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Chapter 1  
 

 My parents and sister are at the airport, getting ready to board a plane headed toward 

Greece. Meanwhile, I’m waiting to be checked out of the hospital.  

I’m supposed to be on that flight with them—a three-month work trip that my 

archeologist mom organized. But two weeks earlier I came down with a virus that turned into 

pneumonia. This, combined with my lifelong mortal enemy, asthma, made breathing suddenly a 

lot harder. And then nearly impossible.  

That’s where the hospital comes in.  

The doctors saved my life. And then totally ruined it by telling my parents I should stay 

home tucked under a blanket on my grandmother’s couch so I could be all rested up for my 

senior year of high school come fall.  

 I honestly didn’t think they would really go without me. No offense to my grandma, but 

she’s pretty old and kinda wobbly. No way would my parents leave their sickly daughter with 

her while they were on a totally different continent.  

 “Leave me behind? Screw that,” I’d laughed right after the doctor who gave me the bad 

news left the room.  

No one else laughed. Mom, Dad, and my older sister Mavis just stared back at me.  

I swallowed, not liking those looks. “Right?” 



 “Well, sweetheart—” Mom paused as she took off her glasses and began to clean them on 

the hem of her shirt. It’s one of her favorite avoidance tactics. When I was ten and asked her 

what sex was, she polished so long and hard that she snapped them in half.  

Suddenly I was worried. 

 “Dad?” I turned to my no-bullshit go-to guy. 

“Sweetheart, we rented out our house. Not to mention that for Mom, it’s a work trip.” 

 “And I’m getting college credits for an internship,” Mavis added. That one really stung. 

Mavis and I have always been close. Sure there’s the usual sisterly bickering, but beneath that we 

genuinely like each other. I was looking forward to spending the summer together exploring 

Greece with her and hearing about her first year of college out in California. All year she only 

came home for Christmas and I missed her like crazy. But now she’s heading off again. Without 

me. 

 I argued—eloquently, I believe, or as eloquently as someone who has to suck on an 

inhaler when they get too worked up—for my right to go on this trip. Sure, it was about having 

fun, but it was also about education, and opportunity and… and the fact that I’d already rubbed it 

in all my ex-friends’ faces that I was going. 

  In the end, we compromised. And by compromised I mean they just decided.  

They would go to Greece as planned.  

I would stay with Grandma and she would teach me how to knit. Which was also, Mom 

pointed out, a learning opportunity. They presented me with a big cotton bag filled with a 

rainbow’s worth of yarn and my very own pair of knitting needles.  

It was one hell of a consolation prize. But I wasn’t raised to be a sore loser, so I forced a 

smile and a thank you. Somehow I even managed to wish them well on their travels. Did an evil 



voice deep inside wish them months of chronic diarrhea? Maybe. But at least I didn’t say it 

aloud.  

Maybe I can knit them some diapers. 

 Now, I hold my bag of knitting supplies as a nurse wheels me out to the curb where my 

grandma waits behind the wheel of her ’85 Lincoln. As I settle myself in the passenger seat my 

phone bings with a text. 

 MAVIS: We just boarded.   

 MAVIS: Didn’t get seats together, but luckily I’ve already made friends. 

 A pic follows this second text. Mavis and some unbelievably good-looking guy grinning 

into the camera. 

 That is so typical Mavis. Even her bad luck turns out good. Stuck by herself and ends up 

next to one of the hottest guys in the universe. 

 The car jerks sideways and thumps up onto the curb and then down again. My phone flies 

out of my hand.  

 “Almost got that sonofabitch!” Grandma yells, giving her steering wheel a slap that I 

can’t decide is meant to be congratulatory or an admonishment. I look back to see an alligator 

sunning himself beside the ditch at the side of the road. Gran hates them ever since they ate her 

Bichon Frise, Elsa, and attempts to mow them down with her car whenever possible. “Next time, 

next time,” she mutters. 

 “Hey Grandma,” I say, in my best poor pathetic left behind tone of voice. “Maybe I can 

drive the rest of the way home? Get some practice in? It would really lift my spirits.” 



 Grandma shoots me a look that is clearly meant to convey she may be seventy-three, but 

she ain’t senile yet. “Sweetheart, you’ve failed that driving test what is it…eight times now? 

Didn’t the last tester beg you to quit before you killed someone?” 

 “Grandma, I know how to drive,” I protest. “I’m just a bad test taker.”  

I’m actually epically terrible. I tend to freeze up in high stress situations. And there is no 

situation more stressful than trying to go where you want without having to beg Mom or Dad for 

a lift. 

 “You’re sick, Edie. What kind of grandma do you think I am? Why not rest a little bit on 

the way home? You look a little peaked.” The light changes and Grandma floors it, slamming me 

back into my seat.   

Another battle lost. It’s true, though, I am tired. I close my eyes and try to pretend I’m on 

a plane. It’s lifting up into the sky, to travel across an ocean, before finally settling down in the 

land where gods were born. 

As we pull into the parking lot behind Grandma’s condo the typical Florida afternoon 

downpour begins. Grandma slowly totters along while holding her little old lady umbrella that 

she always keeps in her handbag over my head so I don’t get soaked and end up back in the 

hospital. It’s nice and all, but I’m about three feet taller than Grandma so I end up just kind of 

walking hunched over to get under the umbrella, which doesn’t make my chest feel too hot. 

Finally we get into the creaky old elevator. It grumbles and lurches its way up to the sixth 

floor. By the time Grandma unlocks the door all I want to do is cry.  

“What’s that face for?” Dad asks. 

I gasp. He’s seated at Grandma’s breakfast bar with a cup of coffee. Not on a plane to 

Greece—but here. 



“You stayed!” I rush forward, throwing my arms around him. “I knew you wouldn’t 

leave without me. Where are Mom and Mavis? Are they mad they missed their trip?” 

The look on Dad’s face as he peels away from me tells me everything I need to know. 

“Edie, it was Mom’s grant. And her dream. You know that. Asking her to miss this chance…” 

I swallow hard. Force a nod. “Right. I know.” 

And I do know. Mom met Dad when they were both studying abroad in Greece years 

ago. They fell in love, she got pregnant, and Mom decided to stay home with us kids and give up 

her career until we were older. I never really understood it. Why couldn’t she do both?  

When I ask Mom she’ll only says she was overly worried about our safety just like any 

young mom. Really, though, Dad’s always been the more overprotective one, while Mom is 

constantly pushing me to let go and embrace my wild side. I’ve tried to tell her I don’t have a 

wild side, that I’m pretty sure I was born without one. That’s when she gets this glint in her eye 

and insists that someday I’m going to surprise myself. If Mavis is around she always like to add, 

“In bed.” Ha ha ha, Mavis. 

Anyway, once I started high school, Mom decided it was time to pick up where she left 

off. She finished her degree and then this opportunity to work in Greece came up. Dad didn’t like 

it. They tried to hide the fact they were arguing, but even though neither of them are screamers, 

there’s always a certain tone to their voices when they’re upset. Eventually Mom won and well, 

it was immediately obvious how excited she was. Suddenly Greece this and Greece that was all 

Mom could talk about. 

So yeah, unless I was on my deathbed, there’s no way Mom wasn’t getting on that 

airplane. And Mavis, well, she was always Mom’s favorite, while I’ve always been Dad’s.  

I hug Dad again. “Thank you for coming back for me.”  



He ruffles my hair. Or tries. It’s wet, so he just sort of rubs my head instead. “Well, I had 

to decide who needed more help staying out of trouble—you or your mom. You won, but only 

just barely.” 

“Hey, Dad,” I smile up at him. “Speaking of trouble…since we’re here all summer with 

nothing to do, maybe you can help me get more driving practice in.” 

“Aw, baby girl.” Dad smiles fondly. “I would rather spend an afternoon wrestling 

alligators then be inside a vehicle you’re driving.” 

“Dad!” 

“But I did have an idea.” He rummages in his pocket and then holds up two laminated 

cards with a ta-da expression.  

“Those are bus passes.” 

“Yup. Good all summer. I figured, well, maybe we could explore the public 

transportation system in our fair city. It’s eco-friendly and it’ll be an adventure!” 

I stare at Dad. He is working so hard to sell this. Only the vice principal of a junior high 

school would be this excited about bus passes, and only a monster would burst his bubble. 

“Wow. Bus passes and knitting. Best summer ever.” Somehow I manage to keep most of 

the sarcasm out of my voice. 

Dad grins back at me. “Best summer ever,” he echoes. 

Thing is, I think he means it. 

  



 

Chapter 2  
 

That night I have a terrible nightmare. I can’t breathe, like when I have an asthma attack 

but a hundred times worse. I realize I’m underwater. My grandmother floats by, her eyes vacant. 

She’s dead. I wake clawing at my throat. Dad finds me sobbing on the floor.  

Inhaler in hand, he makes me take three deep breaths to calm my breathing. 

“It’s okay, it’s just the medicine you’re taking. It gives you bad dreams.” 

“It was so real.” I tell him. “I thought I was drowning. Grandma—” 

“Your grandma is fine. She’s sleeping.” 

He gets me back to bed and stays with me until I fall asleep again. It takes a while. The 

cold feel of the ocean is in my bones. 

After a couple of days of rest I’m back to normal. It’s actually fun living on the beach 

with Grandma. She has a bunch of kooky friends. They beach walk every morning and knit in 

the afternoon. Although I think their knitting circle is just an excuse to day drink and gossip. 

My dad and I start taking bus trips together. We go to historical sites and then find the 

best beach bungalows to eat seafood. It rains a lot, even for Florida, and Dad is terrified I’m 

going to catch a cold or worse again. He gets me a full body rain coat that is stifling in the humid 

Florida heat. 

Every so often he oh so casually asks if I want to give Bronwyn or Toby a call and see if 

they want to come along. The first few times I mumble something about them being busy, but 

finally I can’t take it anymore. 



“Dad, we’re not friends anymore. Okay? I have no friends. I am a social pariah. So let’s 

just go to the home of the world’s largest milkshake and make ourselves sick drinking them. 

Sound good to you?” 

Of course, Dad being Dad, he couldn’t let it go. He waited until we were trapped on the 

bus together to ask, “Wanna tell me what happened?” 

No, I really didn’t. How could I explain that I got drunk and kissed the star of the lacrosse 

team? A guy I’d been crushing on for two years. A guy who was currently dating someone else.  

But that’s not even the worst part. Our kiss gave him some sort of weird rash. All around his 

mouth and lips—even his tongue—it looked like he’d been burned or something. He told the 

whole school I’d given him gonorrhea. And then two other guys on the lacrosse team said I’d 

given it to them too.  

Just like that, I wasn’t just a slut. I was a dirty skank. Never mind that I’ve never had sex 

with anyone. And that this was only, like, my third kiss. Not that anyone would believe that. My 

friends didn’t drop me so much as slowly back away, until they were just specks in the distance. 

No one came to visit me during my week in the hospital. That’s when I realized this 

wasn’t going to blow over. I’d sorta nurtured a dream that Mom would love Greece so much 

she’d insist we stay and I’d finish out my last two years of high school there. But that’s 

obviously not going to happen.  

“Hey, Edie.” Dad nudges me. “Whatever it is, you can tell me. I’m a cool dad, 

remember?” 

I laugh. My dad is such a huge dork.  



I tell him an edited version of the story—minus the drinking and gonorrhea. And he says 

all the right things. How it takes two to kiss and how that boy was the one cheating on his 

girlfriend. Finally he kisses my forehead. 

“You’re young. You’re allowed to make mistakes.” 

And then we drink milkshakes so big we have to unbutton our pants for the bus ride back 

to Grandma’s. 

 

  

Once a week we Skype with Mom and Mavis and it’s always the worst part of the week. 

Mavis is tan and glowing and has five different gorgeous Greek boys madly in love with her. She 

tells me about each one in great detail. Including the hot guy who was on the flight with her— 

Nico. If he’s anything to go by, Greece has the hottest boys on the planet. 

Halfway through the summer, I start to dread Skype day. Mom never seems totally into it. 

It’s weird, almost like she’s nervous to stay on the line too long. I can tell it irritates Dad, but he 

won’t say anything to her about it, or at least not when I’m in the room. There are definitely 

some lowered tones when I walk away, but I try not to eavesdrop. If they’re fighting, that’s their 

thing.  

I’m actually relieved one day when Dad says no one’s picking up. Dad freaks, though, 

and tries to connect five more times. Each time there is no answer he becomes more upset. 

“They’re just busy,” I say. “Mavis probably has a new boyfriend and Mom—” 

“No.” Dad cuts in, his voice sharp. “Your mother wouldn’t. We had a deal. She couldn’t 

miss a Skype. I didn’t want to worry that she’d gone missing.” 

“Missing? Why would she go missing?” I stare at Dad. “What are you talking about?” 



He blinks, as if seeing me and remembering I’m his daughter. “I meant if she got lost 

while sightseeing. I’m just…I’m going to call her cell. I’m sure it’s a time thing.” His phone is 

already in his hand as he speaks. There’s no way I’m getting any more answers out of him.  

Later tonight we’re going to an all-you-can-eat place called the Shrimp Shack. I’ll ask 

him again on the bus about the Mom going missing thing. Being stuck in a confined space and 

questioned ruthlessly can work both ways. 

Dad scrubs his face and mutters, “Not answering. Damn it.”  

“Dad?” I ask. He doesn’t seem to hear me, too engrossed in whatever he’s typing into his 

phone. 

Deciding to give him some space, I step out onto the balcony. 

Grandma is already on the boardwalk with her friends. Even from the sixth floor she’s 

easy to spot with her bright orange sun hat. 

“Hey!” I call out, waving to get their attention. One of her friends catches sight of me and 

nudges Grandma. Soon there’s five old people waving wildly.  

I am still laughing when I see it.  

My hands freeze in midair. Dogs in the condos all around us begin to bark madly. It’s 

like they can sense what’s coming. 

A wall of water in the ocean. 

“Grandma!” I scream. “Run!” 

Sirens begin to wail. Grandma and her friends finally see what’s rolling in behind them 

and just stare in shock. Finally, they get moving, scrambling back toward the building. I lean 

over the balcony, watching as they disappear beneath the awning below.  



From behind, strong arms wrap around me. My father pulls me away from the railing and 

yells, “We have to get higher up.” He jerks me back into the condo and then shuts the sliding 

glass door, flipping the flimsy lock—as if that will keep out what’s coming. 

I can’t tear my eyes away from it. It’s a wave unlike anything I’ve ever seen before. I 

could swear I see the shape of a person. A giant foamy head with leering mouth and two long 

arms reaching forward. I blink and shiver as two great watery hands slam against the beach. 

The condo shudders. 

We run to the condo doorway and I turn back in time to witness the wave’s face slam 

against the glass door. It shatters—shards of glass and water mixing as they tumble through the 

air—and time slows. 

The glass flies toward me. I freeze, unable to move, once again proving Mavis’s theory 

that I’d be the first to die in a zombie movie. Closing my eyes, I scream; the sound burns and 

scrapes at my throat. 

“Edie, c’mon,” Dad tugs at my hand. 

I cough and a puff of smoke comes out of my mouth. The glass and water that had been 

flying at me are gone, leaving only wafts of steam.  

I barely have time to process this as Dad grabs my shoulders and pulls me through the 

doorway. Water pools around our feet as we rush for the stairs. The sea rains down on us, the 

stairway becoming a river. The current is strong but Dad goes first to take the brunt of the force 

and I struggle behind him, using the railing to pull myself up. 

When we reach the eighth floor, the water breaks—the wave must not have been this 

tall—and we tiredly make our way up to the top of the building and out onto the roof. The 



rooftop greenhouse gleams in the sunlight, but no one is inside. We’re the only ones up here. Are 

we the only ones who made it? 

I collapse, drained, and Dad hugs me. “It’s okay,” he says as I shiver against him. 

“You’re in shock. You’re okay,” he repeats. He thought to grab my inhaler, or had it on him, and 

places it in my mouth. 

“Deep breath,” he tells me. 

I nod and inhale, letting the medicine open my lungs. I also let myself cry a little.  

I come back to myself slowly. Where did that wave come from? Why was there no 

warning? What happened to my grandma and all her friends? 

“Grandma!” I yell, struggling to my feet. I rush to the edge of the building.  

“No, don’t look,” Dad yells after me, but I have to see. 

I look out over Cape Athena and freeze. There’s water as far as the eye can see, with 

buildings poking out and cars bobbing to the surface. 

The ocean has swallowed the land. 

 

  



 

Chapter 3  
 

My first clear thought is of my grandmother. 

“Maybe she was able to grab hold of something,” I say, even though I know it’s unlikely. 

Dad knows who I mean. 

“Yeah,” he agrees, his hands landing on my shoulders. “She’s a wily old lady. I wouldn’t 

count her out.” 

I lean back into Dad as more tears leak out and the water swirls below us. 

“Edie, sweetheart, I know this isn’t a great time, but in case anything should happen to 

me—” 

I whirl around to stare. “Nothing’s going to happen to you.” 

Dad nods. “I hope not. But this—he spreads an arm wide, indicating the devastation 

around us— “Florida doesn’t get tsunamis or tidal waves, or whatever that was.” 

“It’s global warming. Crazy weather and storms and…” I’m desperate for an explanation. 

“I don’t think so, not this time.” Dad sounds so certain. “This…this is something else.” 

The image of that face in the water flashes across my mind. I push it away. “I don’t 

understand. What else could it be?” 

Dad hesitates for a long moment. “Mom and I always told you that you were named after 

my Great Aunt Edith. But that isn’t true. I don’t even have a Great Aunt Edith. I don’t have any 

family at all, except for Mom, Mavis, and you.” 

I am suddenly more scared than when we were running from the water. This moment 

feels too big. I swallow and try to make a joke. “Are we clearing our consciences before we die? 



If so, I should probably tell you—remember several years ago when the old globe in your study 

broke? Well, it was me, not Mavis, who broke it. I wanted to see how fast I could spin it and 

well, it went pretty fast before it fell off your desk.” 

Dad doesn’t laugh. 

I nudge him, desperately needing his grim expression to change. “C’mon, you’re not 

withholding forgiveness in our final moments. Are you?” 

Dad takes my hands. “Edie, I know you’re not ready for this. But we’ve run out of time 

and you need to know who you are.” 

“I know who I am.” I hold up my inhaler. “Asthma. Chronic bad back. Oddly good at 

knitting. I’m basically seventeen going on seventy.” 

Dad shakes his head. “No. Edie. You need to listen. Your mother named you. Your re—” 

 The whole world shakes and rumbles. I stumble and Dad catches me. 

 “Not another wave,” I cry, searching the empty horizon. 

 “Edie.” Dad’s hands clench around my arms. “Run for the stairs. Go down to our floor 

but stay in the hallway. Away from all windows.” He releases me with a push. “Go now! Hurry!” 

Running is not an asthmatic’s strong suit. Especially after how quickly we got up the 

stairs. I kind of jog-walk down the stairs, then take a break on the third landing. There’s running 

and shouting in the hallway, and I hear a dog barking excitedly, reminding me of Grandma’s 

dead Bichon Frise and Grandma’s silver head disappearing under the awning and… 

 “Shit,” I say, slamming my shoulder into the door for our floor. A rogue wave doesn’t 

just happen. There had to have been an earthquake somewhere. Are there earthquakes in Greece? 

Mom wasn’t answering her phone. 



 I grab my phone from the counter—remarkably it isn’t wet—and go right to Twitter. 

#RogueWave is trending and #CapeAthena. Everyone is marking themselves safe and there are 

endless thoughts and prayers flying around. What I don’t see is reports of an earthquake 

anywhere, or a missed call on my phone. In the age of instant news, Mom and Mavis didn’t 

check in when they knew our condo took a direct hit from a tsunami. 

 That’s not a good sign. 

 My phone goes off and for a split second my heart leaps, certain it’s Mom.  

But it’s Dad, FaceTiming me.  

I hold up my screen, ready to share my fears, no matter how bad, when I see it’s not just 

Dad in the picture. He’s in the greenhouse up on the roof, plants thick and heavy on all sides of 

him. There’s another face behind his, wet, dripping—pure water itself. It’s on the other side of 

the greenhouse glass. I can see it pressed up against the window, pulsing. It’s like the face I saw 

in the wave, but detached just standing behind my… 

 “Dad?” I ask, my voice quiet and unsure. 

 “Edie, listen to me,” Dad says. “If somebody comes to you and tells you to go with them, 

do NOT do it.” 

 “Um, duh?” I say, wondering if this is more side effects of my medication. Surely there 

isn’t some water specter standing behind my dad while he talks to me about stranger danger. 

 “Unless they say the word ichor. Do you understand?” 

 “Icky?” Yes, I am definitely hallucinating. Dad is telling me to only go with icky people. 

I let out a wild, high pitched giggle. 

 “Ichor,” Dad repeats patiently. “I. C. H. O. R.” Behind him, a crack starts to appear in the 

glass. 



 “Edie, I’m sorry. I wish I had time to explain—” 

 But he doesn’t. The glass breaks, the face pushing through and overtaking Dad in a wall 

of water. His phone shorts out and I’m standing in our living room staring at a black screen, just 

saying the word dad, over and over and over. 

  



 

Chapter 4  
 

 Okay. Okay. Okay. 

 Mom and Mavis are incommunicado.  

Dad is—I’m not ready to think about that yet.  

Which leaves Grandma. Dad told me to stay away from windows, and there’s no way the 

water has gone down yet, but it must have. I can hear other people now, voices rising up from the 

beach. If people are outside, surely I can be near a window? 

 I look out. Tentatively. The water has receded. The beach is littered with all kinds of 

things that rolled from further inland when the water swept back out to sea. There’s a car on its 

side, basically everyone’s patio furniture, a lot of bicycles, and a bunch of huge umbrellas from 

all the outdoor restaurants. I spot a bright orange hat and let out a gasp. Grandma. 

 But first, I’ve got to at least try the roof. My legs tremble as I trudge up the stairs for the 

second time. It’s not just the exercise. I’m scared. If I was watching myself in a movie I’d be 

screaming, “Don’t go on the roof, you dummy!”  

I hesitate at the door and then, giving the handle a twist, come bursting out. 

“Auuughh!” I scream in full warrior mode. Or try to, but my lungs can’t muster more 

than a squeak. 

It’s all for nothing. And no one.  

The greenhouse is entirely gone, broken glass and torn plants scattered across the rooftop. 

There’s the wreck of the metal frame, twisted and gruesome, but that’s it. No Dad. No trace. 

Almost like the water just came and swept him off the roof, but that’s not possible.  



I walk to the edge of the roof and look at the building across the street. The bricks are 

only wet about twenty feet up. The water didn’t get as high as the roof, no way. 

I close my eyes and remember Dad’s expression on that FaceTime call. Intent. Focused. 

Scared. He knew that water face thing was out there. Hunting him.  

But that can’t be possible. Dad is the stuffy vice-principal. An evil water monster is not 

gonna come after a guy who makes dad jokes and dreams of someday retiring to play the 

competitive Scrabble circuit. I mean, right?!?    

 I shift every torn leaf and chunk of metal I can, looking for some clue that he’s still alive. 

Looking for some hope. 

 I finally find it beneath a piece of glass that I carefully use the toe of my shoe to flip 

aside. Dad’s cell phone. The screen is cracked, but when I pick it up a picture of my own face 

smiles up at me. Dad is beside me in the pic, half cut off because he’s terrible at taking selfies. 

It’s from our last bus ride. Tears well up, blinding me. I scrub them away and type in Dad’s 

code. The phone doesn’t unlock. I try until it locks me out.  

 “Shit. Shit. Shit.”  

 I used his phone last night to order dinner. He never changes his code. It’s the month 

Mavis was born and the month I was born. 0309. When and why did he change it? 

 The sun is beating down and I know there’s nothing more up here. I take the stairs all the 

way down, hoping Dad will be at the bottom, wondering where I am. With Grandma at his side. I 

hold onto this hope as I navigate the stairs. They’re a wreck; fish and sand and seaweed make 

them slippery and I have to be careful not to fall.  

It takes forever but I make my way down to the lobby. A few people are gathered there 

already, talking and crying and praying. 



Passing them, I make my way out to the beach, broken glass and bits of torn up pavement 

shredding my sandals in seconds. By the time I’m past the worst I’m barefoot, the wet sand 

strangely cool on my aching feet.  

I just walk for a little bit, searching faces. Everyone is looking for someone, people are 

calling names, people looking for their dogs, and dogs looking for their owners. I spot a cat 

sitting high in a windowsill, tail twitching in the sun, completely unconcerned. 

 “Dick,” I say, and I swear it looks right at me. 

 I see dads and moms and children all finding each other, a lot of joyful reunions. But not 

me. I haven’t found Grandma. What I do find is a line of yarn, drawn tight in the sand. It’s a 

bright orange, the same color Grandma had been using to make an afghan for the minister’s wife. 

The one I don’t like, she kept saying.  

 I follow the yarn, and it leads me right back to the condo, under the awning where I saw 

Grandma run for safety. I thought she’d made it, and Dad had said not to count her out, but I’ve 

been looking for Grandma for at least an hour, and something tells me I should have found her 

by now. 

 When I enter the building I see the yarn leading up to the elevator. The doors are closed, 

the yarn pinched tight. There are a bunch of men working around it, talking excitedly. They get 

quiet when they see me, and my chest gets even tighter. 

 “What happened?” I ask. 

 The men look at each other, one of them finally decides to take the plunge. “The 

elevator…it looks like she was trying to go up, to the sixth floor.” 

 “That’s where she lives,” I tell them. “My grandma.” 

 One of the guys take his hat off. My heart sinks. 



 “She didn’t make it,” I say, almost to myself. 

 “No,” another guy says. “She did, but…” 

 My heart leaps, hoping Grandma is fine. Except he said but.  

“But what?” I ask, desperate. 

He pauses, not wanting to tell me more. That’s when I spot the blood, just starting to seep 

from inside the closed doors, tinging the orange yarn a dark red.  

 “It fell.” I finish for him. “It fell six floors.” I sink to the ground and am comforted by 

strangers. 

 

 It’s been a few hours and everyone is being really nice to me. Mostly because it looks 

like I’m the only person that lost someone. Lost everything. I try to tell people about the second 

wave, the one that took Dad. I say “wave” instead of “water face” because people are already 

worried enough about my mental and emotional state. But nobody saw a second wave, and 

eventually I figure out the EMS people are not going to let me go back up to the room if I don’t 

start making sense. 

 So I try. I tell them no, I’m just confused. Dad was definitely swept away by that first 

wave, and Grandma died in the elevator. Her friends find me, tell me they had warned her away 

from the elevator, but that she couldn’t get up the steps fast enough with her hip, and she had to 

get to me, immediately.  

 She didn’t. They know that. I know that.  

 They all say what they think will help—EMS people, condo management, Grandma’s 

friends. That it will be okay. That it was an act of God. That it’s a good thing my mother and 

sister are away and are safe. 



There’s some talk about me being a minor and not able to stay alone, but there’s a ton of 

confusion—lots of damage and minor injuries to take care of—so I just slip away and go back 

upstairs.  

I shut the door, happy to put something solid between me and the rest of the world. I 

collapse on the couch, grabbing my phone again and hoping to see that Mavis called. Or Mom. 

Something. Neither has posted on social media in the last twenty four hours. 

 There’s no one. Nothing. 

 I sit on the couch as the sky grows dark. I play back the day, rewriting different parts. I 

tell Grandma not to go for her walk. We don’t go all the way up to the roof. When Dad tells me 

to run, I insist on staying with him. Instead of FaceTiming me, Dad gets away from the water 

monster. Why did Dad waste his time with that anyway? Or why didn’t he say the normal 

things? Stuff like I love you. Instead, I got ichor. Whatever that means. 

 Ichor. The word echoes in my head. I can hear Dad spelling it out.  

 My body stiff, I shift to pull my phone from my pocket. I do another Mom and Mavis 

check, which again comes up empty, before Googling ichor. 

 “What?” I stare at my screen. 

 It means blood of the gods. 

 I tense. One of the back spasms that’s plagued me my whole life, pulses through me. I cry 

out in pain. Dad always make me lie on the floor when this happens, so that’s what I do now.   

 I lie on my back, stare at the ceiling, and wait for this to pass. 

  



 

Chapter 5  
 

Six Months Later 

 

Mom and Mavis are still missing. I’ve been told the Greek police force is stumped. They 

seem to have disappeared without a trace.  

People say to have someone you love go missing and not have answers is the worst. But 

they’re wrong. The worst is when you get the call that your father’s body has washed up on the 

beach ten miles north of where he was last seen. The worst is going to the morgue to identify 

him. The worst is having to make the decision to bury him next to Grandma.  

The worst is my life. 

I have foster people now. I refuse to refer to them as family. 

They’re not so bad. But they’re not so great either. Thank God I’m seventeen and only 

have to do this for a year. 

I think they had this idea about really making a difference in someone’s life. Carla, that’s 

the lady, told me on the first day, “We’re gonna get your inner light shining again.” 

But that light is permanently burned out, so far as I can tell. And I like it that way. I don’t 

want to feel. I don’t want to think. And I sure as shit don’t want to shine. 

I can tell Carla and her husband, Rod, are disappointed with me. I’m a dark little rain 

cloud drifting through their beautiful house full of beautiful things. They’re art collectors and 

dealers. Expensive and strange sculptures seem to be their specialty. Expensive and strange and 



delicate. If I get within breathing distance of anything they immediately cry out, “Ah, don’t 

touch that! It’s delicate!”  

This weekend, though, I have the house to myself. Carla and Rod are on an all-day 

buying trip. I could tell they were nervous about leaving me alone with all their precious art for 

so long. The last thing Rod said was, “Uh, just so you know, most people wouldn’t understand 

the true value of what we have here. If you took one of these sculptures, like say ‘Wisdom’ right 

here”—he gestured to a sculpture that looked like a pile of human teeth. “If you took that to the 

local pawn shop they wouldn’t give you anything for it.” 

“Don’t worry, I wasn’t planning on pawning anything while you were gone,” I told him. 

Rod let out this big fake laugh. “Oh no, no, I know you would never. Of course not, I was 

just saying.” 

Once they’re gone, I flop on the couch and try to find something to binge watch on 

Netflix. I’m debating between two different cooking competition shows when there’s a knock on 

the door. I’m tempted to ignore it, but Rod and Carla specifically mentioned an important 

delivery I needed to sign for.  

With a sigh, I head toward the door and look out the peephole. There’s a courier with a 

package on his hip. He knocks again, and then checks his watch like maybe he knows I can see 

him and I’ll get the point that he’s got other packages to deliver. I crack the door open, the 

security chain still in place. 

 “Yeah?” I ask. 

 “Rod Mason?” he says, raising his eyebrows. I probably don’t look like a Rodger. But I 

also don’t feel like explaining, so I just nod. 



 “Package for you,” he says, looking at me expectantly. It’s a box, not an envelope he can 

slip through the crack to me. I groan a little, inwardly. I know it shouldn’t be the first thing on 

my mind right now, but this guy is hot and right now I am…not. For the first time in a long time 

I reconsider my oversized sweats and t-shirt look.  

 I open the door and hold out my hands for the package, but he shakes his head. “Sorry, 

gotta sign.” 

 I motion for him to follow me inside while I look around for a pen, and he does, closing 

the door behind him. I hear it click, and think to myself that’s pretty ballsy of him, but when I 

turn around—pen up in the air like maybe I’ll stab him with it—he’s just standing in the front 

hall, smiling. I try to act like I wasn’t going to impale him with a Bic as I take the clipboard from 

him. 

 “Now, remember to write Rod Mason, since it’s not for you…Edie.” 

 I glance up and he tips me a wink, a sly little one that almost has me smiling back until I 

realize something. “How do you know my name?” 

 “I know a lot of things, Edie,” he says, voice calm. Like he’s trying to keep me that way 

too. “Your name. Your Dad’s name, the name of the thing that killed him.” 

 “What?” I drop the clipboard and it clatters at my feet. “He was killed by a rogue wave.” 

 The guy laughs. “No way. Leviathan doesn’t have that kind of power. Levi just hitched a 

ride on that wave, as a way to get to your father.” 

 “Levi? Who the hell is that and why would he want to get to my father?” 

 The smile falters, the dimples disappear. “You really don’t know, do you?” 



 I shake my head, and he drops the box. Whatever’s inside crunches loudly in a way that 

tells me Rod and Carla’s latest super delicate and expensive sculpture might be a little bit 

broken.  

 “Great,” he says. “That’s just…seriously?” 

I edge away from him, back toward Carla’s desk where I’m pretty sure there’s a letter 

opener. I reach behind me, hands clattering over a calculator, her notebooks, and then—yes! The 

slim blade slips into my palm. 

 “Look,” the guy goes on. “I’m the messenger god. Also, occasionally, a finder of lost 

things. Like you. But I didn’t realize exactly how lost you would be. I figured your dad told his 

daughter—” 

 “Told me what?” I yell, brandishing the letter opener in front of me. 

 He studies me, and then he says, “Ichor.” 

 The word stops me. It’s the passcode Dad told me. 

 “Ichor,” I repeat. “Blood of the gods.” 

 “Aw, look at that. You do know things. Good job.” He says it like someone praising an 

especially stupid little dog. “Yep, blood of the gods, and it’s gonna get spilled real fast if we 

don’t get you up to the Academy. I’m Hermes, by the way.” 

 He holds out a hand, but I don’t shake it, my fist still tight around the letter opener. 

 “Herpes?” I’m so confused. 

 He doesn’t even blink. “One million two hundred thousand and seventy-eight.” 

 “What?”  



 “That’s how many times I’ve heard that joke. Now,” he swipes the blade out of my 

hand—at least, I think he did. It’s like he didn’t even move. I just felt a breeze on my hand and 

then he had the letter opener…and I didn’t. 

 “Listen,” he says, tossing it back and forth. “I’m not going to hurt you. Obviously, your 

Dad didn’t tell you much, but he did tell you the password.” 

 “Ichor,” I repeat, like maybe it’ll protect me somehow from something. Like that 

Leviathan?  

 “Levi—Leviathan,” I say aloud. “What is that? What killed my dad?” 

 Hermes walks over to an antique silk armchair that isn’t actually meant for sitting. Or at 

least that’s what I was told. But Hermes didn’t get that message, apparently, because he collapses 

into it, still twirling the letter opener in his fingers. “Oh, Levi’s nothing, really, just a water 

monster.” 

 “A monster?” 

 “Not a particularly powerful one, either. Be glad they didn’t send Scylla after him.” He 

pauses. “But I guess they didn’t have to. Levi got the job done.” 

 “The job…” My heart, which has been like a rock in my chest, thumps hard, reminding 

me it’s still there. “The job of killing my father, you mean?” And now I can feel the blood 

pumping through my veins too, and I realize as my hands start to tremble, that I’m not scared.  

I’m pissed.  

 Hermes throws one leg over the side of Carla’s chair, and that’s when I spot them. Little 

wings on his feet, popping out of his ankle on either side. 

 “Holy shit,” I say, backing away until the couch hits me in the knees. I fall onto it. “What 

is that? What are you?”  



 Hermes ignores me my order as he lifts up his leg. “Didn’t think wings would come as 

that much of a shock to you. Unless…” he cocks his head again, like he’s getting messages from 

above. “You really don’t know anything, do you?” 

 I shake my head. “Well you didn’t know that I didn’t know, so I guess we’re both a little 

under-informed today.” 

 He grins. “You’re cute when you get feisty.” 

 “Oh my god, are you seriously flirting with me right now?” 

 “Oh. My. Me. Yes I am.” He tilts his head so his hair flops over his left eye. My mouth 

goes dry. He is so intensely…intense.  

After six months spent with all my feelings on lockdown, it’s too much. I pull out my 

inhaler and suck air into my too-tight lungs. By the time I tuck it away, I’m calm again.  

I look back at Hermes, who is amusing himself with a sculpture of the Eiffel Tower made 

entirely of Barbie doll limbs. “I’d rather have the explanation without a side of flirtation.” 

He looks amused. “You think I can just turn all this charm on and off?” 

“Yes.” 

 “Okay, okay.” He leans forward in the chair. “Have you ever had anything happen to you 

that you couldn’t quite explain? And no—” He stops me before I can say, yeah my dad being 

killed by a big water face.  “I mean something that happened to you, or maybe because of 

you? Something you did?” 

 I’m about to shake my head when I remember that first rush of water and the glass front 

doors of the condo going to pieces in front of me, the water rushing forward until…it stopped. 

But it didn’t stop, it just kind of evaporated. 

 “Yes,” I say. “Maybe.” 



 “And what about…” Hermes gets up, moving slowly. “Don’t think I’m being weird, kid. 

Just hold still, okay?” 

 I definitely think he’s being weird and I keep a close eye on him as he circles behind me. 

He keeps telling me to relax and I keep telling him to back off, until finally he lets me have the 

letter opener back. I grip it tightly as he touches my back. 

 “I promise you can stab me if you think you need to,” he says, and then his thumbs press 

down right between my shoulder blades and I scream. 

 It’s a familiar pain, but one I haven’t felt in a while. The school nurse had made one hell 

of a face when they did scoliosis checks in sixth grade, sending home a note saying that I 

probably need x-rays. Dad said I didn’t, said the school should stick to worrying about test scores 

and he’d worry about his daughter’s health. But then the pains began, and Mom developed a 

worry line between her eyebrows. 

 It had become a dull, constant ache, one that I carried with me every day and rarely 

notice anymore. Not until Hermes pushed on the spot. Immediately, one of my back spasms 

wracks me with pain. 

 “Don’t touch me,” I shout at Hermes, and I mean to sound tough, but it’s useless. I just 

sound scared and hurt. And I dropped the knife, anyway. 

 “Sorry.” He comes back around in front of me, face suddenly sympathetic. “You’ve 

never let them out?” 

 “Let what out?” I ask, still seething through the pain, though it’s dulling. 

 He shakes his head. “Wow, that must hurt like a bitch. I feel like I’ve got fasciitis just 

after one day tucking mine in. Your father might’ve though he was protecting you, but really he 

wasn’t doing you any favors.” 



 “Don’t you dare insult my dad,” I tell him, my voice a little stronger. 

 “Okay, okay, look,” he says, when he sees my frustration growing. “It’s the easiest way 

to convince you. Listen to me. I want you to think about that pain, really feel it.” 

 “I do feel it,” I growl at him, rolling my shoulders.  

 “No, like really think about it. How it feels as if there’s a center that it radiates from.” 

 “Will doing this make the pain go away?” 

 “Make the pain go away? It’ll be better than that. It’ll be like the best morning stretch of 

your life.” 

An involuntary sigh whooshes from my lips at the thought of that sort of stretch. I close 

my eyes, re-thinking this ache that’s been with me since sixth grade. “Two centers,” I correct 

after a moment. “There’s not just one.” 

 “Great, good,” he says. “Now I want you to focus on those centers with your mind and 

push them out.” 

 I crack one eye open. “Push them out?” 

 “Yeah.” He holds out his palms flat, moving his arms toward me. “Push that pain out, 

away from your body.” 

 “Okay, weirdo,” I say. Then I do. 

 The pain intensifies and I feel like I’m about to pass out, but then there’s a release. It’s so 

sudden and so complete that I drop to my knees. 

 There’s a rush of wind past my ears, but there can’t be. Carla and Rod keep all the 

windows shut tight for humidity control. I look through the doorway to my bedroom where the 

closet mirrors reflect my shock. That’s not all they reflect. 

Two leathery black wings sprout from my back. 



 

Chapter 6  
 

 “What the actual hell?” I ask. 

 I flex and the wings flex with me. That’s it. I’ve lost my mind. As I stand and search for 

my phone, my wings clip two different sculptures. With a gasp, I spin around to grab them and 

hit two more.  

 I freeze, afraid of more destruction. “Make them go away.” 

 “You need to practice shifting,” Hermes tells me. “Then eventually you’ll be able to 

change into a full”—he looks at me— “well, not sure what you are, honestly. Obviously you’re 

not a werewolf, or a mer-person. I mean, we can rule out anything that doesn’t have wings. 

Maybe you’re a harpy. They’re rare but not unheard of.” 

 I hold up my hand to stop him. “How do I…un-wing?”  

 “You mean, shift back? Just think about pulling your power into yourself. I know that 

sounds weird but if you do it right, it won’t hurt.” 

 I concentrate. And nothing happens.  

 “You should partially shift at least once a day.” 

 “Good to know.” I rub my face. “Now what the hell is going on?” 

 “I’m here to invite you to attend Mount Olympus Academy.” 

 “Oh my god,” I say.  

 “Gods,” he corrects. 

 I deflate. My dad is gone and my mom and sister are incognito. I pull into myself and feel 

kind of a pop. I turn around and around. My wings have disappeared!  



 My relief is short-lived. A quick look around tells that it was actually five different 

sculptures that smashed to the ground. Falling to my knees, I pick up pieces, wondering if there’s 

any chance I can get them put back together.  

 “My foster people are going to kill me.” 

 “Hmm.” Hermes shrugs. “Humans murder over the strangest things.” 

 I look up at him, unable to tell if he’s joking. “I didn’t mean literally.” 

 He stands and holds out a hand. “Leave that junk. Leave these terrible people who have 

so much junk and come with me.” 

 I stare at his hand, tempted for half an instant. Then shake my head and go back to sorting 

out lacquered gummy bears that had been shaped into a giant octopus. 

 “Look, I knew the password,” he tells me. “Also, YOU SPROUTED WINGS. What more 

proof can I give you that the gods are real and you belong with them?” 

 “And you’re here to take me to Hogwarts?” 

 “Mount Olympus Academy,” he corrects with a gleam in his eye. “We’ll help you, teach 

you about your past, and do our best to find your family.” 

 “Find my family?” Gummy bears fall from suddenly numb fingers. 

 “Your mother and Mavis, right?”  

 I nod as tears suddenly threaten. “You could really find them?” 

 Hermes reaches down and lifts me to my feet. No—floats me to my feet. “For one of our 

students there is nothing we wouldn’t do. Your mental and physical health is our first concern.” 

 He seems sincere. There’s a warmth in his eyes. And his hands which are still holding 

me. I want to smile back. I want to— 



 “Stop.” I jerk away, breaking the contact and whatever he was doing to me. Almost like 

he was trying to hypnotize me with warm gooey niceness. “What was that? And what is this 

school really? You just want my organs, don’t you? Are you going to sell my kidneys on the 

black market?” 

 Hermes has the audacity to laugh.  

 “Is this all just a joke to you?” 

 The laugher fades and he reaches out to me. I scuttle away.  

He shakes his head. “I apologize. Okay? I didn’t realize when I came here today that I’d 

have to explain everything to you. It’s tedious and I thought a little charm might move us along a 

little faster.” He pauses and frowns. “It’s strange. It’s been centuries since that little trick failed 

to work for me.”  

 “Seduction is a little trick?” 

 He rolls his eyes. “Oh please. That wasn’t seduction. If I wanted to seduce you, you 

would know.” 

 Hermes takes another step toward me and though I want to hold my ground, I can’t. I 

can’t even hold his gaze, which is once again intense enough to make my breath short. 

 I pull out my inhaler and take a few short puffs before I’m finally able to say, “I’m not 

going anywhere with you. I don’t like you and I don’t trust you.” 

 “Not even for your mother and sister?” 

 “I. Don’t. Trust. You,” I repeat. 

 “Right.” He nods. “And what about for your father?” 

 “He’s dead.” 

 “Yes. Murdered. And the ones responsible are laughing at how easy it was.” 



 My hands clench into fists and my wings whoosh open once more. 

 Suddenly Hermes is at my side, not touching me, but his mouth so close to my ear I can 

feel his warm breath. “The Academy doesn’t teach normal classes. We train creatures like 

yourself to hunt. We would teach you how to find those who killed your father. You could make 

them pay.” He pauses and then adds softly. “For your grandmother too.” 

 “Grandma?” My throat goes tight. 

 “That elevator falling was not an accident.”  

My heart is no longer a rock. It is solid and beating and furious. An hour ago it all 

seemed pointless. But suddenly I’m alive again. Dad and Grandma were taken from me and there 

was nothing I could do about it. Or so I thought. I can’t turn back time. I can’t bring them back. 

But maybe I can find justice.  

Finally, I have a purpose.  

I turn to look Hermes in the eye. “How soon can we leave?” 

He smiles. “How quickly can you be ready?” 

I run for my room, laughing as my wings catch more sculptures and they crash around 

me. It’s less amusing when I can barely get down the hallway. Or through my bedroom door. 

Luckily, as I quickly throw some clothes into a satchel they fold up once more. I tear off my 

ripped t-shirt and study it for a moment, realizing my wardrobe is going to need some 

modifications if I’m gonna be doing that on the regular. Since I’m changing, I also switch out my 

dirty sweatpants for jeans. The last thing I grab is Dad’s cell phone. I gave up on trying to figure 

out the code to unlock it and haven’t bothered to charge it. 

 Hermes calls from the other room, “You don’t need to bring everything you own. You’ll 

be given a uniform and anything else you need. Cell phones don’t work on campus. Neither do 



computers. There’s no WiFi, so nobody bothers. Bring some of that perfume you’re wearing, 

though. It’s got a nice smoky smell.” 

 “Okay, creeper.” I mutter, not bothering to inform him that I don’t wear perfume. 

Quickly, I grab a few last things, like a framed picture of us just before summer. I’ve kept it face 

down on my bedside table. Now I look at it again.  

Dad’s mouth is open as he tells some joke I can’t remember. The rest of us are laughing. 

We look so happy it hurts.  

I shove the picture in my bag and go to find Hermes. 

 “Let’s go. How did you get here? Do you have a car parked outside? If not, I have a bus 

pass.” 

 Hermes grins. “Oh honey, I don’t ride the bus.” 

 “Well?” I ask. 

 “We’re going to fly.” 

 


