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Chapter Seven: The Wraith Prophecy
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Sleep came in snatches.

Every time I closed my eyes, shadows reached for me—tendrils curling like smoke, whispering my name in voices that weren’t quite human. But one voice was familiar.

My mother’s.

“Ivy,” she murmured, “you’ve opened the pool, but not the gate. And the gate was sealed for a reason.”

I gasped awake, drenched in wetness despite the cool jungle night. The scent of night-blooming florals drifted through the open temple window, but it didn’t soothe me.

What gate?

I didn’t remember falling asleep. I’d left the others to stand watch while I meditated by the glowing altar, trying to decipher the pulses of the earth beneath my bare feet.

But now something was scribbled across my arm in silver ink, words I hadn’t written.


“Where the moon meets fire, the healer must choose:




One path to power,

One path to lose.




Open the gate and the wraith becomes kin—

Or seal it again, and never begin.”



I ran to the sanctum.

Kai was there, perched on the steps of the reflecting pool, his shirt discarded, his honey-brown skin slick with sweat. “You felt it too?”

I showed him my arm.

He read it once, then again, his usually playful expression fading into worry. “This is prophecy ink.”

“What does it mean?”

He looked at me. Really looked at me.

“Ivy... not all wraiths are born of darkness. Some are exiled pieces of divine beings—torn out and twisted. If this one is ‘kin’ to you, like the writing says...” He trailed off.

My stomach turned. “You think it’s... part of me?”
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