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(Directly follows Touched by the Roots)

The island is still. Too still.

After the harrowing ordeal that awakened Koa’s primal earth magic, Ivy is left shaken—body marked, spirit stretched, and heart haunted. Though the plague has receded, the shadow within her hasn’t. The vines have gone quiet, but the water sings with unease.

And Kai? He’s drifting.

Once the calm within the storm, Kai begins to unravel. Guilt clings to him like salt to skin—guilt for not stopping the Wraith, for failing to protect Ivy, for feeling too much and showing too little. He pulls away, hiding in the sea, in silence, in himself.

But Ivy feels it. The pressure building beneath his surface. The grief he’s swallowed. The tears he won’t let fall. And the want—gods, the want—he refuses to name.

Their bond strains under the weight of what’s unspoken. Until Lira steps in.

She doesn’t just see what Kai is hiding—she feels it. And she’s not afraid to crack him open.

What follows is a sensual unraveling. Ivy must go deeper than ever into her own emotional body, learning to hold space for a kind of pain that doesn’t bruise the skin—but floods it. With Lira’s wild touch and Kai’s aching restraint, a triad of healing emerges—tender, raw, and wetter than any storm.

But the sea is rising.

And the only way out is through.
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​Chapter One
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The storm always returns to the shore.

The vines had gone still.

For the first time in days, there were no whispers in the roots. No warning hum in the stones. No creeping red bloom.

But peace didn’t settle over me. Not really. It hovered, delicate and unnatural—like the hush before the next wave crashes.

I stood barefoot at the edge of the pool where the Wraith had been burned from me. My skin still held the faint tracery of vines, the ghost of their sacred grip, and somewhere deep in my belly, the echo of the cleansing ritual pulsed like a second heartbeat. Earth magic had marked me. Changed me. But it hadn’t healed everything.

I could feel him again.

The dark whisper curled in the back of my mind. Quieter now, but not gone. Watching. Waiting.

Behind me, the forest rustled with familiar energy. I didn’t have to turn to know Koa was there, rooted and grounded and still keeping a quiet watch over me after everything we’d survived. Kal had vanished again—somewhere between sky and shadow—and Lira was sprawled lazily on a sun-warmed stone, playing with a dagger like it was a hairpin.

But Kai... Kai was gone.

Not physically. I knew exactly where he was. I could feel him on the other side of the island, waist-deep in the surf, standing so still the sea forgot to notice him.

He’d barely spoken to me since the ritual.

Every time I reached for him, I felt him flinch. Not outwardly—never that obvious—but with that barely-there ripple that said he was drowning in silence and calling it strength.

Something was wrong.

“Kai’s storming,” Lira said behind me, her voice low and lazy like always, but with an edge I didn’t miss. “And not in the fun way.”

I turned. “He hasn’t slept. He hasn’t eaten. He won’t even look at me.”

Lira raised a brow. “And you think that’s about you?”

My throat tightened. “Isn’t it?”

She rolled to her feet and stalked toward me, slow and sinuous, sea-wet and dangerous. Her fingertips brushed my hip as she passed me, making me shiver.
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