to put on suits.
            No ties?”
         

         
         I shuddered. “Ugh, ties. They’re so . . . restrictive.”

         
         “Like dog collars,” Roger agreed. “You don’t want to collar us, do you, Trys?”

         
         “And pull you around on leashes? No, thank you.”

         
         Roger and I grinned over her head. After three years of traveling together, Trys still couldn’t admit how much she loved us.

         
         I took a curious sniff of my drink. “You found Scotch? Should we hide it?”

         
         “See that man with the whiskey?” She nodded at a portly gentleman in an expensive fedora. “Artie Woods, former New York City
            police commissioner. The one with the mustache is Senator Calder. He voted for Prohibition.”
         

         
         “Yet they’re all getting tanked. Bunch of hypocrites. Hello!” Roger threw them a dazzling smile as they looked our way. “See?
            They might pretend Charmant is governed by New York laws, but these rich bastards would lose millions if they actually enforced
            them.”
         

         
         “The Eighteenth Amendment doesn’t get enforced on Charmant,” Trys said firmly. “My family makes sure of it.”

         
         Trysta had been born and raised in Charmant, too, the excommunicated daughter of Mayor Chronos himself. When I’d asked if she was allowed to return, she’d just smiled that lethal smile of hers and purred, “Let them try to stop me.” 

         
         “Let’s toast.” To the dismay of our fellow passengers, Roger leaped onto the top rail, wobbling precariously for a moment
            before finding his balance.
         

         
         Trys rolled her eyes. “Here we go again.”

         
         “To Jamison’s first trip to Charmant.” Roger’s rich voice drew everyone’s attention. I used to think people stared because
            of the scars etched in his golden-brown skin, stretching the length of his left cheek and stopping just before his chin. And
            people did stare at the scars, of course, but that wasn’t why they watched Roger. It was part of his magic, he’d told me.
            Revelles drew people to them like moths to a flame. “As a Night District native, it’s my holy duty to be the patron saint
            of your debauchery. Do I sound like a real priest, Jame-o?”
         

         
         I dipped my head reverently. “It’s like I’m back at St. Douglas’s.”

         
         “Excellent. My first commandment: don’t drink anything made by someone with horns.”

         
         As if he and Trys hadn’t already warned me about Effigen cocktails. The Effigen family possessed the power of potency: they
            could create the world’s most delicious blueberry by concentrating the flavor of a dozen into one. Or they could concoct a
            shot of gin as strong as six shots. Magic always has a cost, however, so the other five gins turned to dust. A bit wasteful
            under Prohibition, but Charmant was about pleasure, not practicality.
         

         
         “No horned bartenders,” I repeated. “Got it.”

         
         “Rule number two,” Roger continued. “Don’t give a jewel to anyone.”

         
         “Easy. I don’t have any jewels.”

         
         “See?” Trys patted me on the back. “Destitution works in our favor yet again.”

         
         Roger nodded at my jacket. “My family will sense your mother’s brooch a mile away.”

         
         I laid a protective hand over my pocket. My parents had only left me two possessions: a bejeweled crescent moon pin and a
            photograph of the three of us standing in front of an old beachside dock, its planks carved into a strange rectangular pattern.
            My mother wore the pin in the photo, just above her heart. “You know I wouldn’t part with it.”
         

         
         “Good. My family’s magic doesn’t work on stolen jewels, but be careful. Magic is more potent on Charmant. I can’t wait to
            be at full strength again.” He patted his pocket, jingling the minuscule gems, Charmant’s official currency.
         

         
         Trys steadied herself on the railing. “This is the longest toast ever. Let’s drink already.”

         
         “Fine.” Roger’s eyes glittered. “To not wasting a drop of our beautiful lives together.”

         
         “Amen to that.” Trys drained her cup, and Roger and I followed suit.

         
         My pulse quickened as the ferry was sucked into the vortex tides circling the island. Charmant was made of myths, stories
            whispered by the older boys at St. Douglas’s. The friars had crossed out the fleck in the Atlantic with a thick X on every map. Yet here it was.
         

         
         I turned to my friends, but their gazes remained fixed on the island. They hadn’t wanted to return, but Prohibition was drying up all our favorite haunts. The thrill of opening weekend on Charmant was worth the risk of seeing their disapproving parents, they claimed. But maybe that was just an excuse to come home. 

         
         Home.

         
         A familiar pang of longing struck deep in my chest. Once I turned sixteen and left, I never missed St. Douglas’s, especially
            after I met my friends and realized just how vast and vibrant life could be. For three years, we’d been hopping from one adventure
            to the next. Would that end once they tasted home again?
         

         
         And if it did, where would that leave me?

         
         Roger stared at Charmant like a starving man gazed at poisoned fruit. “Before we disembark, make sure I’m seeing double.”

         
         Trys’s long exhale blew her bangs from her face. “Me too.”

         
         By the time we stepped onto the gangplank, my vision was spinning.

         
         “Welcome to the Island of Sin!” an enormous man hooted. The crowd cheered, propelling us forward as the savory scent of fried
            dough overcame the briny ocean breeze.
         

         
         A raucous band played at the end of the dock, the cymbals clashing violently. I threw one arm around Roger and the other around
            Trys. Together, we stumbled down the pier.
         

         
         “What do you think?” Trys shouted in my ear as she ducked underneath a stilt walker.

         
         “Amazing,” I breathed. “I’ve never seen so many people!”

         
         “They’re here for opening night.” Roger pointed to a dozen posters of a stunning girl with milky white skin and dark curls
            cascading down her skintight plum dress. LUXE REVELLE PERFORMS TONIGHT, they read. Her gaze followed us down the pier.
         

         
         Unable to take my eyes off those cherry lips, I tripped on a loose board. “Are we going?”

         
         Roger laughed darkly. “Another rule for you, Jame-o: no falling for Revelles.”

         
         “I am perfectly capable of enjoying the company of a beautiful girl without getting attached, thank you very much.”
         

         
         Trys quirked a brow. “What about Betty?”

         
         The name nearly ruined my buzz. After twelve years in an all-boys’ orphanage, Betty had been the first girl I’d kissed. Naturally,
            I’d assumed we were getting married. “Betty was . . .”
         

         
         “A mistake?” Trys steadied herself on Roger’s arm. “Your biggest regret?”

         
         “A learning experience?” Roger suggested. “A lesson in what not to do?”
         

         
         A harsh lesson at that. I’d made a fool out of myself following her around. “Well, I’m fully committed to the bachelor life now.”
         

         
         “Sure you are,” Trys teased.

         
         Night fell as we stumbled along the waterfront promenade, the music drowning out the faint splash of waves. Lanky boys with
            shiny cheeks and newsboy caps carried crates of apples, sacks of flour, and other goods from New York down the docked ships’
            ramps.
         

         
         Roger paused to haggle with several women wearing nothing but stacks of colorful top hats, and I busied myself studying the
            fireworks reflecting off the water. It wasn’t that I hadn’t seen breasts before; I’d just never seen so many.
         

         
         With our newly acquired tourist hats, we continued along the promenade. Roger pointed to a man in a ritzy black suit standing
            with two police officers. “Is that a Chronos?”
         

         
         Trys froze. “It’s my brother.”

         
         Roger and I exchanged a look. Trys rarely spoke about her brothers, but I remembered the basics: at twenty-one, Dewey was
            the oldest, while George was younger and a bit of a jerk. Which, of course, meant he was their father’s pick to follow in
            his footsteps as Charmant’s next mayor. As a family of time travelers, dynasties were easy to establish: they had plenty of
            do-overs to win elections.
         

         
         “George!” she called, waving her hands.

         
         Whirling at the sound of her voice, he regarded Trysta coolly, as if she were merely another constituent, not the exiled sister
            he hadn’t seen in three years.
         

         
         He turned his back to us, and Trys’s smile shattered.

         
         Roger pounded his fist into his palm. “Never too early in the evening for a fight.”

         
         “Happy to oblige.” I rolled my neck. “You okay, Trys?”

         
         “I’m fine. Perfectly fine. And we’re here to get jazzed, not fight my miserable family.”

         
         She pulled our hands, but Roger didn’t budge. “Why is he with those bulls?”

         
         I craned my neck. In front of George, an elderly man knelt on the promenade, protesting as the police sifted through his things.
            George barked something I couldn’t hear over the music.
         

         
         The officers raised their batons and slammed them on the old man’s head.

         
         Someone shrieked, and the crowd surged backward, abandoning the man as he collapsed onto the dock. For a selfish moment, it
            was me on the ground as the friars searched my belongings, confiscating the banned books I’d rescued from the church basement, their pages my only escape to the outside world. The other boys didn’t stand up to the friars. And who could blame them? They were powerless. We all were. 

         
         But I wasn’t a scared little boy anymore.

         
         “Hey!” I marched up to the officers fumbling with the camera. “What’s going on, fellas?”

         
         “This man was taking pictures of our VIP guests drinking,” an officer growled.

         
         The old man gripped his bleeding head. “I didn’t take a damn photo here! These are from my granddaughter’s wedding. They’re
            the only photos she has, and I promised her—”
         

         
         “Silence,” George said calmly, “or these good men will silence you.”

         
         The officers banged on the camera, flipping it upside down.

         
         “No need to break the thing.” Stepping forward, I motioned for them to hand it to me. “I used the same one to take Easter
            portraits at my church. Here, let me remove the film spool.”
         

         
         The officers hesitated, but I gave them my best choirboy smile. Before they could change their minds, I took the camera from
            them and twisted it around, patting a few random spots. “Aha! Here it is—oh no, I dropped it.”
         

         
         “No!” The old man lunged for the film as it rolled off the dock and into the Atlantic.

         
         “I am so sorry, sir.” Doing my best to look contrite, I handed him back his camera.

         
         George Chronos grabbed me by the shirt collar. “Who do you think you are?”

         
         I smiled with all my teeth. “A friend of your sister’s. Remember her?”

         
         He tightened his grip on my one good dress shirt. This close, he looked a decade older than Trys, though he was born only two years before her. 

         
         With a shove, he released me. “Get the hell out of here. Now.”

         
         “Pleasure to meet you, too!” I shouted over my shoulder as Trys pulled my arm.

         
         Roger lifted his middle finger as we sauntered away. “Did you really ruin the pictures?”

         
         “Of course not.” I patted their backs. “But I hope you weren’t too attached to those ridiculous portraits we took in Philadelphia.”

         
         Trys grinned. “You left the film in the old man’s camera.”

         
         “Attaboy, Jame-o.” Roger tousled my hair as he jumped ahead. “C’mon.”

         
         We continued down the promenade, weaving through scores of dancing tourists.

         
         Beautiful, beautiful Charmant. Tilting my head to the obsidian sky, I breathed in this magical place. The stars seemed to
            spin around me, faster and faster. Maybe Charmant was spinning. Maybe I was spinning.
         

         
         I took another step forward and—

         
         Trysta barreled into me, flattening us both on the ground.

         
         Something smashed behind us, the sound deafening. I turned to stare at a mess of wooden splinters, painted porcelain, and
            amber liquid. An enormous crate had fallen off the ship and landed where I had just been standing. The exact spot.
         

         
         It would have killed me.

         
         The crowd screamed, hands raised to protect themselves. George Chronos slipped between them, smirking over his shoulder as
            he sauntered away.
         

         
         “Are you okay?”

         
         Bits of debris floated in the water. Porcelain angel wings. Broken ones. The friars would’ve been absolutely thrilled to tell
            the other boys how God had punished me for my sins. Death by cherubs. In Charmant, of all places.
         

         
         “Jamison? Are you all right?”

         
         Roger hovered above me. Numbly, I nodded.

         
         “He’s alive!” Ever the entertainer, Roger lifted his arms, and the crowd cheered.

         
         Beside me, Trys grew paler. “It—It crushed you. You were dead.”
         

         
         Dead?

         
         She retched over the water’s edge, and Roger and I grabbed her shoulders. Even vomit was colorful in Charmant.

         
         Roger gaped at her. “You traveled?”
         

         
         A small nod. “It’s a lot harder when I’m positively zozzled.” She backed away from us, panting against a mooring pole.

         
         You were dead.

         
         I’d always known Trysta could time travel, but I’d never seen her do it. She hated it. She hated the dizzying, disorienting
            feeling of landing in the past. She hated that she couldn’t jump forward again. Most of all, she hated the cost of her magic:
            however far back a Chronos traveled, they aged a hundred times that, shortening their lives and adding premature wrinkles. One day relived meant one hundred days aged. One year meant aging
            one hundred years: instant death.
         

         
         Trys held her trembling hands in front of her. “Do I look older?”

         
         “More like you’ve been up all night.” Roger helped her to her feet. “How far back did you go?”

         
         “Only a minute, I think.” She let out a shaky breath, her skin still as white as a sheet. “Jesus. One wrong move, and I could’ve shaved years off my life.” 

         
         If Trysta had just relived one minute in order to save me, that was one hundred minutes she wouldn’t breathe, wouldn’t laugh,
            wouldn’t love—because of me.
         

         
         “Thank you.” I pulled her in for a hug, and for once, she didn’t roll her eyes.

         
         “Your jacket’s all torn up now.” Her voice was muffled against my shoulder.

         
         “A small price to pay for not being flattened like a pancake.”

         
         Roger flipped a broken cherub statue, holding it up so we could see. “Recognize this?”

         
         Ducking out of my embrace, Trys took it. A black diamond was painted on the bottom. Inside, elegant clock hands pointed to
            nine and twelve. “That’s Dewey’s company. It’s his logo.”
         

         
         “Are we picking fights with both of your brothers tonight?”

         
         “I saw George.” I rubbed my head. “Not sure if he did this, but he looked pretty pleased.”

         
         “He knew I’d have to travel. Fucking George.” Trys traced the diamond-shaped clock. “Dewey’s a lot nicer. He’s one of the
            good ones. The only good one, maybe.”
         

         
         Roger dipped his finger in the dark pool seeping from the broken crate. “He must be hiding booze in these statues to get it
            past the mainland authorities.”
         

         
         Trys picked up her cane and nodded at the police making their way toward us. “Let’s scram.”

         
         “What happens to the old you, when you travel?” I asked as we slipped through the crowd, leaving the mess behind.

         
         She frowned. “There is no ‘old’ me. It’s the same me. I just replace myself.”

         
         “And what about the old timeline?” I continued. “Is there some alternate universe out there where I’m now dead, courtesy of
            a crate of cherub statues full of booze?”
         

         
         Roger groaned. “I really hate time travel.”

         
         “How should I know?” Trys nudged me. “If I’d realized you were going to overthink this, I would have let the crate have you.”

         
         “Shoot,” Roger muttered under his breath. “George’s cronies are flagging an Edwardian.”

         
         “A mind reader?” I asked, glancing over my shoulder.

         
         “Exactly.” Roger grabbed three bright yellow drinks from the cart of a man with silvery antlers, dropping three jewels on
            his tray. “Chug this.”
         

         
         “But you just said—”

         
         He handed me the drink. “They can’t hear our thoughts if we’re absolutely ossified.”

         
         “Bottoms up, boys.” Trys raised her glass and we downed the saccharine drinks.

         
         The lemony flavor ignited my veins with honey-colored fire, and the world swayed, taking on a strange, sunny hue.

         
         Whoa. Bees buzzed in my head, singing a sweet song. Why hadn’t I noticed them before?
         

         
         “Bees.” I giggled.

         
         Trysta shot me a strange look. “Bees?”

         
         I opened my mouth to explain, and a swarm of bumblebees flew out. “Beeeees.”
         

         
         Roger snickered. Trys rolled her eyes, but her shoulders trembled.

         
         Tears of laughter rolled down my cheeks. I tried to ask if they heard the bees, too, but words were heavy things. I couldn’t lift them. 

         
         “Beeeeees,” I whispered. My whole life, I’d seen bees, but I’d never really seen them, you know?
         

         
         Roger collapsed, dragging me to the ground with him. My best friend, my magical, worldly buddy, laughing so hard he couldn’t
            stand.
         

         
         The music swept me above my friends. I flew with the bees, spinning among the stars—

         
         And then I saw it. The diamond-shaped clock, sewn to the lapel of a young man’s suit jacket, glowing as if the bees had enchanted
            it. They wanted me to see it, my bees. They wanted me to follow the symbol that had almost ended me. I tried to tell Trys
            and Roger, but words were still uncooperative. So I pointed—and followed.
         

         
         My vision whirled around the young man as I trailed him to the grandest tent I’d ever seen: at least ten stories high, covered
            in swirling purple and black stripes with an oval ceiling left open to the night sky. Music poured from the entrance, a siren’s
            call luring me closer.
         

         
         Beside me, Roger laughed darkly about a family reunion, but I could hardly hear him over the buzzing in my mind, my bones.
            You’ve seen this tent before, the bees whispered to me.
         

         
         Had my parents taken me to Charmant, of all places?

         
         The diamond-shaped clock disappeared into the crowded tent, entering beneath a life-sized poster of that enchanting girl. I stumbled after it, but deft hands yanked me backward and reached into the pockets of my ruined jacket. My mother’s brooch. I covered it, and an elderly woman in a fire-red sequined dress screamed at me, the music and bees drowning out her words. 

         
         Roger threw his arm over my shoulder and she released me, gripping his face. He melted underneath her touch, morphing into
            a giddy little boy, his tawny skin smooth and scar-free. I blinked, and he was Roger again. The bees sang, urging me deeper
            into the tent. You’ve been here before, they whispered. Follow us.

         
         Otherworldly music pulsed through the theater. My heart raced with the drums, with the dizzying pace of the riotous piano.
            Glitter whirled through the humid air, mimicking the stars above. Bodies raked against one another, eyes unfocused in a feverish
            trance.
         

         
         So much skin—soft, supple skin.

         
         Beautiful girls slid long nails down my neck before pirouetting away. Bare-chested boys winked as I passed, their heated gazes
            trailing the length of me. Smiles became infectious things, and soon my cheeks ached from the joy of it all.
         

         
         On the stage, a human pyramid climbed toward the sky. Women in jeweled bikinis spun in unison, hypnotizing me. With my feet
            glued to the sticky ground, I absorbed it for seconds, minutes, hours. I’d never felt so alive.
         

         
         “Dance with me!” A girl pulled me close, spinning me onto the dance floor.

         
         A blink later, Trys pinned me against a wall, yelling something about finding seats, about Roger, but the bees flew up toward
            the aristocratic boxes, circling the man with the diamond-shaped clock. Good little bees.
         

         
         Another blink, and Roger was shaking my shoulders. “You all right?”

         
         That stupendous honey still heated my veins, but I managed to point toward the clock.

         
         Crushed velvet stairs, a quick exchange between Roger and the guard posted atop them. Joyful recognition. An embrace. We ducked
            under a curtain, entering an ornate box suspended over the action. The bees quieted, their buzzing fading. I was exactly where
            they wanted.
         

         
         The man with the diamond-shaped clock stared at my muddied clothes. He was white, with jet-black hair and curious brown eyes.
            About our age, but with impeccable posture and a smile that oozed confidence. His ritzy black suit—a double-breasted jacket
            with faint silver pinstripes—hadn’t a single crease.
         

         
         I blinked, and his face morphed. Blood dripped from his monstrous jaws. I yelled, backing away.

         
         He frowned. “Are you okay?” No blood now. No fangs.

         
         I pressed my hands against my racing heart, still unable to speak.

         
         “Hey, Dewey.” Trys waved casually, but her grin betrayed her.

         
         Dewey—Trys’s other brother.
         

         
         “Trysta?” He gaped at her. “You’re back?”

         
         “For the weekend.” They stared at each other before he strode toward her, scooping her into a hug. Her eyes squeezed shut,
            thinly veiled emotions playing over her face. For all her “damn the Chronoses” and “better on my own” talk, she’d clearly
            missed him.
         

         
         He pulled away to examine her. “You haven’t aged a bit.”

         
         “Neither have you.” She pinched his cheek. “I was expecting an old man. When I heard you were bootlegging, I figured you were
            using your magic.”
         

         
         “I travel here and there, but only when I want to, not Father.”
         

         
         Trysta did a double take. “You left home, too?”

         
         “It wasn’t any fun without you,” he teased, though his smile betrayed his sadness.

         
         The Chronoses pooled their magic, taking turns traveling back in time to advance the family’s wealth—and ensure other magical
            families didn’t become too influential. When Trys refused to help, she was disowned. “And Father lets you stay in Charmant?”
         

         
         “He has no choice.” Dewey straightened. “My booze fills every cup on this island.”

         
         “So you’re the hooch guy.” Nudging Trys out of his way, Roger offered a hand. “Roger Revelle.”

         
         Trysta’s brother shook it eagerly. “Dewey Chronos. I hadn’t realized you’d returned.”

         
         “And I hadn’t realized we were acquainted.”

         
         “I’ve done my research on your family’s show. Your reputation precedes you.”

         
         Roger’s smile faltered. He missed performing terribly. Whenever he had too much to drink, he tried to goad us into betting
            him to swing from some absurdly tall branch. He was proud of his acrobatics, but after the ordeal that had given him those
            scars, he’d left it all behind.
         

         
         Roger waved me closer. “Our esteemed friend, Jamison Port. He seems to have lost the ability to speak, thanks to an Effigen
            Bee Sting.”
         

         
         “I’m impressed you found enchanted booze. Very expensive these days.” Dewey squeezed my hand as if my pain threshold was a
            measure of my worthiness as Trys’s friend. “Next time you need a stiff drink, come and find me.”
         

         
         “Thank you,” I managed to say, pulling my hand away. Finally, words were cooperating.

         
         With a smile, Dewey lifted his glass. “Look at us: the Revelles and the Chronoses, getting along. Our ancestors must be rolling
            in their graves.”
         

         
         Roger perched on the edge of the railing, daring gravity as always. “One of your crates nearly sent Jamison to his grave earlier. It fell off your ship and would have crushed him to death, had Trys not worked her magic. Literally.”
         

         
         As he pointed to the diamond-shaped clock sewn to Dewey’s suit jacket, Dewey’s face fell. “My apologies, Jamison.”

         
         “I’m fine,” I assured him. “Not a scratch on me, thanks to your sister.”

         
         “But your jacket’s ruined.” He shrugged his off, revealing a dark vest and pearl-white shirt. “Here. Take mine.”

         
         I took a step back before he could hand his to me. “That’s not necessary.”

         
         “I insist. It’s the least I can do.” Before I could refuse again, the lights flashed and cheers erupted below. Dewey draped
            it over my arms. “I’ll get it back tomorrow.”
         

         
         “I really don’t want—”

         
         Ignoring me, he strode toward the curtains. “It’s time for Luxe Revelle’s act. I want to watch from the pit, for the customers’
            perspective. Trys, meet me afterward?”
         

         
         Trys waved, and he was gone.

         
         “Is Luxe the girl from the posters?” I asked Roger, removing my mother’s brooch from the breast pocket of my ruined jacket.

         
         “The one and only.” He helped me slip on Dewey’s coat. “Black is definitely your color.”

         
         “My coat was black, too.”

         
         “Okay, fine. Expensive is your color.”
         

         
         It was, by far, the richest thing I’d ever worn. “I feel like I’m going to burst out of it.”

         
         A spotlight illuminated center stage. Roger slunk into his seat. “Here comes my father. Just wear it, Jame-o. If he realizes
            his guest of honor left, he’ll blame me.”
         

         
         An enormous man sauntered across the stage. His pin-striped suit hugged the barrel of his chest, the sleeves belling into
            the mouths of hungry wolves, poised to devour his thick hands. White powder caked his pale face, and his lips and cheeks were
            scarlet. Half clown, half monster.
         

         
         “Welcome, you insufferable creatures!” Wolffe Revelle’s rich voice boomed.

         
         “Or should I say,” Roger murmured in unison with his father, “welcome back.”
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         My manicure sparkled against the crude rope ladder as I climbed to the rafters. Uncle Wolffe’s taunting of the crowd had already
            begun. Mere minutes now.
         

         
         “There goes our star!” Aunt Caroline yelled. The rest of the performers gathered around the bottom of the ladder.

         
         “Time for your daily hour of work, Luxie girl?”

         
         “She makes more in an hour than you do in a whole night!”

         
         If they’d known about our champagne crisis, they wouldn’t be laughing. Perhaps Nana had managed to keep a secret to herself
            for once. Good.
         

         
         “Look at that behind!” Aunt Caroline catcalled. “A moneymaker, if I’ve ever seen one.”
         

         
         “Is that a gray hair I see?”

         
         “On her head or her cookie?”

         
         For Pete’s sake. My family was incapable of being serious.

         
         “Shame you won’t join us in the Fun House,” Aunt Caroline continued. “A night with the ice princess would earn us plenty of
            jewels.”
         

         
         They’d called me that for years, assuming I was too uppity to earn my keep in the Fun House like everyone else. Uncle Wolffe told them it was his idea—that he liked to keep his “most precious jewel” a rare sighting for the customers—but that hadn’t stopped the family from teasing me relentlessly about going to bed while they went to work. 

         
         But not tonight. “Actually,” I called down, “I’ll be taking a customer.”

         
         My aunt’s smile was an enormous, devilish thing. “No way.”

         
         I shrugged. “Can’t let you have all the Fun House glory.”

         
         Their cheers and jeers drowned out Uncle Wolffe’s booming voice. If my mother were still alive, she would have been right
            there beside her sisters, brimming with pride. Or maybe she’d be waiting in the rafters to repeat the advice she’d given me
            my whole life. Pull just enough magic from the jewel to make it believable. Slow and steady. And never lay a finger on a customer—no matter
               how sweet their face, use your magic, not your body.

         
         When I neared the top, I turned to face them. Dancers and clowns, flamethrowers and tightrope walkers, beast tamers and contortionists.
            There wasn’t a family on the planet that could compete with ours. Nothing—absolutely nothing—beat being a Revelle.
         

         
         Nana pressed her hands over her heart and lifted them to me. “Go get those jewels, my darling girl.”

         
         “Just like you taught me.” I blew her a kiss. For her, I’d seduce a hundred Chronoses.

         
         By the time I stepped on the trapeze platform, my heart had swelled to twice its size.

         
         For the final act, the spotlight belonged to Colette, Millie, and me: the Trapeze Three. We’d given ourselves that lofty title as little girls daydreaming in bed. No space between us. No boundaries, no secrets. 

         
         That was before Uncle Wolffe named me the star, four years ago. Aunt Adeline had been the show’s first Black star, and Colette
            was poised to follow in her mother’s footsteps. She’d prepared for it her whole life, always a step ahead of Millie and me.
            And when our mothers died, she’d taken over our training. She deserved the position. If I hadn’t discovered my strange, secondary
            magic, if Uncle Wolffe hadn’t helped me hone it into a secret weapon, she’d be the star. Not me.
         

         
         As devastated as Colette had been when her father picked me, that wasn’t why we’d grown apart. No, that was my doing, courtesy
            of years of hiding in Wolffe’s office while my cousins gallivanted about the Night District. I couldn’t risk an Edwardian
            learning what I could do. So I declined my cousins’ invites, becoming the lazy, brown-nosing star. Their ice princess.
         

         
         Eventually, they stopped asking.

         
         When I appeared atop the ladder, Millie was laughing at something Colette had said, and I couldn’t help but admire the way
            her abundant figure filled out her leotard while my flat chest could double as an ironing board. Along with Nana’s curves,
            she’d inherited Nana’s perennially amused smile, too. My mother used to tell me to copy Millie’s smile during dance lessons.
            The audience loves a happy girl.

         
         When she spotted me, Millie lifted a perfectly arched brow. “Are you really working in the Fun House tonight?”

         
         “I am.” I dipped my hands into the chalk bag and clapped away the excess.

         
         “Well, that’s just the bee’s knees! Isn’t it, Col?”

         
         “Thrilling.” Colette continued to fix her lipstick without looking away from the small mirror. “Three minutes until our first
            leap.”
         

         
         An all-too-familiar silence fell over us. Once upon a time we’d never run out of things to say to each other. Now we were
            experts at polite conversation.
         

         
         “I like the new leotards,” I offered. Our measly budget only allowed for a new costume for me, but Colette had recycled bits
            of the gymnasts’ apparel for her and Millie, too.
         

         
         Millie smoothed the sparkling silver fabric. “Light colors wash me out, but you know Colette always has to look the best.”

         
         The light fabric didn’t wash out Millie’s fair complexion, but it shimmered like starlight against Colette’s warm brown skin.
            Her braided updo accented the sharpness of her cheekbones, and the faux jewels she’d applied to the corners of her wide eyes
            made them pop.
         

         
         Millie reached into her leotard to scoop her ridiculous cleavage. “Did Uncle Wolffe give you a mark for your first time? Or
            will you go with the highest bidder?”
         

         
         “I have a mark.” I straightened my legs in front of me and bowed into a deep stretch.

         
         “Let me guess. Another rich tourist.”

         
         Colette rolled her eyes. “It’s always a rich tourist.”
         

         
         Uncle Wolffe’s jeers filled the silence as I braced myself. By the end of the night, the whole family would know my mark.
            Chronoses never set foot in the Fun House. They never so much as held a jewel within ten yards of a Revelle.
         

         
         There was no point dodging the question. “Actually, it’s Dewey Chronos.”

         
         Their jaws snapped open.

         
         “You’re debuting with a Chronos?” Colette hissed.
         

         
         “I can’t believe Uncle Wolffe would do that!” Millie exclaimed. “Who knows what sorts of fantasies a Chronos will want you
            to conjure for him?”
         

         
         I couldn’t let my mind go there, not when we were moments away from jumping.

         
         Colette crossed her arms. “No way a Chronos forks over a jewel. Not even for you.”

         
         “Is he the one who’s always with the mayor?” Millie asked. “Or the other brother?”

         
         “The other one’s the bootlegger.” Colette’s frown deepened. “We’re not buying booze from a Chronos, are we?”

         
         As if we had any other choice.

         
         Millie’s sweet smile faded. “Is this why Nana was crying earlier?”

         
         Oh, Nana. The last thing we needed were rumors that we’d gone dry on opening night.

         
         It wasn’t fair. If our mothers were still alive, they would have dealt with the liquor crisis. They still would have been the family’s primary breadwinners, and as Nana’s daughters,
            they’d be best at consoling her. I wouldn’t have to magically seduce a damn Chronos. And I wouldn’t have to lie to my cousins
            about it.
         

         
         But life wasn’t fair. Whining about it wouldn’t bring them back to life.

         
         With my chin high, I flashed them my most confident smile. “Don’t worry. Everything’s hotsy-totsy.”

         
         Millie seemed to relax, but Colette watched me as I finished my stretches. Millie and I used to joke that someone on Aunt Adeline’s side must have had Edwardian blood, because Colette almost always could see through our lies. Even when we were little, she was the rule follower, while Millie and I had no qualms about picking the lock on Nana’s candy drawer. 

         
         The crowd laughed as Uncle Wolffe teased a customer about overcompensating with the size of his top hat. Any moment now.

         
         Millie grabbed the bifocals and leaned over the edge. “Which one is he?”

         
         “Executive suite, I bet.” Colette peered at the crowd below. “I hear he always wears a black jacket with that ridiculous diamond-shaped
            clock on the lapel.”
         

         
         Millie stiffened. “I see him. Look.”

         
         Colette squinted into the crowd below. “Wait . . . is he sitting with my brother?”
         

         
         “Roger’s back?” I nearly lost my balance. Three long years, he’d been gone.

         
         “Omigosh!” Millie squealed. “There he is!”

         
         Colette pressed her fingers to her lips as she struggled to regain her composure. Roger’s abrupt exit from Charmant had been
            hardest for her. Uncle Wolffe did his best to be a good father, but with Aunt Adeline gone, and ninety-six Revelles looking
            to him to keep them afloat, Colette had been mostly on her own. “Of course he has to make an entrance. He couldn’t just come backstage. He has to sit in the executive suite acting chummy with the bootlegger.”
         

         
         I couldn’t help but smile. “That sounds exactly like Roger.”

         
         “The bootlegger looks different. Good different.” Millie’s eyes sparkled mischievously. “Maybe you’ll fall in love! You could have charming, time-traveling babies
            together.”
         

         
         Colette arched her brow. “You want her to marry into a family of rotten politicians?”

         
         “Fair point.”

         
         “Love?” I had to laugh. Falling in love was the silliest thing a Revelle could do. “I don’t need love; I need rich.”
         

         
         Millie’s grin widened. “You’re going to love the Fun House. I just know it.”
         

         
         Far below us, the drummers began their slow, torturous tempo. Our cue.

         
         “Here goes nothing.” Colette and Millie grabbed their bars and lined up their toes at the edge of the board.

         
         Here goes everything. I braced myself. Time to call on my other magic.
         

         
         “Are you ready for the dazzling Daughter of the Night?” Uncle Wolffe boomed.

         
         The rafters rumbled and shook as the crowd stomped their feet. I closed my eyes and squeezed my hands together. Now or never.

         
         “Are you ready for the irresistible, the exquisite, the Radiant Ruby of Revelle?”

         
         My mind was a knife, and it cut down my throat, through my ribs, into my core. Sweat beaded at the top of my forehead. It
            felt wrong, like swallowing a flame that burned me from the inside out. Every instinct urged me to withdraw, but I let my
            magic cut deeper.
         

         
         Magic always has a cost, and mine was pain. Deathly, mind-numbing pain. As soon as I envisioned charming someone without jewels,
            a headache cleaved open my skull with the force of a thousand axes. But if I could withstand it, I could charm anyone. Even
            a Chronos.
         

         
         I held on, trembling, while Colette and Millie exchanged looks. They thought I panicked right before every performance. As I struggled to keep my composure, I bit my tongue so hard, I tasted iron. 

         
         Strings of light blinked into existence—stunning, ethereal things of varying colors and illuminance. Jewel magic was invisible,
            but these luminous wisps of color whipped around me like untied hair on a windy day. Each lightstring led to an audience member,
            a vibrant manifestation of their emotions so I could mold them as I pleased.
         

         
         This was why my show was the most popular, why Uncle Wolffe had made me the star. Millie was the prettiest, and Colette the most
            talented, but I gave the tourists a taste of heaven.
         

         
         Nana was going to bathe in champagne tonight.

         
         I grabbed hold of the nearest lightstrings, my throbbing head protesting as my mind gripped another.

         
         And another. And another.

         
         The bursts of color swirled, too many to catch individual emotions. Red was always lust. Green, jealousy. Blue, sadness. And
            a smoky darkness for simmering anger.
         

         
         I would seduce them.

         
         I would charm them.

         
         They would empty their pockets, claw diamonds from their settings and throw them into my waiting hands. Dewey Chronos would
            be so impressed with me, he’d fork over ships full of liquor. We wouldn’t just survive Prohibition; we’d thrive. We’d be a boozy sanctuary for all the world’s sinners.
         

         
         Most important, we’d keep our business. Our home.

         
         Colette tugged on my arm. “Are you ready?”

         
         I nodded, my body acclimating to the pain.

         
         She signaled to Uncle Wolffe far below. Fighting a burst of dizziness, I located the lightstring leading to the young man
            with the diamond-shaped clock on his lapel. Fortunately, there was no sign of Trevor Edwardes, Dewey’s mind-reading assistant,
            who, according to Uncle Wolffe, was present for nearly all his deals. Instead, Roger lounged beside the bootlegger, wearing
            a neon green touristy top hat and his usual mischievous grin.
         

         
         Dewey Chronos leaned forward, and a surprising surge of pleasure threatened my focus as a stray spotlight passed over his
            face. He wasn’t just handsome; he was gorgeous. Unruly dark hair, broad shoulders, and a strangely earnest lightstring. A far cry from the sickly little boy I remembered.
         

         
         I searched his whorl of emotions for something I could use to our advantage. He was excited, of course, and rather drunk.
            Good. Also a twinge homesick. Apparently, the rumors about his estrangement from his family were true.
         

         
         “I don’t think she can hear you!” my uncle taunted.

         
         You belong here, I whispered down his lightstring. Hope surged, blindingly golden. Jackpot.
         

         
         Pain shot into my skull hard enough for me to cry out, but no one heard, not over the thousand hungry mouths shouting my name.
            With his lightstring firmly in my control, I gripped my trapeze swing and inched closer to Colette. The humid air over the
            pit greeted me, thick with cigar smoke and cheap beer.
         

         
         Millie swung out over the crowd. They went wild, a frenzy of colorful top hats. The spotlight flashed toward the sky once
            more, and Colette swung from the rafters in a graceful dive. The crowd shouted impossibly louder, their voices shaking my
            wooden platform.
         

         
         My turn to fly. Despite the pain of my magic, I was ready for the coolness of the night to rush over my bare skin, the roar of the audience quieted by the sheer concentration required to perform trapeze. For a few blissful minutes, it would be only me, my cousins, and the unbreakable trust that still tethered us together. They’d catch me. They always did. 

         
         I caressed Dewey Chronos’s lightstring. You’re about to see the most beautiful girl in the world.

         
         The audience screamed for me, for Luxe Revelle, Daughter of the Night. Gripping the trapeze, I allowed myself one final breath—

         
         —and I leaped from the ledge.
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         Bodies flew through the tent, tumbling in graceful twists in sync with the band’s dark, seductive melody. The spotlight flashed
            upward, and I craned my neck to see where it led.
         

         
         And then I saw her. The most beautiful girl in the world—falling from the stars.

         
         She swung from the trapeze, her long legs caught by a curvy acrobat. The crowd was deafening as she flipped through the air
            toward the next swing, and the next, again and again until she finally landed on a cloud-shaped crystal platform. She draped
            herself over the ledge, the spotlight blinding against her sequins. The cloud lowered her until her face was even with mine,
            though a sea of bodies still stretched between us.
         

         
         Our eyes met. A desire I’d never before experienced gripped me.

         
         Home. She’s my home.

         
         She couldn’t be looking at me—she was the most sublime being in the entire world, and I was a nobody. Yet it was as if her heart was beating in rhythm with mine. I could practically smell her perfume, feel the softness of her lips. A thousand pictures fluttered before my eyes, a life we’d never lived together, but we could—we could. She blinked at me from beneath thick lashes, wild curls barely kept tame by the ribbon circling her head like a crown. The mere act of breathing was too much in her presence. 

         
         She turned away, her gaze sweeping over more worthy admirers. I cried out, begging her to look at me again. But the crowd
            was packed with New York’s best, and she was going to have her pick.
         

         
         I could hardly make out a single word of her angelic song, not over the thrashing of my heart and the commotion of the crowd.
            If only I could get closer to honor the connection glowing between us. I climbed over the railing—
         

         
         Strong hands pulled me back into my chair. Roger.

         
         “He must have given her a gem!” Trys yelled.

         
         “But he’s broke!”

         
         I felt their hands on my back, heard their concern, but she was all that mattered.

         
         Her flips and jumps on the trapeze swing were sweet torture. To see her finely tuned muscles in action lifted my spirits to
            dizzying heights, but I gasped with relief each time she made it safely to a platform. My whole heart, my whole world, was
            hanging from those precarious swings with no safety net beneath her.
         

         
         Minutes passed like fragments of seconds. Her siren’s song continued as she swung her hips on the stage. Look at me, I begged her. I would have given her anything, all the jewels I’d ever touched, the clothes off my back, anything at all—
         

         
         Roger’s hands pressed against my shoulders, pushing me back into my seat.

         
         Trys stomped on my foot to hold it in place. “Should we get him out of here?”

         
         “It’s almost done. See?”

         
         The other acrobats caught her and lowered her onto the cloud again. Men flung fists full of precious gems onto the stage,
            and women pried the jewels from their rings. She deserved them all. If only I had something to show her how much she meant
            to me—
         

         
         My mother’s brooch.

         
         I didn’t have time to claw the gems from it; I’d toss her the whole thing—

         
         “No!” Trys tackled me on the dirty carpet. I swung my arms wildly, but she yanked the brooch from my grasp and rolled away.

         
         “Give it back!” I shouted, but I couldn’t look away from Luxe long enough to grab it.

         
         As I scrambled to my feet, Luxe’s gaze found mine again. Roger and Trys disappeared. The scores of intruders melted into oblivion.

         
         We were alone, floating to the moon. To the stars.

         
         Her crystal cloud kept lifting her higher, too high for me to reach. Her lips curled into a secret smile only for me.

         
         Then she turned away, blowing kisses to her fervent fans.

         
         Utterly drained, I collapsed into my seat.

         
         Roger patted me on the cheek. “And now you’ve met my cousin.”

         
         “Poor Jame-o.” Trys gripped my shoulders. “You understand Revelle magic now?”

         
         I couldn’t look away from Luxe. “She’s my home.”
         

         
         Trys shot Roger a look. “Now, that’s just cruel.”

         
         “That’s show business.” Roger fixed my crooked hat. “You paid the admission fee, didn’t you? That’s how she charmed you.”

         
         I didn’t pay a damn thing. Sure, she possessed magic like all Revelles. But without jewels, it had to be real.
         

         
         “Hang in there, Jame-o. We’ll be here when it wears off.”

         
         It wouldn’t. My friends could not begin to understand what I knew with absolute certainty: Luxe Revelle was my destiny. Everything
            tonight had led me to this moment. The déjà vu. The crate. The bees.
         

         
         For the first time in my nineteen years, I was exactly where I belonged.

         
         She perched on the edge of the cloud and waved to her many suitors. Children darted across the stage, sweeping the jewels
            into the wings. Sapphires, emeralds, topazes, even diamonds soared through the air, but I kept my sights on the girl high
            above them all. Her smile strained at the corners. She was exhausted.
         

         
         Our eyes met once more and—

         
         Her hands flew to her stomach. Her feet slipped.

         
         Fear flashed in those perfect eyes.

         
         Roger screamed her name.

         
         And she tumbled

         
      
            from

            the

            sky.
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