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“WE HAVE TO GO!” Her father sounded tense and Leithia looked at him from where she was playing with her doll. He was dressed in black clothes and had a hood on. A bag was strapped to his back. 

“Darien?” Leithia’s mother asked, rising from where she sat, sewing a tear in one of Leithia’s dresses. She placed a hand on her full belly. “What happened?”

“No time to explain, Seania,” Father said, holding out a black cloak with a hood. “We have to leave now!”

Leithia looked at the window through which could be seen the heavy rain falling outside. 

“Father, it’s raining,” she said. “We’ll get wet.”

“It’s all right, Leithia,” her mother said, turning to her. “Get up and come; see, we all have matching cloaks.”

The black cloak was warm, and smelled faintly of spices. The hood fell down almost to her eyes. Leithia took her mother’s hand, and they followed their father outside. There was a small wagon outside with a cover, and Father helped Mother and Leithia up before climbing on to the driver’s seat. 

“There are no horses,” Leithia whispered to her mother.

“Hush, Leithia,” her mother said, holding her close to her breast. “Stay quiet for a bit, please, my darling, and don’t look outside.”

There were shouts and screams coming from somewhere, and the wagon started moving. Leithia wanted to ask her mother what was happening, but she dared not. Her mother had asked her to be quiet, which was something her mother had never asked her before. 

It was so hard, however, and Leithia started humming one of the lullabies her mother used to sing, but her voice was lost in the sound of thunder from outside.

“Darien,” her mother said, her voice sounding strange. “My water has broken.”

“Hold on a moment longer, Seania,” Father said and the wagon’s speed increased for just a moment before it stopped, and everything was still. 

Father climbed up onto the wagonbed. “Leithia,” he said. “Your mother is going to give birth. Go, sit in front, and don’t leave the wagon, understand? Don’t talk to anyone you might see and don’t make any sounds.”

Leithia nodded, though she didn’t understand what was going on. “I want to see the baby,” she said.

“You will see the baby when it’s born,” Father said. “Now, go sit in the front, and don’t move and don’t make any sounds.”

Leithia’s eyes widened and her mouth fell open as she went to the front. There was nothing but white sand wherever she looked. No trees, no grass, nothing. Their wagon was standing on a narrow road paved with black bricks. The sky was red and there was no sun or moon. No clouds either. 

Leithia’s heart beat fast as she saw someone appear suddenly to her right. They were wearing a hood like the one Father had, but there was something about the way they moved that made Leithia press back against the seat, her hand over her mouth to stifle her frightened whimper. 

They stopped when they were almost at the wagon, lifted their head and sniffed the air.

“Blood,” they said, except it echoed eerily, as if it came from somewhere very deep, reminding Leithia of how it sounded when she shouted into the unused old well back in her village.

Three more people appeared, all identical to the first one. Leithia couldn’t see any of their faces. 

“What is it, Basor?” one of them asked.

“Blood,” Basor replied. “Human blood is here.”

“Nonsense,” another one scoffed. “No human can come here. This is our kingdom.”

“Nevertheless, a human is here, and I smell their blood.”

“We have more important things to worry about,” the third one interrupted. “The Gods have found our door. We need to make sure they won’t be able to open it.”

All four vanished, but Leithia stayed where she was, unmoving, her hand still in her mouth.

The wail of a baby broke the silence but stopped almost immediately, as if it was smothered by something. Leithia glanced behind her, wishing she could go inside. 

“Leithia,” her father called softly. “Come here and meet your brother.”

Leithia scrambled to the back and saw the tiny baby suckling at her mother’s breast. He looked wrinkled and ugly, and she frowned. 

“Why is he so small?” she asked. 

“All babies are small,” her father said. He leaned over to kiss the top of Mother’s head. “We should get going. We can’t stay long.”

The wagon started moving again. Her mother held the little bundle that held Leithia’s little brother close to her chest. Leithia sat next to her, looking at the baby. 

“What’s his name?” she whispered.

“Pelthiel,” her mother murmured. She looked pale, and there were streaks of blood on her hair and hands.

Before Leithia could ask something about that, there was a crash of lightning, and everything went dark. The wagon suddenly picked up speed, and Leithia held on to her mother, shutting her eyes tight. 

The wagon stopped without a jolt.

“Dariel?” her mother asked, and Leithia opened her eyes. It was still dark, and it seemed to be raining, drops falling heavily on the wagon’s top, the sound loud.

“We’re here,” her father said. “But they’re coming, and I need to draw them off.”

“No!” Her mother sounded frightened. “You’re not strong enough! Don’t do this, Dariel!”

“I have no choice,” he said quietly. “Take the children, Seania. Keep them safe. Make sure they won’t find them or you.”

“Dariel!”

“Warn them when they’re old enough,” Father said, as though he couldn’t hear Mother. “They should know, and they should be careful.”

He climbed on the back, water running down his hood, which he pushed back. He looked strange, pale, and Leithia didn’t know what was happening.

“Father,” she whispered.

“Leithia, my darling.” Her father touched her cheek, and he swallowed, his eyes filling. “I love you more than anything. I hope you know that.”

His hand moved to the head of the baby. “Pelthiel… I wish I could have known you more, but I love you already.”

He leaned to kiss Mother, and drew back, his forehead against hers, and Mother was crying, tears flowing down her cheeks.

“You’re the best thing that ever happened to me, Seania, and it was my good fortune that you chose to love me, despite all the dangers it brought. All I ask… all I want is that you should hold on a while longer, my love. Remember that I love you… and I will do everything I can to protect you.”

“I love you,” Mother whispered. “I’ll always love you, Dariel. No matter what happens, I will love you.”

“Protect our children,” Father whispered.

“With my life,” Mother answered. “As you’re doing now.”

Father kissed her once more. “The wagon will take you to our new home.” He turned to Leithia and kissed her cheeks and forehead. “I love you,” he said. “Be good to your brother, okay? He’s tiny and will need help till he grows. Mother will tell you stories and make you dolls.”

“Father,” she sobbed, not knowing what was happening, but her heart felt like it will burst with how her chest squeezed. “Don’t leave.”

Because she could tell that he was going to.

“I wish I could stay,” he said. “Oh, darling, I wish it more than anything… but I have to go, Leithia. I love you.”

He went out the back, and all Leithia saw before the flap closed was a dark yawning mouth and lightning all around it. 
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THE OCEAN HAD ALWAYS seemed like a friend to Pel. As he waded in to gather shells for his sister to make the trinkets that she would later infuse with magic and sell at the market, he felt its affection like a warm blanket enveloping him.

Serityl, she sang her name to him, a name that was not familiar to him. His mother had never told him anything about the ocean or about why it seemed like a friend. 

But then, his mother hadn’t told them anything much, the sickness that took her coming so suddenly and ending her so swiftly. All she managed to do with her last breath was adjure them both to beware the Gods. 

Pel wished he knew why. It wasn’t that he was eager to meet any of the Gods, but why had his mother warned them both against them? 

He looked at the ocean, so vast, so blue. What lay at the other end of it? Would he ever find out? The island they lived in was small, off the coast of the mainland of Hevad. They had been to the large market on the mainland a few times, but that was the extent of their travels.

What would it be like to cross this ocean, to see what lay at the other end of it? What lay there? Would there be lands where people looked the same, dressed the same, spoke the same language? In the great fair at the mainland, there had been stories of people from other lands with skin as pale as snow and hair of different colours. 

Pel didn’t know that he trusted those stories. Most of the stories claimed the Gods to be good, but their mother had told them to be careful of them, and he trusted his mother. 

The Gods of Beltoros weren’t a nice lot if you looked beneath the stories, for all the sweeping statements of their goodness that were made by the storytellers. The Gods always seemed too vindictive to Pel, punishing even the smallest infractions more than was warranted, and even to those who followed them faithfully, no rewards were given. More than that, the Gods seemed susceptible to bribery and flattery themselves. 

If they were good, no one would fear them, and many of the Gods were feared more than loved. Utfer, especially, with the city of Nagir still practising human sacrifice, and even the King powerless to stop it because what king can stand against a God? 

Pel sighed. It was none of his business what the people of Nagir did. The city was far away, even if they went to the mainland. It was nominally part of the kingdom, but no garrison was stationed there, and they paid no tribute, it was said. Not that Pel knew. All his information came from gossip overheard while they were on the mainland. 

He picked a few more shells, wishing he had Leithia’s gifts of imbuing objects with magic. He could have helped her more. All he could do was–what exactly? Create fire? Cause storms? Not serious ones, but small ones. His magic was battle magic, they had learned, and it might help if they ever had to fight anyone. In a war.

Except Pel didn’t want to be a soldier. He wanted to be a scholar, and to study, and read. He already had a collection of books and scrolls that he was proud of. Any extra coin they had went towards books, which was something he and his sister had in common. While she had no aspirations towards scholarship, Leithia was as well read as Pel and as enamoured of books. 

Pel had once asked his sister what she wanted to be, and she had looked at the ocean, a look of longing in her eyes. “To sail in these waters,” she said. “To explore, to discover unknown places.”

Leithia had no gifts to control the weather, and even Pel was not too good at it. Without that, the only way to travel would be to pay, and Pel knew that neither of them could afford it. 

Not yet, anyway.

“Someday,” he had told her, holding her close. “Someday we will save enough money to sail around the world.”

She had laughed. “And what will you do?” she teased him. 
“Stay locked in your cabin all day reading something? You can do that here with far less damage to your eyes and our finances.”

“Well, if you don’t want me to come with you, you just have to say it,” Pel had said with mock sorrow. 

Leithia had punched him. 

Pel had, without telling Leithia, started saving since, however. They made so very little from their fishing and crops and selling the trinkets that Leithia made, that it wasn’t much, but Pel was hopeful. There was a fair coming up on the mainland, and they always made a lot during those. 

“Pel,” Leithia was coming towards him, her dress hitched up, and the water lapping at her knees. “It’s getting late.”

“There’s still light,” he said. “It’s not as if we will drown, anyway.”

The ocean wouldn’t hurt them. It was something he knew in his bones. 

“Still,” she said. “Supper will get cold. I made your favourite stew.”

Pel flushed guiltily. “It was my turn to cook,” he said repentantly.

“I know,” she smiled at him. “It’s okay. I would have waited for you, but I needed something to do today.”

Leithia got restless at times, and such occasions always preceded a vision. 

“Let’s go home,” he said, putting the shells inside the bag hung from his belt. “If a vision’s coming, it’s better to be in the house.”

Leithia grimaced. “I hate some of those,” she said. 

Pel couldn’t blame her. 
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LEITHIA LOVED DAWNS. When the sun was just breaking through the horizon, and the sky took on every hue of reds and oranges and pinks, and everything was quiet, except for the waves, was her favourite time of the day. Today was no different. Despite how she felt, the restlessness that often took her portending a vision, she was glad to be up early, and to sit on the rocks outside their small hut, making a bracelet. It will have a small protection charm, and another spell for luck. Both spells would last at least five years. It was the least expensive of the trinkets she made, but the one most in demand. 

She looked across at the breaking dawn and remembered watching her mother make such trinkets. Leithia didn’t have her mother’s skill, though she was much better than Pel. Pel was all thumbs when it came to making anything, but he was good at repairs, and collecting things, and cooking. 

Leithia looked towards the house where Pel was likely still asleep. She couldn’t help but feel protective of him. Five years separated them, but it was more than that. She remembered the baby her father had put in her arms and told her to be good to him. 

Not that it had ever been a hardship for her. 

Leithia was not a fool, and she had always been better read than most people of her station. Her mother had taught both of them to read and write, and in doing so, had handed Leithia the key to unlocking the mystery of her father’s last words and actions. 

She had been five, but that day was branded into her memory. She had asked her mother, but she had always said wait, I’ll tell you when you’re older, and then she had taken ill and died and all she said was to beware the Gods.

To be fair, that was the most important clue. 

Leithia looked at the ocean. Serityl, who sang her to sleep in the days and nights following her mother’s death, who always gave the choicest of fish to her and Pel’s nets, who brought the most beautiful shells and even an odd pearl or two to them. 

Serityl, who talked to her of times long gone, of her family butchered by the Gods, of the spell that held her prisoner in the waters.

Leithia knew that she wasn’t powerful enough to free her. She would never be. Her gifts were not in cursebreaking, but in crafting protections and luck.

And the unwanted gift of her visions. 

Sometimes, Leithia felt like the doll she had left behind in her old house. Something that no one paid attention to when it came to it. Something expendable, to be discarded. She wondered if Pel felt the same way. Logically, she knew that her parents hadn’t left them out of choice. Death was not a choice, after all. Even her father had chosen to stay behind so they would have the chance to get away safely. 

A shudder passed through her, and she recognised it as prelude to a vision. She leapt to her feet, dropping the shells and beads while she ran for the house. Being outside was often risky. Once inside, she closed the door and leaned against it. Not a moment later, she fell, down, down, down till she knew no more.

When she opened her eyes, she was on a boat in the ocean. The waters had never been this violent, waves rising above her head, as if intent on drowning her. Wind buffeted her boat and no matter how she tried, she couldn’t control the craft.

She wanted to scream, tell Serityl it was her, but the words wouldn’t come. She pulled at the tiller, and her arms were muscled, she saw, her hands larger and calloused. Her body felt heavier and strange. 

Another wave crashed against her boat, and she cast her magic to keep the boat together even as she knew it was futile. This was Serityl’s domain and her powers had no limits. Her own, on the other hand, had little effect. Leithia tried to scream again, but couldn’t. 

The next wave broke the boat apart, and Leithia fell into the ocean, reaching desperately for her magic, but found nothing. She tried to hang on to a log, but the water snaked around her ankles, pulling her down. 

The song of the ocean was angry, vengeful, gloating, and it was a crescendo in her ears as she jerked up and screamed. 

“Leithia!” Pel’s frightened voice shook her out of her vision, and she stared blankly at her brother, and realisation crashed on her that she was in her house, safe. 

“I’m fine,” she whispered. The angry song of Serityl still reverberated in her ears and she tasted salt and copper on her tongue where she had bitten it so hard that it bled. 

“A vision?” Pel asked, sitting in front of her, his hands on her shoulder, anchoring her, warming her. “Why didn’t you wake me?”

“Wasn’t enough time,” she whispered, blinking back the tears from her eyes. “I hate this, Pel. I wish I didn’t have it.”

Pel held her, murmuring, “It’s okay, Leit. I’ve got you.”

She calmed down. “I was in the ocean,” she said. “And there was a storm… I was going to drown and die…”

Pel looked outside, saying, “Looks like a storm is rolling in, Leit.”

Leithia looked out the window and frowned. “Do you think he is out there? The man I saw?”

“Do you want to go look for him?” Pel asked.

Leithia bit her lip as she looked outside again. The ocean had never harmed them, and she knew it never would. 

“Yes,” she said, getting up. She grinned at him. “It could be fun, you know. We’ve never been in the ocean in a storm.”

Pel sighed, but got up. “Your idea of fun is disturbing, my sister.”

But he came with her, as she had known he would. All she hoped now was that they would get to the unknown man in her vision in time. 
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THE WAVE CRASHED into the boat, nearly overturning it, and Pelthiel swore under his breath. From the prow, Leithia laughed.

“This is fun, Pel!”

“To you, maybe!” he shouted. “I hope you’ll still think it’s fun when we’ve drowned.”

“Don’t be melodramatic!” she shouted back. “It’s only a bit of water!”

That might be a matter of perspective. The waves rose higher than the cliffs where Pel had his home and the sky was grey. It was difficult to see anything due to the rain that was falling in torrents around them. 

But the ocean had never harmed them, and Pel knew it wouldn’t now either. 

“I don’t even know how we’ll find them,” he said. “It’s a big ocean, Leit. They could be miles from where we are!”

The cold should have been numbing, but he had cast a small spell which was keeping him warm and dry. Leithia’s spell was stronger, and it was keeping the boat upright and keeping them steady on their course, though Pel had no idea what it was.

“I told you, I have a feeling,” she said. “They’re around here, and they will drown if we don’t help them. I just want something good to come out if my visions for once.”

“Any fool who comes out in this weather deserves to drown,” Pel muttered half-heartedly as another wave rose up, carrying their tiny boat on its crest.

“Hang on!” Leithia cried.

Pel didn’t need to be told twice as he cast a quick spell that would make sure they wouldn’t fall off when the wave crashed.

“Pel, we have magic,” Leithia shouted as the wave began its descent at dizzying speed. “What’s the point of being so powerful if we’re not going to use it to help others?”

“Having magic doesn’t make us all-powerful or immortal,” Pel shouted, thankful for the howling wind and screaming waves that made his voice inaudible to his sharp eared sister. 

For some reason, his thoughts went to a conversation he had overheard when he was little, when his mother had told Leithia that their father had liked helping people with his magic. She had fallen silent after that and had sighed. Pel had been too young to know what it meant, but now he wondered if their mother had been about to warn Leithia about using magic to help people. 

Leithia didn’t like talking about their father, though Pel knew she remembered him. Pel had never met him, and wasn’t really certain what happened except that their father had died, and he had been trying to protect them.

Protect them from who, though? The Gods? 

Their mother’s last cryptic warning came to his mind, and Pel shivered, though his spell still kept him warm. 

The wave crashed down and if not for Leithia’s spell, the boat would have splintered into fragments. Pel was nauseous from the sudden fall, and though he lost his footing and landed on his butt, he stayed inside the boat.

“Thanks,” he said sourly to no one in particular.

Leithia laughed as she clung to the boat’s prow, the waves and the wind buffeting her. She had not cast any spell to protect herself from the elements and was drenched to the skin, and was shivering violently.

“Is it your intention to die of cold?” he shouted as he did a quick spell to keep her dry and warm. 

His reserves were almost exhausted. If they didn’t find whoever they came to find, they were going to be in trouble. His warming spell was wearing off, and soon he would need to replenish that. He did a quick calculation in his head. He had enough stores left for three more small spells.

“Do you have any reserves in case it takes longer than we think?” he yelled.

“Don’t worry!” Her voice floated back to him. “We’ll be fine!”

Easy for her to say. It was sometimes difficult to believe she was the elder. It was Pel who had to be the voice of reason when Leithia got like this, who had to be more responsible. Leithia was not impulsive or reckless, but at times she became so, especially when it came to doing something to help others. Pel knew it all came from her large heart and trusting nature. It was up to him to hold her back and to keep her safe and make certain he had enough spells in reserve when they got into situations like this. 

Had their father been like this? Had that got him into trouble with the Gods? 

“There!” Leithia pointed, and half turned to him. “What did I tell you?”

Pel could see nothing, and he wasn’t about to waste one of his precious spells in trying to see better. Instead, he stayed where he was, trusting his sister and her spell to take them towards whatever it was she saw. Soon, they came abreast with the object to which Leithia had pointed. It was a piece of wood floating in the water, probably broken off from some boat.

“Doesn’t look like a person,” Pel said.

She pointed again, and this time Pel saw it. A dark shape, bulky, bobbing in the water. If it was a person, they could already be dead. 

Please don’t be dead!

It was going to break Leithia’s heart if they were too late. 

“Help me, Pel,” Leithia said as her spell pulled the floating person closer. 

It was a man from what Pel could see, and they were clinging to a larger piece of wood. Had they been in a shipwreck? He hadn’t asked Leithia for details of her vision. But it looked more like a boatwreck. Apart from the piece the man was clinging to and the smaller piece they had seen earlier, there was no other debris to be seen. He helped Leithia with the spell, and soon, the man, wet and shivering and unconscious, was on the bottom of their boat. But they weren’t dead. Not yet.

“They’re not going to last long if we don’t get them to shore quickly,” Pel said. 

“I know,” Leithia said, her face troubled. 

The boat wasn’t going to be fast enough to save him. 

Pel sighed. 

“I hate you so much,” he said as he used the last of his spells and the last reserves of his warming spell on the boat, which turned around and shot like an arrow across the sea.

“Pel!” Leithia looked pale. “It’s too strong for you!”

He was aware of it, the spell draining him faster than any other spell had, but he held on. Leithia would have been able to do it, had she any reserves left. She was stronger, more powerful. But she couldn’t right now, because she had nothing left, and he did, so it was up to him to do it. It hurt, real, physical pain; the spell was ripping him apart and he could see his skin breaking, gashes appearing, and he gritted his teeth. 

I will not yield!

A rush of something and he was feeling better, his skin was healing, and he was feeling more energised. The pain had subsided, and he felt clearheaded, his vision sharper. Land appeared in front of them, the cliffs looming before, majestic and implacable, and Leithia’s direction spell guided their boat to the small cove from which they had started. 

“Did you do something?” he asked as he looked at Leithia.

She shook her head, her eyes round with surprise as she looked at him. 

“Pel,” her voice was hushed, awed. “I think you just came into your power.”

Pel felt his breath catch. He had only heard of it happening. Not everyone came into their powers. No one knew how it happened or why, but those who did were said to be able to command anything, any element, any object. 

A wind swept over him, making him shiver, and Serityl sang in his ears, a song of victory.

Pel didn’t feel victorious. He felt cold, and tired, and anxious. 
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LEITHIA CLEANED AND dressed the stranger’s injuries. They stayed unconscious, and she couldn’t explain to herself the wariness she felt. There was something about the stranger that made her afraid. She was beginning to wish she had never tried to save them, though she couldn’t explain why. They were injured from the boat breaking apart, and Pel’s clothes were a perfect fit on them. 

Pel was the one who had dried and dressed them in his clothes, though Leithia had rolled her eyes at him. He was not adept at healing, though, which was why this fell to her. She was too exhausted to cast any healing spells, however, and nothing seemed broken, so she just bound his wounds and left it at that. 

She found her brother in the kitchen, stirring the stew. 

“How is he?” Pel asked.

“I think he’ll be fine,” Leithia said. “We got all the water out of him, and his wounds are shallow. I’ll heal them once I’m better. For now, I’ve cleaned and dressed them.”

Pel gave one more stir before removing the stew from the stove, carrying it to their tiny table. 

“Leit,” he said. “What do you remember of our father?”

Leithia’s heart hammered in her chest. She had avoided the subject of their father as much as she could, even though she knew she wouldn’t be able to do it forever. Pel was not a child, and perhaps he should know. 

Knowing could protect him, but she still felt reluctant, especially with the stranger a wall away. 

“He was always cheerful,” she said. “Good with his hands. There was nothing he couldn’t make or mend… He used to make me dolls to play with, out of old bits of cloth and wood. He was… he was large, I think, though it might have been because I was small… he was… he loved us very much, Pel.”

Pel was looking at his bowl of stew. “I wish I could have known him,” he said.

“I wish the same,” she whispered. “He… before he left, he said… he said that he already loved you, and wished that he could have got to know you, to see you grow up… He was a good man, Pel… he… I wish I knew why he had to go, why he had to die… I just… I wish a lot of things!”

“But you know something,” he said. “Though you’re not telling me.”

Her brother had always been perceptive, and he had always known her better than she realised.

“What I know is… it’s like what I suspect or theories rather than anything concrete, Pel… I don’t even know if I should tell you.”

“I want to know, Leit,” Pel said. “I’m not a child anymore, and I… I want to know.”

She had been afraid of this, she realised. She wished their mother was there so she could at least confirm what she suspected.

“I remember the day you were born,” she said. “The day our father died… he… we were escaping something, Pel… I don’t know what, but he…” She remembered the empty sands, the hooded people, or creatures, her father adjuring her not to talk to anyone. A shudder went through her. “Let’s… let’s not talk of it now, please. Wait till the morning.”

Pel’s eyes held love and compassion. “Of course, Leit. I’m sorry that I brought up all the bad memories.”

She shook her head. “Not like they ever leave,” she said quietly. “And it isn’t your fault, Pel. You have a right to know, even if it’s only conjecture… at least if I’m wrong, you can tell me that.”

They ate in silence. The stew was good, but Leithia tasted only ashes in her mouth. She had no idea why she felt like something was about to happen, something bad. It was not the same way she felt before her visions. This was a kind of bone deep caution and fear, and it was somehow associated with the stranger they had rescued.

“If we’re to have food and medicines, I’ll need to go to town tomorrow,” she said. “Perhaps I could sell a few trinkets as well.”

She hadn’t made a lot, but hopefully the few she did and what remained of their savings would be enough.

Pel frowned. “I can go,” he offered. “I have nothing to do here, and maybe I can find some work as well.”

It was a good solution, but somehow the thought of being alone in the house with the stranger made Leithia’s skin crawl. 

“No, I… I need to get out of the house, Pel,” she said. “I will tell you everything I know and suspect in the morning, and heal our guest before, though.”

“Oh,” Pel looked towards the room where the stranger lay. “I hope he survives. I wonder why the ocean was so violent. I’ve never seen it that way.”

Leithia hadn’t either. Usually, Serityl calmed when they were around. But earlier, it was as if she didn’t care if they got hurt as long as she got the stranger to drown. Leithia supposed she could ask the ocean, but doubted she would get an answer. Serityl wasn’t all there, whatever happened to bind her to the waters too horrific to her sanity and her mind. 

After dinner, Pel lay down to sleep, but Leithia was too restless, so she made her way down to the beach.

“I’m afraid,” she told Serityl. “He’s asking questions, and I don’t even know if I have any answers… I wish.. I wish you could tell me anything… I wish my mother were here… I wish Dad hadn’t died… I just… it all feels so strange, Serityl. Why am I so afraid?”

The ocean made no answer, but she sounded joyful, just as she did when Pel’s powers manifested. Leithia sighed. What had she been hoping for, anyway? 

 


Five
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THE MORNING CAME with no hint of the storm that had rocked the ocean the day before. Pel was up early, looking for his sister, and finding her outside. She looked troubled, but her fingers were steadily stringing together shells and beads. Pel went to her and sat by her, handing her the beads and shells in silence. 

“You know that Serityl is sentient,” Leithia said. “That she is bound to the waters. She is a powerful ancient being who controls all the waters, and once, she was free to go where she wanted, but then the Gods bound her to the oceans.”

It was a folktale that they had heard once when they were on the mainland.

“I remember the story,” Pel said. “It said that she grew arrogant in her power, so the Gods bound her to the waters.”

Leithia snorted. “That’s a bunch of nonsense,” she said. “The true story… Serityl and her siblings lived in this world before the Gods came. They were powerful, with control over elements and other natural forces. Their magic was equal to that of the Gods. But the Gods saw in them a threat, and there was a great battle when the Gods managed to defeat Serityl and her siblings. In the end, Serityl and her siblings created a world for themselves, a dimension, if you will, and lived there.” She sighed. “Till the Gods decided that they couldn’t be allowed to live and went after them. They killed all of them except Serityl, who sought refuge in the ocean, and the Gods couldn’t enter the waters because her power there was absolute. So they cast a spell to bind her to the ocean, and it drove her insane.”

OEBPS/images/image-6.png





OEBPS/images/image-5.png





OEBPS/images/image.png
STOLEN
FROM
e

\
- 3 (¢ ) N
g@ﬁ AM





OEBPS/cover.jpeg












OEBPS/images/image-1.png
N
1R
ANIAR
R





OEBPS/images/image-2.png





OEBPS/images/image-3.png
EDICATION

TO MY HUSBAND

HAPPY BIRTHDAY

I LOVE YOU





OEBPS/images/image-4.png
THIS BOOK CONTAINS THE FOLLOWING
CONTENT AND TRIGGER WARNINGS

. DEATH, MURDER
2. POISON, BLOOD, VIOLENCE
3. DOMESTIC ABUSE
4. GRIEF, LOSS, PAIN
5. CHILDBIRTH, PREGNANCY
6. ALCOHOL CONSUMPTION
7. DEATH OF A FAMILY MEMBER
8. BETRAYAL
9. MIND CONTROL
10. GASLIGHTING
1. DROWNING
12. TRAUMA, PTSD






