
  
    [image: Moon Over Marisol]
  


  
    
      Moon Over Marisol

      Book Sixteen: The Castle By The Predictably Petty Bay

    

    
      
        Dennis Santaniello

      

    

    
      Soldi Duck Press

    

  


  
    
      Moon Over Marisol: Book Sixteen

      Copyright © 2026 Dennis Santaniello All rights reserved.

      This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and events are either the product of imagination or used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is coincidental.

      No part of this book may be reproduced, stored, or transmitted in any form or by any means without written permission from the author, except for brief quotations used in reviews.

      More stories and notes live here:
      https://moonovermarisolbookseries.substack.com/

      First edition.

    

  


  
    Contents


    
      
        
          THE MOON OVER MARISOL SERIES LIST

        

        
          CHAPTER 1

        

        
          CHAPTER 2

        

        
          CHAPTER 3

        

        
          CHAPTER 4

        

        
          CHAPTER 5

        

        
          CHAPTER 6

        

        
          CHAPTER 7

        

        
          CHAPTER 8

        

        
          CHAPTER 9

        

        
          CHAPTER 10

        

      

      
        
          Thank You for Reading

        

        
          GET THE FREE BONUS BOOK!

        

        
          The Eternal Registry

        

        
          Also by Dennis Santaniello

        

      

    

    


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            THE MOON OVER MARISOL SERIES LIST

          

        

      

    

    
      
      One witch. One cat. One impossible assignment per moon.

      

      Each book is a complete adventure.

      

      Available now

      
        	Book 1: The Ghost Town Forest

        	
        Book 2: The Old Bridge Appointment
        

        	Book 3: The Eggroll Armistice
        

        	Book 4: The Genie Back Guarantee
        

        	Book 5: The Ice Breakers
        

        	Book 6: The Tangled Roots of Greenhollow
        

        	Book 7: The Bright Orange Key
        

        	Book 8: The Return of the Bright Orange Key
        

        	Book 9: The Bright Orange Key Redemption
        

        	Book 10: The Missing Piece
        

        	Book 11: The Unicorn Redemption
        

        	Book 12: The Curse of the Chile Chiflados
        

        	Book 13: The Bell of Millard
        

        	Book 14: The Other Side

        	Book 15: The Dirty Look

        	Book 16: The Castle by The Predictably Petty Bay

        	Book 17: The Old Band

        	Book 18: The Exam

      

      

      Get the whole series here:

      https://soldiduckpress.com/collection/moon-over-marisol

      

      More moons await at

      moonovermarisolbookseries.substack.com

    

  


  
    
      For C.C., A.P., K., and the province of Rizal,

    

  


  
    
      Moon Over Marisol

      Book Sixteen: The Castle By The Predictably Petty Bay

    

    
      
        Dennis Santaniello

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER 1

          

        

      

    

    
      The letter arrived on a Wednesday.

      It didn't come by mail. It didn't come through the slot in my door. It appeared on my kitchen counter between the toaster and a half-eaten sleeve of crackers, facedown, like it had been there for years. But I noticed.

      The envelope was heavy. Cream-colored, slightly warm to the touch, sealed with something that looked like wax but smelled of cinnamon and bureaucratic impatience. My name was written across the front in script so ornate that the M in Marisol had three unnecessary loops and a small flourish that might have been decorative or might have been a mathematical symbol from a language I didn't speak.

      "Tibby."

      He was on top of the refrigerator, which was his preferred observation post when he wanted to judge my life choices from maximum altitude. One ear rotated toward me. The rest of him remained committed to not caring.

      "There's a letter."

      "I see it."

      "It's from the Office of Cosmic Accountability."

      "I can smell it."

      "It just appeared on my counter."

      "Things do that."

      I picked it up. Turned it over. Broke the seal, which made a sound like a very small librarian clearing her throat. Inside was a single sheet of paper, folded once, covered in text that I could almost read. Almost. The letters were familiar, some of them definitely letters I had met before in my nine hundred years of interacting with the written word, but they were arranged in combinations that slid off my comprehension like water off a duck. Every time I focused on a word, it rearranged itself into something slightly different. The paragraph I was reading became the paragraph next to it. A number in the corner might have been a two or might have been a seven or might have been a small drawing of a boat.

      "Can you read this?"

      Tibby leaned down from the refrigerator, sniffed the paper for approximately one second, and leaned back.

      "Smells like paperwork."

      "That's not what I asked."

      "It's what I answered."

      The window didn't help. Neither did turning it sideways, or holding it at arm's length and squinting like Mom does when she's trying to read a receipt without admitting she needs new glasses. The text swam. The number in the corner was definitely either a two, a seven, or a boat.

      Into my pocket it went.

      "It's probably a bill," Tibby said from the refrigerator.

      "It's not a bill."

      "Everything from the Office of Cosmic Accountability is a bill. They've been billing you since before the Renaissance. It's a bill."

      "It's a balance statement."

      "A balance statement IS a bill. It's a bill that wants you to feel informed while it bills you."

      There was a number on this letter. Somewhere in the swimming text and the rearranging paragraphs, there was a number that mattered. How many assignments left, how many more months of being pulled by the full moon into some strange world to complete some impossible task before my cosmic debt was finally paid. The weight of the paper told me the number was small. Not one. But small.

      One more look. The corner symbol had changed. Now it was either a three, a nine, or a small drawing of a hat. Back in the pocket.

      The afternoon light came through the window and landed on the shelf by the kitchen. The raven feather from the ghost town. The acorn from Greenhollow. The Chile Chiflados cap with its cross-eyed pepper. The small glass bottle from the bell tower. Mom's flan wrapper, which I'd smoothed flat and kept because throwing it away felt like throwing away the whole month. Everything lined up like a timeline of someone who'd been very, very busy and was getting very, very close to being done.

      Tibby jumped down from the refrigerator, landed on the counter, walked across the letter's empty envelope, and settled into a loaf position on top of my crackers.

      "I think this might be it," I said.

      "Don't count your chickens."

      "I never count chickens."

      "Sure you don't, baby. What about ducks?"

      "Ducks are a different story, baby."

      Tibby closed his eyes. His purr kicked in, the deep one, the one that meant he was either profoundly content or preparing to ignore something important. With Tibby, those states were indistinguishable.

      The broom leaned in the corner by the door. My broom. The one I'd learned on, the one that predated Tibby, predated the debt, predated every mess I'd made and every mess I'd cleaned up. It had come home with me from Mom's house, warm in my hands for the first time in longer than I wanted to think about. I kept it by the door now. Not because I needed it. Because it was mine and I wanted to see it every day.

      My wells were full. All three of them, brimming in a way I hadn't felt in years. The first well was easy and light, ready to go. The second well was deep and steady, humming with stored power. Even the deep well, the nuclear option that sealed itself shut after use and sometimes took years to reopen, even that one felt present. Not open, exactly. But close. Like a door that wasn't locked anymore, just closed.

      I was, by any measure, the most powerful I had been since this whole thing started.

      The moon pulled.

      Not gradually. Not like the gentle invitations of the last few assignments. This was the old pull, the original pull, the one that grabs the hook behind your sternum and says we're going NOW and your feelings about it are not part of the calculation.

      "Here we go," Tibby said, already in my arms, face pressed against my collarbone.

      I grabbed the broom with my free hand. The letter sat in my pocket like a warm coal. The shelf blurred. The apartment tilted. The lavender candle flickered and went out.

      And the light took us.

      

      I landed on sand. I'd landed on worse, including garlic, mud, medieval cobblestone, and once, memorably, a penguin. Sand was perfectly acceptable. But there was a lot of it.

      I stood up, brushing sand from my jeans, and looked around. Beach. Enormous, flat, white-gold beach stretching in both directions as far as I could see. The sky was pale blue, almost white at the horizon, and the air was warm and salty and actually quite pleasant. Waves murmured somewhere to my left. A breeze came through that smelled like sea grass and sun-heated sand and — was that honey?

      Bread?

      I turned around. And looked up. And kept looking up.

      The castle rose behind me like a sand cathedral. Towers and turrets and walls and archways, all carved and sculpted and shaped from packed sand the color of warm honey. It was enormous. It was beautiful. It was intricate: individual window frames, balconies, decorative columns, a main gate with a portcullis made of what appeared to be compacted sand grains fused together by either remarkable engineering or profound stubbornness. Banners flew from the highest towers, stiff in the breeze. Smoke rose from a chimney on the east side. From somewhere inside, children were laughing.

      People lived in this.

      "Tibby."

      He had landed beside me and was sitting very upright, staring at the castle with the particular intensity he reserved for things he found architecturally suspicious.

      "It's sand," he said.

      "I can see that."

      "The whole thing."

      "Yes."

      "All of it. The walls. The towers. The gate."

      "Yes, Tibby."

      "We're on a beach."

      "I'm aware."

      He turned his head and looked past me, toward the water. I turned too.

      The bay was about a mile away. Maybe a little more. The beach sloped gently from the base of the castle to the water's edge, flat and wide and peaceful. The water itself was calm, almost glassy, almost pretty, postcard water. Small waves lapped at the shore in a rhythm that was either soothing or ominous, depending on your relationship to sand architecture.

      One dolphin broke the surface about fifty yards out. Just its dorsal fin, cutting a lazy arc through the water. It disappeared, came back up, and hung there for a moment, facing the castle. Facing us.

      Then it sank back under.

      "That dolphin is watching us," I said.

      "That dolphin is watching the castle," Tibby said.

      Something in his tone made me not want to ask what the difference was.

      The sky shimmered. Silver light gathered above me, condensing into familiar script, the moon's handwriting, clear and glowing and impossible to misread, unlike certain other cosmic correspondence I could mention. The assignment appeared:

      ENSURE THE CASTLE STANDS.

      Four words. I looked at the castle. Sand. I looked at the bay. Water. I looked at the mile of beach between them. Sand.

      "Who comes up with this?!" I said, to the sky, to the moon, to whatever mid-level cosmic bureaucrat had looked at this situation and decided that the correct response was to send a nine-hundred-year-old witch
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