Winter’s Orphans

Minastood still for what seemed like along time. She knew that it
would be a mistake to do what Camhlaidh wanted. He could have
nothing good in mind for her. But curiosity pulled at her like ariptidein
the ocean, and she took one step, then another.

The woman turned slowly to look at her. Her face had the pallor of a
corpse, and her eyes had sunk back into her head. Blood ran down her
legs and feet, soaking through her wretched dress.

A feeling crackled along Mina s skin, awhisper of power that made the
hairs on the back of her neck stand up. She took a breath, and it was
like needlesin her lungs.

"Bean-nighe," she said, and her voice shook, "what is the name of the
one whose winding sheet you wash?"

The bean-nighe smiled the ghastly grin of something dead. "Wilhelmina
Cole," she said.
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Toal my
grrifriends
past and present;

you rock the world, ladies.
CHAPTER ONE
It began the day the girl was dragged into the machinery.

Her shriekstook amoment to pierce through the clattering din of gears, the clanging song of shuttles.
Minalifted her head dowly, her fatigued mind taking timeto register the new sound, to wonder what it
might be. Then with aterrified oath, she grabbed the clutch to stop her looms, saw at least one shuttle
snarl the cotton threadsinto a hopeless spider’ s weaving before she had even turned away.

The victim was on her knees, her arm between two massive drums turned by heavy belts. Blood from the
crushed limb dicked the drums as they rumbled on, grinding her bones and seeking to drag more of her
into their hungry maw. She was anew girl, perhaps not yet cautious enough around the machines,
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perhapsjust unlucky enough to have adeeve flutter whereit shouldn't.

The overseer, Jacob, grabbed ineffectudly at the drums and the belts driving them, only to have the skin
gripped ingtantly from his pams. The belts hooked onto the huge drive shaft, which was turned by the
gigantic water whee! that powered the mill.

And there was no way to stop the whesd!.

The girl’ sshrieks turned into a high, keening wail that sounded like nothing human. Other girlswere
screaming now, for the horror of it, or because they knew that the same thing could happen to them dll
too easlly. The male mule spinnersran past, going to Jacob’said, asif the combined strength of dl their
muscles might somehow cease the whed’ sturning.

Mind s body shook, asick feding pooling in her gut. She wanted to turn away from the sight of the girl
being devoured by the machines, from her horribly dow and agonizing death. She wanted the screamsto
go away, the blood to vanish, the smell of fear to dissipate. She wanted it to stop.

Agony congtricted around Mind sthroat like anoose. Her legs went out from under her, and she
crumpled to the hard wooden floor. Pain spiked through her neck, into her spine, down to her belly, and
for asingleingtant of terror she thought that she had somehow gotten tangled in the machines hersdif.

The belt connecting the drumsto the drive shaft snapped.

Then Abby wasthere, bending over her, long curly hair hanging into her face. Hands the color of fine
chocolate touched Minaworriedly. "Minal What'swrong? Areyou dl right?'

The pain eased, receding to an angry burn encircling her throat. Minanodded, sat up, and tried her voice.
It scraped coming out. "I’ m fine. | just...got light-headed.”

"Who wouldn't, seeing that?* Abby whispered, and fear crept into her rich voice. Sheturned to Sare at
the broken drive belt, pulling Mina s gaze involuntarily behind her. "The belt snapped. . .did you seeit? It
wasamiracle. God must have been watching over ustoday."

Minastood up carefully, forcing shaky legsto hold her. Jacob and the other men were carrying the
injured girl out, and Mina caught aglimpse of the red ruin of her am. God wasn’t watching any of us
today, shethought grimly. With ahurt like that, the girl would never work again. If she survived, she
would find hersdf in debtors prison for being unableto fulfill her Contract of Indenture.

Mina made her way back to the narrow aide formed by the four looms she operated. The threads on
two had become hopelesdy snarled and would have to be untangled and knotted back together. The
piecesthey werein, by which Minawas paid, were probably ruined. The other girlswent back to their
own looms, even though it looked like there would be no more work today. They were dready ten hours
into the shift, and it wasn't likely that the belt would be fixed before the factory bellstolled.

Oncethe girls had passed by and |eft her in relative solitude, Mina dowly reached up to touch her throat.
Theiron collar around her neck had left anarrow band of burn-tender skin beneath.

She' d wanted the screams to stop. She' d focused on the drive belt. And something had gone out of her,
like abird flying free from her mouth....and the belt had snapped.

Minaclosed her eyes and drove her fingernailsinto her pamsin afutile attempt at denial. "Not again,”
she whispered. "God, not again.”



Duncan'’ s hands jerked sharply when the wave hit him, sending his bow flying acrossthe violin stringsand
into the street. For an ingtant, his head spun and rang, asif the world was a kettle filled with water, and a
giant had just struck the side. The smell of dark water, of earth, of the cold caverns beneath the ground,
filled hisnodtrilslike wine. Heinhded indinctively, holding the memory of it asitsredlity faded.

One or two passers-by glanced a him curioudy; others averted their faces, perhaps fearing that he was
having some sort of embarrassing fit. They had not heard the sound, of course, had not smelled that
elusive scent which whispered of power more heady than the finest brandy. They only saw acrippled old
street musician thrashing about at things no one e se could perceive, asif perhaps his mind had tarted to
go theway of hiswasted legs.

Supid, he berated himsalf. How many times had he warned his students against reacting to things that
could be sensed by no one fully human? How often had he schooled them in keeping their expressions
neutral before others, no matter what assaulted their fagling senses? Odd behavior was the quickest way
to get noticed, and to get noticed was to court disaster. One wrong word spoken to the wrong ear would
ensure that no one ever saw them again.

It had been shock that momentarily robbed him of his self-control. A burst of unwarded power...that
was't the sort of thing one anticipated. Generaly speaking, faglings who forgot to ward their spdllsdied
quickly, hunted down by the Sedlie Court before they had the chance to make the mistake a second
time

It must be a child, who does not know any better, hethought unessly.

But it hadn't smelled or felt like the work of achild.

A young man paused and bent to pick up Duncan’ sfallen bow.

"Thank you, kind gr," Duncan said distractedly.

The man smiled, tipped his hat, and dropped asmal coin into the tin cup sitting within easy reach of the
whedlchair. Although Duncan normally remained on his corner throughout the day, haf-performing and
half-begging, he began to pack hisviolin and bow back into their case. He had to find out who had been
the source of the power he' d fdlt.

For if hedidn’t, they would be dead before the next day dawned.

~*

It seemed odd to walk across the courtyard to the factory gate without the bellstolling behind her. The
sunwas gill high in the sky, its merciless glare beating into Mina stired eyes. Her swollen feet dragged,
and all her bones felt as though they had been taken apart and put back together wrong. She wanted
nothing more than to go back to the one-room apartment she called home, lay down on the straw
mattress, and never stand up again.

Abby caught up to her at the gate. The girls pooled inside the counting room that guarded the only exit,
waiting on shrew-faced Mr. Parsm to scuttle out from behind his desk and grudgingly unlock the heavy
door. Their eyesweretired, sunken hollowsin paefaces. Inaway, they dl looked aike, with their long
hair tied up in buns, their skirts gone gray from athousand washings, their dull iron collars. A few of the
children bounced from one foot to the other, eager to be out early even though it meant less money for
ether their indenture or their families.

"Did you see how it happened?’ Mina asked quietly asthe gate swung back.



Abby shook her head. "No. Juliadid, though. The girl’s deeve got caught somehow.”

Mina nodded absently. That was why she had abandoned the fluttering skirts of the other women and
adopted the more practical trousers, suspenders, and shirts of the men. Her hair she kept cut severely
short, giving the machines one less thing to grab. So far, the only accident she' d had in sixteen years at
the mill had come when a shuttle thrown from the loom struck her in the face, leaving a crescent-shaped
scar over her |eft cheekbone.

So far. Confidence never paid.

Minafished arumpled cigarette out of her pocket and it it. No open flames were allowed inside the mill,
because of the cotton dust that choked the air. She tried to make up for it by chain-smoking her way
through her few precious hours of freedom.

"Um, were you coming back to the apartment just yet?' Abby asked nervoudly.
Minasighed, knowing what was about to follow. "Camiliacoming over?'
"Yes" Threeyearsand Abby still couldn’t keep anote of happiness out of her voice. Do you mind?*

Yes, | mind. | mind very much. Camilia’s the daughter of the man who owns the biggest
gun-making factory in Niune. She can damn well afford to pay for a hotel roomif she's horny.
Hell, she could pay off Abby’s Contract and set her up in the nicest apartment in the city if she
wanted to.

"No, | don't mind."

Abby broke into asunny smile. "Thanks. | really appreciateit. We both do." She hesitated, looking down
at her hands. Theleft one was missing the last two fingers. "I only have two years left on my contract, you
know."

There was nothing to be said to that. Abby wastoo smart to truly believe that would change thingsin any
substantial way. In two years, Camiliawould probably have married some rich young factory-owner’s
son and started popping out a bunch of factory-owning babies. It would be harder for her to escape
down into the tenements for abit of quick sex. The chance that Abby would ever even see her again after
that was remote at best.

Maybe Abby thought that once the collar was off, Camiliawould somehow start viewing her as more of
an equa. Maybe she thought Camiliawould fal in love with her.

But Minaknew that love was just a pretty word for lust that people had invented so they wouldn’t fed
guilty about using others. It was too bad Abby wasn't awhore. At least then she' d get something for her
troubles besides a broken heart.

Abby flitted away, dreaming of the evening to come. Mina sighed and turned her steps down towardsthe
Blackrush. She briefly toyed with the idea of eating something, but that would cut into her money for
cigarettes and acohol, the only two thingsin the world she gave a damn about except for Abby. To hell
with it—she' d have breakfast tomorrow.

She wove through the pedestrians until she reached the riverfront. The turbid water |ooked |eaden under
the cloudy sky. It doshed rhythmically againgt bridges, piers, and boats, like the body of some huge,
restlessanima. A broken wagon whed floated by, accompanied by the usua flotsam of waterlogged
paper, fishing line, and sawage. Thin children searched the gray mud of the banks. Minawondered what
they could possibly belooking for.



The Blackrush was rank and foul with refuse, but she loved it nonethel ess. The movement of its dark,
peat-laden water was as compelling as the heartbeat of alover. She liked to stand on the bank and smell
the weeds that grew aong the edge and watch the gulls that rose and dipped above. 1t would be foolish
to actudly enter the polluted waters, but sometimes she thought about it anyway; imagined the cold water
closing over her head. If she dove down to the bottom, what secrets would she find there?

None. The water’ s too murky to see anything, fool.

Minaturned reluctantly away from the water and made her way aong Fishwife Lane. Newspaper boys
stood on street corners, crying out the headlines: "New Treaty with Grynnith! Queen Rhiannon to Hold
Greatest Triumph Celebration Ever! Partidly-Eaten Corpse Pulled from the Blackrush!”

No shit, she thought sardonicaly. Fish and crabswould do that to a body that stayed in the water longer
than aday. | suppose it wouldn’'t sound so dramatic if they pointed that out, though.

Her cigarette was nearly burning her lips, so she put it out and got another. She had to stand with her
back to the rank wind off the Blackrush to keep the match from blowing out. People moved al around
her, people who had families and friends and red lives that included something more than grinding
twelve-hour shiftsat the mill. She drifted through them like a shadow broken loose from its moorings.
Herds of pigs grown deek and fat from the garbage of the streets jogged past, snorting amongst
themsdves, their little eyeswild and smart. Minaenvied them.

She turned onto Blackstrap Alley, passed the bars and wild tavernsthat catered to the men who worked
thewharves. A few salorsloitering in the doorways gave her hard looks. They probably thought that
they were eyeing up a pretty boy. No one bothered her, though, for which she was grateful. She'd never
found hersdf in a situation down here that she couldn’t handle, but even o, it often seemed like it was
only ametter of time.

She stopped outside the familiar splintered door and wide glass windows of one of the bars. The drinks
served within were advertised in paint on the insde of the window: racehorses, mora suasions, smashers,
and phlegm-cutters. The pub on the other side of the door was a quiet place that didn’t attract the
rowdier sorts. Broken-looking men drank in the corners, their eyesfixed on their mugs. A few women
were scattered among them, but most didn’t look to be soliciting. The clientele here were seldom
boisterous or rich enough to provide for agood whore.

Mina passed them by and dlid onto aseet at the dark bar. The man behind the counter was asfamiliar to
her by now as her own face, but she had never spoken to him beyond the demands of ordering and
paying. "Applejack," she said automatically, and he started to fill adirty glass. Shefished in her pocket
for the very last scraps of her pay.

The acohol burned the inside of her throat but eased some of the ache on the outside. It was agood
thing that the collar couldn’t be removed. Otherwise, Abby would want to know what had happened.

And Minadidn’t have an explanation.

She gared into the depths of her drink, wondering bleskly if it could bring even momentary forgetfulness.
A part of her had spent the last eight years on edge, she acknowledged bitterly, just waiting for another
impaossible occurrence. It had been along time since William died, but she remembered the feding; asif
her entire body bresthed had out, or asif she’ d pushed with someinvisible muscle that she' d never used
before. There had been that identical instant of euphoria, of complete and utter freedom, before the burn
of theiron collar had dragged her back to earth.

Only the ending had been different: the broken railing, the screams, and William’ s shattered body on the



floor below. Everyone had thought his degth was just an accident—after al, he had been seen to sumble
without anyone e se touching him. Therailing must have been weak, aflaw in the wood, impossible
otherwise that he had fallen hard enough to go throughiit.

Impossible that an unseen blow had shoved him through it.

She closed her eyes and took a deep, steadying breath. There was il the chance that William' s degth
had been an accident and that blind luck had saved the girl today. Maybe I’ m cracking up. | just
thought 1 killed William because his death made me guilty over what | was feeling towards him.

But her main reaction to his death had been horror, not guilt. Horror...and the nervous fear that it might
happen again.

But it didn’t, not for eight years. So why now?

There was no way to answer that. She didn’t even know what she was doing, so how could she
speculate on how it might work? Hell, she wasn't entirely sure that this sort of thing didn’t happen to
other people. Maybe not commonly, or else she would have heard of it, but on occasion. Not for thefirst
time, she wished that she’ d had alittle more education. She' d gone to school for eight years, three
months each year—Ilaw required that much out of the mill—but that had been only enough to show her
how little she redly knew. Someone university-educated might be able to tell her what had happened.
But that sort of person wouldn't be caught dead talking with afactory davelike MinaCole.

And even if she did know someone to ask, who was to say that what she had done wasn't evil ? She'd
killed aman, after al.

Yes, but | saved the girl today. That has to count for something.

Shelet out along sigh and tossed down the rest of her drink. For dl she knew, it would be another eight
years before anything else odd happened to her. It might be never.

She stood up and made her way out of the bar. Thislate in the month, she didn’t have enough money to
do any serious drinking, so she would have to find some other form of entertainment tonight. Maybe a
long walk aong the Blackrush.

The endless summer day wasfinaly coming to aclose, the heat-shimmer dying off the roadway. A
hansom cab clattered by, curtains drawn. A dog barked somewhere nearby. The smells of rotting fish,
rank riverweed, and stale vomit blew past on the breeze.

Minawaked amlesdy until the sun was a bloated red orb half-dipped below the horizon. Theair lost
some of its suffocating heat, and breath came easier as shadows descended. Lamplighters made their
way down the street, and Minafdt atouch of scorn for those who tried to defy the night with palid

gedight.

Thefaint click of nails on stone caught her attention. She dowed, glancing about warily. Her wandering
feet had taken her back towards the tenements that housed many of Hobb Mill’ sindentured workers.
She had lived there since leaving the orphanage at sixteen, long enough to know to step cautioudly after
nightfall.

The sound came again, became more regular, the click-click-click of adog making itsway aong the
street. Mina paused, suddenly uneasy. The echo off the sagging walls must have deceived her ears, for it
sounded as though the beast was only afew feet behind her, despite the fact that therewas no living
cregturein Sght.



A mound of moldy kitchen garbage suddenly moved onitsown, asif something unseen had brushed
againg it. The clear print of ahuge paw appeared in the dimy ruin of some unidentifiable vegetable.

For an ingtant, Mina stood frozen, staring at the print in shock. Then, asthe sound of unseen claws on the
cobbles drew closer, she turned and fled.

*

Duncan was not aman given to swearing, but by now anumber of crestive expletives were running
through hismind. His arms ached with weariness. It had been along time since he had stirred thisfar
from home, and he had alowed himsdf to lose some of hisformer stamina. Of course, he could admit
that he wastired and ask Bryan to push the wheelchair for awhile.

Poor, crippled, invalid Duncan cannot even get across town by himself. | think not.

Bryan paused in the shadows, comfortably away from the nearest gadight. His dark skin blended with
thenight. "I don’'t know," he said, his handsome face creased with afrustrated frown. "I thought we'd
have caught up with him by now. Do you think he' s hiding from us?'

"No." Duncan took a deep breath, tasting and smelling for power. It pulled at him, like the pull of the
earth on ahoming pigeon’sbrain, like the suck and drag of adeep riptide. Fainter now, almost lost
beneath the smdlls of the city, but till there.

"He snear,” Duncan said quietly, the taste of power on histongue like musk and wine. "1 canfed the call
of hisblood. Heisn't using any wards to keep me from tracking him, so I doubt he knows that we're
here. He may not know anything about his power at al." Duncan shook hishead and forced his aching
armsto propd his chair forward. The smél of the Blackrush cameto him, and his heart lifted. "H€e s near,
Bryan. He—"

The sudden yelp of adog in pain broke the night. Duncan froze, the whed chair trundling forward on its
own momentum, until it fetched up againgt an uneven paving sone. Bryan' s eyes widened, and he shifted
hisgrip on the heavy staff he carried everywhere with him.

"A Hound," Duncan hissed. " Straight ahead, down by the water!"

Then Bryan was running, long legs moving with unthinking fleetness. Duncan whedled after him, letting the
dope of the street carry him recklessly fast. The crumbling tenements flanking the street ended suddenly,
opening out onto a dender bridge that gracefully legpt theriver.

Something moved among the pylons at the water’ s edge.

A young man stood benegth the arch of the bridge, wildly swinging abroken piece of driftwood. Through
Duncan’sright eye, it gppeared that the youth was striking at nothing. But through hisleft, he saw the
pure glow of the Hound' swhite coat, the blazing fire of its blue eyes.

Bryan camein from behind, damming his staff full force onto the Hound' s back. The Hound bayed in
surprise and pain, its hind legs going out from under it. Another swing of the saff caught the sde of its
head, staving in the skull so that its golden blood spurted out in ahot jet. Bryan jumped back to avoid

getting any on him.

Silence descended. The youth dropped the broken plank he had used in self-defense and stared blankly
at the now-visible corpse of the Hound. There was aragged tear in the left deeve of his shirt, and blood
trickled unheeded down hiswrist and fingersto drip in the weeds.



Duncan skidded to astop as close to the bank as he could go without tipping the wheelchair over.
Startled by the movement, the youth looked up, and Duncan redlized his mistake. The unknown fagling
was awoman. Manuitrition had robbed her of height and had flattened out any feminine curves. Her pae
blonde hair looked asif she had cut it hersalf with dull shears, in the dark, and was so short that it stuck
out in every concelvable direction. Againgt her hair and the pallor of the skin, her black eyebrows and
earth-brown eyes|ooked startling.

There was something odd about the arrangement of her features, in the pointy chin and dightly upswept
brows. Something fox-like, perhaps, that no one would be able to name unless they aready knew what
they were looking at. The fae blood was strong in her, to leave itsinhuman stamp so clearly.

Then she moved, and he saw the faint gleam of light off the iron collar around her throat.

She' s afactory slave. His stomach turned over queasily—to have iron pressed against your skin like
that, day after day, the power strangling inside of you...God in heaven, it would be awonder if she
was dtill sane.

"W-who areyou?' she demanded, glancing franticaly from them to the corpse of the Hound. "What is
thet thing?"

Duncan sighed. Explanations were dways the hardest part. "We cdl them Hounds."

"How did you know it was there? How could you see it? Why did it attack me?' She stopped and
glanced at Bryan, who was busy shoving the Hound' s carcass into the Blackrush. The water would
obliterate it quickly. "Who the hell are you?"

Duncan amiled thinly. "My nameis Duncan RiDahn. My friend is Bryan Shopper. There will be plenty of
time for explanations|ater, but for now your wound should be tended to."

Her eyes narrowed in unexpected suspicion. "Are you some kind of doctor?!

"The old man is some kind of just about everything,” Bryan opined as he climbed back up the bank to the
road. Therewere weedsin his hair, and he stank of dime. "He knowswhat he’ sdoing."

She shook her head, taking a step away from them. "'l can’t pay you."

"l don’'t want your money," Duncan said patiently. "If you' Il come back to my home, wherel have my
things, I'll be ableto trest you."

A sudden sneer transformed her mouth. "1 don’t think so. I’ m not going anywhere with two men who say
they want to doctor me and don’t want any money for it."

Duncan blinked, shocked. Suspicion over sexua motives was not the norma reaction that amanina
whesdchair got from women.

Bryan burst out into gales of laughter. "The old man, luring women back to his house fo—" He dissolved
into chuckles, shaking hishead inincredulity.

"That' s quite enough, Bryan," Duncan snapped, mortified.

Thegirl quickly stepped back. Her dark eyes kept them both in her field of vision, not willing to lose sight
of ether. "I’m not supid,” she said softly. And then she turned and ran.

"Hey, wait!" Bryan shouted, startled. "Hey, we saved your lifel"



"Let her go." Duncan listened to the sound of the wind, struggling to sort her footsteps from the lap of the
water. If she made any noisg, it waslost to him.

"But she needs our help!"

"I know." Duncan remembered the distrust in her look. Of men in particular, he wondered, or of
everyone? "But she can't takeit. Not yet, at any rate. Go down the bank and seeif you can find any of
her blood on the reeds where she stood off the Hound."

“Why?

"WEe Il be ableto useit to locate her. And it will tell uswhen we need to do so. A Hound has never bitten
you, Bryan, but one has bitten me, and | remember its effectswell enough. At best, the venom will make
her very ill. If the bite was degp enough, it might kill her."

~*

Rhiannon tapped the arm of her chair impatiently. It waslate; for once, no sounds of servants chattering,
or guards marching, or dignitaries stabbing one another in the back disturbed the tranquility of the palace.
A sole human guard stood on the other side of the double doors leading to her private receiving room,
unaware that his queen and the man who was supposedly her son needed no such protection.

She sighed and leaned back. For amoment, she considered dropping the glamour that made her appear
the aging-but-till-rega stepsister whom she had killed so many years ago. But there was dwaysthe
chance that the guard would enter for some unexpected reason, and she would hate to have to explain
the man’ s disappearance.

Roderick stood arrogantly before her, golden curlsfalling delicately over his shoulders. He, too, wore
glamour, athough its purpose was more to conced the alien features that came from blood more fae than
human. He gave her a seductive smile that had once seemed appealing, but now irritated her.

Perhaps he thought that he could distract her from the matter of hisfailure.

"L et memake certain that | understand you aright,” she said, giving him a cold smilethat made hisown
grin fade like the sun before night. " The Hound sent to dispatch the fagling has not returned. Am | to
understand that this person istill in my city, then?”

Roderick shook his head sharply. "No. Not at dl."
"Y ou think that the Hound killed him, then?'
"Of course. Otherwise, we would have fet him again, wouldn’t we?"

Rhiannon roseto her full height and glared down a him from her dais. "Don’t pretend to be stupid,
Roderick. If the Hound did not kill him, then who killed the Hound? There aren’t any unsediefagings
leftin Derel”

"Wedon’'t know that."

"l do." She sat back down, chewed ddicately on anail. "Or would you rather have me believe that the
Knights and Hounds—which, | believe, are under your control—have somehow falled intheir only
task?"

He sulked. She had found his pouts becoming when shefirst assumed the throne. Of course, he had been



fivethen, not forty. "Of course not,” he muttered.

She settled back into her raised chair, folding her long-nailed hands over her ssomach. "They had better
not. Find methefaeling, Roderick. And do so quickly, before | lose patience.”

CHAPTER TWO

Thetalling of the factory bell invaded Mina s dreams, dragging her up from atroubled deep that had
brought her little rest. Her eyesfelt crusted shut, and once she opened them she wondered why she had
bothered. The mildewed plaster ceiling seemed to sway overhead, and the smell of cooking bacon
drifting up from one of the apartments below made bileriseto her throat. For an instant, she wondered if
perhaps she had gotten drunk last night after al. But the painin her left arm belied that moment of wishful
thinking.

She sat up, moving dowly to keep her ssomach inits place. Last night, Abby had torn up her only spare
shift to make abandage for the vicious-looking bite. Minahad told her dl of the truth that seemed
credible—she had been attacked by a stray dog but had managed to fend it off. Invisble dogs and
strange men in wheel chairs would have been too hard to explain, to hersalf aswell asto Abby.

Pus stuck the cloth bandage to the wounds, and she gritted her teeth asit pulled free. The punctures
benesth appeared deceptively smdl, but the skin around them was swollen and inflamed, and yellowish
liquid oozed dowly from each wound. Theinjury hadn’t looked half so bad last night.

Abby pushed hersdlf up on the straw mattress on the other side of the room. Her spiral curls of black hair
amogt hid theiron collar at her throat. "How doesit look?" she asked deepily.

"Fine" Minalied, hurriedly retying the bandage before Abby could see. "What' sfor breskfast?'
"What do you want?'

"How about potatoes, eggs, cheese, bread, and butter?’

"We ve got oatmed . The servants must have forgotten to do the shopping again.”

Minastripped out of her sweat-soaked shift and dressed s owly, while Abby boiled water on the cast
iron stove. In the winter, the stove also served as the only source of heat for the one-room apartment.
Unfortunatdly, it served much the same function in the middle of summer.

Abby cast her afew odd looks as they ate oatmeal out of a pair of cracked bowls, which Mina had
found in the garbage behind a restaurant. Not wanting to talk, Mina pretended to study the scarred
surface of thelir rickety table. Her thoughts went back to the night before and the two men who had
charged in to save her. The younger one had struck at the invisible dog asif he could see it somehow, as
if he had faced such things before.

The dog and the men had to be connected to what had happened in the mill earlier. Invisble dogs didn’'t
attack most people, and Mina couldn’t believe that chance had anything to do with the fact that it had
sdlected her asitsvictim. What if there were otherslike it out there? Would she have to spend the rest of
her life scared of something she couldn’t even see?

And the two men—where had they come from? How had they known? Who were they?

A part of her uneasily wondered if she should have gone with them after al. They hadn't seemed



surprised by the invisible dog, which meant that they knew something about what was going on. Knew
things that she needed to know, too. Like maybe how to avoid being mauled to death.

They might have been just as predatory as the dog, she reminded hersdf sharply. Whatever drew it
to me must have drawn them as well, and there’ s no knowing that their intentions were better
than those of the beast.

She remembered her last glimpse of her mother’ s face, the only part of the battered body that the nurses
at the charity hospital would let her see. The once-smooth skin was swollen like ripe fruit, turned red and
black from bruising. Her nose was nothing but a pulp with bits of white bone gleaming here and there
through dried blood. One eye socket had been broken, and her jaw was shattered, distorting her features
into those of a stranger. Mina had cried then, thinking that the nurses had brought her to see amongter.

She had stayed at the factory even after she left the orphanage, hoping to avoid her mother’ sfate. The
orphanage didn’t care who held her Contract, so long asthey got their money. Mina owed them for eight
years of food, clothing, and shdlter; the crude numbers etched into her collar proclaimed that she would
be thirty-two years old before they considered the debt paid. The only things she had been qudified for
were staying on at the mill or lying on her back in some whorehouse. She’ d thought the factory would
keep her from sdling her womanhood.

The stupidity of youth. But at least she was safe behind brick walls, instead of out on the streets
somewhere. No matter how tired and sore she was at the end of a shift, she was safe.

Or had that safety just been anilluson, one that was starting to wear thin like chegp drapery?
"Mina?' Abby’ svoiceintruded into her thoughts.

Minablinked, discovered that she had been sitting listlesdy, spoon dangling over ahaf-full bowl of
congealing oatmed. "I’m sorry. What?'

"| said we haveto get going, or €lse we won't get there before the gates are locked.”

Minascrambled to her feet, and the two roommeates hurried down the narrow, ill-lit stairwell and into the
dreet. Fellow workers from the mill surrounded them, faces gray and wan in the early light. Weariness
had settled into Mina s bones years ago, a constant fatigue that she would have thought she' d get used
to, yet never did. The achein her hands and feet never redlly went away either, even after anight’ s deep.

She smoked two cigarettesin quick succession on the way to the mill, stamping out the last on the street
when the familiar brick wall cameinto view. The factory bell began tolling just asthey walked through the
gate. Mr. Param glared at them and shut the doors with a hollow boom.

They climbed seven flights of cresking wooden gairs. The only light came from tiny windows set in the
thick brick of the outsde wall. Faded posters sternly reminded everyone not to smoke or to light any
open flames. Cotton dust had settled in every crack and crevice, and hung thick and heavy in the air.
Mina paused halfway up the stairs to cough, and she wasn't the only one. She wondered if anyone had
ever died just from breathing.

The weavers room was directly under the attic, and al the summer heet collected there. Minawiped
swest from her brow as she threw the clutch on her looms, unwilling to contemplate what the temperature
would be like by midsummer. The heat made her fed alittle faint this morning, and she wished that the
weavers were alowed to St down.

Jacob walked padt, sharp eyes on the lookout for any girl who might be starting late. Minayelled his



name before she took the time to think about the wisdom of it. Jacob stopped and came back. Hewas a
big, burly man with a perpetud scowl, which made a pleasant contrast to William’ slying smile. Mina
wondered what Jacob would think if he knew that she had inadvertently cleared the way for hisown
promotion by killing his predecessor.

"What? | sthere a problem with aloom?' he demanded.
"No. | just wanted to ask about the girl. The one who got caught in the drums yesterday? Did she live?"
He seemed vagudy surprised that she didn’t know. "She' ll live. But they say she' ll never work again.”

Minawinced and nodded. They both knew what that meant. Debtors prison. Unlessthe girl had some
freerdaives willing to accept indenture to work off her debt, she might never seethelight of day again.
Her heart heavy, Minathrew hersdf into the work, taking the girl’ sfate as a painful reminder. She
despised the looms, despised the noise, the tedium, and the weariness.

But she also depended on them, and that was something she could never alow hersdlf to forget.

Theburning painin her arm hadn’t diminished any. In fact, it seemed to be getting dowly worse. She
rubbed at it, and then jerked her hand back with ayelp at the tenderness. What if the wound was
infected? Whet if...?

No.

But by the end of the day, Mina could no longer deny that her condition was worsening. The exhaustion
that dragged a her was more than the normal weariness of aworkday. The stairwell spun threateningly

around her as she exited the mill, and she paused amoment outside, letting the cool evening wind touch
her face.

"You look awful!" Abby exclaimed when she came abreast. She touched Mina s forehead with a dark
hand. "Y ou're hot, and your skinisclammy. Areyou Sck?!

"Nothing that alittle rest won't cure,” Minamanaged to say. "Maybe I'll go to bed early.”

Abby fussed over her the rest of theway home. Minalay down on her straw mattress as soon as she
came within reach of it, rousing just enough to eet alittle of the broth that Abby fixed from their dwindling
stores of food. When Abby findly stopped bustling about and went downgtairs to fetch water from the
communa pump out back, Mina propped hersalf up against the wall and dowly rolled up her deeve.

Radiating out from the biteswere angry red lines that streaked her arm amost up to the shoulder. The
flesh around the wounds had swollen hugely, and thick yellow pus oozed out.

"Oh God," Minawhispered in terror. "Oh God."

~*

The next morning camein ablur of light between fever dreams. Mina burned as though held up to the
face of the sun. Swesat drenched her shift and plastered her hair to her forehead. It took al the strength
she had to lift her head and take a sip of water from the cup Abby held to her parched lips.

"I'll tell Jacob you'resick,” Abby said, fear lacing her words. "I'll leave the pitcher and the cup here by
you. Will you bedl right by yoursdf?"

"We can’'t both misswork,” Minapointed out hoarsely. In truth, neither of them could afford to skip a



shift. Their sdarieswere not that large to begin with, and after half was taken out to pay back their
respective indentures, very little was left over for food or the rent on the apartment. "It’s Saturday, so I’'m
only missing ahdf day. And we have tomorrow off—that’ Il give me plenty of timeto get better before
Monday."

Abby l€ft rluctantly. Minalay haf in adaze, her arm throbbing in time with her heartbegt. She knew that
she should change the dressing, but fear of what she might see beneath the bandage prevented her. All of
her muscles ached, as though she had been beaten with abroom handle, and any strength that had been
in them was gone. For the first time, she wondered whether she would survive.

The hours passed like abad dream. Minadrifted in and out of consciousness, no longer certain what was
delirium and what redlity. Ethereal voices sang at the very edge of her hearing, keeping timeto an
unearthly music. Thefireingde her grew, until shefet asthough tiny jets of flame must be coming from
every porein her skin. But the pitcher, its water long since warmed to the summer hesat of the room,
seemed impossibly far out of her reach.

Shewas drifting, haf in hallucination, when she heard the faint creak of the door opening. Her head felt
like aleaden weight as she turned to look. Surely it wastoo early for Abby to be back.

The black youth, who had fought off the invisible dog, stood in the doorway, cradling his crippled
companion in hisarms. The older man looked furious about something, his mouth drawn into atight line.
"She would haveto live upgtairs,” he groused, waving an angry arm at nothing.

Swest dripped down the other’ sface. "Don't do that! Y ou aren’t exactly light as afeather, old man."
"Stop complaning, Bryan. We' re hereto hdp.”

Minastared a them in bewilderment, certain that thiswas some bizarre fever dream. The youth rolled his
eyes and lurched across the room with his burden. His boot struck the edge of Mina s mattress, and she
redlized suddenly that they were dl too red. Shetried to Sit up, or a least roll away from them, but her
strength had deserted her. All she could manage was to bare her teeth and hiss, like acat protecting its
territory.

"No need to be afraid,” the older man said mildly. "We won't harm you." He held up a battered doctor’s
bag, asif it congtituted proof of hisgood intentions. "Prop me up against thewall by her palet, Bryan,
where | can reach her arm.”

Bryan obeyed. Once he was sttled, the man laid acool hand on Mina sforehead. "My nameis Duncan
RiDahn, if you' veforgotten," he said conversationally. His voice was degp and rich, and he spoke asif he
had come straight from the university. But his jacket was old and patched, the ebows worn thin and the
collar sadly frayed.

Hislong-fingered hands dipped down to her wrist and began to unwind the bandage. Unable to pull
away, Mina closed her eyesto avoid seeing the wounds. Bryan's horrified gasp cameto her clearly

enough.

Duncan clucked histongue. "Nothing that can’t be taken care of. But first we have to do something
about that."

Minaopened her eyes and found that he was pointing at the iron collar around her throat with alook of
extreme distaste. Bryan reached into the doctor’ s bag and drew out a small hacksaw.

"What the hel?* she gasped, jerking away from them. "What are you doing?'



"l can't help you while you wear iron,” Duncan said, asif the comment were self-explanatory. "Y ou do
want help, don't you?"

They were obvioudy both madmen. "Why won't you help me with the collar on? They’ll put mein prison
if you takeit off!"

Duncan touched her forehead lightly, asif soothing anervous animal. Shetried to draw back but wastoo
weak to do s0. He saw her small movement and dropped his hand quickly. “Thereis venom in the bite of
the Hounds. If it isn't drawn out, it will kill you. | can help you, but not if the collar isin place. Will you
dlow Bryantoremoveit?"

Mina closed her eyes. The room spun benegath her, and everything seemed distant and distorted. She felt
sck, so sick, and it was hard to think about what might happen tomorrow. Or about what made sense
and what didn’t.

"Doit, then."

The hacksaw made ahellish noise as it sawed through the weld on the back of the collar. Theiron was of
poor temper, and it snapped long before Minathought that it would. Bryan carefully pulled it away, and
for thefirg timein eght years Minafelt the collar’ sweight gone from her neck.

"Very good," Duncan said soothingly. "Whet isyour name?”
"Do what you' re going to do," she whispered hoarsely, ignoring his question.

Duncan nodded and took her hand loosdly in his own, the gesture oddly comforting. He pressed the
fingers of hisother hand against the wounds, sending asharp stab of pain up her arm. After amoment,
the burning sensation around the bites began to ease, and soothing coolnesstook its place. He closed his
eyes and bent over her arm, alittle line of concentration springing up between his brows.

With nothing better to do, Mina studied hisface. His features were narrow, ascetic, except for agtartling
aquilinenose. A pair of gold-rimmed glasseswith small, round lenses gave him ascholarly look, which
matched his cultured accent. He wore hislong hair caught back in atail, except for alock to either side
of hisface that had escaped the binding. Silver streaked itslight brown, and she guessed that he was
looking at the wrong side of fifty.

He caught her staring at him as he came out of the trance-gtate he seemed to have dipped into. Theirises
of hiswide eyes were asoft blue-gray that probably shifted hue depending on the colors around them.
Hiswide mouth quirked into asudden smile.

"Areyou feding any better?' he asked.

She nodded, surprised to find that it wastrue; thefire that had raged through her veins was gone. "What
did you do to me?"'

He only shook his head. ""Keep the wounds clean so that they don't become infected. And asfor your
missing collar..." Hetrailed off as he began poking around in the apparently bottomless doctor’ sbag. A
moment later, he drew out a cheap brass necklace, one short enough that it would encircleaneck in
much the same way that the collar had. Duncan held it up, asif exhibiting some oddity about it. Then the
chain was gone, replaced by an exact replicaof her collar.

"What the hall?' she breathed, awed.

Heleaned over, awkwardly fastened it around her neck with one hand, while keeping himsdf from



tipping over with the other. Bryan looked anxious, but seemed to know better than to offer assistance.

Even though Duncan’ s movements were those of aman fastening a chain, the necklace felt like her old
iron collar. Once he was done, Minaran her fingersaong its surface, and found only acrudeweld in the
back.

She swdlowed heavily. "What did you do?"
Duncan gave her an impish grin that removed yearsfrom hislined features. "Magic.”
He gestured imperioudy at Bryan, who lifted him with alook of long-suffering patience.

They were leaving, Minaredized in shock—simply walking out, asif they hadn’t waltzed in and turned
everything she thought she knew about redlity upside down.

"What do you mean, magic?' shecaled franticaly. "I don’t understand!”

Duncan gestured for Bryan to stop. "Y ou are very weak right now," he said quietly. " Spend the rest of
today in bed, degping as much asyou can. If you gill want to know tomorrow, cometothe Angd’s
Shadow Thester on Mummers Street. I’ [l explain everything then.”

"Oh." She watched them ease out the door. "My name' s Wilhemina Cole."

Thelast thing she saw of Duncan washisamile.

CHAPTER THREE

Minastood outside the Angdl’ s Shadow Theater and wondered whether she had cometo theright place.
The theater’ s name was engraved on adab of granite above the main doors, impossible to mistake, yet
the building had obvioudy been abandoned for sometime. Paint peded from itswooden wals, its
windows were boarded up, and drifts of trash had collected around the columns out front. The marquee
proclaimed that "The Inn a Donlauden” was currently bring performed, but the words were so badly
weathered that they were hard to make out.

Therest of Mummers Street had suffered asimilar fate. The thoroughfare nestled in the wide bend that
the Blackrush made through the east side of the city, terminating in abridge a either end. It looked as
though it had been apopular areaat onetime, lined with theaters, gdleries, and restaurants. However,
affluence had moved on like afickle lover, and now most of the buildings were elther boarded-up or
converted to shops selling second-hand goods.

Maybe there' s another theater by the same name, Minareasoned uneasily. But surely there wasn't
another street with the same name, and she had walked up and down the length of this one without
spotting another more likely prospect for her destination.

Fedling rather foolish, she walked up to the front doors and knocked. The heavy oak swallowed the
sound ingtantly. A few pigeonstook flight from the nooks at the tops of the ornate columns, startling her.

No noise came from within in response to her knock, and a heavy padlock discouraged any thoughts of
prying open the doors. Swearing angrily to hersalf, she spun on her hed and started away.

"Hey! Wait up!"



She turned back and saw Bryan jog out from anarrow aley between the theater and its nearest
neighbor. He was afew years younger than she and possessed of the sort of good looks that most
women probably found irresistible. His brown hair was almost the same shade as his skin, and he wore it
tied back with ared cloth at the nape of his neck. His clothing was nondescript: shirt, suspenders, and
trousersthat could have belonged to amost anyone who worked in the city.

Hewalked right up to her, his posture radiating an air of confidence that she thought some people would
find charming and others annoying. "I wasn't sure you’ d come, but Duncan seemed pretty certain of it."

"Hedidn't givemeahel of alot of choice” Her hand stole unwillingly to what fdlt like aniron collar
around her neck. "Why are we meeting here? If you think I’m going into an abandoned theater with you,

you'recrazy."
Bryan looked surprised. "Thisis Duncan’shome."

"This?" She frowned skeptically at the dilapidated building. It didn't fit. Duncan’s accent said educated.
And hisname, RiDahn, said nobility somewhere dong theline.

Bryan shrugged. "Y egh, wdll, the old man’salittle bit barmy," he explained affectionatdy. "But hell, he's
lived in Dere for decades without the Hounds or anything el se getting him.”

He started off again, asif that explained everything. Mina hesitated, then shook her head and followed.
They went around to asmadl side entrance that let onto along hal lined with doors. Sunlight fell in dusty
gripes from skylights, providing the only illumination. They walked the hdl’ slength, passing an unlit open
gpace on their right, which Mina guessed was the back of the stage. At the end of the hall, Bryan stuck
his head in through a doorway, which looked as if someone had done an inexpert job of wideningit.

For the wheelchair to get through, Minaredized.

"She' shere,” Bryan cdled cheerfully, beckoning her in after him. She hesitated, suddenly nervous about
entering asmall room where she might be trapped. They had plenty of opportunity to do whatever
they wanted yesterday, shetold hersdf uneasly. But ill, she remained wary as she followed Bryan
ingde.

The room shefound herself in was astudy in chaos. Trinkets, knickknacks, and obscure junk stuffed it to
burgting. The ddlicate cogs of clocks spilled off onetable, while ashef on thewall sagged under the
weight of water-polished stones. Playbills emerged from adrawer too full to close. A telescopewith a
large dent in it teetered on itstripod, and a microscope lurked on a chemical-stained worktable. A score
of chipped teacups and a profusion of pressed flowersfilled the spaces between.

And everywhere there were books. Books piled on shelves, books stacked under tables, books spilling
off chairs, so many that she felt asort of awe to think that one person could have read so much. The air
smelled of paper, ink, and the dust that accumulates on bindings.

All of the tables and shelves were oddly low, probably so that Duncan could reach them without trouble.
Heavy copper bars had been bolted into thewall in various places, and thick cloth loops hung from the
ceiling here and there, undoubtedly meant to help Duncan lever himsdf from hiswhed chair into the
over-stuffed wing-backed chairs.

Duncan was sitting in one of the chairs, perusing abook. If he had been able to stand, he would have
been exceptionally tal. The upper part of hisbody looked dender but lithely muscled beneath hisworn
frock coat. But hislong legs had wasted into skeletal thinness, so that histrousers hung on him like those
of ascarecrow. He looked up quickly as she entered, shoving his spectacles farther up his nose.



"I'm glad you came, MissCole," he said gravely.

Minamoved hesitantly into the center of the room, careful to keep an eye on both of them. ™Y ou two act
like you left me some choice.

Helooked abit rueful at that. "No. | don't suppose we did. How are you feding? May | look at your
wound?'

"Stop playing with me. | want answers. The Hound, the wound, the collar—either explain them to me
right now, or I’m gone."

He cocked his head to one sde. Ddlicate gold earrings gleamed in the shadows of hislong hair. "Haven't
you left something out? Didn’t something else odd happen to you, before the Hound attacked?”

Her eyes narrowed in distrust. She' d been right—the incident at the factory had drawn them to her. " You
are the one supposed to be answering my questions, not the other way around.”

He sghed, holding up hishandsin agesture of peace. "Of course. Will you have aseat? Just movethe
books out of the chair.”

"I'll sand.”

His mouth twisted dightly in annoyance. "Asyou wish. Bryan, if you' d be good enough to make us all
sometea?'

Bryan nodded and |eft the room, probably heading back to akitchen somewhere ese in the building.
Duncan watched him go, and then gravely folded his handstogether in hislap. "Tel me, Miss Cole, what
do you know about the fae?"

A bark of surprised laughter escaped her. What had Bryan said—that Duncan was abit barmy?"| didn’t
come herefor faery tales.”

"Humor meamoment.”

She shrugged. "Not much. My mother didn’t havetimefor slly tales, and they don't tell you bedtime
stories a an orphanage. | know that the fae were supposed to be human-like, some of them at least, but
immortal and with strange powers. They once ruled Niune and the other idands, before humans came.
But that was along time ago. If they ever did exigt, they’redl gone now."

Duncan studied hisink-stained fingers as though they were no part of hisown body. "Not precisdy. The
fae did not die out, but astheir numbers waned, most of them withdrew from human lands, until the
greatest of them linger only in castles deep beneath the hills. The smaler fae are till about, but even they
have become wary and seldom alow humansto glimpse them. But contact does happen yet. Sometimes
humans stumble unwittingly upon afaery rade, or tumble into afaery ring. Others wander wherethey
should nat, in the forests and the wild places, and come upon them there. Some seek them out
deliberately and make terrible pacts.”

"What doesthis haveto do with anything?'

"They say patienceisavirtue, Miss Cole," said Duncan with alook that reminded Minaof areproving
schoolmagter. "Although | spoke of fae as being greater and lesser, that is not the true digtinction. There
aretwo basic types of fae: seelie and unsedlie, with greater and lesser of each. Fae are elemental
creatures, and sedlie fae have dominion over fireand air, heat and light. The unsedlie fae are creatures of
earth and water, cold and night.”



"They'reevil, then."

Bryan camein with atray laden with three mismatched cups and a steaming teakettle. He and Duncan
exchanged aquick glance that Minacouldn’t read.

"No," Duncan said firmly. "1 don't believe that the fae understand either good or evil, not as humans
percaiveit. They smply follow their own natures.

"As| sad before, sometimes the paths of humans and fae yet cross. Sometimes, the result of such a
meeting isachild. We cdl such an offspring afagling. The magic of the fae parent manifestsin thefadling
and in any of thefaeling’sown children, until the blood becomes too thinned. The way in which the magic
manifestsis unpredictable, however. Two fadings might have completely different powers, evenif they
possess the blood to the same degree.”

It didn’'t take aunivergity diplomato see where this was heading. Minagave him alook to let him know
that she wasn't taking hiswords at face value. "Y ou' re saying that’ swhat | am.”

"What we are," Duncan corrected her softly.
"Y ou—nboth of you?'

Bryan passed Duncan ateacup, then offered one to Mina, which she refused with a quick shake of her
head. Duncan cradled his cup in long fingers for amoment, and then held it out to her. "Takeit."

Puzzled, shetook it, and then jerked her hand back astheicy cup amost stripped skin from her palm.
The cup fell to theworn carpet with adull clunk, the teainside frozen solid.

"I have aparticular gptitude with cold,” Duncan said quietly. "1t swhat hel ped me combat thefirethe
Hound l&ft in your veins. Bryan understands earth and stone and growing things.”

She looked over at Bryan, who perched on astool by the cold hearth. He gave her his charming smile,
and then reached out to the stone fireplace. His brown fingers sank into the rock as though it were mud,
and then withdrew again without leaving any trace.

Minastood still with shock. Suddenly her bizarre powers seemed trivid. "Is Bryan your son?"
Duncan seemed surprised by the question. " Good heavens, no. Bryan ismy student.”
"What do you teach?"

"l attempt to teach him how to use his powersto stay aive. Although | sometimes despair of the
project.”

Bryan only grinned and shrugged; thiswas obvioudy old ground for them.

Mina paced across the worn carpet, uncertain what to think or do, before coming to astop in front of the
cold fireplace. The mantel piece was clear of the odds and ends that choked the rest of the chamber,
understandable since it was far out of Duncan’ s reach. But someone had placed on it asmall portraitina
gilded frame. The painting depicted ayoung woman dressed in astyle that had been fashionable severa
decades ago. She was enchantingly beautiful, her delicate face surrounded by masses of red curls. The
artist had managed to capture amischievous gleam in her green eyes, in the set of her perfect little mouth.
Minawondered who she was, that she had earned such a prominent placein Duncan’s home.

"What about the Hound? How doesit fit into things?'



"There smore than what I’ vetold you," Duncan said quietly. His cultured voice resonated off the close
wallslike the brush of velvet wings. "There have been fagings for centuries, and they have gotten along
well enough. But in the past few decades, awar has begun. The sedlie faglings have turned their powers
againg us and seek our destruction.”

Cold touched her heart, and she spun to face him, putting her back to the solidity of the hearth. " You're
unsedie?!

He gave her apuzzled look. "Of course. We are, asyou are.”
"l...am? Areyou sure?"

Hesighed. "Y our favorite time of year iswinter. Y ou can bear the cold better than your peers, but
summer heat often leaves you week. Y ou see better in the dark than anyone else you know, but your
eyes sometimes have trouble during midday. Y ou have an &ffinity for water and probably spend alot of
time garing into the Blackrush.”

She dtiffened. Not even Abby knew so much. " So?

"So | could have described mysdlf or Bryan just aseasily. But it isn't just your unsedlie tendencies that
reved you. | felt your power the other day. Y ou must know that Bryan and | did not happen on you by
accident—we were looking for you. Because we knew that the sedlie faglings had felt it aswell, and we
knew they would send the Hound." He paused. "The blood...calsto the blood. Most faglings can't fed it
on any conscious leve, but it isthere, drawing at us whenever we come close. The Hounds are aware of
that pull, and they can useit to find you. | can senseit aso.”

Minaswalowed nervoudy, feding afaint tingle of fear. "Will...will they send another Hound?!
Duncan removed his glasses and tiredly rubbed at hiseyes. "1 hope not.”
"What will | doif this happens again? If another Hound comes?”

"You'll have to make certain that one doesn’'t. There are waysto hide, Miss Cole, even from other
faglings. Y ou can learn to use your power, and learn to disguise it aswell. | can help you, if you so
choose"

Andthereit was: the snare. "In return for what?"
Duncan gave her an odd look. "Y ou seem to think that | want something for myseif.”
"I’ ve yet to meet anyone who didn’t.”

His eyes strayed to the portrait above the fireplace. "Then let mejust say that | have a debt to repay and
that training as many faglings as| can balances out the scales somewhat. Thistraining will not be easy for
ether of us. It will be demanding, both mentally and physicaly. And it isn't something that you can just
quit when you grow tired of the discipline and thelong hours. Y our very life depends onit. Areyou

willing?

Sheturned to Bryan, who sat loosely on his stool, looking asif nothing in the entire world could possibly
bother him. "Isthisthe sort of training he' s getting?'

"Y es, dthough Bryan is obvioudy more advanced.”

Bryan grinned. "Never thought I’ d hear that word in a sentence with my name," he said cheerfully. " ou



know, while the old man’ steaching you how to be afadling and dl that, | might be able to show you how
to defend yoursdlf alittle. Fight with agtaff, like | did with the Hound the other day.”

Minahdd hersdf very dill, trying to think over her options. There weren't many. Either go homeand
hope to hdll that nothing else ever came after her—and never be quite sure what might be lurking bothin
the outside world and within hersdlf. Or agree to Duncan’ s request and do what she could to learn about
faelings and magic, in the hopes of being able to protect hersaf should the time come.

Only the second option meant that she had to trust Duncan and Bryan, at least alittle. And that muddied
things up congderably.

Damnit. "What dseam | going to do?' she asked hitterly.

Duncan looked sad. "I know that it seems you’ re being forced into something you don’'t want. Most of us
fed that way. But you aren’t done."

"All right. What do you want meto do?"

"For today, go home and re<t. If no other Hounds have pursued you thusfar, you should be safe enough
for another day. Come back tomorrow, and we' |l get started with your training.”

"I haveto work for aliving," she pointed out tartly. "I do atweve-hour shift at the mill five days aweek,
half-days on Saturday."

Bryan spread his hands apart. "1 work, too, in my aunt’s shop. | come by here after closing, though. At
least for an hour or two."

Duncan grimaced. "Asyou can see, my family fortune has brought me vast luxury, and | spend my days
flogging the servants. Obvioudy | must seek my income asbest | can, given my circumstances, so | am
not insensible of the congtraints on your time. Come in the evening, when you arefree. | don’t think |
have to remind you that your life dependsonit.”

"You don't." She moved towards the door, feeling suddenly tired. "Tomorrow it is."
"Goodbye, MissCole."
"If I’'m going to be your student, you might aswell cal me Mina."

"Bye, Mina," Bryan chirped enthusiastically. But as she dipped out, Mina saw that her comment had
brought an oddly troubled look to Duncan’sface, and his eyes strayed again to the portrait on the mantd.

~*

Duncan rdaxed into his chair and closed hiseyes.
Madness. Every word he had spoken today had been madness.

He should never have offered to take Mina Cole on as astudent. He knew the danger of doing so, and
yet he hadn’t stopped himsdif.

A part of that danger was very literd. His grandmother had been half-fae. The power she had wielded
had been diluted by her human husband, and then diluted again when her daughter married another pure
human, until in Duncan it was but awhisper of what it had once been. But Mina...she’ d mentioned her
mother but not her father, he' d noted. The man had amost certainly been purefae, gifting hischild with a
heritage that was only haf human. Duncan could fed Mina s power likewind againg his skin. To witness



the unfolding of that power would be both mgjestic...and terrifying. His meager abilities were nothing but
abreeze compared to her gale, and she could obliterate him with the dightest effort. That danger would
be particularly greet after afew weeks, once she had learned how to unlock her powers but not yet
learned to fully control them.

But that wasn’'t the only reason he should think twice. He sighed, eyes going automaticaly to the portrait
on the mantelpiece,

Aerin.

It had been thirty-five years since the night she had died, but sometimes he thought that a part of him was
gill therein that hideous night, frozen forever like an insect in amber. It had shaped every part of hislife
snce, from the usdlesslegsthat confined him to the chair, to the guilt that ultimately drove him to take on
studentsin the blind hope that he could save them from Aerin’ sfate.

In the blind hope of atoning for hiscrime.

But he had chosen carefully, so very carefully. Only the safe ones, the ones who wouldn't spark too
many memories, who wouldn’t leave his heart clenched in aseizure of guilt. The oneslike Bryan, whoin
no possible way could ever remind him of Aerin.

Safe.

He couldn’'t say exactly what it was about Minathat threatened to cal up al the dark wraiths of the past.
Aerin had been cultured, educated, and wedlthy. Her physical beauty had been nothing short of stunning,
and her spirit had shone like a brilliant star in avelvet sky. She had loved to laugh and had viewed the
future ahead of them with nothing but hope.

Mina...was none of those things. Certainly her nearly sexless body and square hands lacked the classica
semblance of beauty. And asfor her persondity, she seemed to view the world with al the surly distrust
of awounded animal. Anger broke through the surface of her words far too eadly, as though some rage
burned inside, banked down to white-hot coa's that might someday flare again.

And that callar, that horrible iron collar. Duncan shivered, not wanting to imagine what its touch must
have been like for her. Even the glamour he had put on the brass chain was hard to look at. Difficult to
See ayoung woman reduced to being an indentured worker—afactory dave. Still, by constraining her
powersfor so many years, and thus hiding her from the Court, the collar had probably saved her life.

But even with so many things to separate them, there was till something in her that recaled Aerin.
Something in the stubborn lift of her chin, the defiant gleam in her brown eyes; asif she shared Aerin’'s
recklessness.

"Why didn’t you tell her?' Bryan had asked as hereadied to leave. " Shouldn't she know about the Sedlie
Court?'

"Not yet," Duncan had replied rluctantly. "I would prefer her to believe the forces digned againgt usto
be nebulous, without individua names or faces. At least until | have a better idea of how she might react
to the news."

Because she might react the same way that Aerin did.

And if shedid, there would be another young woman' s death laid to rest at his doorstep. Duncan didn't
think he could survive that.



CHAPTER FOUR

Minaleaned her uninjured arm againgt the window molding, resting her head beside it. Dawn was just
creeping into aworld made over anew. Pigeonsflew in heavy clouds from their nightly roosts, and the pig
herds nosed into the streets. Newspaper boys carried their heavy loadsto their corners, territorial as
cats. A bent old woman sang asong about the muffins piled high in her handcart, and a chimneysweep
paused amoment to buy one from her. The wind came from the direction of the Blackrush, carrying on it
the smells of cooking food, rotting garbage, and privies.

Everything looked the same. But it was only superficia appearance; substance was transformed forever.
It occurred to her that amere four days had passed since the incident at the factory. Only four daysto
tear down the walls of redlity and put them back up in anew configuration.

Theworld hadn’t redlly changed, of course. And she hadn’t changed either. She just hadn’t known the
truth until now.

It had to be Father, she thought, trying to picture a man she had never seen. If Mom had any magic,
she wouldn’'t have ended up lifting her skirt in alleyways.

What am | going to do?
"Areyou feding dl right?* Abby asked worriedly from behind her.

Minaturned around, with awan smile that convinced neither of them. "Fine. I'm till tired from being
Sck."

"l can't believe how quickly you recovered.”
"Yeah." Minalooked away. "It must not have been asbad asit seemed.”

If only she could tell her friend. If only she could tell someone. But she had never been onefor sharing
her burdens with others. Maybe because some daysiit fdlt like her burdenswere dl that she truly owned.

And what would shetell Abby, anyway? There was nothing she could say that wouldn't sound
completely insane. She might find some way of demongtrating the truth of her words, but what then?
Would Abby accept that her friend was not even fully human, or would she recoil in revulson? It wastoo
much torisk.

Theday at the factory seemed longer than usud. Even the half-hour lunch bresk dragged, when normally
it flew by amost too quickly to eat. Minalistened to the conversations of the other girls, wondering for
thefirst time why she had never been ableto fit into their socid circles. She' d dways had problems
making even casud friends; except for Abby, she couldn’t think of anyone who truly cared whether she
lived or died.

Could it be because I'm not really human? Can they sense my difference somehow?

The lightness around her neck troubled her aswell. She didn’t missthe iron colla—how could she? But
she felt asthough the hidden secret of itsremoval, not to mention the magica disguise, was aweight even
greater than the one she had carried before.

When the factory bell findly tolled the end of the workday, Minaoffered Abby aflimsy excuse about
wanting to take awalk. It wasn't that unusua; Mina often went off by hersalf and drank after work. But



thistime Abby gave her astrange look, perhaps sensing that something had changed.

Minaturned her steps towards Mummers Street and the abandoned theater, where Duncan lurked like a
spider in aweb. As she waked, thetolling of bellsfrom the Cathedra of the Martyr cameto her on the
evening air. The cathedrd’ stall spire wasjust visblein the gathering gloom, rising above the other
buildings like afinger pointing the way to God. Minastopped, staring at it in silence. Like most factory
daves, shewas unable to afford the rent on a pew. There had been a priestess who came weekly to the
orphanage when she was growing up, but her strongest recollections of the sermons were of how bored
she had been during them. For the most part, she didn’t think much about God, and figured that She felt
pretty much the same way about MinaCole.

But even Mina had heard of the Miracles performed by the royd family. When Queen Catherine had
returned from exile and driven the Grynnithian usurpers out of Niune, God had shown Her approval
through blinding light and flame. It wasthe mark of divine right, demongtrated first by Catherine, then by
Queen Rhiannon. Presumably, Prince Roderick and his daughter would someday take up firein their
hands to prove their worth as the lords and protectors of Niune.

So good people were light and warmth. And the priestess had been very clear that the Great Enemy was
athing of darkness and cold, which sought to keep humans away from the true path. If Minawas an
unsediefading, did that auttomaticaly aly her with the enemies of God?

Duncan said the fae don’t understand good and evil the way we do, Minareasoned uneasily. Maybe
the symbols of faith just don’t apply to them.

But the thought troubled her nonetheless.

The sound of aviolin greeted Mina as she approached the side door of the theater. She stopped, listening
curioudy to the music. Not only wasit no tune she had heard before, it was like no tune she' d heard
before. Wildness suffused the notes, asif the song would suddenly degenerate into cacophony at any
moment, yet somehow never did. Frantic desperation fuded it, twisted it into acry of loneliness and rage.
Her hands curled unconscioudy into fists, and for amoment sheimagined hersdlf lashing out in timewith
the music, shattering the factory machinesinto dust, striking down the contemptuous faces.

The door opened, and Bryan' s head popped out. "What are you doing standing in the dley, girl? Come
oningde™”

She stepped in after him. Thewalil of the violin was closer now, and her heart lurched in asympathetic
attempt to begt in timewith it. "What—who' sthat playing?' she sammered.

Bryan cast aglance over hisshoulder. "Awful, isn't it? At least the old man has enough sense not to play
likethat on the street.”

"That' s Duncan?"

"Unfortunately. Playing theviolin is how he makes most of whatever money he has. It lets him pretend
that he’ snot really begging. Don't tel him | said that,” Bryan added hagtily. "Anyway, he playsthe
normal stuff on the street and saves his own compositions for his unfortunate students. Not to scare you
away, but if you keep coming, you'll probably be trested to more serenades like thisone.”

Minabit her lip uncertainly. "l likeit."

Bryan gave her alook that suggested her sanity might be in question. The music stopped abruptly when
they reached the Sitting room. Duncan was in hiswhedlchair near the cold fireplace, violin and bow in his



lap. A smile of genuine pleasure transformed hislined face when he saw them.

"Wilhedmina," hesaid pleasantly, asif caling her ‘Mina would solicit too much familiarity. "How good to
seeyou. Can | offer you anything? Tea?"

"Uh, no."
"How are you feding today? Any pain? Headaches?'
She shook her head, uncomfortable being the center of attention.

Bryan perched on the stoal by thefireplace. "If you fed good enough, I’ [l show you what | know with the
saff. Firgt, we'll haveto find you one of your own, of course. I'm sure there' s one laying around here
somewhere, evenif it'sjust astage prop.”

She eyed the one standing near his hand. "Why do you use that thing? Why not agun?”’

"Iron bindsthe fag," Duncan said. He had put away his violin and now whedled across the room to them.
"It doesn't actualy harm faglings like ourselves, but it does dampen our powers. It'swhy | had to
removeyour, er...."

Her mouth twisted in shame. "Collar."

"Yes, quite," Duncan agreed uncomfortably. "Asfor guns, you don’t want to bind your own powers
while facing an opponent who has no such trouble.”

"Oh," shesad, feding stupid. Duncan obvioudy knew his stuff; she must seem like anignorant child to
him.

"It' s probably why you managed to escape detection by the sedliefaglings for so long,” Duncan went on.
"Normally, faelings begin to manifest odd abilities around puberty. Would | be wrong in guessing that you
have been ableto cal on your fagling nature only in times of great emotiond stress?'

Sheremembered the screams of the girl as her arm vanished in the machinery in awash of red. But
earlier memories pushed up underneeth: William' sface, twisted with contempt, hiswordslike acid
dripping on her skin.

His body thumping on the factory floor below.

"Y ou could say that," she agreed neutraly, fumbling out her cigarettes and matches. "Do you mind if |
smoke?"

"Only if you avoid burning the theater down," Duncan replied dryly. "We should begin your training
tonight, if you fed up toit. I will work with you today. Perhaps tomorrow you can start with Bryan.”

Disappointment smothered anticipation. "I can’t work with Bryan. I'm sorry—I want to. But | don’t have
alot of clothes, and it doesn’t look like I’ 1l be getting any more soon. | can’'t destroy the only things|
haveto work in."

Duncan smiled and extended hishand to her. ""Clothing is one thing you'll never haveto worry for here,"
he said crypticdly. "L et me show you.”

Heled her back along the wide halway they had entered through, and then maneuvered through another
doorway that had been hacked out wider than itsorigina dimensions. Minafelt vaguely uncomfortable
walking behind him, primarily because she towered over him so much. If he wanted to spesk to her, he



would have to crane his head back and look up. Shewondered if he wasused to it, or if it bothered him
aswel. How long had he been confined to the chair?

The shadowy hadlway ran towards the back of the building. They passed empty dressing roomswhose
mirrors were festooned with cobwebs. Jars of makeup stood open on tables, asif the long-vanished
actorswould return at any moment to resumetheir production. A scattering of sequins and feathers
decorated the floor of one room; no footprints—or whed tracks—marred the dust to disturb them.

"No offense, but how did you end up living here?" she asked, peering up at the exposed rafters. "RiDahn
sounds noble, and I’ m guessing you went to the university. That takes money."

Duncan sighed. "Y ou'reright, of course. | was born, if not to great wedlth, at least to a comfortableliving
that could afford me agood education. But after | cameto Dere, the Sedlie—the sedlie faglings found the
family that | had left behind in the countryside. They weredl killed, and | dared not lay claim to any
inheritance lest | follow them to the grave. | found mysdlf destitute and had to take whatever shelter |
could find, whether it was the back room of a student’ s apartment or adoorway that barely kept off the
ran.

"The Angd’ s Shadow was abandoned during the yellow fever outbresk fifteen years ago. The sickness
didn’'t actualy come here, so far as| know. | suspect that the theater wasn't doing dl that well financidly,
and when Queen Rhiannon ordered al places of public gathering closed, it took its deathblow. The order
was sudden enough that no one had time to come back for anything valuable. And people were fleeing
the city in droves anyway; the actors were probably no different. At thetime, | wasliving in the basement
of aburned-out building. The theater offered amenities| could get nowhere ese.”

"Soyou'reredly just squetting?’

His mouth twitched in obvious annoyance & either the term or the reminder. "Quite. Various students
have helped me make modificationsto it over time, as1’m sure you' ve noticed. And fortunately for me
the gas was never turned off—I expect it was overlooked during the panic surrounding the fever. I’ ve
found that the theater and | suit one another rather well."

"But what about al the stuff in your sitting room? The telescope? The books? How could you afford
them if you don’'t have enough money to find aplaceto live?"

"Y ou don't hedge at asking impertinent questions, do you?"
Minasighed. "Sorry."

"Never mind. The telescope and other oddments either came from the trash, or were brought to me by
my students. The books are aremnant of my earlier life. | have thought about sdlling them from timeto
time, but | need them to teach. And some of them are rare enough that a sale might attract notice." He
glanced up at her gernly. "All our lives depend on blending in and not drawing attention to ourselves,
Wilhdmina"

He creaked to ahalt before a closed door and shoved it open with agrand flourish. ™Y our wardrobe,
Madame."

Puzzled, Mina peered through the doorway. Inside the large room were painted screens, coils of rope,
wooden swords, masks, helmets, and javelins. And clothes—racks of clothes, mounds of clothes,
clothes heaped over the backs of chairs and bursting out of trunks. She drew nearer, reached out to
touch a dust-shrouded dress that |ooked four centuries out of date.



"Cogtumes. Thisisthe prop room."

"Quite. Y ou're free to choose anything you can find that will fit you, and that the moths and mice haven’t
gotten to first. No oneisever likdly to want these old things again, so you won't have to worry about any
ripsor gans."

She paused awkwardly. "1...uh, thanks."

Duncan smiled again, apleased look behind his gold-rimmed specs. " Of course. Bryan and | will wait for
you. You'll probably have to do some searching before you can find anything fit to wear, so take your
time"

It didn’t take Minanearly aslong as she expected to find something servicegble. Although time and
nesting mice had damaged some of the costumes, most were smply dusty. After sorting through heaps of
dresses, military uniforms, and togas, she found what she was|ooking for. The black trousers and quilted
black shirt looked to have belonged to some play featuring a swordsman from the East. There was even
aquilted black coat that hung to her knees. Although the coat was too hot for now, it might serveinthe
winter.

Wiping gray dust from the black cotton, she wandered back out into the corridor. The Sitting room was
empty, but voices sounded from the direction of what she guessed to be the stage. She followed them,
emerging between the dusty, rotting folds of ablue velvet curtain.

The huge room beyond was oddly eeriein its silence. Row upon row of empty chairs stretched away
towards the upper tiers, occupied by nothing save shadows. Pigeons nested in boxes where the wedlthy
of the city had once sat. The proscenium arch was ornate, covered with gilded figures of men and
women, but its once-bright colors were turned auniform gray by dust. An enormous chanddier hung
over thefirst rows of seats, its crystal draped in spider webs. The moldering curtain behind her moved
dightly in some breeze she couldn't fedl, asif ghostly actors hurried past.

Theonly illumination came from the grimy footlights. Duncan and Bryan loitered near the edge of the
stage, talking and gesturing &t its expanse. When Bryan caught sight of Mina, he grinned and nodded his
approval.

"That'll do," he said. "We can train here—the stage will give us plenty of room."
She nodded, feeling suddenly nervous. "Good. What do | do first?!

Duncan rolled over to her. He started to put a hand to her elbow, asif to guide her back to the hall, but
sheflinched away quickly. His brows quirked together dightly, but he was too much the gentleman to
make any comment. Instead, he smply held the decaying curtain out of her way. "Let’ s go back to the
sitting room, where we can be comfortable. Bryan has agreed to halt his own lessonswhile | concentrate
on teaching you the basics. He can use the time to practi ce everything he should aready know."

Bryan winked at Mina, obvioudy not at dl disturbed by Duncan’ s acerbic comment. Minafound that she
envied the easy camaraderie between them. What it would it be like, to fed so comfortable with another
person?

They made their way back to the sitting room. Duncan wheeled over to one of the wing-backed chairs
and levered himsdlf into it with the ease of long practice and the help of the conveniently located bars and
sraps. "Bring the other chair over to face me, if you would," he said mildly. Once Mina had Situated
hersdf, he studied her facein Slence, asif searching for some cluewritten onit.



"I believe | mentioned yesterday that every fagling has different abilities," he began at length. "A good part
of our time together will be spent discovering exactly what you can and cannot do. Would you liketo tell
me what happened when you used your magic the other day?"

She had the fedling that it was not redlly arequest. In ahalting voice, she explained the accident at the mill
and how she had caused the drive belt to break. She didn’t mention her one previous use of magic,
which had ended in desath, for fear of his reaction. When she wasfinished, he sat sllent for atime,
contemplating what she had said.

"| think that you are very strong, Wilhdming," he said findly. "I’ m amazed that you were able to summon
your magic at all, surrounded by iron machinery asyou were. | don't know that | would have been able
todo so."

"Oh," Minasaid, not certain what response to make.

Duncan eyed her thoughtfully for amoment, and then gestured at the decrepit doctor’ s bag that sat open
on the nearest table. "If you’ d be so good asto fetch ajar from in there. The opague white one.”

She did as he asked and started to hand it to him, but he motioned for her to open it hersdlf. It contained
an innocuous-looking white cream that smdled faintly of herbs. "What isit?"

"It'show Bryan and | were able to see the Hound the other night. The potion will alow you to see
through the glamour cast by other faglings—or by fae, for that matter. Take asmall amount, and dab it
into your left eye. It' s perfectly harmless, | assure you.”

The potion stung sharply, bringing tearsto her eye. "Damniit,” she swore angrily. Blinking rapidly against
the pain, she turned accusingly back to Duncan, only to be confronted by a bizarre double-image.
Through her left eye he looked perfectly norma. But her right eye ingsted that a young dark-skinned man
sa inhischair.

"What thehd|?'

"I'mwearing aglamour,” he said camly. A moment later theillusion of the young man vanished, and the
true figure of an aging cripple showed again through both eyes. "Y our untouched eye was fooled by it,
but the other saw the truth.”

"Oh. Will | be ableto do that? Make mysdf look different?’
"Intime. But there are more important priorities. Wards, for example.”
"Wards?'

"Yes. Think of them asasort of armor that will hide you from other faglings when you use your powers.
My wards are what prevented aHound from sensing the magic | used and coming for mewhen | hedled
you the other day. Y ou must learn to creaste wardsfirst if you wish to do other magics without fear."

"You sad that dl faglings have different powers. What if | can’'t make wards?'
"Thenyou'll mogt likdy die”

~*

Minawalked dowly home aong the banks of the Blackrush, her wards feding weirdly tight against her
skin. Every so often, she reached up ahand to brush a them uncomfortably, only to be even more



disconcerted when her fingers found nothing of substance.

The sun had long set, and gadight glowed gently along the street. Newspapers blew acrossthe
cobblestones, trying to entangle her feet. A few other people moved about on foot, and ahansom cab
occasionaly passed with a clatter, but for the most part the city had gone quiet. She would pay for this
late night tomorrow at work, Minaknew. But there would be no rest afterwards—she would have to be
back at the theater yet again tomorrow night. Weariness ate a her bones, and she wondered dimly
where shewould find the strength to both work the mill and attend to Duncan’ s teachings.

Except, God, shewas actudly starting to think that it might be worth it.

She touched the smulacrum of the collar around her neck. Even though it felt the same, Duncan had
taken away thered one. That meant something, evenif it didn’t change the circumstances of her life one
whit. And on top of that, he was offering to let her read his books.

"Y ou should take one or two of thesewith you," he’ d said, gesturing at abookshelf as Mina prepared to
leave. "l usudly ask my studentsto read thesg, if they can. They discussthe fae for the most part, their
powers and their natures. They will help you understand allittle bit about yoursdlf, | think."

She' d hesitated, torn between desire and practicality. "I don’t know that | can. For one thing, books
aren't alowed inthe mill. The overseers don’t want us distracted from the work. Although some of the
girlstear out pages of Scripture so they can hide them in their pockets.”

"Absolutdly not'”

"Um, no, | guessnot. | can't take any books home, anyway. Abby will see them and want to know
where they camefrom. And | can’'t imagine explaining dl thisto her."

Duncan gave her atroubled look. "No. Best that you don’t mention thisto anyone. We' Il set asde afew
nightsfor you to read while you' re here, then.”

Minadrew in adeep breath of cigarette smoke and tried not to be too elated. But after so many years of
sameness, it was hard not to get excited over the sudden changesin her life, especialy when they
contained something so wonderful as books.

She started across Squatters Bridge, and then stopped at the peak of the arch, halfway between both
banks. Folding her hands on the cold stone of therailing, sheleaned idly over, peering into theriver
below. The pesat-laden water looked like liquid night, the faint orange reflection of her cigarettelost in the
restless pull of theriver.

A slver ripple caught her atention, moonlight reflecting off the disturbance crested by something moving
under the water. Minapeered a it curioudly, expecting to see afish surface to snag some bit of floating
debris.

Instead, the gray head of a horse broke the waves.

For an ingtant, she thought it was one of the innumerable carcasses that ended up in the Blackrush each
year. Then the head moved, baeful white eyes coming to rest on her for amoment. The enormous
nostrilsflared, sending up a sudden spume of water. Mina blinked, and then redlized that she was only
seeing the animd out of her left eye, the one that could see through glamour.

With adow, ominous movement, the horse head sank once again out of sight.

~*



Duncan stared into the darkness of his unlit hearth and tried to suppress a shiver of dread. He had
worried that it had been amistake to offer histeaching to Wilhdmina Cole,

Now hewas dmogst certain of it.

She was strong. God, but she was strong. She had picked up on the spell for the wards so easily,
reaching out to the stones of the hearth and making their solidity and hardness her own, building the ward
into ashield to conced hersdlf from al prying eyes.

He d next asked her to try dampening asingle flame, abasic exercisefor any unsediefading. She'd put
out every gadight in the entire theater. The restlesstides of the Blackrush flared in her eyes, asif shewas
something ancient called up from the cold mud of theriver bottom.

Hisfirg inginct had been right. She was dangerous dready. And the more she learned, the more
dangerous she might become.

He shifted himsdlf into hiswhedchair and rolled thoughtfully into his bedroom. In the closet lurked a
battered trunk, which held hismost persond of possessions. He lingered over alock of red hair, raising it
to hisfacein afutile attempt to catch the scents of rainwater and flowers. Then he set the hair aside and
drew out a half-crumbled book, so old that it had been hand-copied from the origina long before the
advent of the printing press.

Faelings had been more common in that time, before the bulk of the fae had withdrawn so far from
humanity. This particular book had been written by afagling living in Grynnith. 1t told of asmall
community of otherslike him who had been drawn together by a half-fae woman.

The tae the book related was terrifying. The author had begun in bitter opposition to the woman,
convinced that she was somehow using her power to stedl the will of her fellow unsedlie faglings, thus
reducing them to mere puppets. Thetext referred to her asa dyana. Theword had no equivalent in
Niunigh; roughly trandated, it meant: "that which standsin the middle and drawsdl inward."

The author had somehow managed to uncover acharm that rendered him immune to the dyana’s
influence. He fought against her for many years, until at last the charm was destroyed. The book ended
with lavish praise of the dyana; the author himself could not conceive why he had once stood against her.

The story was frightening in itsimplication that, no matter how much afagling hated a dyana, without
protection he would be little more than her abject dave. But isit true? Duncan wondered uneesily. In his
youth, he had believed. Had believed with al the fervor apriest reservesfor God.

Or perhapsit had only been Aerin that he believed in, not the stories after dll.

Aerin had been so sure, so sure that she was an unsedlie dyana. She was going to use her powersfor
the betterment of their people, by unshackling them from the Sedlie Court’ sterror. And Duncan had
never questioned her certainty.

And if Aerin had been proved wrong, then surely the entire story was nothing but amyth, for he could
not imagine that anyone el se might posses such apower if she had not.

But.

He sighed, took his glasses off, and rubbed wearily at his eyes. He didn’t want to admit the possibility
that love had blinded him to Aerin’ strue power. He didn’t think that he could have made that kind of
mistake, no matter how infatuated he had been. But in dl hisyears, he had never seen anyone el se strong
enough to fit the book’ s description.



Not until Wilhelmina Cole waked through his door.

Duncan opened himsdlf to that extra sense, the one that had led him to her in the first place. The bond
that he had formed between them should have faded by now. But if he breathed just right, he could till
scent therich darkness of her, could gtill fed that little tug just behind his breastbone that told him where
she was with deadly certainty. There was no reason he could fathom for it to till be there, unless she had
somehow unconscioudy strengthened it, making it a permanent |eash between them.

And what if your suspicions areright? he asked himsalf bleskly. What if this uneducated, angry
factory slave can do what even Aerin could not, and make herself master of all the unseelie
faelingsin this city? What will you do then? Kill her?

He closed hiseyes bleakly. Let me be wrong. Please, God, let me be wrong.

CHAPTER FIVE

"Y ou saw the aughisky," Duncan confirmed the next evening, when Minatold him about the strange
horse swvimming in the Blackrush. "ltskind is mentioned in severd old texts. Apparently they come onto
land and linger around riverbanks and pond sides, using their glamour to disguise themselves as ordinary

gray ponies.”
"But it dready looked like agray horse," Mina objected.

Duncan cocked an eyebrow at her. "True. But most people would be hesitant at approaching a
monstrous horse with glowing white eyes and carnivore steeth. The easiest glamoursto maintain are
those closest to redlity. At any rate, as soon as anyone mounts a disguised aughisky, it rushesinto the
water. The unfortunate rider is drowned and devoured. Children are particularly susceptible to thetrick, |
understand. | suspect that this oneisresponsble for anumber of the partially-eaten bodies found in the
rver."

Mina suppressed alittle shiver of dread. She was curled up in the overstuffed chair in Duncan’ s Sitting
room, feet tucked benesth her. A cup of tea, brewed by the ever-cheerful Bryan, steamed in her hands.
"| thought those were just storiesto sdll papers. Or ese drunksfaling in the river and getting eaten by
fish"

"Many are, undoubtedly. | suspect that this aughisky has adapted to living in the city by being abit
gedthier inits movements. It probably knowsthat it just hasto drift up and down theriver looking for
intoxicated men.”

Minastared down at the leavesfloating in the bottom of her cup. She wondered what message they
gpelled for her tonight. "'l thought...that is, | didn’t think there were any truefaein Dere."

Duncan gave her alook of surprise through gold-rimmed spectacles. "And whatever gave you that
impression? Oh, there aren’t many, that’ strue. Most of the fae fled centuries ago, when the city first rose,
seeking wilder placesin forests and glades. But afew found living among humansto beto their taste and
have adapted quite well. Y ou may see them from time to time, near theriver or the market. Don’t go
near them under any circumstances. They’ re dangerous, and they’ re strong, and they don't careif you're
the offgpring of one of their own.”

Minasmiled crookedly. "Don’t worry. | think the Hounds are bad enough—I don’t want to meet up with
anythingworse."



Duncan smiled back and seemed to relax, asif she had just relieved him of some burden. "I’'m glad to
hear that. Perhaps you would like to begin with Bryan tonight?*

"Sure." Eagerness flashed through Mina, and she rose quickly, dusting off the faded black clothesthat she
would fight in. The magic was new and gtill alittle scary, but this—this she understood.

Bryan grinned at her excitement, took a second staff from beside his, and handed it to her. Itsweight and
heft felt good in her hands.

"Let’'sget a it, then," hesaid.

~*

Duncan sat quietly in the shadows cast by the heavy draperies. Bryan and Mina had not heard him over
the clack of the Staves, the muffled grunts of their own breathing. They moved like actors upon the stage,
illuminated by the dusty glow of the foatlights, lunging and parrying.

The staff flew from Mina s hands, clattering away over the stage to land near the faded backdrop. Mina
swore and turned to retrieve the weapon.

"You'redoing well," Bryan called encouragingly. "Y ou’ ve got strength and agility. It' Il take awhile, but |
think you' Il redlly get good at this. Maybe we should stop for tonight.”

Minabent and picked up the staff. "No. I’ ve got to get thisright." A look of rage transformed her
fox-pointy face, and her mouth tightened into ahard line of suppressed fury that left Duncan’ s heart cold.
Then she turned back to Bryan, her features smooth and unremarkable once again. "Let’ s go over that
last oneagan.”

*

"She' sdriven, I'll give her that,” Bryan said |ater, wiping swest off his brow.

Duncan nodded, glancing autometically towards the door through which Mina had recently departed.
"Yes" He hestated, uncertain. " Perhaps we should introduce her to the others. It might help her to know
that there are otherslike her besides ourselves." And, if my other suspicions about her are correct, it
might help for her to know that they are people just asreal as sheis. Then again, dare | bring
them into her sphere of influence?

It was arisk—abig one. But surdly he would know if shetried to bespell them. He unconscioudy
touched the amulet hanging about his neck, hidden away benegath the worn and patched shirt. Some of
the ingredients were prohibitively expensive, and he' d only had the means to make one. The thought of
being unable to protect his sudentsaswell galled him.

Of course, dl hisideas aout Wilhelmina Cole might just be paranoid fantasies on his part, which seemed
rather likely, no matter how strong she might be.

"So you're going to tell her about the Sedlie Court, then?' Bryan asked.

Duncan remembered that look of rage he' d seen on her face, when she' d thought no one else was
watching. What was she so angry about? Her lot in life? The danger that made it necessary for her to
learn how to defend hersalf againgt ravaging Hounds? Or something else?

"Not yet," he hedged.



Bryan shook his head in obvious disapprova but said nothing.

*

Minafished in her pockets, searching for any scrap of coin. It was alovely Saturday afternoon, which
she had managed to beg off from Duncan with the very legitimate excuse of needing to tend to the more
mundanethingsin her life. Thismorning before work, she and Abby had esten the very last grains of their
oatmeal, and no food of any kind remained in the apartment. It would be another week until they were

pad.
Abby had only sighed and dumped dejectedly. "I think we re going to have to get credit at the company
store,” shesaid.

Minahad frowned angrily. "Those usurers? We |l never get out of that hole onceweclimbin.”

Abby’ sdark eyesflashed suddenly. "Redlly? Maybe you should have thought of that before you wasted
half your pay on cigarettes and acohol! We need that money for food, damn it!”

Minawinced, knowing that Abby’ s accusation was just. Although she hadn’t had the opportunity to go
back to the tavern since the night the Hound had attacked her, she had not exactly daked off in terms of
cigarettes. In fact, she had caught herself smoking even more than before, trying to soothe nervesfrayed
by the images of unseen pursuers.

"Thenit’sup to meto remedy things" Minasaid quietly.

"No." A line of concern formed between Abby’ s dark brows. "Mina, please, don't do anything foolish.
We can borrow from the company.”

"Don’'t worry, I'm not going to be on my kneesin someadley."

"Areyou going to do something illegd, then?'

Minahesitated. "Not what you' re thinking. Trust me, al right?'

Abby continued to frown. "Are you going to ask this man of yoursfor help?'

"l don’'t haveaman.”

"Then where have you been going every night thisweek, huh?'

"l told you. | just need sometime by mysdlf. To think."

Abby clearly didn't believe her. "Areyou using a preventative, at least?'

Minarolled her eyes. "Thereisn't aman! I'm not going to get knocked up again! Trust me!”
Abby shrugged. "All right."

Now, Minascowled at the memory as she made her way towards the small open market that peddied to
thoseliving in Iron Circle, the section of Dere where she resided. The areawas mostly comprised of tall
tenements packed with factory workerswho dwelt there at the pleasure of their employers. The
omnipresent pig herds ran through the garbage-choked streets, ignoring the occasiona growls of the fera
dogsthat aso roamed the alleys and byways. Homel ess men and women huddled in doorways or sold
trinkets that they had scavenged from the trash. Buit at least, Minathought sourly, they hadn’t ended up in
debtors' prison, never to seethelight of day again. Though whether or not they would think the trade a



fair one, shedidn’'t know. At least in prison you were fed and had aroof over your head.

The market was small and crowded, sandwiched between an abandoned courthouse and several rows of
large townhouses, which had been broken up into tenements. Vendors sang or shouted their wares.

"Pepperpot! Pepperpot! Get it whileit’s hot!"
"Scissorsto grind! Knivesto grind! We grind anything!”
"Hot corn! Lily-white corn!”

A teamdter tried to navigate his cart through the narrow aides, upsetting a stand of dried fruit and sending
chickensflying. A guttersnipe took advantage of the opportunity to dart in and begin suffing the fallen
waresinto his pockets. A moment later, he was running from astick broom that the vendor began laying
indiscriminately on him and the teeamdter dike.

Minatook a deep breath, smelling the scents of cooking food and rotting vegetables, of beer and piss,
dung and spices. She dipped one hand into her pocket, fingering the small stones she had picked up on
her way there from the factory. Nervousness tightened her belly and made the disguised chain around her
neck weigh heavy asared collar.

Truthfully, she didn’t know whether thiswould even work. Duncan had only begun to show her how to
cast glamour. What if there was something she didn’t know? What if something went wrong?

Don’t do anything to attract attention, Duncan had warned again and again. If her spell went awry,
then it was likely there wouldn’t be anyonein the entire market who didn’t know what had happened by
the end of the day.

It'sworth therisk. | know what I’ m doing.

Taking adeep breath, she stepped up to the first vendor, awizened old woman sdlling sacks of flour
brought in from some small mill outside the city. The woman fixed sharp eyes on her and thumped the
nearest sack, so that asmal white cloud rose up into the air. "Finest medl in Dere," she sworeinavoice
likeacrow cawing. "Aswhite as anything to be found in theroya kitchend"

Minarather doubted the truth of that statement, and said s0. They haggled back and forth for awhile,
until finally settling on aprice. Her bely twisting itself into knots, Mina dug the stones out of her pocket,
laying glamour over them as she did s0. Copper flashed in the afternoon sun as she counted out the false
coinsfor the woman and accepted the smal sack of flour in return.

After about an hour’ s shopping, she hoisted her purchasesin her arms and started back towards the
gpartment. Leaving the market, she took the route along the Blackrush, breathing in the stinking scent of
the garbage-laden waters. She wondered if the aughisky dept in the depths during the daylight hours.

"Hello, child. Been trying out your powers, | see?'

Mina stopped, heart pounding at the sound of the silken voice. Looking frantically about, she spotted a
tall man standing in the shadows of abridge. "I don’t know what you' re talking about."

Helaughed softly. "Don’'t insult me." He moved out of the deeper shadows, asif to give her abetter |ook
at him. Hewasdressed all in black, archaic clothesthat had gone out of style centuries before. Their
darkness contrasted sharply with thelong curls of hisgolden hair. His features were strikingly
handsome—but were by no means human.



She swalowed againgt asudden lump in her throat. "I’ ve been warned not to talk to fae."

"Have you, now?' He grinned, revealing small, vicious teeth. " Perhgps whoever warned you feared what
| might haveto tell you, eh?'

Shefet cold evenin the painful blaze of summer heat that surrounded her. "l won't let you trick me.”

The man chuckled. "Asyou will. But ask yourself what it isthat they aren’t telling you.” Thefaeturned
away, then glanced rakishly back over his shoulder. "And then ask yoursdlf whet they’re afraid totell
you."

And with that, he was gone, asif the cool shadows beneath the bridge had smply swallowed him.

~*

Minathought she would tell Duncan about the strange encounter that she’ d had that afternoon. But
instead she found hersalf watching him over the pages of the book he had her reading, wondering what
secrets might lurk in hisblue-gray eyes. Ask your self what they aren't telling you, thefae had said. On
onelevd, she recognized that she'd be afool to listen to the soft words of a creature that most likely had
nothing good in mind for her. Or, if it troubled her so, she should smply confront Duncan and ask him if
there was anything he had held back.

But the words stuck on her tongue. If Duncan and Bryan were keeping things from her, wouldn’t they
samply lieabout it?

She had no experience in these things, she redized bitterly. She had passed her life with the casud
acquaintances of orphanage and factory, none of which had ever been close enough to trust. Then
William had come dong, teaching her that trust was nothing but stupidity and love nothing but lies.

There was Abby, of course. But Abby was so open and, in her own way, innocent, that deception never
appeared to occur to her under any circumstances.

Duncan was not Abby. Minacould al but fed the secrets he held close about him, dusty decaying things
like the stage curtains of his home. There was much she didn’t know about him till: what accident had
rendered him crippled, how hisfamily’s secret had been discovered, the exact circumstances surrounding
hisfal from nobility to homeless street-musician.

Shewatched him while he reed, his gray-streaked brown hair like an unraveling scarf over the shoulders
of hisfaded coat. Gadight limned the profile of histhin, aguiline nose and generous lips, and shadows
smoothed away the fine network of wrinklesthat framed his eyes and mouth.

It occurred to her suddenly that she wanted very much to trust him.

He glanced up, asif feding the weight of her gaze on him, and Mina hurriedly looked back down at her
own book, embarrassed.

"Did you have aquestion?' he asked mildly.
Shelooked up, shocked. "What?'

His brows quirked together, but he only gestured at the ancient text she held in her hands. "Did you have
aquestion about the manuscript?"

"Oh. Uh, no."



Duncan continued to watch her for amoment, until the silence that stretched between them felt
uncomfortably heavy. Then he shook his heed, asif dismissng athought. "I have asked the other unsedlie
faelings to come here tomorrow night, so that you can meet them.”

Sheblinked. "Meet them? There are more?"

He gave her an impatient look. "Of course there are more. | have taught fagling studentsfor thirty yearsin
thiscity. A few have even survived.”

Minawinced at the bitternessin hisvoice. "Oh. I'm sorry."

"No matter." Duncan sighed, removed his spectacles, and rubbed tiredly at hiseyes. "I think that it would
be good for you to meet them, and they you. | have done more than teach, Wilhelmina. | havetried to
build acommunity of sorts. We must dl rely on one another if we areto survive. My students help each
other in any way that they can. They take care of one another. Do you understand?”’

"YS"

"Good." He gestured vaguely towards her book. " Perhaps you should finish that before you go home
tonight."

She nodded and bent her head back over the faded pages. And she suddenly wondered whether or not
Duncan trusted her at dl.

*

The next night, Minawalked briskly past the market, on her way to Mummers Street. The dim stars of
summer were just emerging from the blue-black sky, and afaint red glow lingered in the west. The heavy
blanket of heat that held the city initsgrip had lifted only dightly, and Minawondered nervoudy whether
or not thiswould be afever year.

She remembered the last one far too well: the smell of the corpsesin the streets, the reek of smoke from
the fires that burned to chase away the miasmaof sickness, the deathly silence that hung over the city.
The factory had closed, along with every other place where people congregated in large numbers, leaving
workers without the meansto either get food or pay off their indentures. She had been terrified that the
congtables would come to take them al to prison long before the mill opened again. But it seemed that, in
the season of sickness, even the police were reluctant to be out and about, and the danger had passed

her by.

She shivered alittle despite the hest of the evening. Perhaps Duncan knew aspell to keep away the
fever. That would be useful.

A faint step on the pavement of the deserted market square caught her attention. Startled, she pivoted on
her hedl. To her right eye, nothing wasthere. But to her left, aman stood behind her. For amoment, she
thought it was another fae, come to torment her like the first. But some gut-deep ingtinct told her
otherwise, and the hair on her neck stood straight up.

The man was pae as acorpse drained of blood. His hair might have been blond, but it bordered close
enough on white that she couldn’t tell in the darkness. A white tunic embroidered with Slver hung over his
spare frame, completed by white pants and boots. Blue eyes stared at her, but the look in them was as
dead asthe expression on his dack features.

Minatook a step back, and then whirled as she heard a second sound behind her. Another man, almost
identicdl to thefirst, appeared from behind the stalls. A third emerged and afourth followed; from his



hands dangled silver leads, attached to collars around the throats of two enormous Hounds.

| can't let them circle me, Minathought with an odd clarity. She dove for the open space where the
two halves of the trap had yet to close. For an ingtant, she thought she would make it through. Then one
of the men whipped up the blunt end of abronze-tipped halberd, catching her hard on the chin.
Explosions of light flowered briefly in her vision, and she felt the ground swing up to dam into her body.

Then hands were grabbing her. She screamed, trying to twist away, but they held her tight. Cold iron
kissed her wrists, and she heard the dry click of manacles snapping into place.

CHAPTER SIX
"Would you care for more tea, Fox?' Duncan asked. "It would be no trouble for Bryan to make."

Fox looked up from where she was repetitively knotting and unknotting atangle of string between her
fingers. He thought that she might have been attempting cat’ s cradles, but it was difficult to tell. Fox's
mind was [abyrinthine on her best days.

She had gppeared shortly before noon, an expensive shawl of plum velvet wrapped around her waif-thin
shoulders. Her mahogany hair had come unbound, and acomb glittering with jewels hung from the
snarled eflocks.

"I'm here," she' d mumbled, mad eyeswide.

Duncan didn’t bother to ask how she' d known he had sent for the other unsedlie faglings of the city.
Fox’ s powers were odd and unpredictable at the best of times. He also didn’t bother to point out that
shewas agood eight hours early for the meeting.

Nor did he ask how she had dipped away—any questions about her home served only to upset Fox into
incoherence. Mot likely sheleft achangeding behind. If his guesses were true, and the family kept her
locked away with only a hired nurse for company, the substitution was't likely to be noticed for avery
long time. Possibly never.

Fox had spent the day hiding with him in the theater, her legsfolded up in the ashes of the hearth as she
swayed back and forth, playing with her string and muttering to herself in asingsong voice. Bryan's
cheerful, "Hullo, Fox" had roused her momentarily asthe day darkened to evening, but she had
immediately retrested from them again.

Bryan camein and leaned against the wing-backed chair that enfolded Duncan’ sthin body. "What are
you making, Fox?" he asked.

"l seeher," Fox whispered, staring at the tangle of red, white, and black threads. "I see her in my little
web."

"Who?'
"The queen.”
Duncan and Bryan exchanged uneasy looks. "Rhiannon?' Duncan asked.

Fox shook her head in annoyance. "No." She leaned closer, peering at something only she could see.
"L ook out for the pretty boys. Run away!"



Duncan tried to think how to best pose his question. Fox could be frustratingly literd at times, or else give
an answer totally unrelated to any question. "Fox, can you describe this girl to me?”

Fox gave him apuzzled look. "Y ou know what she lookslike," she said reprovingly.
Intuitive dread gripped Duncan. "Mina?'

But Fox only looked confused. She had never met his newest student. A young woman," Duncan tried
again, starting to fedl desperate. "' Probably wearing aman’ s shirt and pants. Hair cut short.”

Fox nodded soberly. "That' s her. She did something bad. Now they’ re going to make her ay inthe
house with the pretty windows."

Duncan met Bryan' sworried gaze. "The Sedlie Court. They must have found her somehow." His hand
curled into afig.

"Then we ve got to do something!" Bryan exclaimed.

For amoment, Duncan hesitated. Sense argued staying put, Bryan' sthoughtless gdlantry aside. Mina
was certainly not the first unsedie fagling to run afoul of the Court; dl those who had gone before her had
been logt. The Court did not willingly give up itsvictims, and to go to her rescue would most likely endin
three deaths rather than smply one.

Aerin. What did he intend to do, he asked himsdlf bitterly. Remain in safety while another young woman
died? Perhaps he would put a sketch of her up beside Aerin’s portrait, make of the mantelpiece ashrine
to his cowardice.

"Minais my student,” he said aloud. "I have some responsbility to her. Fox, can you take usto the place
you saw?'

Fox’slower lip pouted out. "Hounds are there. | don’t like Hounds."

"I know, my dear. | promise that you won't have to go near the Hounds, al right? Just show Bryan and
me where they’ ve taken Mina"

Fox thought about it for amoment, then nodded. Bryan ran to get his staff and coat, and Duncan made to
shift himsdf into hiswhedchair.

Not again. They took Aerin, but I’ll be damned before | let them have Mina as well.

~*

Minadowly became aware that she was lying on something cold and hard. A gritty surface dug into her
cheek, and her muscles were cramped. Shetried to move, but the heavy drag of iron held her down.
Startled, she opened her eyes and discovered hersdf lying on the floor of atiny cell. Iron manacles laced
together her wrigts, ankles, and throat.

Where the hell am 1? Her brain moved duggishly, trying to sort back through memoriesthat had been
reduced to ahazy fog. She had been walking through the market on her way to Duncan’s. She'd heard a
noise behind her and turned around. There had been strange men and Hounds...then things got confused.

Her heart went cold. Hounds. The servants of the sedlie faglings who Duncan claimed wanted to kill
every unsadiefading in Niune.

So why wasn't she dead?



Minatried to St up, making surethat al her parts worked the way they were supposed to. Theiron
chains made a hdllish amount of racket that must have gotten someone' s attention, because the judasin
the heavy wooden door shot open at just that moment. Eyes blue as summer stared in at her.

"Hdlo?' Minasaid uncertainly. "Wheream 1? Why am | here?!

The judas closed again. Mina's shoulders dumped, and she leaned back against the cold rock wall, then
tried to scramble up again as the door creaked dowly open. The chains entangled her legs, nearly making
her fall.

Two of the pale, bizarre men stepped in. Their faces, blank as snowdrifts, reveded nothing. They
grabbed her by each arm. Shetried to struggle, but her bonds were too tight and they, too strong. They
dragged her from the cell and down anarrow hall into alarge room of undecorated stone. Severa other
guards waited there, al of them with the same bleached hair and eyes.

A man stood in the midst of the automaton guards, a bright splash of color among dreary white.

Heturned to face her, and her breath caught in her throat. Through her right eye, he appeared to be a
handsome man dressed in the richest clothes she had ever seen. But through the | eft eye, he was not even
human. The bones of his face were misshapen, some oddly elongated and others oddly shortened. His
green eyes were without either white or pupil, and his mouth was full of smal, sharp teeth.

"What areyou?' Minablurted out.

One of the guards struck her hard acrossthe face. His mailed fist split her lip and left scratches and
bruises on her cheek. Redling, sheforced herself to stand upright, determined not to appear weak.

The finely dressed man smiled thinly. ™Y ou will not spesk unless you are asked a question. Besides, |
would have expected that you would know me. | am very disappointed that you do not. My portrait
appearsin the newspapersal thetime. Although | supposeit’ sdoubtful that adut like you can even
reed.”

His portrait? Blinking back the haze that seemed to originate in her pounding head, Mina concentrated
on the vision from her right eye. Thelovely man of the glamour was indeed familiar. But it took her a
moment to put aname to the face.

"Y ou’ ve disguised yoursdlf as Prince Roderick!" she hissed.
Helooked at her in surprise, and then laughed loudly. "Stupid cow. | am your prince.”

Cold fear trickled through her blood. This creature, made human only by athin vell of glamour, could not
be the true Prince. He was lying to her for reasons she couldn’t imagine. He had to be. The creature
wearing Roderick’ sface dunk across the flagstones, until he stood only afew inches from her. For a
moment, helooked at her like aman studying something unpleasant in the gutter. Then he reached out
and grabbed her chin, forcing her face up. Hislong nails dug into her skin.

"S0, you are indeed unsedlie. Hard to say how strong with al thisiron about.” He jerked his hand away,
wiped it fastidioudy on a handkerchief. Replacing the handkerchief in his pocket, he drew out a cheap
brass chain. "And disguised as afactory dave. No doubt to throw us off the track with theiron collar.”

Minarecognized the chain Duncan had given her, its glamour now gone. "No, | redly am inden—"

The guard struck her again, abruta blow that drove her to her knees. Tears streamed out of her eyes,
and she tasted blood in her mouth.



"Well, well, the unsedlie bitch does seem eager to talk,” Roderick remarked idly. "The queen doesn’t
believe that there are more of you in the city. But you' re obvioudy too stupid to have survived thislong
on your own. There must be more unsedliefaglings. Y ou will tell me everything about them.”

She bit her lip, more scared than she could ever remember being. "Thereisn't anyone se. Just me."
Roderick let out abored sigh. "Don’'t insult me, little gutter bitch.”

Minadrew in along, shuddery breath. The fingers of her two guards seemed to driveinto the flesh of her
armslike pincers. Iron weighed heavy on her body and combined with the agony in her skull to sap her
grength. "There was one. He taught me how to survive."

"Whereishe now?"
"Dead. Hewas an old man. | swear it."

Roderick’ s fire-green eyes narrowed. "He must not have taught you very well. Trying to pass faery gold
in the market—that was very, very foolish. Almost asfoolish aslying to me now."

“I'mnot lying!"
Roderick smiled, reveding fangs. " Somehow, | just don’t believe you, sweetmest.”

He stepped back and made a negligent gesture. Two of the guards vanished back down the hall, only to
return moments later, dragging asmall boy with them. His arms and legs were stick-thin with hunger, and
the burden of the iron manacles seemed great enough to break his bones. He stared about frantically, his
eyes huge with confusion and terror.

"The Knightsfound this one begging outside the city gatestoday,” Roderick said. He tapped hislips
thoughtfully with afinger that had too many joints. "Just another unsedlie by-blow. Hewas smdl enough
to be of minimal danger but large enough to be entertaining, so | had him brought here.”

Roderick snapped his fingers. Another door opened, and aguard led in apack of snarling Hounds on
slver leashes. When the animals caught sight of the boy, they went mad, baying and davering. Roderick
nodded, and the handler released them.

They were on the child in amoment. White fangs tore away an ear and a hunk of mesat from his skull,
reveding the bone beneath. That was al Minahad time to see before the Hounds bore his screaming
form to the ground. A few moments later, his shrieks stopped, and atide of blood rolled out around the
Hounds white paws.

Her somach turned, and she vomited helplesdy on the floor.

Roderick laughed. "Y ou have awoman’ s ddlicate congtitution, | see. Remember what happened here.
Lietomeagain, and | will do something far more unpleasant to you. Take her back to her cdll, and let
her think over her options.”

~%
"She knows something,” Roderick said ingstently. "I’ m certain of it."

Rhiannon sighed and leaned back in her chair. She' d still been up when Roderick had returned to the
paace, wild and flushed with his triumph. Unlike him, she'd awaysloved the night. It wasin her nature,

She did not love being proved wrong, however, and it irked her that Roderick had been right about the



existence of unsediefaglingsin her city. "Perhgps.”

"l want to try the food."

"Roderick, you know how much effort it takesto create faery food.”

"But if wedoit, shewill be ours. She can uncover every unsedie fading in Dere—maybein Niune!”

A shadow moved in the doorway. Rhiannon glanced at it, and then let out alow growl of annoyance at
thethin girl ganding there, hdf inlight and haf in shadow.

"Why are you up, Dagmar?' she demanded.

Dagmar shrank back alittle. Her eyes—one green, the other brown—glinted faintly in the dark. Her hair
was disheveled and hung tangled over her dress, the fine silk of which was creased and torn. Dagmar had
been an experiment; one which Rhiannon was beginning to think had failed. The girl looked like
something constructed of incongruent parts and, like Roderick, could only be seen in public under heavy
glamour.

Of course, Rhiannon could only been seen under glamour aswell, but that had to do with the fact that she
was not who everyone thought she was, and not because her inhuman heritage showed so badly. A
shame, redly, that she' d had to take on the likeness of her dowdy stepsister, when her own face and
body were so beauitiful.

"No reason,” Dagmar muttered. Rhiannon sighed and wondered if it wouldn't do to put Roderick to stud
with some human woman, or perhaps another sedlie fadling. But that would mean inventing another bride
for Roderick, Dagmar’ sfictitious mother having been killed off at her birth. It might be better to fake her
own desath, let Roderick assume the throne, then dispose of their daughter and take her place. Rare
half-fae failed to age with the passing of time; snce Rhiannon was fortunate enough to possessthat gift,
she could take the throne again in another twenty or thirty years.

Dagmar turned and ran, asif seeing her mother’ s dark thoughts written on the air.

Rhiannon sighed and turned to her lover. "If you are so certain that the girl knows something, then go
ahead."

Roderick nodded and smiled. "Will you help me prepare the food?"

"If I mugt." Shelingered amoment after Roderick had |eft. The night wind moaned outside, and she
closed her eyes. Unsedlie faglings roamed her city, and the knowledge of it snagged like athornin her
heart. Decades ago they had refused to acknowledge her right to rule them, and she had exacted a
terrible vengeance that continued to this day.

All of them except one, she reminded hersaf, and the achein her heart grew suddenly into one of
profound grief. Raising her eyesto the finery that draped the room, she wondered, not for thefirst time, if
her struggles had been worth the reward.

*

Minahuddled in her miserable cell, her body curled protectively. Her face hurt where the guards had
struck her, and she focused on the pain in an attempt to drive the screams out of her mind. But nothing
would blot out the memory of the child’ s horrible desth. The stink of blood and released bowels clung to
her skin.



How could they have so much contempt for us that they would do that to a child?

She should never have tried passing fagry gold in the market. The glamour would have faded intime
without her to maintain it, and of course the vendors had complained to the constables that someone was
gtedling their money and replacing it with pebbles. And of course word of such an odd crime had reached
the wrong ears. Duncan would have warned her against doing something so stupid. She'd known it & the
time.

But there were things Duncan hadn't told her. Then again, perhaps he didn’t know about the inhuman
faeling pretending to be Prince Roderick.

God, she hoped hewas just pretending.

After what seemed like hours, adot in the bottom of the cell door opened and someone did a plate of
food insde. It wasn't much, but afresh-looking loaf of bread and an apple seemed better fare than she
would have expected a prisoner to get. But despite its appetizing appearance, her somach roiled at the
amell, and shelet thefood St untouched.

Minaclosed her eyes and tried to find a comfortable position, not an easy thing when bound in chainson
ahard stone floor. Eventually, she managed to doze despite her fear. At one point, she thought she heard
voices murmuring on the other side of the door. The judas opened and shut again. "She'll be hungry
enough soon,” someone said. Footsteps retreated, and Mina dropped back into atroubled half-deep.

Something—a sound or sensation, she didn’t know which—brought her to sudden wakefulness. Startled,
she opened her eyes and looked towards the cell door. Nothing about it seemed to have changed.
Wondering if sheimagined things, she started to settle back onto the floor, when the rear wall of the
prison began to dowly bow out.

She stared increduloudy asthe wall stretched like a cloth backdrop pushed out by ahidden actor. The
stone parted suddenly, and afoot emerged, breaking the surface like afish rising up from the depths of a
lake. A moment later, Bryan stepped out, Duncan cradled in hisarms.

"| told you shewas here," Duncan snapped, keeping hisvoice to awhisper.

"Y ou sent usto the wine cdllar the first two times, old man,” Bryan hissed back.

Minagaped at them both. ™Y ou—how did you find me?"

"Put me down," Duncan ordered. Bryan carefully sat him on thefloor. "Mina, my dear, are you dl right?"

"Oh, so now it sMing," shesaid shakily. "I didn’t redlize | had to bein danger of my life before you'd
quit usng Wilhdmina"

Duncan pulled aworn pouch from the inside pocket of his coat and spread it out on hislap. It contained
alarge number of bronze picklocks. ™Y ou’ll know better next time, then. Can you move your chainsto
where | can reach them? Without making too much noise, that is.”

Shetried to hold till while he worked, but her body wanted to start shaking with amixture of reaction
and relief. All fivelocks clicked open in short order. Minacarefully laid the chains aside and managed to
stand up without falling. "Where did you learn to pick alock? 1t doesn’t seem like something they would
teach you & universty.”

Duncan flashed her agrin. "It isn't. But | like to be prepared for any situation. Bryan will take you outside
now. Hold tight to him and don’t let go, unless you want to find yoursdf buried dive. Presumably hewill



then return for me. Don't get logt, please, Bryan.”

"l ought to leave him here," Bryan muttered, sotto voce. He put an arm tightly around Mina swaist and
drew her close againgt hissde. He smelled vagudly of candles and cooking. "Closing your eyeswill make
it eesier for you," he advised.

She did so. Hetook a step forwards, drawing her with him. Sheingtinctively stiffened when the surface of
the stonewall brushed againgt her body and face. But it felt more asif she was pressed against arough
sheet instead of solid stone. Then earth closed around her. Her heart legped in panic, inssting that she
couldn’'t breathe. Wet dirt covered her face, her ears, closed in tight behind her. Shewaslost in the
ground, buried dive, suffocating.

Bryan'sarm remained firmly around her. She was aware of him walking, aware that her own body was
flailing forwards somehow. She bit her lip hard, forcing herself not to givein to panic. Then they were
going up, climbing the earth asif it were awide ladder, and the blessed air touched her face again.

Mina collgpsed on the ground, gasping wildly. Bryan patted her shoulder for comfort but was
immediately gone again. Only afew minuteslater, the ground rippled like adisturbed pond, and he
emerged with Duncan in hisarms.

"Areyou dl right?' Duncan asked worriedly.

Minaran both hands back through her short, spiky hair. Oddly enough therewasno dirt init, asif
something about Bryan's magic had insulated them from the ground. "1....I guess. | think | would have
preferred climbing out over thewals, though.”

"Therearen’t any wals,” Duncan pointed out dryly.

Minablinked and looked around her. Thefetid roil of the Blackrush heaved and churned only afew feet
away. Behind her was the skeletd ruin of the Cathedral of the Mother, which had burned in a spectacular
fire nine years ago. Moonlight touched the shards of stained glass remaining in some of the windows,
meaking them glow with faint color.

"|—I thought they’ d taken me to a prison somewhere," Minasaid uncertainly.

Bryan dragged Duncan’ swhedchair from its hiding place in some brush and carefully deposited Duncan
init. Duncan gripped the whed's and turned himsdlf, aiming adark look at Mina. "Obvioudy not. And
while we wak back to the theater, you can think of an explanation asto how they found you in the first
place”

"| passed faery gold in the market.”

His ascetic face darkened with fury. "What! Haven't you heard anything I’ ve said to you? Do you think
thisisdl somekind of game?'

A part of Minaquailed before his anger, but she' d be damned if she'd let him see such weskness.

"Of course not!" she snapped back. "All right, | admit it was stupid! Y ou don’t haveto ydl a me. But |
want to know who the hell that man was who interrogated me tonight. The one disguised asthe crown
prince”

Duncan’ sface went blesk. "He wasn't disguising himsdlf as Prince Roderick. That' swho heis”

An uncomfortable feding shot through her, amixture of betraya and fear. "I think you need to be



explaining some things, Duncan RiDahn! Why don't you start with why you didn’t tell me the oneswho
sent the Hound after me are the bloody roya family!"

"What ese have you done, Mina? Should Bryan and | befleeing for our lives? Tdl methat!"

"Stop!" Bryan stepped in between them, hands spread out in a pacifying gesture. "I don't think the
doorstep of one of the hideaways for the Knights and Hounds is the place to be having this argument, do
you?"

Duncan glowered a him, and then abruptly propedlled himself off down the street. Minasighed and
followed, Bryan at her sde. "'l think I’ ve reglly messed things up,” she confided wigtfully.

"Nah. The old man’sjust mad because you' re right. He should have told you. He has a bit of a problem
admitting when he swrong.”

"I"d noticed that."

"But, you know, he doesn't have to admit it very often,” Bryan went on. He glanced at her briefly, only
the whites of his eyes showing in the darkness. "There sareason for that. Keep it in mind.”

She nodded, chastened. "1 will."

CHAPTER SEVEN

"It began with the Grynnithian invasion." Duncan sat in hisfavorite chair in front of the cold hearth, his
fingers steepled before him. He had tugged the clip from his hair so that the long brown strands hung
loosdly about hisface, the slver inthem gleaming in the gadight.

Mina sat on the hearthrug, acup of tea cradled in her hands. Her face ached fiercely where the Knights
had struck her, and the taste of blood lingered in her mouth. Bryan perched on his stool by the chimney,
watching them both, asif afraid he' d have to break up afight.

"And beforethen?' Mina asked.

"Asfar as| know, the RiLIyn clan was perfectly human in every way," Duncan replied. "But then
Grynnith invaded Niune. King Stephen waskilled and his head put up at RedBridge for al to see. His
young daughter, Matilda, escaped into exilein Hunddand.”

"I know al this. | did have some schoadling.”

Duncan pulled off his glasses and rubbed tiredly at his eyes. "Quite. But no one knows exactly what
happened next. We suspect that while in Hunddand, Matilda somehow stumbled across knowledge of
thefae. | believe that she ddiberately sought one out, hoping to get its powersfor her child. Perhaps she
even struck abargain with it, dthough there' s no guessing what she might have offered such a creature.

"At any rate, her daughter, Catherine, was claimed as the offspring of Matilda s husband, a Hunddand
duke. But shewasin fact sedlie fagling. Once she grew to womanhood, she raised an army and returned
to Niune. She claimed that her powers came from God as a sign of Her approvd of the true ruler of
Niune. It encouraged her followers and demoralized the Grynnithians, until at last the invaderswere
driven out, and Catherine was crowned Queen of Niune.

"But she had asmall problem, you see. There were otherslike her out there, the offspring of fae and



human. They would know that her powers were not from God but from her inhuman blood. And the
ordinary people of Niune would never stand for a half-fae monarch, if they ever learned the truth.”

'S0 she began to hunt the unsedlie faglings?!

Duncan nodded. "Y es. But remember that any fadlings would be dangerousto Cathering srule.
Catherine...had extraordinary powers. She sought out every sedlie fagling she could find, peasant or
noble. When she found them, she had them brought to her...and she altered them."

Minafdt dread sattle into her somach. "Altered them...how?"

"The Hound that attacked you was once as human-looking as yoursdlf. It had human blood initsveins.
All of them did. Asdid the other servitors Catherine created, the Knights.”

Minaremembered the terrifying sameness of her guards, their fearful lack of expression. "I think I’ ve seen
them.”

He gave her alook she was unableto read. "l see. That isthe fate of anyone unlucky enough to be born
sediefagling, Mina. Asfor the unsedie faglings, there was nothing Catherine could do to make them
serve her, so she smply ordered them killed.

"Needlessto say, things did not end there. Catherine struck the same bargain her mother had, so that the
child she bore was only one-quarter human. Rhiannon followed her mother’ s teachings, and once she
was wed, she dso took asedlielover, so that Roderick isbarely human at al.”

Mina shuddered and closed her eyes. "'l saw."

Duncan’s eyes narrowed. "And what did he say to you, Mina? What have you done?'
"Nothing!"

"Y ou sad heinterrogated you."

"l didn’'t tell him anything. | didn’t tell him about you. Y ou have to believe me. Don't you think I'd warn
youtorunif | had?'

Helooked at her coldly. "And did you eet anything while you were there?!

She frowned at the odd question. "No. They put some food in my cell, but | wastoo sick to eat."
"Areyou certan?'

"I think Id know, damn it!" she snapped. "Now answer my question—why did you lieto me?"
"I've never lied toyou."

"Youdidn't tell methat the sediefadlings hunting us are actudly theroyd family. That doesn't fit my
definition of honesty. What' s your game, Duncan? Tdl me that. What do you want from me?"

Heglared a her. "I’ ve never done anything to harm you. Why are you so quick to beieve theworst?”

"Because this has been too damned good to betrue! Y ou take mein, offer to teach me, and for what?
Not for any gainthat | can figurel”

"So you think everyoneisjust out to get something from you? Isthat it?"



"Yes!l Peoplejust don't do things out of the goodness of their hearts! Not that I’ ve ever seen.”

Silence fell between them. Bryan watched nervoudy, wondering if they were going to start throwing small
breakables at one another.

"Y ou should havetold me," Minasad at last, her voice calmer. "Y ou shouldn’t havelet mefind out like
that."

Duncan looked asif he wanted to shout something. But when he finally spoke, he matched her
composure. "What did you tell them?"

"Nothing that can lead to you. | swear."

Duncan’ sjaw tightened. His earrings caught the gadlight and sparked unexpectedly from the shadows of
hislong hair." Very wdll, then. | believe you. And | will admit that perhaps | should have told you the
identity of our tormentors a the beginning. Bryan wanted to tell you, but | thought it best to wait, to give
you achanceto acclimate to your new view of yoursdf."

"Why?What did you think | was going to do?"

Duncan didn’'t say anything for along time. His blue-gray eyeswent to the portrait on his mantelpiece and
sayed there. Minafollowed his gaze, studied the picture of the young woman with her classicaly
beautiful features and her fiery red hair.

"Who isshe?" she asked finaly, when Duncan failed to spesk.

Duncan’ s shoulders dumped suddenly. " She' sthe reason I'm here,” he said at |ast. " The reason behind
my teaching. Her name was Aerin. | met her when | cameto Dereto attend university. | knew at thetime
that there was arisk in coming here. My mother had inherited fagling blood from her mother, so | grew
up knowing what | was. I’ d been trained in the use of fagling magic sincel wasachild, and | felt that |
was savvy enough to avoid the depredations of the Sedlie Court, aswe caled theroya family.

"| was seventeen years old that spring. Thefirst week | wasin Dere| saw this...incredible girl in one of
my classes. Therewas afire about her that drew my eye, so that | spent the rest of the lecture staring at
her ingtead of paying attention to the ingtructor. | even left classafew minutes early so that | would be
waiting by the door when she came out. She walked right up to me, asif she had expected meto be
there. She’ d seen me watching her, of course, but there was moreto it. Up close | could fedl her power
likewind on my face, and | redized that she was an unsediefading like mysdf. She
just...samiled—devil-may-care—full of life, mischief and promise.

"Aerinwas...like no one dse. She had such life, such vitdity. Almost anything could set her to laughing,
sometimes, and the sound waslike bdlsringing.”

Bryan rolled his eyes discreetly where Duncan couldn’t see. Minawas dready getting the fedling that she
wasn't going to like this perfect little Aerin one damned bit.

"Aerin was from avery wedthy family,” Duncan went on, obliviousto both of them. "Shewas brilliant,
beautiful, and cultured. That next year with her was the happiest time of my life. | abandoned my studies
to spend every waking and deeping moment with her. We would sit at a cafe and argue about life, or
take long walks in the public gardens, or throw breadcrumbs into the Blackrush. We were going to get
married and spend the rest of our livesin awhirlwind of talking and laughing and making love.

"But by early summer she seemed troubled. When | asked her what was wrong, she would turnin the
direction of the palace and not say anything. She was worried about the Sedlie Court, that much was



clear, so | asked her to leave Dere and go home with me, where we would be out of harm’sreach, so
long aswe kept quiet.

" Andif | don't want to keep quiet? she asked me. ‘“What if | want to sing, dance, and practice my
magic? What if our children do too? How can we even talk about getting married when our children will
haveto be afraid for their lives?

"It scared me. | did everything | could to reassure her, but it wasn't enough. Then one day shetold me
that she knew what we had to do. If we wereto live the life we wanted, then we would have to get rid of
the threat of the Sedlie Court.

" She spent the next month planning. She went to every unsediefadling in the city and told them about our
assault, cgjoled or coerced them into agreeing to go with us. And finaly, on anight shortly after
Midsummer, sheled me up the avenue towards the palace.

"I knew immediately that something was wrong. None of the other unsedlie faglings had kept their
promise to come. Not one. We stood aone on the tree-lined street, not knowing what to do.

"And then the Sedlie Court came."

He closed his eyesamoment, asif to blot out the memory. "They were everywhere. There were at least
fifteen Hounds, maybe more, and Knightsto match. | don’t know how they found out we would be
there. They came boiling down the street and 1....1 knew that we were going to die, and I...

III rm_"

Duncan hunched over in hischair, refusing to look at either of them. "I ran. In the defining moment of my
life, | proved acoward. | fled and abandoned Aerinto die.”

Minabit back the anger that had been building throughout the account. " For God' s sake, you were
seventeen years old, Duncan. Y ou had thirty Knights and Hounds bearing down on you! What in hell
were you supposed to do?!

"I should have stayed with her!" he cried, banging hisfist againgt the armrest of hischair. "Her courage
did not break—she faced them all! | should have stayed at her side. ..should have protected her. Instead
| ran, and I’ ve paid for that mistake every day of my life snce then.

"l didn’t get fa—not even to the next side street—before awoman flanked by four Knights stepped out
into my path. Rhiannon. She had the cruelest smile I’ ve ever seen. | stopped, panicked. ..and trapped.

"’Running away, arewe? Rhiannon asked. ‘We can’'t havethat.” Then shelifted up her hand towards
me and squeezed. Searing pain shot al the way from the base of my skull to my toes, and my legs
collapsed. | tried to get back up, but nothing seemed to be working right, and | could only lie there while
the Knights advanced.

"That was when Aerin attacked. She had been fighting dl that time, but she had till seen Rhiannon's
assault on me. She hurled her magic againgt Rhiannon and the Knights, digtracting them from me. The
battle retreated off down the street.

"I don’t know how long | lay there, waiting for aHound or Knight to come and end my pathetic life.
Eventually, however, adark figure crept from the concealing shadows of a house. It was one of our
erstwhile friends, who were supposed to meet usfor the attack on the Sedlie Court. He grabbed me
under my armpits and dragged me away.



"| spent the next few days recuperating at hishouse. | think | hoped that whatever Rhiannon had doneto
me was temporary, and that | would regain use of my legs. Obvioudy that wasridiculoudy optimigtic. |
realized that | would have to leave the city and go home, acripple aswell asacoward. That waswhen |
received word that my family was dead and—in the gpparent absence of any living heirs—our lands
seized by the crown.

"l don’t know how the Sedlie Court found out about my family. Perhaps someone recognized me during
the battle; or perhaps | was betrayed, whether willingly or benegth theirons and knives, | know not.
Over the next year or so, amogt al the faglings died or disappeared, so | think someone must have given
their identities to Rhiannon. | was one of the few who escaped detection, although | can’t imagine how |
managed it. | wasin black despair, and sometimes it seemed as though it would have been better if the
Sedlie Court had found me.

"l won't go into the dreary details. | survived by begging...scrounging in the trash. The memory of what
happened haunted me day and night. | saw Aerin’ sface before me al the time. She died because of my
cowardice, yet had the greatness of heart to save me—there seemed no way to assuage my guilt.

"Eventudly, other unsediefadings gppeared in Dere, wandering in from surrounding citiesin search of
work. Many of them had no ideahow to take care of themselves, or how to hide from the Sedlie Court.
And it occurred to me that, though | had killed Aerin, | perhaps could save other lives by finding students
and teaching them to survive. And so I” ve spent the last thirty yearstrying to make up in some small way
for my mistakes,

"When | saw you, Mina...I don’t know. Y our anger, your impetuousness, reminded me of Aerin. | didn’t
want to be responsible for the death of a second young woman. | was afraid that if | gave you aspecific
enemy, you would immediately rush off to battle. So instead | kept the truth from you. And that isthe
whole of my sorry story."

Minasighed and it hurt. She didn’t know why, but it did. "They should put your image in the Cathedra of
the Martyr, Duncan RiDahn. Y ou’ ve wasted your life agonizing over something that wasn't your damned
fault.”

The look he gave her told her that line of reasoning was no good. Fine. "I’m not stupid enough to
chalenge the Seelie Court. Not now, not ever. | know my limits, al right?'

He hesitated, and then nodded. "I’ m glad to hear that. And | hope that you'll listen to reason when | tell
you that you haveto leave Dere."

Her head jerked up. "What?'

"They’ll be hunting for you now, Mina. The Sedlie Court may not be ableto find you easily with your
wards up, but they do know that you're herein this city. Surely you don’t think that they will just let a
powerful unsedlie fagling run around loose?"

Sudden fear gripped her. "l can't leave! | have ajob! What would | do?!

"You must leave. Don't panic...I’ll go with you. Y ou can pose asmy...nursemaid.” The distaste with
which he spoke the word was more than evident. "A few of my students have left Dere over the years
and founded households in safer locations. I’ m sure | can convince one of them to put us both up, at least
until we find some more permanent arrangements for you."

Minadrew her kneesto her chest and wrapped her arms around them. "But | can’t leave, Duncan.
|—I’"ve never been outsde the city in my life. Everyonel’ ve ever knownis here.”



He gave her an unexpectedly gentlelook. "I understand.” He patted her hand awkwardly. "But your lifeis
in danger, and the easiest way to remove the danger isto get out of the immediate reach of the Sedlie
Court. It'samost dawn. Y ou can degp in my bed tonight, and | shdl take the divan in here. We'll leave
tomorrow morning. Bryan can look after thingsin my absence.”

"Can't | at least say good-byeto Abby? She'll beworried.”
"I'm &fraid not."
Minanodded unhappily.

Duncan shifted to hiswheelchair and rolled off towards the back of the theater to change the bed linens
for her.

Minasat and stared at Aerin’ s portrait for along time. "How much did you know?" she asked Bryan.
He shifted uncomfortably. "Mogt of it. What did you think?"

"I wish Aerin were dtill dlive so that | could punch her inthe nose.”

"Mina"

"I meanit!" She gestured angrily & the portrait. "The woman was anidiot! What kind of fool would not
only go up againgt the Sedlie Court, but dso do it at Midsummer during the height of their power, and
with only one other person to back her up? And it's Duncan who' s got to pay for her stupidity! He's
wasted hislife moping over what happened, when she more or less committed suicide the hard way!™

Bryan sghed and shrugged. "I wouldn't suggest telling him that.”

"No. No, he can't see her for what she was. He's set her up in his mind as some kind of perfect goddess
who could do no wrong. But | don’t care how much fun she might have been in bed—she obvioudy
didn’t have much of abrain. Duncan deserved better.”

"Yeah." Bryan stood up and started for the door. "But if things had gone some other way, maybe you
and | would be dead right now, because there wouldn’t have been a Duncan in Dere to show us how to
urvive”

She scowled at her toes. "Maybe. Good night, Bryan."
"Guess | won't be seeing you again anytime soon, huh?”!
Minalooked up at hisdark face, felt ared twinge of sadness. She’' d misshim. ™Y eah. Probably not.”
"Good luck, then."
"Thanks. I’'m sure as hell going to need it.”
.
That night, Minafound hersef enmeshed indreams...

She was walking down awide boulevard that she didn’t recognize. The shopsthat lined the Street offered
expensve slks, imported perfumes, gourmet provisions, and diamond-incrusted jewery. The people
who passed her seemed obliviousto her presence, which was probably just aswell, considering that they
didn’t look the typesto enjoy having afactory dave dropped into their midst.



The swirl of activity flowed around a cafe at the corner of the boulevard. Curious, Minadrew closer and
saw that dl the sdewalk tables were empty except one.

They sat on opposite Sdes of thetable, as il asif they were caught in ice. One of them was aman much
younger than Mina, his elbows propped on the table. With ashock, Minarecognized the aguiline nose,
generous lips, and gray-blue eyes—it was Duncan. Hislong hair wasthicker and a darker shade of
brown than it wasin the present, and no spectacles shielded his eyes. He held in his hands what

appeared to be acat’ s cradle of red string. But as Minadrew closer, she realized that the strandswerein
fact finely spun glass that had cut his fingersto the bone. Blood ran down the trand ucent strands, dripping
dowly into ateacup on the table.

"Duncan!" she cried, reaching to grab his shoulder and shake him loose from whatever spell had
overtaken him. But before she could touch him, his companion was suddenly up and between them. Her
green eyes and red hair werefar too familiar.

"Leave him donel" Minasnapped, trying to shove Aerin away but failing.

Aerin smiled—adevil’ s smile. She leaned closer, ran onefinger dong the side of Mind sface. " Dyana.
The dark queen with no mercy," she whispered.

And laughed.

CHAPTER EIGHT
The next morning found both Minaand Duncan thoroughly grumpy and out of sorts.

Duncan, who looked asif he had not dept particularly well on the divan, brusquely told Minato go to the
prop room and find hersalf something margindly less conspicuous to wear. She managed to find abrown
skirt and an unbecoming gray shirt that, while certainly not the height of fashion, weren't so out of date
that they would cause comment. A long wig covered the distinctive cut of her short locks, and an old pot
of makeup hid mogt of the bruises on her face. Despite the warmth of the day, she fastened a scarf about
her neck to conceal the scars|eft behind by eight years of wearing aniron collar.

Abby’ s probably starting to worry about me now, she thought, as she abandoned the boyish work
clothesand bowler hat that were al she had worn for years. The skirt felt dlien around her legs. Maybe |
can send her aletter to let her know that I'm all right.

She shut out the thought of her friend’ sinevitable concern as best she could. There was nothing to be
donefor it now.

Her thoughts wandered while Duncan outlined the plan for her escape. The odd dream of the previous
night returned with surprising clarity, tugging a her thoughts. The dark queen with no mercy, Aerin had
said. But had she been referring to herself—or to Mina? And what had been the nonsense word that she
had spoken?

It was just a dream. But theweight in her mind felt more like truth. That frightened her, for reasons she
didn’t fully comprehend.

"And then we shdl fly off on the backs of winged pigs,” Duncan said mildly.

Minastarted. "Uh, what?"



He gave her areproving look. "One might think that saving your life would be of sufficient interest to hold
your attention.”

"Sorry. | wasjust thinking about adream.”

"At my age, | have cometo redizethat dl dreamsare painful sdf-delusion. | adviseyou to forget it and
concentrate on the matter at hand. | may not be a gallant knight sweeping you away to safety, but | fear
that I'm dl you have right now."

She blinked, surprised at the bitterness of the comment. Something had certainly set him in afoul mood.
"I’'m sorry, Duncan. | truly appreciate your help. After what | did in the market, | wouldn't have been
surprised if you had just decided to wash your hands of me atogether.”

He looked as though he was going to ask her something. But instead he shrugged and said, "Let’ s go,
then."

Minapicked up alesther vaise that held some of Duncan’ sthings—all her possessonswould remain
behind in the apartment with Abby. Not that she had anything worth bringing, anyway. Shedidn’'t even
have anything that would do Abby any good.

She desperately hoped that her friend would be able to find anew roommate quickly. The sudden loss of
Mina sincome would be a crushing burden on her. I’ m sorry, Abby. | really messed everything up this
time, didn’t I? If only she had thought more about consequences, or had done things differently. But
wishes were worthless; there was only today, right now, to worry abouit.

Shefollowed Duncan out the widened side door. Like most of the doors around the thegter, this one had
aleather strgp dangling from the handle. He caught hold of it as he passed, then used it to pull the door
shut behind him. It occurred to Minathat this was probably the only convenient way for himto close
doors, given thewidth of the wheelchair and the danger of tipping it over by leaning too far.

Once outside, she gave Duncan the vadise. As she was supposed to be posing as his nursemaid, she
pushed the whedlchair up Mummers Street towards the nearest cabstand, where they would hire a coach
to take them to the railway station. Duncan sat in the chair and sulked, and she wondered if her disguise
didn’t account for agreat ded of hisbad mood. She was beginning to redlize that he despised even the
dightest suggestion that he was unable to do absolutely everything for himsaif.

They left Mummers Street for more populated thoroughfares. Mina kept a close eye on her surroundings,
half expecting aband of ghastly Knightsto leap out of every aleyway. After awhile, however, the people
around them impinged on her thoughts. Although they moved out of theway of the whedlchair, and afew
smiled or nodded at Mina, most avoided even looking at Duncan. Except for afew children, who
gawked from a street corner asif she pushed acircus freak down the strest.

Mina sfingerstightened angrily on the handles. "Doesn't it bother you?' shefinaly blurted.

Duncan didn't trouble himself with the contortion it would have taken to face her, nor was she surprised
that he knew at once what her question referred to. "It shouldn’t, | suppose. | may not exactly be
inconspicuousin this chair, but few people could describe me later even if they had to.” His mouth
tightened. "Even if my family hadn’t died in the purge after Aerin’ sdegth, | sometimeswonder whether |
would have had the courage to return to them. | couldn’t have inherited like this, so the estate would have
passed to my sster. Fendlawould have liked being an heiress, | suspect. But | would probably have
ended up shut away on the upper floor by mysdlf, with anursemaid to tend me. No sensein trotting out
the cripple to disturb the guests.”



"That’sstupid!" Minasaid angrily, and then realized that he might not appreciate her dander of hisdead
relaives. "1 mean, why would they have donethat? Y ou're smart, you' refunny...you can talk about
anything and make it interesting. I’ d have thought you'’ d be the center of attention at any gethering.”

"Er, um, that’svery kind of you," he said uncertainly. Then he straightened, asif relieved. "Oh, look,
here s the cab stand!™

Odd, she decided. She' d never seen Duncan get flustered over anything before. But she forgot about it in
the flurry of activity that followed. First they had to hire a.cab, and not atiny hansom too small to
accommodate the wheelchair. Then the driver had to assist her in hoisting Duncan into the cab and
shoving the chair in afterward. By the time they were finished, Duncan had once more lgpsed into sullen
dlence, and sheleft him dloneto sulk.

Although Minahad lived in Dere dl her life, she had never been to the railway station. The huge building
towered up into the sky, decorated with gleaming brass figures and an enormous clock that hung directly
over the main entrance. The air reeked of acrid smoke and coa dust. A train groaned out of the station,

trailing sparks and smoke behind it. Minafroze, saring a the iron behemoth, as women around her held
up parasolsto ward off ash and the occasiona stray cinder.

"l didn’t think it would be so big," she managed to say when Duncan threw her a questioning look.

"Ah." He shifted the vaise into amore comfortable position on hislap. "Y es. Its Sze represents a great
ded of iron. That could help us, I think. I would imagine that any minions of the Seelie Court would want
to stay asfar away from this place aspossible.”

Unfortunately, Duncan was wrong.

They joined the crowds flowing into the station. A tired-looking woman tried unsuccesstully to control
severa grimy children chasing each other around her skirts. Pigeons swooped overhead, and afew
women unfolded their parasols againgt any accidentd stains. A rustic-looking man sat in the center of the
floor, surrounded by severa crates of squawking chickens, forcing everyone eseto go around him. A
refined gentleman in atall black hat strode through the crowd, ahandkerchief held to his nose. The noise
of so many people crammed together was prodigious—Minawould have to shout if she wanted to say
anything to her companion. The smdll of cod and fumeswas even stronger inside than without, and she
hoped that they wouldn't have along wait.

The press of humanity around them blocked Duncan’ ssight, so it was|eft to Minato find asign pointing
to the ticket booth. As she stood on tiptoe, casting about, afigure standing close against one wall caught
her eye. Actudly, it caught her left eye—to the right, there was nothing there at all.

"Oh, hell," she hissed, her blood going ingtantly cold. The Knight' s pale countenance was turned away
from them, scanning the peoplewaiting in linefor tickets.

"Mina, we' re blocking the doors," Duncan pointed out testily, unable to see the Knight from hislower
vantage point. Mina swallowed hard, turned around, and wove them back through the crowd and out the
doors, into air that suddenly seemed close and choking.

"Knight," Minahissed, once they werewel| clear of the noise of the station.
"Dam.”
"Do you think it was waiting there for me?

"Yan



That made her heart clench in her chest. She glanced nervoudy over her shoulder, but no ghost-pale
Knights showed in either eye. "What—what are we going to do?'

"Thereisaposshbility that I'm mistaken, that the Knight had nothing to do with you. W€ ll try leaving the
city through one of the gates, and hiring astage once we' re clear.”

But that route proved blocked aswell. A team of Knights and Hounds |oitered about Ridersgate, and
another at Prayergate. They did nothing but stand and watch, their pale blue eyes scanning everyone who
passed through thewall dividing the old inner city from the newer settlements outside.

Minawas trapped in Dere.

*

They went back to the theater, since there was no other option. A thin woman sat on the street outside
the sde door, her fingers knotted in astring cat’ s cradle that reminded Mina uncomfortably of her dream.
The woman was dressed far too richly to belong in this part of town. Her green gown looked to be made
of expensive silk, and the plum shawl wrapped loosaly around her shoulders was velvet. Jeweled pins
were stuck at random into atangled mass of brown hair. Her face, though smeared with dirt, was pretty
in an odd sort of way. She looked up when she heard them approach, and the glittering intensity of her
green eyes made Minathink of madness.

"Saw you," the woman said, unraveing the string from about her fingers. "They’ relooking for you. Nasty
doggies, mean Knights."

"Weknow," Duncan said tiredly. "Comein, Fox."

Another student? Minawondered. It didn’t seem likely. But Fox hopped up and waited for Duncan to
banish the L ocking on the door, then ran indde in away that suggested familiarity.

"Fox isan old student of mine," Duncan confirmed in alow voice asthey crossed the threshold. "Be
patient with her. She can seethingsfar away, or in the future, or in other people’ s minds. Or perhapsall
at once—it’ s never been very clear to me. Unfortunately, her talent has been active since birth. Y ou can
imagine the effect of such visons on themind of achild. | don’t know what her redl nameis, but she
obvioudy comes from one of the wedlthier families. | suspect they keep her locked avay most of the
time"

Mina shuddered. Still, Fox was lucky not to have been sent to one of the madhouses that ringed the
outskirts of Dere. One of the mill girlshad abrother in such aplace. She had visited him once, and her
stories had been enough to give Mina nightmares for aweek.

Fox had sat down on the edge of the hearth, heedless of the ashes and her own fine dress. Her fingers
resumed their incessant knotting of the string, and Minasaw that her knuckles were swollen from
overuse.

Minadropped into one of the chairs, pulled off the brunette wig, and buried her facein her hands. "What
am| going to do now?"

Duncan drew in adeep breath, and then let it out dowly. "You' [l smply have to wait it out. Keep your
head down, keep quiet, and don't do anything to draw attention to yoursdlf. They can't watch the gates
and the station forever."

Mina put a hand to the ring of scarsthat the collar had worn around her throat. "Then you' d better
glamour another chain for me" she said glumly.



"Y ou can’t mean to Ssmply pick your life back up asif nothing has happened. They’ relooking for you,
Mina"

She spread her hands apart. "What else can | do? They don’t know where | live—at least, | don't see
how they could. And they thought the collar was nothing but a disguise of somekind, asif they couldn’t
imagineafading actudly working."

"Not in afactory or mill. | was amazed when | first saw you. Most of us could never have tapped into
our powerswith so much iron around.”

She shrugged uncomfortably; trying not to think too much about the things she had done at the mill.
Willianm' s body, hitting the floor. "So they won’t look for methere. I’ll do my best to keep quiet. Like
you sad, they can't hunt me forever."

Duncan’ sface settled into grim lines. "Be careful, Mina Please.”

She stood up, intending to get her normal clothes. "1 made abad mistake, Duncan. The world doesn’t
often forgive such things. I’ ve got to live with whatever consequences come of it. If I’'m lucky, it won't be
fatal. But I’ m not ready to bet on that yet."

~*

Minawalked home dowly, taking the route that kept her closest to the Blackrush. Despite the aughisky
inthe waters, the river made her fed safein away she couldn’t define. Her unsedlie nature making itself
known again, she supposed.

The sun was going down, and the streets were amost deserted as people retired early to prepare for
tomorrow’ swork after aday of leisure. A torn newspaper blew across the cobble-lined road. "Queen
Rhiannon Gives Speech to Adoring Crowd!" the headline proclaimed. Minakicked it into the polluted
water.

As sherounded a gentle curve in the street, she saw that she was not the only person stirring abroad
tonight. Thetall fae from the market loitered on the riverbank, clearly waiting for her. She stopped in her
tracks, blood going cold when she saw the darkness of his eyes focus on her.

"What do you want with me?" she demanded, her voice shaking.

He examined hisfingernalsidly, picking delicatdly at acuticle. The nailswere very long and looked sharp
asknives. "l wasright, wasn't I?'Y our friends weren't telling you everything.”

"Answer my question!”

He glanced up and smiled &t her. "My interest in you? A whim, perhaps. Y ou intrigue me, my pretty
fagling. | haven't seen anything like you in avery long time." He turned away and looked down theriver,
inthe direction of the pdace. "l am curiousto see how it will dl end.”

Mina shandsbdled into fists. "I don’t believe you."

"Believe what you will. It isnothing to me. Why should | care about the opinion of agirl who doesn’t
even know hersdf?'

She narrowed her eyesin suspicion. "What do you mean?”

Fine boots crackled in the dying grass dong the riverbank. He paced to the edge of the water, looked



into it thoughtfully, and then turned around with another devastating smile. "What do you want, Mina?
What do you redly want, in the depths of your heart? Y ou can haveit. Y ou can have anything. Y ou only
haveto truly want it."

Hiswords chilled her, and she made an abrupt sign againgt evil. "What are you, some sort of cheap
tempter? Some imitation devil ?*

He laughed unexpectedly. "1 am theworst kind of devil, Mina—the kind thet tellsthe truth. They say that
angelsareliars, but | wouldn't know about that. The fae pay a teind to hell, not heaven." He bowed
extravagantly, the black lace of his shirt cuffs dmost sweeping the muddy bank. ™Y ou may cdl me
Camhladh. It'snot my true name, of course.”

"Of course" shesad dryly.
"Y ou have the power to change things. But you must reach out and take it.”
Shetook astep back, shaking her head. "Keep your flummery. I'll not listen to you.”

His eyes narrowed dangeroudy. "Then listen to her." He pointed to the shadows benegath the nearby
bridge. A woman sat in the weeds, her brown dresstorn and tattered, her long hair trailing into theriver.
She was washing something, dternately rinsing it in the befouled waters of the Blackrush and begting it
againg the agae-dimed rocks that formed the bridge’ sfooting. Something white and long, and stained
dark with old blood.

"She' sthe bean-nighe of Dere," Camhlaidh said. "Y ou have heard of her kind?'

Minaswallowed. "They were mentioned in one of Duncan’s books. The bean-nighe washes the shrouds
of those who will soon die”

"Yan

Minastood il for what seemed like along time. She knew that it would be a mistake to do what
Camhlaidh wanted. He could have nothing good in mind for her. But curiogity pulled at her like ariptide
in the ocean, and she took one step, then another.

The woman turned dowly to look at her. Her face had the palor of acorpse, and her eyes had sunk
back into her head. Blood ran down her legs and feet, soaking through her wretched dress.

A fedling crackled along Mina s skin, awhisper of power that made the hairs on the back of her neck
stand up. Shetook abreath, and the air waslike needlesin her lungs.

"Bean-nighe," she said, and her voice shook, "what is the name of the one whose winding sheet you
wash?'

The bean-nighe smiled, and it was the ghastly grin of something dead.
"WilhdminaColg" shesad.

*

Rhiannon’ s eyes narrowed. "What do you mean she' s gone?”

Roderick shifted uncomfortably in his chair midway down the enormous dining room table. " She
disappeared. Just...disappeared, that’ s all." He glanced up defensively. "I set awatch on dl the exitsfrom
the city. So far none of the Knights or Hounds have seen her leave. She must till be somewherein



Dere”

Rhiannon pressed her fine lipstogether, her taste for the delicate sauces on her plate suddenly gone.
Across from Roderick, Dagmar shifted in her chair, parti-colored eyes bright with madness. For an
ingtant, Rhiannon was reminded of ahound that has scented its prey. But Dagmar said nothing, only
watched and listened.

"How did she get out of the prison?' Rhiannon asked Roderick, her tone deceptively mild.

"I don’'t know!" snapped Roderick. "If I'd known, | would have taken precautions againgt it! Shewas
completely bound in iron—she couldn’t have used magic. But the door was till locked, so she couldn’t
have gonethat way either.”

"She obvioudy had help, then," Rhiannon mused. Her fork stabbed atender dice of meat. "Damn you for
losng her."

Roderick stiffened, looking affronted. "I’ get her back.”

"Do 0. You said she was wearing aglamour shaped to look like the collar of an indentured worker.
Start with thefactories."”

Roderick shook hishead. "A waste of time. It had to have been adisguise. No fagling would ever
chooseto live surrounded by so muchiron.”

"Perhaps that’ swhy no one has found her before now. And Roderick?!
"y e

"Find her—but find the rest of them aswell."

He smiled now, beautiful and inhuman. " So you admit thet | wasright.”

Her nailsdug up little strips of varnish off thetable. "Just do as| say."

CHAPTER NINE

The meeting between Minaand the rest of the unsedlie faglings, postponed by her abortive dash for
safety, was held the next evening.

Mina hastened across town, hoping to arrive at the theater before any of them, asif laying first clamto
familiar ground would somehow give her an advantage. She met Bryan in the street outside, carrying a
heavy tin of teathat he had brought from his aunt’ s store. Duncan only waved irritably at the kitchenin
the back of the theater, asif irked at being reminded that he didn’t have the resources to procure hisown
tea. Minahid agrin behind her hand and wondered if Duncan was as surly to people who tossed coins
into thelittle cup by which he made hisliving. Perhgpsit was just aswell that he played the vidlin; asan
ordinary beggar, his attitude would have driven him out of business.

She sttled into her familiar chair, and then shuffled it over closer to his. He gave her alook of surprise
and set aside the book he had been reading. "Nervous?

She shrugged, and then nodded. "Y eah.”

"Don’'t be. These are your own kind."



"| suppose. Arethey good people?”

Duncan smiled ruefully. "Some are. But they are dl unsedlie faglings, like you. I’ ve dways encouraged my
studentsto look out for one another despite any persond differences.”

They began to drift in after that, one at atime or in smdl knots. In dl, there were perhaps twenty of them,
and it surprised Minathat so many would have dared risk living in Dere. For the most part, they seemed
like average people. If not for the whisper of power shefelt from them, Minawould never have known
them to be anything other than purely human.

"Oh, Duncan!" squealed aghill feminine voice from the halway. A moment later, a curvaceous redhead
burgt into the room. She was dressed in something pink and frilly, which exposed agenerous amount of
cleavage. "It’ sbeen far too long!" She flounced over and unceremonioudy deposited hersdlf in hislap.

Minasat up straighter, nervousness forgotten. Her hands tightened cruelly on the arms of her chair.
"Hdlo, Janine," Duncan said with an uncomfortable smile.

"Redlly, | hardly seeyou at dl anymore!" the woman nattered, her breasts dangling more or less at his
eyelevd.

A sudden, unexpected burst of anger cut through Mina, though why it should have done so shedidn’t
know. Abruptly, Janine stood up and stepped away from Duncan, looking suddenly ashamed. "I’'m
sorry," she said to no one.

Mina settled back in her chair, heart pounding. Duncan cast Janine an odd look, obvioudy confused. "Er,
quitedl right.”

"Isdear Janine being adut again?' asked a smooth, warm voice like darkness spun into velvet.

Minalooked up and found hersalf staring at what was probably one of the most beautiful men she had
ever seen. Hisblack hair was pulled back into atail, reveding findy sculpted features and a sensuous
mouth. He moved with alithe, careless grace, like theripple of acat’ s shadow. Eyes of the deepest,
darkest blue she had ever imagined met hers, and he smiled alittle.

Minafelt his power, like awhisper of musk and incense, and it occurred to her with an odd little shock
that he was haf-fae aswell. There was something erotic about that tingle of power, like the light dance of
fingers up her back.

No. She denied the feding angrily, and it subsided, leaving her clear-headed once again.
"ThisisMichadl," Duncan said. For some reason, he sounded rather displeased about it.

Michadl took her hand and leaned over it. ™Y ou must be Duncan’s new student. He saysthat you are
promisng.”
"He' ssaid nothing at al about you," Minareplied.

A faint spark of anger flared in hiseyes a that. "Redlly.” Thistime, hissmilewasbrittle. Shefdt his
power push againgt her wards, not hard enough to be a challenge, but enough to be atest. Surprised, she
met hiseyes and realized that he was used to being the strongest unsedliefadling in Dere.

The star pupil, afraid of being supplanted.
She pulled her hand away and settled back in her chair. To hell with such games.



Minaonly wanted to live.

*

"Youdidit, didn't you?' Camhlaidh asked afew hourslater.

Mina had half-expected to see him loitering under one of the bridges dong the Blackrush, but hiswords
dartled her nonethdess. "Did what?'

Thefae was nothing but alean shadow againg the reflection of gadight off the restlesswater. Thewind
lifted hislong hair and brought to Minathe rank smell of theriver. "Y ou wanted, and it happened.”

Janine. She had wanted the girl away from Duncan, and it had happened.

A dow, cold fear rose up in Minga, asthough the river had entered her veins. "No."
Camhlaidh chuckled softly. "Don't lieto either of us. It doesn’t do any good.”
"How do you know these things? Why do you care?' Mina demanded furioudly.
"Doesit matter?'

"y eg"

"Too bad." Helooked away, and there was something subtly inhuman in his profile that struck achord of
kinship in her. "Keep it up. Y ou might yet escape the fate the bean-nighe saw for you."

Minaclosed her eyes. "I don't even understand what | did.”

"Don’'t you? Then let me makeit clear to you. Y ou can have whatever you want from those pallid little
faelings you met tonight. Y ou only haveto will it."

She shook her head and took a step back. “"No. That would be wrong.”
Hisvoice was like quicksIver diding over her skin. "The strong decide whet is right and what iswrong.”

A bitter bark of laughter escaped her. "Y ou say that to me? When | have this around my neck?1’ll be
damned if | believe that forcing usto dave for the factory isright just because they have power and we
don't."

"Then you aren’t going to use your power?"
"No."
"Thenyou'll die

"No!" She glared a him, hating his mockery and his certainties. "I’ ll go to Duncan. HE |l know whét to
do."

Camhlaidh threw back his head and let out along ped of laughter. The gadight snagged on his sharp
animd’ steeth. "What an idealist! How do you think your friend will react to the fact that you can make
him do things againg hiswill? Do you think he'll trust you after that? Do you think he' [l want you
anywhere near him?"

Minastood very sill, acutely aware of her heart beating in her chest. Whatever hisintentions, Camhlaidh
was right about that. She thought of the looks that Duncan and Bryan would turn on her once they knew



the truth, and her heart twisted painfully. She couldn’t risk it, not now, when for thefirst timein her life
she had achance at...at what?

"Goto hdl," she hissed, baring her teeth. Then she turned and ran.

~*

Minatried to forget the fag' swords. Camhlaidh wouldn't even tell her why he had an interest in
her—why should she believe anything he said? Perhaps he had been behind Janine' s abrupt change of
heart. Perhgps the fae was only trying to trick Minainto believing that she had some vile power that filled
her with shame and terror.

Somehow, she couldn’'t make hersdlf bdieveit.

Her fear of something terrible hiding within hersdf only compounded the stress of knowing that the Sedlie
Court was actively hunting her. Each day was fraught with dread, anightmare of constantly looking over
her shoulder, waiting for aKnight or Hound to appear. Her belly clenched in knots al thetime, and it
was hard to eat. Abby worried that she was sick and pleaded with her to go straight home after work
and rest.

Instead, Minaflung hersdf into her training with Bryan and Duncan. Duncan clearly perceived her stress
and did his best to distract her by making the lessons enjoyable.

"Wewill work on your use of glamour today," he announced on Saturday. He was ensconced in his
favorite chair, hiswithered legs propped up on a hassock.

"| can dready cast aglamour well enough to passfaery gold,” Minapointed out dryly.

Duncan frowned at thisreminder of her disastrous deception. "Yes. But acoinisonething. They are
relaively smple, and you did mention that you used pebblesto give them weight. | want you to practice
something abit more complex.”

"All right." Shefolded her legs under her in the chair and leaned against one of thewings. The faded,
threadbare upholstery smelled of dust and candle smoke.

"Good." He thought for amoment. "Would you like acup of tea?' A delicate porcelain cup appeared in
his hands and he held it out. Taking it from him, she felt the wash of heat from the liquid within, and her
nose caught the distinctive scent of bergamot.

Shelaughed in delight at the realism. The cup vanished, and Duncan settled back with asmile. "Now, you
givemesomething inreturn,” hesaid.

She considered amoment, then pulled the solidity from the stones of the hearth, the gleam of light off the
gold rims of Duncan’ s spectacles, the smoothness of glass from the lenses. A gold pocket-watch formed
in her hands, although it took longer for her to get the weight and fed of her illusion. Neverthdess, she
passed it to him with asmile, keeping its form with athread of power.

"Very good." Hissmile of gpprova brought asparkleto his eyes, and she found hersdf grinning
irresdibly inreturn. "Here—have apair of gloves.”

"Thank you, Sr. Please accept alace handkerchief as atoken of my esteem. You'll notice I’ ve had it
monogrammed with my initids”

"I’ll carry it next to my heart, naturaly. | would be honored if you would take a dozen roses from my



hand. The head gardener grew them in the hothouse at my request.”

The roses even had afragrance. Mina breathed deeply and glanced over the bouquet at Duncan. They
were both grinning like idiots. "No one' s ever given me flowers before. A bottle of good wineto
celebrate with, perhaps? Of course the [abel has to remain blank, given that | have no ideawhat agood
bottle of winewould be."

"Ah. Understandable. Will you have some chocolates?!

The dark treasures nestled in their satin-lined box looked good enough to eat. "Ah," shesaid witha
wicked smile. "They’re said to be an aphrodisiac.”

"Minal Will you hedp mewith thetea?' Bryan said & her ebow.
Minajumped and looked at him guiltily. "Oh! | didn’t know you were there.”
"Yes Wdl! Come help mewith theteal™

Minalooked at him in puzzlement. "God, you' re awfully worked up about the tea, aren’t you? And when
was the last time you needed help? Oh, al right, stop looking a me like that."

She stood up and followed him back to the kitchen, where a battered kettle steamed happily on top of
the stove. The stove was small and short, and Minawondered how long it had taken Duncan to find one
where he could reach things on the top.

Bryan glanced back down the hdll, asif worried that Duncan had followed them, and then turned to her.
"Were you flirting with the old man back there?'

Minablushed furioudy. "What? Of course not!"
"Areyou sure?!
"l think I'd know."

Bryan looked at her doubtfully. "Listen, Mina...I don't want to interfere or tell you what to do. But the
old man’shad arough timeof it, I think. | mean, he sinawheechair and dl, but he' s till aman.”

Minarolled her eyes. "It had cometo my attention.”

"Had it? Why do you think Janine flirtswith him the way she does? She sees him as sort of harmless, like
it does't matter. Like hewouldn’t care, so she doesn't have to worry about any repercussions.”

Minanarrowed her eyes, feding anger risein her blood like the floodwaters of the Blackrush. "What are
you trying to tell me?" she asked softly, so that her voice wouldn't carry any farther than Bryan'sears.
"That men have their needs? That | should be ashamed of being awoman, because if some man gets
horny it'smy fault, and so | should have to do something about it?

Bryan looked darmed. "Of course not! | was only asking you to be nice to Duncan. | just didn’t want
you to, you know...lead him on."

Minaamost laughed doud. "Lead him on? Me? Look at me! I'm adamned factory dave. How the hell
could | lead someone like Duncan on?"

Bryan looked at her quietly for along moment. "Y ou haven’t had good luck with men, have you?'



William's body, hitting the floor. "None of your damned business.”
Bryan sighed. "I’m sorry. Never mind. Just forget that | said anything.”

"Damned right,” she muttered, snatching the tray with the teacups from him. She marched back down the
hal and into the Sitting room. Duncan, obliviousto everything, looked up with abright smile as she
entered.

"I had awonderful ideafor tomorrow!" he announced. "Why don’'t we adl go to the park?"

~*

"Thisisaterribleides,” Minaopined as they waked down the broad street in the sunlight of early
afternoon. Duncan wheded dongside her, seeming irrepressibly cheerful. Bryan wandered on the other
sde, squinting in the sun. Fox had appeared that morning before they had |eft the theater, and now
skipped happily down the street, clutching her knot of string to her breast asthough it were achild or a
Secret.

"It sawonderful idea,” Duncan corrected. He stopped whedling for amoment to adjust the rather
sad-looking hat that perched on his head like adead animal. "Y ou need to relax.”

"I"'m being hunted!"
"We aren't going to the palace, we' re going to the park. Dereisavery large city, Mina—

there aren’t enough Knights and Hounds to patrol every inch of it. Any search for you will haveto be
random at best. | don’t see that going to the park is any more dangerous than going to work or walking
down Mummers Street.”

The park they headed for was asmall one not too far from the thegter, a spot of greenery with afew
benches and a short boat dock leading out onto the Blackrush. It was a hot summer day, which meant
that most mortals not cursed with unsedlie blood thought it afine opportunity to go outsde. Most of the
peoplein the park looked to be working class. Y oung ladies and their beaus promenaded aong the
grave pathways, while others sat on the benches and whispered soft liesto one another. Some children
played with aball on the grass, laughing and shrieking.

Thefaelings drew afew odd looks. Between Bryan'sdark skin, Duncan’ swhedchair, Fox’ s half-ruined
finery, and Mina s dave collar, they had to be by far the strangest-looking group there. Don’t mind us,
just the annual meeting of the Losers Club, Minathought sourly. God, but they were a pathetic
collection. How could any of them hope to elude the Sedlie Court?

After awhile, Bryan drifted off to talk to some young women by the park’ s smal, nondescript fountain.
Duncan cheerfully fed breadcrumbsto the pigeons, while Fox sat on the grass beside him and went back
to her world of string. Minaambled over to the Blackrush and started skipping stones over its troubled
surface.

She wondered if she should have told Duncan about seeing the bean-nighe. He might not have been so
esger for thisouting if he knew shewas going to die.

It's not set in stone, Minatold hersdlf fiercely. She didn’t know that for certain, of course. Duncan's
books warned about putting too much faith in prophecy, and she extended that warning to the
bean-nighe’ s death-sight aswell. Whether it was vaid to do so...who knew? She had to believe she had
achanceto survive. Otherwise what was the point of anything?

| wish none of this had ever happened, shethought. | wish | was normal, | wish there was nothing



in my veins but human blood. | wish...
That | had never met Duncan? Or Bryan?

Itwasalie. Damnit dl to hell, but that was alie, even knowing that desth was coming for her because of
it.

Even that was an assumption, of course. The degth the bean-nighe had foreseen might have nothing to do
with fadlings. A fdl into the machinery at the mill or an explosion of the cotton dust in the air—those
would kill her just as quickly asaHound. Hell, she might fal under ahansom cab on the wak home
tonight.

The soft crunch of wheels sounded on the gravel path. Duncan came up beside her and |ooked out over
thewater. "I hope you aren’'t too angry,” he said unexpectedly.

"About coming here? No. It wasagood idea."
"Perhaps you would have rather spent the day with your friends, though.”

"| thought | was." She threw another stone, watched it skip afew timesand sink out of sight. Just like
life, shethought. You get thrown out with no one asking if it was what you wanted, you touch the
world or other people a few times, and then...you just disappear. Gone.

For thefirg time in along while, Minathought about her mother. Redlly thought about her, instead of just
fighting off the memory of her desth. Her hard life had made her hard in return. Sometimesit had seemed
that she blamed Minafor her circumstances, asif the baby was just as guilty asthe Srethat got her.

"I'm glad you aren’t angry,”" Duncan said findly. "It seemsto methat you are angry agrest ded of the
time. | suppose you've aright to be."

"Maybe." Another stone left land for water. "Or maybe none of us has. Maybe we should just take what
lifegivesuslikeanyonedse"

"I don't believe that. We should struggle to change, to make our circumstances better. | wouldn't teach
otherwise"

They went onto the dock. Mina sat at the very end, her legs dangling over the dark water. It occurred to
her that the desth coming for her might be the aughisky, lurking about, waiting to drown foolish young
women who put their feet within itsreach...

They taked for awhile. Just talked, about things that had no life-or-death importance, while the sun got
more and more westerly. Duncan spoke of his childhood home a Dahn—how the fog would hang over
the meadowsin the mornings. Minaremembered one or two funny storiesfrom her daysin the
orphanage, mogtly pranksthe girls had pulled on one another, which made him laugh. The sun went
down, and the stars came out. Minasighed and leaned her head againgt the armrest of the chair beside
her. After afew moments, she felt Duncan’ sfingerstouch her hair, very lightly. The unexpected pleasure
goleasmadl sgh from her.

"Why do they do it, Duncan?' she asked after awhile, asthefaintest stars of the Hunter finally became
clear inthe sky. "Thefae, | mean. Why do they make us? Don't they even care?'

He thought about her question. That was one of the things she liked about him, she redlized—he dways
seemed to consder her words carefully, asif she might say something important. Crazy that, to think a
factory davelike her might have something ingghtful to say to auniversity man like him.



"I don't know," he said at |ast. Hisfingerstouched her hair softly, rhythmicaly. "Perhgpsthey doiit for the
same reasons as mortals. Out of love, or lust. Perhaps they have motives beyond our understanding. |
often wonder what becomes of the faglings sired by humans on fae women. Are they outcasts aswe are?
Or are they something more? The fae have along-standing reputation for stealing human babies and
leaving changdingsin their place. But I’ ve never heard that anyone knows what they do with them."

She sghed. "It must have been my father. He must have beenfae. That'sdl | can think.”
"l believe you'reright. Y ou' re too strong to be anything lessthan haf fae."

"Half fae, haf human." She shook her head under hisfingers. Y ou know, when | was growing up, |
aways dreamed that my father was alord. My mother was a serving woman in afine manor somewhere,
you see—for the RiKenn family, | believe. She got pregnant with me and was turned out for immora
behavior. It didn’t seem such alegp of the imagination to think that the lord was the one who knocked
her up.

"I’d tell mysdlf thet the red reason shelost her job wasthat my noble father had falen wildly in love with
my mother, but hiswife was jeal ous and made her leave. Of course my father hadn’t known until it was
too late. | told myself that he had looked and looked for us, but just couldn’t find us. But someday, after
| grew up, I'd go home. The jedl ous wife would be conveniently dead, and the lord would have no other
heirs, because he' d never loved anyone e se but my mother. He would wel come me with open arms, and
I’ d spend the rest of my life with servants and carriages and beautiful dresses. Stupid, huh?"

"Nota al."
"| used to dream that my father was noble. Now | dream that he was human. | think that’s sad.”

Duncan sighed. "Our dreams become smaller and more desperate as we get older, | think. Theworld
strips more from us, until we' d trade anything just to get back what we once had.”

"l wishthat | knew my father. | mean, | wish that | knew why hedid it. If there was any other motivation
then plain lug.”

"He may have been in love with your mother. If she never told you what happened, then you don’t know
that for certain. They may have loved one another very much.”

Minalooked up at him sadly. "There' sno such thing aslove. | figured that out along time ago. There's
just lust and stupidity, with afew pretty wordslike ‘love’ to glossthem over.”

She stood up abruptly, wrapping her arms around hersdlf. "It doesn’t matter why he did it—why any of
them do it. The result isdwaysthe same. We re winter’ s orphans, Duncan. And, for us, spring will never
come.”

~*

Duncan sat at the end of the dock and listened to Mina s retreating footsteps. Sadness took him. She
was S0 young to be so hard. It didn’'t seemright, or fair.

He breathed in deeply, smelling the rank odor of the Blackrush, the cleaner wind that blew over it. God,
but hewas afool, to st on adock and talk about love with a pretty woman haf his age. Stupid, insane,
completely mad.

He had thought it a bad mistake to take Mina on as his sudent. Now seemed like agood time to admit
thetruth of that to himsdf. But, try as he might, he couldn’t regret it. Not even when she made him fed as



though he was hurtling down a hill with no way to brake.

CHAPTERTEN

During the weeks after the trip to the park, Mina straining continued apace. Over time she seemed to
forget her fear of the Sedlie Court and relax once again.

Only one thing happened during that time to disturb Duncan. And it disturbed him deeply.
"Damnit!" Minaswore furioudy from her seat by the hearth.
Duncan looked up curioudy, wondering what had set her so on edge. "What' swrong?"

Minasat dmost in the ashes, her head bent over aknot of tangled string laced around her fingers. Her
short blonde hair gleamed faintly in the gadight, her bowler hat having been tossed unceremonioudy onto
the mantelpiece, where it crowded Aerin’ s portrait. At hiswords, shelooked up, and the expression on
her sharp, fera features was troubled.

"Thid" she exclamed, thrusting out her string-entrapped hands. "'Fox showed me how to use the string to
seethingsfar away. But | can’t seem to get the knack of it. | must be doing something wrong. Could you
show me how?'

Duncan suppressed asmile. "I'd loveto, Mina, but I'm afraid | couldn’t even if | understood how it
works. That sort of thing ismaiden’smagic.”

Shefrowned, alittle line springing up between her dark eyebrows. The bright sun during their day at the
park had brought up a scattering of freckles on her nose, which delighted Duncan for some reason. "So
only women cando it?'

"Correct," he confirmed. "In fact, only women who have never been pregnant—those who are maidens
rather than mothers—can cast the spell.”

Minastared at him for amoment, and to his surprise he saw anger flood her brown eyeslike something
risng from deep waters. Then, with afurious snarl, she flung the string into the ashes of the hearth.

"lssomething wrong?'

"Damnit!" she shouted suddenly, standing up and aiming akick at the hearthstones. Then she turned
abruptly away, wrapping her arms around hersdf and biting the knuckle of one finger. "Fuck," she added
inasmdl voice,

"Mina?' Duncan asked, becoming truly worried. "Areyou dl right?"

She sighed and dropped her arms. "Y eah. I’'m just mad, | guess. It'sjust that | could redlly use thisspell.
| thought I might be able to keep an eye out for the Hounds and the Knights with it, somehow.”

Puzzlement filled him. "I don’t understand. Are you...have you borne a child?’
Shewouldn’t look at him. "Not to term.”

"Oh." A sudden, horrible fear trickled into his ssomach. It didn’t sound asif her experience had been
voluntary. "l...that is, would you liketo talk about it?"



Her mouth twisted bitterly. "No. I’ d rather keep your respect, if it'sall the sameto you.”
"Nothing you could tell mewould take that away."

"Y ou don't know that." Her eyes narrowed suddenly, and for amoment she looked dangerous. ™Y ou
don’'t know anything about me."

Thewords hurt. "Y ou don't have to say anything if you don’'t wish to, and | would never pry. But if you
would like to speak of it, then I’ m prepared to listen and not judge.”

Minashook her head and looked away. "Likel sad...."

"All right," he said, trying to remain calm through building anger. "But | meant what | said. I’'m hereif you
need afriend.”

She nodded mutely and went to pick up abook she had been studying, her unhappiness evident in every
movement. Duncan tightened his grip on the chair and sincerely considered asking her for the bastard's
name so that he could hunt him down and kill him.

Oh, yes, you are certainly the picture of the gallant protector, he mocked himsdf bitterly. An old
man who can’t even walk! Mina would just laugh at you if you offered, and rightly so. | amthe
worst kind of fool.

Besides, Mina doesn’t need a protector. Not anymore.

Things had not gone for her asthey should have. They had made her tough and strong as stone. The
darkness of experience infused her magic and turned her aready great power into a treacherous weapon.

But there were il vulnerable spots under the armor. There was gill something soft in her. Nothing weak,
but perhaps something gentle.

Perhaps, if hisworst fearswere right and a dyana’s power lurked hidden in her, there would be some
hope for them after dl.

~*

Minasmoked the first cigarette of the day while she fixed breskfast for hersdf and Abby. At thistime of
morning, it was noticeably darker outsde their window than it had been during the full strength of
summer. Not much, but alittle.

She wiped the sweset from her brow as she tirred the porridge. Something banged loudly against the wall
behind her, and she winced. Their neighbors had been fighting since dawn, and she strongly suspected
that the mouse-like wife was once again being besten to within an inch of her life. One of the older sons
had been yelling earlier, shouting at the father to stop, but he was till too young to have an adult’s
strength. Very possibly it was his head that had just rebounded off the wall.

Abby dragged over and sat down &t their table, looking glum. Camiliahadn’t come around for awhile,
and it had been weeks since Abby had last gotten word from her lover. Minastrongly suspected that
Camiliawasin the midst of negotiations for a husband, and wouldn't dlow arendezvous with afemale
factory daveto threaten her prospects. Perhaps Abby could be convinced to blackmail Camilia, once
her immediate heartache had faded.

Minaglanced at Abby’s sad face and decided probably not. Which was too bad, because they could
surely have used the money.



Therow next door finaly quieted down during breskfast. Afterwards, Minaand Abby headed out and
down the gtairs, stepping around the battered and half-conscious body of the rebellious son. Mina shook
her head and wondered why people bothered to even have children if they were only going to do this.
Maybe they just wanted someone else to share their own misery.

For once, they got through the counting house well before the gates were to be shut. Mr. Parsm glared
at them, histhinning hair lank with sweet againgt his doping brow. The near-windowless building with the
thick brick walls was not the best place to be in summer; Minathought Parsm deserved every moment
of suffering he got. Perhaps he could look upon it asapreview of his afterlife.

The coughing overtook her on the stairs, stronger than normd. "What the hell are they doing in the
carding room?" she choked out. Abby, who was aso coughing, only shook her head. The omnipresent
cotton dust had settled into every crack and crevice in the mill, and Minawondered what their lungs must
look like after constantly breething the stuff.

Minathrew the lever that started her looms and watched the white thread transform into an endless bolt
of cloth. Theroar and clangor of the mill rose up around her, isolating her with her thoughts. For awhile
her mind drifted, dragged intermittently back to redlity whenever one of the machines required tending.
Something prickled at the back of her mind, however, distracting her thoughts. Uneasiness had settled in
her gut for some reason, and she found hersdlf glancing back over her shoulder without cause, irrationally
afraid that someone was coming up behind her, his approach muffled by the din of the looms.

Slly, shetold hersdf firmly, but the thought lacked conviction. Perhaps she was being foolish. Perhaps
fear of the Sedlie Court and the bean-nighe' s prophecy had finally worn her nervesto the point of
bresking.

Perhaps. But when it came to magic, Duncan had warned her to be wary of any unexplained feglings or
hunches

She worked until she could stand it no longer. Throwing the clutch on the looms, sheleft her narrow aley
and found Jacab. "I don't fed well!" sheydled into hisear over the roar of the machines. "l just need to
step outside for amoment!”

Heglowered at her. "Don't take long, girl! Fainting spellsaren’t going to pay your Contract!™

Asif | didn’t know that, Minathought resentfully. Hunching up her shoulders, she dipped out of the
weaving room and into the stairwell. A yellowed poster on the dank bricks reminded her that books
were not dlowed in the mill. Sheripped it off in asudden fit of anger and flung it on the litter-choked

steps.

She went down two turnings, then stopped and listened. The continuous rumble of machinery sounded
through the brick wall and throbbed beneath her feet. There came afaint scuffling sound, asif afoot had
didodged some of the trash littering the sairs, followed by asoft snuffling. The hair on Mina s neck tried
to stand up, and she had to restrain the impul se to flee back up the stairs. Instead, she took a deep
breath and eased her way as quietly as she could to the next landing.

They were on the landing below, visible only to her left eye as she peered around the corner. Pale-eyed,
blank-featured K nights stood amidst their summer-glowing Hounds. They had stopped on the
fourth-floor and seemed to be waiting for something. After amoment, the door swung open, and another
Hound emerged. Itsfur bristled on its back, and it growled softly.

They re searching for me, Minathought, her heart threatening to beet through her ribs. They' re going
floor-by-floor. Prince Roderick saw the slave collar on my neck—he must have decided that it



wasn't a ruse after all.

She had to escape. But the stairwell that was her only exit was blocked. That Ieft hiding and hoping to
hell that they didn’t find her. Trying not to breathe, she dipped back up the stairs, heading for the attic.

Duncan, Bryan, | need you, shethought in despair. | don’t know if | can do this alone.

The door &t the very top of the stairwell let Minaout into the attic. The close air was dark and ferocioudly
hot. Old boxes and equipment lurked in towering pilesal around her, turning the enormousroom into a
treacherous maze. Dust coated everything, and spider webs dangled from the celling. Despite her short
height, she had to duck benegth the ponderous beams of the rafters.

Don't look up here, shewilled the Hounds desperately. Leave when you don’t see me below. Just
leave.

She ran among the piled boxes until she cameto anarrow crevice between stacks. Hunching down, she
forced her body into it, until the shadows covered her completely.

Sedliefadlings might not be able to seewdl in the dark, she reasoned, and if so the ruse might protect
her.

For along time there was nothing but the muffled rumble of machinery from below. Mina s heartbesat
dowed alittle, and her breathing evened out. It might have worked. After al, why would the Knights
bother to ook in a deserted storage attic, when they had no reason to believe that she would be hiding
fromthem?

Something scraped softly against the door. Minaheld her breath, not daring to move even thetiniest
amount. Hinges squealed dowly. Claws clicked softly on the wooden floor, accompanied by the snuffling
of ascenting Hound.

It can smell me.

She hdd hersdlf motionlessin her hiding place, still hoping that it would somehow pass her by. The
click-click-click of claws grew louder, closer, following either her scent or the footprints she had left on
the dusty floor. A long nose appeared around one corner of the boxes, followed by a canine head with
piercing blue eyes.

Minalashed out with aspell, shoving the Hound back into an unsteady tower of wooden pdlets. She
flung out one hand, caling her staff, and it wasthere, settling into her grip. Frost rimed the polished
wood, making it dippery. She snatched shadow from the dusty rafters, wrapping hersdf and her staff in
it. When the Hound snarled and lunged, she was ready with aweapon of shadow and cold. Physica
bones crunched, and she felt the magica bonds that held together the Hound' s unnatura flesh weaken
before her ondaught. She drew in abregth, breathed out ice and snow and the darkness of winter. The
Hound bit ineffectively a the gaff...and died.

Minajumped over its body and started to run. At this close distance, her pursuers would have sensed the
magical skirmish, wards or no wards. Her only hope was to somehow get around them and away, before
they began abattle in the middle of the other workers.

After that, she didn’t know what to do, except head for the Blackrush and pray that the water gave her
power.



Duncan carefully picked up the lens of the telescope he had been tinkering with. The glass had not been
ground quite right, and he was attempting to fix it. If he did the job correctly, he would be able to show
Minathe planets this weekend. It seemed something she might like, and it would be pleasurableto talk to
her about something unconnected to faglings and magic.

Despite her lack of education, Minahad anatura intelligence that was quick to pick up amaost any topic
he cared to introduce. Her hunger to learn was something that he had only dreamed about with other
students, and Duncan thought it would do no harm to expand histeaching into awider areathan he had
before attempted.

A bit of philosophy as well, perhaps? he wondered, as he began polishing the lens with asoft cloth.
God knew that it wouldn't hurt. The world had not done much to teach her ethics, as evidenced by her
attempt to passfaery gold in the market. And, given her potentia for destruction, that worried him more
than alittle.

Something moved in the corner of hiseye, and afaint breath of power kissed his cheek. Startled, he
looked up but saw nothing out of the ordinary. The gitting room was quiet. Tame shadows clustered in
the hearth, and the lamps were dark. The asheslay ill in their bed, disturbed by no unseen wind. So it
took him amoment before he realized that the problem lay not in what had been added to the room, but
inwhat had been removed. The corner between chimney and wall looked lonely and bare, Mina' s staff
gonefromitsusud resting-place.

Minahad cdled her saff to her.

Fear thrummed suddenly in hisveins, and the lensfdl unheeded from hisfingersto shaiter on thefloor. It
was the middle of the day—M ina should have been at the factory. She should have no reason inthe
world to want awesgpon with her.

But shedid.

Duncan steadied himsdlf and reached for the link he had formed with her thefirst time he' d had to track
her. Againg dl reason, it was till there, like adeeping anima nestled comfortably behind his breastbone.
Hetouched it lightly and felt the reciprocating tug, pulling him north and east, towards the factory district.

"Hold on, Mina," he murmured, snatching up hishet. "I’'m coming.”

*

The coachman bundled Duncan out of the cab just as Bryan ran up. Duncan swore furioudy, and then
yelled to get his student’ s attention. Bryan stopped and stared, his eyeswild. Hishair had come out of its
tall, and he still wore awhite apron tied over his clothes.

"Doyou fed it? What the hell isit?' Bryan gasped. He was shaking hard, asif he had run the distance
from hisaunt’ s shop.

Duncan turned and looked up at the mill towering over them. The brick edifice was dank and dreary, its
walls dark with soot. Tal windows stood open on each story, but he doubted they let in much of a
breeze. A wide stream rushed past, emerging from alarge building growing off the main one, and Duncan
remembered Mina saying that Hobb Mill depended on awaterwhed to turn its main drive shaft.

"Minaneedsour hep," hesaid. "l suspect that the Seelie Court hasfinally found her. Weneedto get in
there somehow.”

"Minasad that they lock the main gate.”



"Then take usthrough thewall.”
"But every Knight or Hound in there will fed that!"

Duncan’ s hands tightened on the whedls of his chair. "I know. It might draw some of them off of her and
onto us."

Bryan'smouth setinagrim line. He gripped the chair’ s handles and shoved them both through the brick
wall with aripple of darkness. They found themselvesin alarge, deserted courtyard; weeds grew out of
cracks near the mill’ sfoundation.

"Goon," hetold Bryan. "Go on, damn you! Find her and get her out of there! I’ll draw asmany as| can
tome."

"Will you bedl right, old man?"
ll@!ll

Bryan surrendered and ran for the single doorway. A man emerged from the building that guarded the
gate behind them, yelling at Bryan and demanding to know who he was and how he had gottenin.
Duncan ignored the commoation, instead aiming himself towards the structure that housed the waterwhed.
The stream there might lend him some strength, if he found himsalf backed into acorner.

A single door barred hisway into the building. He didn’t even bother trying to get it open. Instead he
reached for the stream, found its memory of winter ice, and flung it into the door. The old wood groaned,
then burst into splinters asice forced its fibers apart.

Mina could have doneit without flinching. But the act took red strength out of Duncan. He swore,
knowing that he would have caught the attention of Knights and Hounds well and good now. Fragments
of the door tried to hinder hiswhedls, but somehow he got over the doorframe and inside.

The building was adark dot just wide enough to house the waterwhed. The only light leaked through the
destroyed doorway behind him. The whedl itself wastitanic, stretching far up into the darkness above
him. A hugeiron drive was harnessed to it, rotating as the rushing stream pushed thewhed. Theair
smelled old and dank, and dime clung to the wet wood that dipped into the stream, and then rose again
through shadow.

Shapes darkened the doorway. A Hound and Knight, Duncan saw. He withdrew farther into darkness,
while the pair hesitated to enter aplace so againgt their natures.

Come on, hethought. Come and get me, see if you can finish what your queen began.

The Hound entered firgt, huge paws snapping alast piece of wood. Its fur glowed softly in the shadows,
and it sent up alow growling that stood the hair up on Duncan’sarms. The Knight followed, drawing a

bronze sword from the sheath on his hip. The weapon’ s glow showed an androgynous face surrounded
by hair lank and limp as waterweeds. No thought or expression showed behind his hot, dead eyes.

Thetwo split apart, trying to come a Duncan from either sde. He held himsdlf very Hill, not attempting to
keep an eye on both, using only hismagical sense of them to track their gpproach. Thefed of them was
dien, vadly different from any unsedie fading, and he wondered if he would get any clue of their intention
before they attacked.

The Hound lunged. Duncan flung hisarm at it, and cobwebs and dime became anet of shadows that
entangled itsslver body. The Knight gave him no time to finish the Hound, throwing fire from his sword



and setting the arm of Duncan’s coat ablaze. He smothered it with wetness from the air, used shadowsto
devour the next strike.

Hisarm hurt where fire had touched him, and his bresth came hard. His enemies could drain him this
way, playing with him, forcing him to use up his meager strength until he had none lft. The thin remnants
of faeblood in hisveinswould let him hold them off for awhile, but ultimately his humanity would prove
his downfal. He had to do something decisive to end things now.

The shadow net around the Hound disintegrated. The anima howled its triumph and charged Duncan
again. He shifted the chair back quickly, felt one whed catch on the stonelip of the stream channe—and
then went over backwards into the water. He caught a confused glimpse of the waterwhed turning above
him, then felt the rushing stream catch his body, dragging him with it. Heflaled out wildly, hisfingers
brushing over dime-dick stones before they found purchase. Tightening hisgrip in the narrow crevicesin
therock, he levered himsaf up so that his head was above water.

He was on the opposite side of the stream from the sedlie faglings now. They both stared at him, clearly
confused. Duncan gasped and moaned, laying his head against the stone curb. Let them think him more
badly hurt than he was.

The Hound approached the stream’ s edge, ears pricked forward. It put one paw into the water, then
jerked it back, shaking itsfoot asif it had been scalded by acid. The Knight advanced, wading into the
stream before turning back and issuing asharp command. Whining uneasily, the Hound followed him into
the stream.

"Thank you," said Duncan.

The stream froze ingtantly, solid ice that bit into histoo-human body. The drive shaft |et out ascream of
tortured metd as the waterwhed jammed. Fittings tore loose, and something broke with aresounding
snap. Thedrivefdl, clanging againgt brick and ice, dragging agood part of the waterwhed with it. Snow
swirled madly through the air, everything going to frost and rime, and the remainder of the waterwhedl
groaned and began to dip sdeways, cracking ice and bringing up dark water.

Hound and Knight both sent up ahowling like the souls of the damned. The Knight jerked at the hand
that held the sword, but it was frozen in the ice. Duncan’ s own legs and lower torso were in agony, but
God, it wasworth it, he had them—

The Knight’ssword let out ahissasit burned through the ice. The Knight lifted hisarm and flung the
blade, so that it struck the frozen stream at the base of the waterwhed. The ice shattered with aterrible
crack, reverting to cold black water.

And the enormous waterwhed ceded the battle and toppled.

~*

Two Knights rushed up the sairs as Mina came down. She dammed her staff into one, sending him
sprawling. The other dashed at her with avenomous-looking sword, which she parried desperately. She
reached into bricks that had once been clay, molded them around hisfeet and left him entrapped. Her
next blow caught him on the chin, sngpping his head back and breaking his neck. Leaving him to fall
awkwardly on the stairs, she sprang over the body of his companion.

The baying of Hounds broke out from somewhere beneath. Minareadied hersdlf, brought her staff down
in an arc as she rounded aturning, and nearly flung Bryan back down the airs.



She gaped a him. "Bryan! What the hell are you doing here?’
"l don’t know!" he shouted. "We ve got to get out of herel™

Footsteps sounded from bel ow, whether human or fagling, Mina could not tell. She swore and dragged
Bryan through the nearest door, out onto the fourth floor. Spinning machines hummed and sang, their
startled operators turning to look as she and Bryan sprinted past. One of the overseers started yelling,
and Minawished that she had thought to glamour hersdlf.

Then a sudden booming shock reverberated through the mill.

Machinery screamed, belts snapped, and the drive shaft nearly shook free of its moorings. Everything
stopped a once, the endless voice of the machines silenced for thefirst time that Mina could remember.

Inthat slence, it was easy to hear the creak of the door opening. Minaturned and saw aKnight standing
there, looking directly at her. He lifted his sword, and to her horror she saw flames running along its edge.

"No!" she screamed.
He made awhipping motion with the sword, and the flames burst free.
Theair itsdf exploded.

A wall of heat and light and pain punched into Ming, flinging her back. Darkness and cold wrapped her
ingantly, shieding her from the flames even asthey stole breath from her lungs. She struck something
hard and sharp, and then hit the floor, another body benegath her. Half-blinded and deafened, sherolled
to one side and discovered that it was Bryan.

Fire was everywhere: igniting pools of machine oil, devouring cotton thread, and racing along the wooden
floors. Screamsfilled the ar, and burning bodies thrashed in agony. There was agaping holein the wall
where the Knight had been.

Minastaggered to her feet and wasingtantly overcome with coughing. Thick black smokefilled theair,
obliterating even the light of the flames. Shefdt Bryan grab her hand, leading her through the maze of
burning machines and charred bodies, past the tumbled rubble of the wall. Feet pounded on the sairs,
and she saw other workersfleeing the fire, taking the only way out they had.

Bryan started to pull her into the press of bodies, but she jerked back. "No! | have to make sure Abby’s
al right! Shewas on the top floor!" Mina shouted above the roar of the flames.

"Don't begtupid! You'll get yoursdlf killed!"

Shetore away from him and battled her way up the steps. Thefire had spread quickly, and smoke and
flames boiled from the upper stories. Minawrapped darkness around her, shutting away the smoke as
best she could.

She emerged into the chaos of the upper floor. Driven back by the smoke coming up the stairwell, the
weavers had fled to the far walls, or else opened windows and climbed out on the ledges. Flameswere
aready eating a the floor, and Mina saw one of the heavy looms suddenly plummet through,
disappearing into the fiery hell beneath. Bodieslay piled near the doorway, where some of the girls had
been overcome by smoke. Mina paused long enough to check that none of them was Abby, then started
in among thelooms, praying that the floor didn’t give way and drop her.

No dark magic would save her if that happened.



She found Abby crouched in front of one of the windows, walled in by flames and half-smothered by
smoke. Burns showed on her face and arms, and tears of terror had made tracks in the soot around her
eyes. Making sure that she had her darkness close about her, Mina stepped through the flames.

Abby’ seyes grew huge a the sight of her. She had to look terrifying, Minarealized, cloaked in cold
shadows and walking through fire. She reached out her hand to her friend.

"Abby! It sme! | can get you out of here! Come on, there isn't much time!”
Abby remained frozen by the window. "Mina? How—what—" she stopped, overcome by coughing.
"Come on, damnit! Come on, or we're both dead!"

Abby lunged &t her, grabbed her hand, and hung on asif to lifeitsalf. Minawrapped her arms around her
friend, shielding them both from the fire as best she could. Somehow they made it back to the stairwell
and down.

Minabanished her protection just before they emerged into the courtyard, so that no one saw anything
more frightening than two girls miraculoudy saved from the flames. Hands grabbed them, bundling
blankets around them and offering water. Mina stumbled with exhaustion, then turned and looked back.

The entire mill wasin flames. Black smoke poured into the sky, blotting out the sun. There came ahuge
groan as one of the machinery-laden floors gave way, followed by a booming crash and an uprush of
flame. A girl screamed and legpt from the top floor. Her body made a sickening thud when it hit the
courtyard.

Abby made an animal sound of grief and fear. Mina put her arms about her friend, leading her away from
the madness. Thefire brigade wastrying to put out the blaze, but it was clear to everyone that keeping
the sparks from spreading the fire to any other buildings would be the best they could hope for. Men
dragged away the bodies of those who had jumped from the upper floors to escape the flames, stacking
them up in one corner to await transport to the morgue.

They emerged from the crowd watching the scene. Mina glanced back again and saw to her surprise that
the building housing the waterwhed had been destroyed as well. Wooden planks and chunks of ice
floated in the stream. One fragment bobbed to the surface. ..and she recognized the smashed wreckage
of awhedchair.

Sudden terror gripped her, worse than she had felt even in the heart of the flames. Bryan had been on the
sarwel. Could Duncan have been far behind?

Men were standing around the stream, dragging something out of it. She caught aglimpse of pae skin
and long, gray-brown hair. One of the men leaned down asif to check a pulse, and then shook his head.
Therest lifted the body and began to carry it towards the rgpidly accumulating pile.

"No," Minawhispered.
Then she was running heedlesdy acrossthe courtyard. "No!™

Bryan struck her from the side, arms wrapping around her waist and dragging her to ahalt. She fought
him blindly, screaming. "No! That’s Duncan, Bryan, it's Duncan, and they’ re taking him away!"

"Don’'t make ascene, Minal" he hissed, trying to drag her back. "We have to get out of here whilewe
have a chance, before any more Knights or Hounds show up!”



"But they’ retaking Duncan! They’ ve made amistakel™

"He sdead, Minal" Bryan's own voice cracked. "He bought us a chance to get away. We haveto take
it"

She shook her head, trying to deny the evidence. Then Abby wasthere, looking scared and worried and
confused. She turned from Minato where men were tossing Duncan’' s body on top of the others, as
cardlesdy asif he were nothing more than a piece of wood.

"I’'m sorry, Mina," Abby managed. "Wasthat your friend?"
In response, Minaleaned her head against Bryan's shoulder and cried.

CHAPTER ELEVEN

"It doesn't seem possible,” Bryan said, wiping at his eyeswith the back of his hand. "We were supposed
to meet tonight. | think he was going to make me read some horrid scroll. | just...it isn't possible.”

They had gone back to the theater, not knowing what elseto do. But every object, every scent, every
texture was an agonizing reminder of what they had lost. There was Duncan’sviolin propped inits case
near the corner. There was the last book he had been reading, lying in achair with his place carefully
marked. An odd scattering of glass made walking treacherous near the large table, but Minadidn’'t have
the strength to clean it up.

She shook her head, feling numb. "What are we going to do?'

Bryan went and leaned againgt the chimney. "Oh God, | don’t believeit. He can’t be gone.” He closed
hiseyes. "My Dad died when | wasjust akid. Even when hewas aive, he was mostly down at the
pub—didn’t pay much attention to me. Duncan...he may have been bossy and weird and insufferable, but
at least you dwaysfdt like he knew you were there. Like he respected you." He sniffled suddenly. "I’d
give anything to have him here, lecturing me about kesping my wards up.”

"I’m sorry about your friend,” Abby said. She had followed them silently, perhapsin the blind hope of
getting some sort of explanation. Minahadn't had the heart to send her away. "I realy am. But | need to
know what'sgoing on. | saw you in thefire, Mina What did you do? What happened a the mill? Are
wein danger?'

Minasighed. Shefelt sotired. Her clothing was aruin of soot and small burns. Heat had penetrated her
cloak of darkness, leaving the skin of her face and hands reddened and raw. Bryan and Abby werein
little better shape, and it occurred to her that they should at |east attempt to wash. But any action seemed
animpossible effort.

"We rein danger, Abby," Minaagreed numbly. "Bad trouble. | wanted to tell you before, but | thought
that you would be safer if | kept you out of it. My...my secret isn't pretty. Y ou might not like what | have
totdl you."

Abby roseto her feet and came over to where Mina sat. She put her three-fingered hand gently over the
back of Mina sown. "l know you, MinaCole," Abby said quietly. "Y ou helped mewhen | needed it
most. Y ou saved my life today. Nothing you can tell me can changethat.”

"Maybe." Minadrew adeep breath. "Remember afew months ago, when the new girl was dragged into
the machinery? Remember how the belt broke?



Bryan left hafway through Mina s meandering tale. Seeking solitude for his grief, maybe, when every
sentence brought back poignant memories of Duncan. Abby sat sllently throughit dl, but the look on her
face was one of worry and compassion, not condemnation, and for that Minawas infinitely grateful.

Shedidn’t think she could bear losing Abby aswell.

When Mina had finished, Abby shook her head thoughtfully. "It ssems hard to believe," she admitted. "I
knew that something strange was going on with you, but...if | hadn’t seen what you did tonight, | would
think your story came from too much bad whiskey."

"l wishitwasn't true. | wishit wasdl just abad dream.”

Abby glanced down, and then put one hand on Mina’ s shoulder. "I’ m sorry for what happened tonight. |
wish that | could have met Duncan. Did he know you loved him?"

Tearswedled unexpectedly in Mind seyes. It’s not true, she wanted to say. She fdt as though she had
been walking through adark wood and had stepped in the jaws of a hidden trap.

"Of course hedidn’'t know," shereplied bitterly. "I didn’t even know it myself.”

*

Cold wasthe only thing Duncan knew. Cold everywhere: enveloping his body, smothering his senses,
and turning his blood duggish in hisveins. His heart beat dow and faint, but every pulse sent spikes of
pain through his chest. Hismind was fogged about with anicy migt, hiding theimmediate past and
scattering thought.

It had been almost forty years since the last time he had done this. Then he had been young, strong, and
surrounded by fagling family members ready with blankets and hot water to help him revive. Use this
only in desperation, hismother had counsdled. It’s a last-ditch effort, a final attempt to confuse
your enemies into leaving you for dead. Never useit if you don’'t have to. There'stoo finealine
between slowing your heart with cold...and actually stopping it.

She wasright, hethought delirioudy. His heart fatered, and not even the thin, infrequent bresthsthat he
had been drawing tirred hislungs now.

Hewasdying.

Except that something disturbed the icy darkness about him—something pulled, nagged and called him
back from thewdll into which hewas dowly sinking. Duncan tried to ignore it, but it wasingstent,
latching onto him with aterrifying strength and refusing to let him fall.

Someone wanted him; someone needed him—that much he comprehended. He thought for a confused
moment that it was Aerin, before remembering that she was dead, and that she’ d never had such power
over him. He thought of iron and collars, but words failed him. There was nothing but the demand that he
rse

He fought to draw bregth, unable to bresk free of theinsstent cal. It hurt; hislungsfelt raw and siff. His
heart lurched about erraticaly, sending pain through his chest and arms. Gradually, sensation returned to
hisfingers and toes, atingling like athousand tiny teeth biting hisskin.

Hewas cold. God, hewas cold. The fadling part of him could stand it, but it was killing the human.
Bone-deep shivering racked him; his teeth chattered. Somehow, he managed to open his eyes. There
was nothing but a blur that might have been a celling. His spectacles were gone, he redized, dong with



therest of hisclothing. Helay naked on acold, hard surface. The stench of roasted flesh and smokefilled
the air, accompanied by an undercurrent of death. Nauseatwisted his ssomach, and he turned his head
and vomited weekly.

| can’t come to you, hethought dizzily. God, | can’t even move.
But the call refused to acknowledge as much.

Hedidn’'t know how long helay there, half-waking and haf-dreaming. Chillsbit hisflesh, and darkness
beckoned, but the summons he felt refused to let him dip back into unconsciousness. After what seemed
like an eternity, he heard the scrape of adoor, wood on stone. A shape came between him and the light,
and he blinked blearily up, for amoment thinking that the call had brought his summoner to him instead.

"Poor Duncan,” Fox said sadly. "Poor little girls, dl burned up. | can seetheir ghoststrying to get free.”
"Fox," he managed to whisper. "Hep me."

She bent over him, her brunette curls brushing hisface. "l cameto get you," she confided. "I dreamed of
fire. | saw them put you hereinthe cold, and | didn’t think you'd likeit."

"Please," he whispered, closing his eyes from weakness.

He heard the squeak of whedls. Fox gripped him beneath his arms, dragging him off the table he had
been laid out on. His body hit thefloor hard, sending pain racing ong every nerve. Then shewas pulling
on him again, hoisting his unresponsive body up. A wooden edge scraped skin from hissde; then hefell
ashort distance, to find himsalf lying on splintery wood that smelled unpleasantly of mussels. Fox
maneuvered hislegsinsde and flung ahegp of coarse blankets on him. The surface he lay on tilted and
began to move.

It'sa cart, heredized. A smadl handcart, like the ones vendors pushed down the roads while calling out
their wares. He wondered where she had gottenit.

"l haveto go..." hemanaged to say. "'l have to...." But strength failed him, and he closed hiseyesto
darkness, buoyed only by the certainty that the one who caled him would not allow him to fall.

~%
"What are we going to do?' Minaasked quietly.

Bryan had returned and settled himself on his stoal by the hearth. He looked wretched, his eyes rimmed
inred, hiscurly hair ragged around hisface.

"l don't know," he said wearily. "Go on as best we can, | suppose. Maybe we should make an inventory
of what' s here, in case there' s something that can help us. Not that we' re likely to understand half the
books without Duncan explaining every other word, but we should try."

"But what about us?' Abby asked. She sat on the divan, a shawl from the prop room swaddled about
her shoulders. "I mean, Minaand me. The mill burned down—we don’t have jobs anymore. And we're
living in company housing, on company credit—where are we going to go, how are we going to eat?"

Minarubbed tiredly at her eyes. "We |l haveto find work somewheredse.”
"l hope we can.”

Someone knocked sharply on the outer door. Bryan and Mina exchanged surprised looks. "Who the



hell?* Bryan muttered, taking up his staff before he went to the door. Mina picked up hers and followed
him, Abby behind her. The way this night was going, Minamore than haf expected to find a battaion of
Knightswaitinginthedley.

But it was only Fox, dressed in her usua soiled finery. Her mad eyes amost glowed in the darkness of
the aleyway. "Brought him to you," she said crypticaly and tried to push amussel-sdller’ s cart through
the door.

"What are you doing?' Bryan demanded, exasperated. "What isthis?’

Fox glowered at him. "Bringing him to you," she repesated. She pulled aside one of the blankets hegped in
her cart, exposing apaeface.

Minafelt asthough her heart had stopped. Grief tightened fingers around her throat, cutting off her
breath. Duncan looked old in death, the lines around his eyes and mouth deeply etched. Hisface
gppeared oddly vulnerable without the gold-rimmed spectacles.

"He wasin the death-place, with the burned girls," Fox confided.

"Y ou brought his body back," said Bryan, voice hoarse. He put his hand to his mouth, asif to hold back
asob. "Th-thank you. We' [l—we' |l seethat he gets a proper burial, instead of ending up an unknown
corpsein potter’ sfield. At least we can do that for him."

Duncan’s eyelids fluttered, revealing crescents of white. Mina gasped and dropped down by him, staring
frantically at hisface, telling hersdlf that it was nothing more than some last pasm of adead body.
"D-Duncan?'

He blinked dowly. Hislipsworked, and he breathed out something that might have been her name.

"Bryan!" she shouted, even though Bryan was right beside her. "He sdive, he moved!" She managed to
find a hand benesth the blankets, and then drew in adistressed breath. "He'slikeice.

Bryan touched him with ashaking hand. "Y ou’ reright. Oh God. All right, we need to get himwarm. I'll
draw a hot bath. Y ou make sometea.”

"I'll getit,” Abby interposed. "Mina, stay with him."

Minadidn’'t argue. She wrapped both her hands around Duncan’s, brought hisfingersto her lips, and
tried to blow warmth into his cold flesh. " Stay with me, Duncan. Don't you even think about dying now."

He swalowed convulsively, and then licked hislips. "M-Mina?"
"Yeah, it sme. No, you haven't died and goneto hell, just the theater.”
"I heard you calling," he whispered nonsensically. His eyes fluttered open, then closed. "Cold.”

"I know. We re going to help you, al right? Just hang on.” She blinked back sudden tears. "What
happened to you? | saw the men check your pulse—they thought you were dead.”

"No. Kn-Knight *nd Hound. Tricked ‘em. Take the cold, make ever’ thing dow down. Think you're
dead. Dangerous.”

"So | see” Minatenderly brushed hislong hair out of hisface. "Don’'t you ever do anything likethis
again, Duncan RiDahn, or I'll make you wish you were dead. Hear me?"



He managed the ghost of asmile. "You dl right? Hurt?'
"I'm fine, everyone sfine." Footsteps came down the hal, and she turned to see Bryan’ sworried face.

"I’ ve got the bath ready," he said. He bent over the cart and lifted Duncan out, blanketsand al. "We're
going for alittletrip, old man, just over to the bath. Got some nice warm water for you."

Minarase with him, il holding Duncan’shand. "I’ Il hdp you.”

Bryanrolled hiseyesat her. "Think about it, Mina. Y ou'll kill the old man with embarrassment.”
"BUE"

"I'll cdl youif | need you."

Bryan left, bearing Duncan with him. Feding arelief greater than anything she had ever imagined, Mina
wandered back to the sitting room. Fox crouched on the hearth, making her endless cat’s cradles.

"Thank you," Minasad.

Fox looked up. "Here." Shefished about in her shawl for amoment, then withdrew two things and
pressed them into Mina s hands. The first object was Duncan’ s spectacles. Theright lens had been
cracked, and the frames were badly bent.

The second was nothing Minarecognized. It was asmall lesther bag, tied tight with a piece of red string
and adorned with an odd assortment of feathers and tiny bones. The whole dangled from along string, as
if meant to be worn as anecklace.

It probably was nothing of Duncan’s, but instead merely something that had caught Fox’seye. Mina
shrugged and put it on the table with the spectacles, where Duncan could find both later on.

Abby camein, bearing atray laden with tea. "I’ ve dready taken apot to Bryan," she said. "Buit | thought
therest of us might aswell have sometoo." Shetook alonglook at Fox, clearly baffled. "Um, isshe one
of you aswell?’

"Unsediefading? Y es." Minashrugged, intending to convey that Fox was as much amystery to her asto
Abby.

They dozed in the gtting room as the night marched on into the smdl hours. Bryan came with infrequent
reports. Duncan had soaked and taken tea, and at length revived enough to start complaining about the
inconvenience of having to replace both spectacies and wheel chair. There then ensued an argument over
whether or not Duncan should be put straight to bed, which predictably ended with Bryan bringing him
into the Sitting room and putting him on the divan.

Duncan looked terrible. Bruises ringed both eyes, and hisface was drawn and haggard. The lack of any
hedlthy color in his cheeks was accentuated by the dark dressing gown Bryan had bundied him upin.
Someone had taken his earrings, Minanoted with aflash of annoyance.

"Um, thisismy friend Abby," Minasaid by way of introduction.

Duncan managed an eegant nod, despite the fact that he looked on the verge of collapse. "A pleasure.
I’ve heard agreat ded about you."

Bryan started to put acomb to Duncan’ s ill-damp hair.



"Here," said Mina, figuring that Bryan had done enough for one night. She stood behind the divan, dowly
combing the tangles out of Duncan’slong hair, trying not to pull too hard. Gadlight shone off the silver
streaks amidst the brown. Duncan smply closed his eyes and rel axed.

"Tel mewhat happened, Ming," he said without bothering to open hiseyes. "Start at the beginning, and
leave out no detall. | particularly want to know every spell you cagt.”

"You should bein bed."
"Jug tdll me"

She shrugged and did as he asked. When she was done, he sighed heavily. "It sounds as though the
Sedlie Court found you through arandom search of the factories, not because they truly knew you were
there. Y ou should be safefor awhile.”

"Maybe." She set the comb aside. "I hate this."

Duncan reached up, and she gave him her hand. Thelack of strength in hisfingersfrightened her. "I
know," he said gently. "Don’'t despair. We have beaten them once, and we can do so again, if necessary.
Eventualy, they will tire of looking for you. | gill have hopes of getting you out of the city."

Shedidn't think his optimistic words had much to do with redity a the moment. They might have
defeated this attempt, but what about the next one? Looking at the worn faces of her friends, she thought
that they would be in serioustrouble if the Sedlie Court came a them again anytime soon.

"I’'mvery tired,” Duncan said. "Y ou should be safe in your gpartment for the nonce.”

Minamade awry face. "Y eah. Thelandlord won't have kicked us out of it yet." She stood up and
beckoned for Abby to follow her. "I’ ll come by tomorrow to check on you.”

*

"You see" said Camhlaidh, "you used the power to save yourself today."

Mina had sent Abby on to the gpartment, with a promise that she would bein soon. Dawn was not far
off as she made her way through the streets to the bridge where she had last seen the fae. Newspaper
boys dready hurried through the Streets, lugging heavy stacks of the early edition to their corners. Mina
had glimpsed the blaring headline"Deadly Fire" surmounting an artist’ s rendition of the burning mill.

"I saved mysdlf by cdling Duncan and Bryanto me," Minasaid quietly. "But | dmost got Duncan killed in
the process. | can't do thisanymore. Not ever again.”

"I’m glad to hear that you are a cresture of such restraint,” Camhlaidh said, and she knew that he
mocked her.

"You don't think | should stop using the magic.”

"You seeonly evil inyour power. But what if | told you that you saved the life of your Duncan? Ah, | see
you didn’'t redlize that. Thelittle spark of hislife was fading away—

donein by hisown spell. That makes me question his credentias as ateacher. But you wanted him dive.
Y our need shored up hiswill."

"Why should | believe you?Why should | believe anything you tel me?'



Camhlaidh’s eyes glowed out of the darknesslike two red cods. "You' reasmart girl, Mina. I’'m sure
you' [l cometo your own conclusions.”

And then he was gone.

~*

Minaredized that she was dreaming when Duncan stood up to greet her. It was abeautiful fall day inthe
park, with the trees shedding their leavesin ablaze of red and gold. He had been sitting at the base of a
tree, doing nothing that she could discern.

"Mina," hesaid, not asif he had expected her, but asif he was glad to see her.

She came over and took his hand. He led her back to his seat beneath the tree. A bottle of wine came
from nowhere, and he poured her aglass. Shetook it and drank; it tasted like strawberries and flowers.

"Y ou scared metoday,” she said, once she had drained the glass.

Helooked a her quizzicdly, asif she had said something shocking. Thelook was so characterigtic of him
that it made her laugh. Her inhibitions went the way they sometimes did in dreams, and she leaned over
and kissed his cheek.

"Ah," he said, sounding relieved. "It isjust adream, after al.”

It seemed such an odd thing for one of her own dreamsto say that she laughed again. He poured them
both another glass of wine and put his arm around her, so that she could lean her head back against his
shoulder and watch the sun go down in contentment.

~*

Duncan blinked to wakefulness. For amoment, his surroundings made no sense, so vivid had the dream
been. Then heredlized that he was donein hisbed, in pain but safe for the moment, and felt a sharp pang
of disgppointment.

The dream had seemed so redl, S0 unlike the vague shadows that usualy filled his nights. He wondered
briefly if it had been more than asmple dream. He' d come across references to such thingsin his
reading, tales of faglings whaose closeness and affection for one another resulted in the sharing of dreams.

But then he remembered that the dream-Mina had kissed him, and knew that the dream had been his
aone. Likeso much esein hislife, it had been just afantasy.

CHAPTER TWELVE

Minaawoke after only afew hours of deep. Factory bells were tolling from somewhere in the city, but
none of them now called to her. She sat up dowly, her entire body giff. The skin of her face and hands
gtill ached from the mild burns she had sustained. Abby moaned softly on her own pallet, and then rolled
over to sare at the celling. Minawondered how many more times either of them would have the luxury of
that poor, squdid sight.

The building around them was unnaturdly quiet. Minagot up and started to make breakfast, wondering
how much of the silence came from the fact that those who had tenanted the other apartments were now
dead. Abby finished dressing and st at their table, staring at Minain open curiosity.



"Soitwasn't dl just adream. You redly do have strange powers.”

"And theroya family after my hide" Minareminded her wryly. ™Y ou might want to look for another
roommeate once we manage to find work somewhere."

Abby sghed and touched theiron collar around her throat. "No. Y ou' re one of the few good things
that’ s happened to me since | became indentured. Besides Camiilia, that is. I'll haveto let her know when
wemove."

Mina poured their usual oatmed into two bowels and carried it to the broken table. "Do you think she
would bewilling to help us?' she asked matter-of-factly.

Abby bit her lip. "I’ll ask her. If | can get word to her."

Damn Camilia, anyway, Minathought uncharitably. The woman had enough money to get Abby out of
that collar.

"So," Abby sad after along pause, "that was Duncan?"
Minaglanced a her suspicioudy. "Yes."

"He was older than | expected.”

"Duncanis not old!"

Abby held up her handsin a gesture for peace. "'Just acomment, Mina, don't get upset. So...you're
interested?"

"l guess," said Mina, wondering where thiswas going.
"Y ou got a preventative?'

Minafelt her face go red. "What? No!"

"Why not?'

"They’ re damn expensive, for onething.”

"Not as expensive as being unable to work because you're carrying! I’'m trying to look out for you,
Mina"

Minatook adeep breath and tried to quit blushing. Abby certainly knew how to get to the point. "I
gppreciate your concern, | do. And | think there might be spellsfor that kind of thing, though | haven’t
exactly gotten up the nerve to ask Duncan how to work one. But | don't think I’m going to be needing
anything in elther case™

Abby’ s eyes widened. "Because of hisinjury? Or whatever the reason isthat he can't walk?"

"God! | don’'t know! | hadn’t even thought of that! It'sjust that a man like Duncan isn’t going to be
interested in an ignorant factory dave like me. He went to the university, Abby. He' s got a noble name,
even if he does't have the money to go with it anymore.”

Abby looked skeptical. "He does?”

"All right, so the theater doesn’'t look it. Duncan’ s alittle eccentric. Trust me.”



"But what does that have to do with anything? Y ou’ re young and pretty. Or you would be, if you'd let
your hair grow out. Maybe you could teke some of his."

Minamade aface a her. "And since when are you an expert on what' s atractive in men? Besides, it
takes more than young and pretty. Do you remember Nicole talking about how her mamaused to bea
chambermaid in one of the wedlthy houses? These noble familieswill hire women to deep with their sons.
| think they call them *companions or something. Anyway, these women have to have fine manners, they
have to be ableto talk about current events, recite poetry, whatever. Men like Duncan, even their
whores have to be able to quote the Lay of Belari."

Abby didn’t seem convinced. "If you say s0," she said skeptically. "But | wish you would reconsider the
preventative, just to be on the safe sde.”

Mina shoved her oatmed away, suddenly depressed. "I wish | had to worry about it, Abby. Let’stakea
wak."

They left the gpartment and followed the route they had taken every day for eight years. Newspaper
boys stood on the corners, yelling out the headlines. "Terrible Fire Destroys Hobb Mill! Cotton Dust
Explosion Suspected!” "Hundreds Burn to Death in Mill Fire!" "Rescuers Still Search for Bodies a Site
of Hobb Mill Disagter!"

And it was adisagter. Although the outer wall and gate were dtill intact, little remained of the building
within. Minaand Abby found perhaps twenty or thirty other workers standing in the courtyard, staring up
at the ruins of what had been dl their livelihoods. The building itself gppeared to be totally gutted, nothing
left but abrick shell turned black from heat and soot. The air stank of smoke and burned flesh. A few
men moved around the edges of the ruins, perhaps till looking for the bodies of those who had not
urvived.

"I wonder...I wonder if Juliamadeit out,” Abby whispered in horror. "Or Catherine, or Nigd, or Jacob.”

"They say everyone from thefifth floor up died," said one of the other girls standing near them. "They say
the smoke was too bad in the stairwel | for them to get out.” Her voice broke into a sob, and she covered
her face with her apron.

Minaturned away, feding amixture of scknessand rage. All their friends, women they had worked
beside for years, gone.

"The Sedlie Court did this," she whispered to Abby. "Damn them to hell. Maybe Aerin had theright idea
after dl."

~*

"This istheresult of your hunt for the unsedie fadling?' Rhiannon demanded. She leaned forward, so that
she sat on the very edge of her throne. Her eyes were like thunder, and her right hand balled into afist.

Roderick stood at the foot of her dais, his green eyes bright with fury. " You became obsessed with
finding her," he snapped back. "Y ou were the one who ordered me to search the factories until shewas
located!"

"And you can’t tell me whether or not she’'s even dead!”
"Sheis dead. | assureyou.”
The Queen of Niune sat back and chewed delicately at afingernail. Roderick’ s pride and stubbornness



had seemed attractive when he had first come to manhood. Now it seemed childish and galling. Perhaps
lying with him had been amistake. Perhaps everything she' d done in the last thirty-five years had been
mistaken.

Dagmar’ s high, sweet voice rang over the throne room. "And what of the humans who worked with the
faeling? Almost two hundred of them died in thefire.”

Rhiannon turned in annoyance and found her daughter standing behind her in the small door that let out
onto the dais. Dagmar’ s hair, abizarre admixture of white and black, hung about her dfin facelike that of
amadwoman who had not seen acomb in decades. Her parti-colored eyes flashed with an odd sort of
rage mixed with disdain.

"What of them?"' Rhiannon snapped. "They are my subjects. It istheir duty toliveand dieas| wish."
"They were your subjects. Most of them were probably loya to you. To us.”

Rhiannon made a dismissive motion with her hand. "Go away, Dagmar. These are things that you would
understand if you had been out in theworld as| have."

"And why can’'t I? Oh yes, that’ sright, because I’m an abomination. Y our failed experiment.”
"Get out," Roderick snarled, eyes narrowing.

Dagmar gave him an odd little smile, turned, and l€ft.

"They'remongters, Duncan. Mongters!"

Duncan gave atired sgh and rubbed at his eyes. Helooked awful this morning. Lacking awhedlchair, he
lay on thedivan, sill wrapped in adressing gown. "I understand your rage, Ming," he said soothingly.

She kicked at one of the stones making up the cold hearth. ™Y ou don’t understand, Duncan. Y ou can't!
Almost two hundred people died yesterday because of them! All because | happened to be there!”

"Y ou can’'t blame yoursdf," he pointed out.

Mina stopped pacing, trembling with fury. Reason wasn't something she wanted right now. No matter
what Duncan said, she had brought hersdf to the attention of the Sedlie Court—her actions had begun
the chain of eventsthat ended with thefire. "I do blame mysdlf. But | blame them more. Not only can’t
they let uslivein peace, but they don't careif anyone eselives either!”

"I’m not insengitive to what you' re going through.”
"Yes you arel"
"Must | remind you that I’ ve lost people | cared about aswell," he said sharply.

Minaglowered &t the portrait on the mantdl. Oh, yes, the precious Aerin. Of course, he had lost his
family aswell, but she was not in the mood to consider that at the moment. "But thiswas more than just
fading againgt fading."

"I know. And to be honest, | don't understand it. The Sedlie Court has never done anything like this
before. They have always been very careful to keep their activities discreet.”



"Isthat what burning all those people to deasth was? Indiscreet?' She kicked the hearth a second time for
good measure. "Damn it, Duncan, what will they do next?"

"I don’t know. But | know what we will do. We will keep our heads and not do anything foolish.”
"We have to do something! We can't just stand by and let this happen!™
Duncan’s eyes narrowed. "And just what are you proposing?’

Minasighed and shoved her hands back through her short crop of hair. "We need alies. Allies strong
enough to stand up to the Sedlie Court. There are unsedie faein this city, I’ ve seen them. If we could
contact something like the aughisky—"

"Absolutely not!" Duncan yeled, damming hisfist hard againgt the table. Minajumped, shocked at his
vehemence.

"But if we could—"

"No! No, no, and no!" He stopped, made avisible effort a controlling hisanger. ™Y ou will not go near
any fae, Wilhedmina Cole. They are dangerous, and they do not care about you. And you will not talk
about ‘ standing up’ to the Sedlie Court, ether. If you try anything againgt them, they will surely kill you,
and probably the rest of usaswell. Do you want Bryan to die? Or Abby?'

"No. But—"

"No objections.” He scowled at her. "If | ever hear such talk from you again, you will leave this place and
never return. | have better thingsto do than waste my time on silly girlswith adeath wish. Do you
understand me?"

"Perfectly.” She folded her arms across her chest, furious and defendive. "It was only an idea.”
"Then respect me as your teacher, and listen when | say that it wasa bad one.”

Minanodded unhappily. "I’ m listening. | won't do anything, | promise.”

"Very well, then." He settled back. " See that you don't.”

Sheturned away. "I should leave. Abby and | have to find new jobs. Hobb Mill won't be rebuilt, and the
apartments for the company workerswill revert to the landlord at the end of the week. We haveto find
work before then. And with everyone else who survived the fire out of work aswell, competition will be
heavy for whatever jobs are available.”

Duncan sighed. "I’m sorry. For everything. Come back tonight, if you havetime."

"I will. I might aswell make the most of my opportunity to learn now, in case | end up spending the next
ten yearsin debtors prison.”

*

Duncan listened to the sound of Mina’s departure and forced himsdlf to relax. Debtors' prison indeed! It
made him angry, just asthe collar around her neck made him angry. Well, he would not see her
imprisoned, no matter what he had to do to prevent it.

He reached into a convenient drawer and pulled out the book he had been reading on Mina sarrival. It
was abook on fagling dyanas, and he had hidden it from her asif his suspicion was ashameful secret.



His hand went involuntarily to the amulet hidden benegth hisrobe, and hefdt like atraitor. But at the
sametime, he was deeply glad that Fox had managed to save the charm aong with his spectacles.

Nothing seemed certain anymore. Something had caled him back from the edge of deeth the night
before, when he had been briefly deprived of the amulet. And Bryan could give no real explanation asto
why he suddenly decided to rush over to Hobb Mill in the middle of the day.

None of which meant that Minawas a dyana. Some fadlings could at times sense things out of the
ordinary—Bryan might have known that Minawasin danger through some intuitive power of hisown.
And asfor Duncan’ s experience...he had been dying. Everything from the time he had waked in the
morgue was nothing but ablur, and it was more than possible that he might have hdlucinated the whole

thing.

But if it had been redl...then someday, Minawould discover the control she could exert over other
unsediefadings. What she did with that redization would determine thelives of every unsediefadingin
the city, perhapsin al of Niune. And the world had not prepared Minato understand mercy. Or

kindness. It had taught her only that those with power ruled over those without. If she waswhat he
feared, now was the time to make the hard choices, before she came into her own. Before she became

unstoppable.
If shewas't already.

The day that Mina decided that her power was an excuse to become like the worst of her own abusers
wasthe day his sudentslost any pretense to freedom. Minaas a dyana could do amogt literaly anything
she wanted with them.

Shewasn't safe, damn it all. He had sensed that from thefirst day they met. She could so easily turninto
something terrible. She was athrest to every unsedie fading. And Duncan wasthe only onein any red
position to stop her.

When Aerin had spoken of being a dyana, it had seemed beautiful and grand. He' d been too young and
inloveto seethethreat. He' d aready been her dave in every way that counted—it had never occurred
to him that others would not hunger after such endavement.

Therewas only one way to be sure Minawas not athrest to their kind. His power could not hope to
stand up to hers—but it didn’t need to, either. A little poison in her teacup would do just aswell. She
might not even realize what had happened.

He closed hiseyes. It hurt too much to contemplate. Redlistically, he knew he could never bring himself
to do any harm to Mina, no matter what the provocation. He supposed that this meant he had failed his
own kind, taken the coward' s path yet again.

That |eft only one option. To bekind to her, to try to be her friend, and perhapsin that way give her
some reason to stay her hand when the time came. 1t might work. Might at least persuade her to talk to
him when she discovered the power in herself, and thus give him some warning of what wasto come.

Or it might not. And then they would be no better off than the hapless sedlie faglings, whose bodies and
soulsthe Sedlie Court twisted to make the Knights and Hounds. Then Minawould have thewar she
wanted.

And Duncan didn’t know that it mattered who won.



CHAPTER THIRTEEN

That afternoon, Minaand Abby started their search for anew job. They walked down to the segment of
town largely dedicated to factories, where Hobb Mill had once stood. Its burned-out hulk stared
hauntingly from over the brick wall asthey went past.

They began with other textile mills, hoping that their experience would serve them in good steed. Thefirst
two smply turned them down—there were no openings available, dthough Starnes Textiles was planning
on expanding their work force next month.

"Too lateto hdp us" Minasaid regretfully. The rather sad-looking overseer nodded sympathetically. His
mill had in fact lost a golden opportunity—if the fire had coincided with the expansion more closdly, they
could have employed the survivors of Hobb Mill and found themsel ves with trained workers, rather than
the unskilled, newly-indentured that they werelikely to get instead.

Their third stop was Gothin Wool Unlimited. The accountant let them through the gate and counting
house, and then called asmall boy to fetch the overseer. After along time waiting in the clattering shadow
of themill, the overseer findly douched out the main doors. Minaand Abby quickly stood straight, facing
him nervoudy. He eyed them both insolently, lingering on Mina

"Areyou aboy or agirl?" hefindly asked, derision edging histone.

Minabit back asmart reply. She had dressed in a shirt and trousersfor so long at Hobb Mill that no one
had even thought twice about it anymore.

"I worked a Hobb Mill sincel waseight,” she said, deciding to ignore his comment. " Started as a bobbin
doffer, worked up to spinner, then dresser. I’ ve been on thelooms since | was sixteen.”

Abby offered him her own ligt of qudifications. His eyes on her were avaricious.

"Wdl," he said, scratching his chin thoughtfully, "1 do have afew openings. | want to make surethet |
only givethem to qudity girls though.”

A chill went through Mina. "What does that mean?"

"It means you come back here looking more like something sweset, and you might have achance.” He
shifted his eyes back to Abby. "Asfor you...comeinsde, and we'll talk about it."

Minastared at him, the knowledge that she could hurt him very clear to her in that moment. She could set
achill in his bonesthat would eat away the marrow. She could blind his eyes forever with darkness, or
fray gpart the musclesin hisarms. She could make William'’ s degth seem like aquick and merciful act.

Instead she grabbed Abby by the arm and dragged her towards the gate. The overseer spat on the
pavement behind them. "Go on, darling, see how uppity you arein prison! There' s plenty of other Hobb
girlslooking for work!"

Once outside, Abby tugged on Mina' sarm to dow her. They sat down on acurb afew blocks away,
Abby gtaring at a puddle rain had made in the street and Mina smoking one of her last remaining
Cigarettes.

"Maybe we shouldn’t have been so hasty,” Abby said at length.

Minaturned to her friend in surprise. Abby looked small and forlorn, her shoulders hunched beneath the
thin cotton of her blouse. Her black curls straggled about her face and shoulders, and Minathought she



would not have been out of place on some wild moor.

Mina put an arm around her friend’ s shoulders for comfort. "Don’t say that, Abby. Hewasapig. There's
nothing he could have offered us that would have been worth it. I know, remember? | dept with an
overseer to get the job at the looms, and | wishto God I’ d just stayed a dresser, no matter how hard the
work was or how much worse the pay."

Abby nodded miserably. "Y eah, | remember. But, Mina...we'rein rea trouble. It’sthe end of the month.
Hobb Mill won'’t be paying our contracts. All the work we did thismonth isjust gone, so far asanyoneis
concerned. If we don't find jobs within afew days, they’ Il send the constables after usfor defaulting on
our contracts. | don’t want to go to prison!™

"And you think | want to spend the next decade locked in a cell somewhere? It won't happen, Abby. I'll
findaway."

Tearsglittered in Abby’ seyes. "I don’t see how."

Mina sighed and shoved her hands through her hair. She had power, but what good did it do her or
anyone else? She might be able to use glamour to fool the constablesfor atime, but that didn’t give her a
life. How would she find ajob under such fase pretenses? She didn’t think she could magic up a
convincing contract, and any employer would get suspicious when he was unable to contact the fictitious
ingtitution where she was supposedly indentured. She might try masquerading as afree woman, but again,
it wouldn't get her work. She didn’t know anything but the mills, had no skills beyond tending machinery.
Thefactories only hired the chegpest labor available, and that meant orphanage children or indentured
workers.

"I’ll think of something,” she said, hoping she sounded confident. Perhaps she could ask Duncan for
advice. But what did he know about trying to find ajob?

But Bryan...Bryan worked somewhere. Hisaunt’ s tore...on Candle and Basket Lane, that wasit.
Maybe he could put in agood word for her somewhere, find some work for her and Abby. It was worth
ashot.

~*

The shop turned out to be alarge, airy dry goods store that looked to do an excellent business. Mina
stood on the street outside, peering up at the sign that proclaimed " Jacqueline & Daughters, Dry Goods,"
and fedling profoundly out of place. The people passing by on the sidewalk were dressed well, if not
fancily, and they had alook of health about them that one smply didn’t seein the ghettoes around the
factory digtrict. Shefelt asthough her collar stood out like abrand. Abby shifted nervoudy at her side,
cearly having the same thoughts.

Widll, they had walked along way to get here, and it was at least worth asking.

Minatook a deep breath and pushed open the door, which rang asmal brass bell set aboveit. The store
itself was neat and clean, with rows and rows of shelves, itswares set on them in an orderly fashion.
Boltsof cloth in an array of beautiful colors nudged up again reams of lace, hats, and shoes.

Before she had a chance to take in more than a glimpse of the amazing variety around her, Minabecame
aware that someone had moved out from behind the main counter. She turned and found an enormous
black woman bearing down on her like the prow of some great ship. The woman was strikingly beautiful
evenin middle age, her hair swept back away from her face in aseries of severe braids knotted into a
bun. Thelook in her dark eyes proclaimed that she didn’t think two factory daves had any business



whatsoever in her establishment.
"Can | help you ladies with something?" she asked in arich voice that would brook no dishonesty.

Abby shrank back against Mina sside, her eyeswide. Minacleared her throat nervoudy. "Um, yes. Um,
we're here to see Bryan Shopper.”

Thewoman glared at them, asif certain they could have no honest purpose with Bryan. "My nephew
ign't availableright now."

Minaflinched. "Could wewait for him?"
"Hewon't be available for sometime."
"Maybe we should go," Abby suggested weakly.

At that moment there came the sound of boots on stairs. A discreet door opened, and Bryan himsdlf
emerged into the shop. "Mom ate dl of her soup today, Aunt Vivian," he was saying. Then he stopped,
clearly surprised to see Mina.

Vivian gave him aseverelook. "Thesetwo girls say they know you, Bryan."

Bryan looked vaguely embarrassed. "Um, yeah." He came up and motioned at the door with his head.
"We can talk outside.”

"I’m not paying you to flirt, Bryan," Vivian warned him. "The floor needs sweeping, you know."
"It'll just beaminute," he promised, besting a hasty retreat out the door. Minaand Abby followed.

Once outside, Bryan sighed and pulled out the red cloth that kept hislong hair from hiseyes. "I didn’t
expect to see you here."

"No." Minashuffled her fet, only now redlizing that Bryan might be embarrassed to admit that he knew
poor trash like her. "I’m sorry. Maybe | shouldn’'t have come. | didn’t mean to make thingstense
between you and your aunt.”

"Things are always tense between us" he admitted. "It wasn't so bad before my mother got sick, when
sheand Aunt Vivian ran the shop together."

That sounded like the sort of sickness awoman didn’t recover from, Minathought uneasily. She' d never
imagined that someone as ostensibly blithe as Bryan might have problems at home. "What about your
father?'

"He s part of the problem.” Bryan sighed. "He swhere dl my fagling blood came from. Hewas sort of a
wastrd, | suppose. Couldn’t hold ajob. Vivian hated him. But her husband liked him for some reason.
Uncle Morry wasin the military, but was discharged when he lost aleg. He was the one who taught me
the staff. At any rate, | think Morry saw Dad as adrinking partner to help passthetime. They werekilled
coming home from the tavern one night—the constables found their bodiesin the guitter, throats dit.
Vivian blamed Dad for Morry’ s death, but because Dad was dead | ended up becoming his stand-in.
Then Mom got sick and, well....." He shrugged.

Minawinced. "I’ m sorry, Bryan. | didn’t know."

He shrugged yet again. "It sdl right. So what did you want?"



Minatold him. He heard her out, then shook his head regretfully. "I’m sorry. | don’t know what to do to
help you. Our shop is doing well, but not so well we could hire anyone ese, even if Aunt Vivian would
agreetoit. Which shewouldn’t.”

"But what about the other shops around here? Or your vendors? Anything?'
"Sorry, Mina. | want to help, but there’ s nothing.”
Her shoulders dumped. "It'sdl right. We Il think of something.”

~*

Minareturned to the theater that night as she had promised. Jeremiah, one of Duncan’s old students, had
brought by arather decrepit-looking wheel chair which was probably third- or fourth-hand at best, the
purchase of which had done away with Duncan’ s meager savings.

"| shal haveto be on the street corner again tomorrow if I’ m looking to eat anytime soon,” Duncan said
glumly. "I suppose anew lensfor the spectacleswill smply haveto wait.”

Mina personally thought that Duncan didn’t look well enough to stir from bed for the next week, let one
St out in the weather and play the violin. The skin stretched over his bones seemed nearly tranducent,
and the lines around his mouth and eyes were more pronounced. Leaning back againg the pillowsin the
big bed, he looked like abundle of stickswrapped in arobe and forgotten. For the first time, Mina
thought that he looked every one of hisfifty-three years.

"Anything | can do?' she asked, anxious. She was perched on astool at his bedside. Now, she leaned
over and peered at him with growing concern.

He shook his head and waved anegligent hand. "No. Y ou must worry about yoursdf for the momen.
But | would appreciateit if you’ d keep me company.”

"IsBryan coming?'

"No. He stopped by earlier, for afew moments, to make certain that | didn’t need anything. | believe his
aunt wants him to do inventory tonight." Duncan coughed weekly, and then managed afeeble smile. "'l
promise not to try anything inappropriate in the absence of achaperone.”

"Hmm, | don’t know, thiswhole sick-in-bed thing might bearuse.”

"Yes, | often lureinnocent young women into my lair. First | dazzle them with the luxurious surroundings.
A littlefine dining, ahundred-year-old wine...." A sudden fit of coughing bent him double, cutting off his
words.

Minafrowned in concern. "That doesn’t sound good. Isthere anything | can get you? Do you think you
need to go to adoctor?’

He shook hishead. "No. I'll befine, my dear."

"If you say s0," she said skepticaly. Silence settled over them. The smal lamp at the bedside draped
shadows over the corners of the chamber. The soft gnawing of amouse sounded from onewall. A book
lay on the coverlet, where Duncan had et it down when she entered, and she picked it up. "Shal | read
toyou?'

Duncan looked alarmed. "Um, no. No, that won’t be necessary.” He held his hand out for the book.



"I don’t mind. Think of it askilling two birds with one sone—you can save your eyes, and I’ll continue
my education at the sametime." She cleared her throat and squinted at the marked page. "’ LIew swept
her into his strong arms and stared at her with his sky-blue eyes. Shefelt her heart pound as he crushed
her breasts againgt his muscular chest. His—' Whoa, this iseducationd.”

Duncan sighed and covered his eyeswith his hands.

"What isthisthing caled, anyway? Solen Heart of Flame." Minaburst out laughing and waved the
book a him. "Duncan! Thisisabodice-ripper!"

Duncan held hishand out again. "That’ s enough.”

She kept the book out of reach and continued scanning the page. "I never redlized you could use the
word ‘thrugt’ so many timesin a sentence.”

"Mind"
"Shall | keep reading?'
"No!"

She laughed and handed the book back to him. He snatched it away and glowered at her. "l seethat |
have completely lost whatever small respect you held for me.”

"Don’'t beslly." Sheleaned over and propped her chin on her figt. "I think it's sweet."
"Y ou'remocking me"
"No. Areyou blushing?'

"Of course not." He suddenly took great interest in resettling the coverlet. " Surely you have some studies
of your own. If not, | know a perfectly dreadful scroll written in an extremely archaic form of Niunish,
guaranteed to drive students mad. Or send them to deep, whichever comesfirst.”

"All right. I'll get someteawhilel’mat it." She stood up and headed towards the door, then stopped and
glanced wickedly over her shoulder. "I dill think it’s sweet.”

ll@!ll

She laughed and went.

~*

The rest of the week went by, and month-end loomed up like doomsday. Minaand Abby spent every
day looking for work, but found nothing in any of the factories. Friday evening, they headed dejectedly
back towards their gpartment, feet aching and spirits low. If the street outside or the stairwell within
seemed unusually deserted, Minadid not notice. The fire had taken many tenants, and more had moved
out asthey found work elsewhere.

Mina headed up the stairs, thinking that she might take the time to catch alittle deep before heading over
to the theater. She had gotten to the first landing before realizing that Abby was no longer behind her.
Startled, she turned around and saw Abby &t the bottom of the stairs, her armsimprisoned by amanin
the uniform of the city constabulary. A gun was pressed againgt her temple.

"Don'’t try anything funny," the constable warned, eyes narrowed.



Mina s heart sped up. For an instant, she considered using her power against the man, evendrew ina
breath to center hersdlf. But the terrified look on Abby’ s face stopped her. Even if Minakilled the man,
there was no certainty that hisfinger wouldn't spasm on the trigger and take Abby with him. And no
certainty that there weren't more of hisilk outside, ready to catch anyone fleeing the gpartments. Faeling
magic was no good againgt bullets.

Sheraised her handsin agesture of surrender. The constable motioned her down the stairs, and then
marched them both outside in front of him. They took the hall out to the courtyard in the back, where the
water pump and the privieswere located. A pathetic collection of other tenants waited there, chained
together inalong line. Thelandlord stood nearby, smoking achesp cigar and drinking something from a
bottle.

"Wilhemina Cole and Abigail Newsfarne," he identified them in adisinterested tone. One of the
constables checked them off of alist. Two more approached holding iron manacles.

"Y ou are being charged with defaulting on your Contract of Indenture,” the list-holder droned, having
obvioudy repeated the same charge at least adozen times aready.

Minaflinched back from the manacles, but one of the constables grabbed her wrists and held her until
they snapped into place. Her skin shrank from the touch of the cold iron, and she felt something fade
away indde of her, like asnuffed candle. She found hersaf chained in line between Abby and a
six-year-old girl who had been abobbin doffer. The girl’ swrists were too tiny for the manacles, so the
congtables had smply wrapped the chains around her arms, the links cutting deeply into her flesh. She
made a soft, hopel ess sound every time someone moved and pulled the chain tighter.

Minaglared at the congtables, hating them. ™Y ou’re hurting this girl," she caled. "At least tie her hands
with aropeif you' re so worried about her breaking free and wounding one of you."

Someone dseinline sniggered at that. The constablein charge spat to one side. "Well, then, she
shouldn’t have defaulted on her contract, should she?

"She' sjugt achild—"
One of thejunior men wandered over and cuffed her hard. " Shut up.”

Mina s ear rang from the blow. She held her head up, determined not to let them see her pain. Bastards.
We' Il get out of this soon enough, Abby, | promise. They'll unchain us once they put usin a cell.
And once everyoneis asleep, we'll just walk out through the wall.

Except that Abby ill woreared iron collar that might not be able to pass through the wdl. Damn it.
Minadidn’'t want to abandon her friend, but wasn't certain that she saw any dternatives, either. Once she
was free, she' d be able to do something to help Abby. Maybe Bryan and Duncan would be willing to
stage arescue.

She continued plotting while the congtables pulled in afew more stragglers and added them to theline. A
large black crow hopped around in the stinking middens, picking through garbage and occasionaly
emitting aloud quork! One of the young women in line pleaded to be allowed use of the privy, but the
congtablesignored her.

Eventually the constables decided they’ d persecuted enough people for one day and ordered the line of
criminasto start moving. Thelittle girl in front of Mina stumbled at the pace, and blood began to seep

from under the chains. Minamanaged to pick her up, athough it shortened the link between hersdlf and
Abby, and between the girl and the man in front of her. No one complained about it, however, and the



girl’ sfrightened whimpers subsided.

Asthey shambled through the streets, passersby stopped to look. A shadow fell acrossthe face of
anyone wearing a collar. Those not so marked looked away in disgust. A few boysran dongsdetheline,
laughing and taunting. When the constables did nothing to discourage them, they started flinging mud,
dung, and rocks at the prisoners. Minagrimly shielded the head of thelittle girl in her arms. Abby cried
out sharply asarock found its mark. The constablesfinaly chased the boys away when anill-aimed pat
of mud dirtied the uniform of the onein back.

It was along wak, and Minawas dmost glad when the iron-gray prison loomed up in front of them.
Bleak and forbidding, the prison dominated everything around it, seeming to leach away color and hope
at once. It was an ancient place that had been afortressin far earlier times. But the high, narrow
windows had either been bricked up or barricaded with bars, and two ugly, modern wings had been
tacked on ether sde. A portcullislifted briefly to let them in, then fell shut with aclang that probably
echoed throughout the building. Minalooked up at the overcast sky above the courtyard and shivered,
thinking that a decade would pass before many of her fellow prisoners got another glimpse of clouds.

Congtables moved up and down the line, separating out women and girls from men and boys. One of
them stopped in front of Mina, scowling at her. He smelled of swesat and heavy drink, and unkempt
stubble covered his sagging jowls. Mina guessed he must be one of the prison guards.

"What are you, somekind of girl-lover?' he asked, eyeing her clothes.
She amiled swestly. "No, but I'm sure | would be after anight with you.”

He dapped her, hard enough to leave ared mark on her face. The taste of blood filled her mouth, and
she spat in his general direction. He grabbed the manacles and jerked them forwards, so that she was
pressed up againgt hisbulging belly. Fingers briefly found her breasts. "Maybe we' |l see about that," he
said and shoved her back so hard sheféll. The chains between herself and the girl went taut, so that the
child let out afaint scream beforefdling hersdf. For that, Minafdt sorry.

The guard let her climb to her feet, and then roughly unlocked her from the chain, only to snap a second
set of manacles about her wrists. She was put in line with the other women, and marched insde the
gloomy fortress. Dampness made the walls dick, and the air stank of urine, unwashed bodies, and mold.
At the end of aconfusing series of gairs, they found themsalves shoved into acell dready packed with
sad, beaten-looking women and girls. The cell was so crowded that there was no room to lie down for
deep. A single, stinking pot was dl that was provided for them to relieve themselves.

"You'll be caled before the judge in afew days, to be formally sentenced,” one of the guards said. "After
that, you'll be sent to your permanent cellsin thewomen’swing."

Minarattled the short chain between her manacles. "Aren’t you going to unchain us?'

"That will be after you go to your permanent home. Too much trouble to keep locking and unlocking the
thingsuntil then."

Damn.

The guards | eft. Minasighed and |ooked around the crowded room. Severd of the women appeared
sck, and one was Sitting in acorner, coughing blood into a strip of cloth torn from her dress. Severd of
the new arrivas began crying, and one woman started to call franticaly for her daughter. Two little girls
crouched on the floor and played with dolls woven out of straw bedding.



Mina made her way over to Abby. Abby’ s eyeslooked hugein her drawn face, and Mina saw her
shoulders start to shake.

"What are we going to do?" Abby whispered. "Where are we supposed to deep? Are they going to feed
us?' She closed her eyes againgt tears. "Oh, God."

Minaput her arms around her friend, drawing her close. "Don’'t worry,” she murmured into Abby’ s ear.
"As soon asthey take off these manacles, I'm gone. And you can go with meif we can get that damned
collar off you."

Abby clutched & her frantically. "Don’t leave me herel”

"I might haveto. Don’'t panic—I’ || come back, with Bryan and Duncan, | swesar. | won't leave you to rot
inthisplace"

Apparently suppertime had come and gone before they had been brought in, because no food appeared
that night. A few women managed to liein apilein one corner and deep, but for the most part therewas
only enough floor spaceto sit, and then only if you were butted up against your neighbor. Minaand Abby
tried to lean against one another’ s backs, but the only deep they managed to catch camein the form of a
fitful doze.

The next morning, guards came to the other side of the bars and shoved a couple of food traysinside.
There was not nearly enough for the number of prisonersin the cell, but that apparently was no concern
of the guards. Minamanaged to get asmdll crust of bread by elbowing another woman hard enough to
knock out her breath. She gave hdf the crust to Abby and the other half to the girl who had been chained
by her intheline. There was just enough water for everyone to have asingle swalow apiece, and the
progress of the jug around the room was watched jedloudy enough that no one dared take more than her
own share.

At least they don’t put usin with the real criminals, Minathought. Thieves, murderers, and prostitutes
were al kept in a separate section of the prison from debtors.

But it seemed athin piece of comfort.

*

"Where did you say you got these again?' the bookseller asked casualy.

Dusty sunlight poured in through the wide windows of the bookstore, striping Duncan’s hands where they
lay inhislap. Theair smelled of dust, age, and old ink. An enormous cat the color of fresh marmalade
lounged on top of astack of old books, occasionally swishing itsfluffy tail. The hunched, mole-like form
of the booksdller crouched on the other side of a cluttered desk.

Duncan’ s ssomach tightened in fear at the question. Paranoia, hetold himsdlf fiercdy. "They were
bequesthed to me by my aunt,” he said, doing his best to play up his educated accent. "A woman of very
eccentric tastes. Unfortunately, the family hasfalen on hard times, and as these volumes are of no interest
to me, | see no reason to keep them." He paused and gave the booksdller apiercing look. "1 understand
that some of them are quite vauable.”

The booksdller took off his silver-rimmed glasses and began to dowly polish the lenses. "What did you
say isthe name of your family?"

Duncan’s eyes narrowed behind the thick lenses of his own specs. The right one still bore a crack that
bisected hisvison. "Sir, | have no wish to deal with anyone who does not understand discretion.”



"Of course, of course. Asit happens, | do have aclient interested in merchandise such asyou are
offering. Shall we spesk of terms?”

To Duncan' s surprise, the man did not seem inclined to haggle; instead he immediately named something
closeto the true vaue of the ancient texts. It raised more prickles of suspicion, and Duncan desperately
wished he had the time to leave here and find a merchant he felt more comfortable with. But time was not
aluxury Minahed.

The booksdller [aboriously counted out the money, which Duncan accepted. As Duncan began to turn
the whedlchair towards the door, the bookseller gave him one of the most false smiles he had ever seen.

"If any more of these volumes happen to turn up, don’t hesitate to bring them by. Asl said, | havea
clientinterested in...folklore"

"l assureyou, thesearedl | have,” Duncan lied coldly. "I have no interest in Slly superdtitions.”

Heleft the store quickly, trundling down the roadway and ignoring the curses of cab drivers asthey
swerved to avoid him. Bryan awaited him ablock away, sitting idly on abench in front of anice cream
shop.

"Did you get the money?" he asked worriedly, rising to hisfeet and taking over the task of pushing the
whedchair.

Duncan thought about objecting to being pushed, then relented. He was il tired from his orded the night
of thefactory fire, and honestly wasn't certain whether he had the strength to make it home by himsdlf.
"Yes. It should be enough.”

"l hope s0." Bryan sighed. "Poor Mina. It doesn’'t seem fair.”

"The world does not operate on the principle of fairness, Bryan, in case you havefailed to observe that.
If it did, none of uswould bein our individud—or collective—predicaments.”

"True." Bryan seemed to consder amoment, although Duncan could not see hisface. "Do you think you
would have married Aerin, if things had gone differently?*

Duncan frowned, wondering where thisturn in the conversation was leading. "'l suppose 0."
"Do you think you would have been happy?'
"l don’t know. | fail to seethe relevance.”

"Oh, nothing, | guess. | was just thinking about Mina. How headstrong she can be sometimes. It made
me think of some of the things you said about Aerin. | wondered if you thought they were dike."

Duncan’ s mouth pressed into ataut line. 1 fear...I do fear that Minamay betoo much like Aerinin some
ways. Impetuous. Defiant. She spoke of fighting the Seelie Court, the day after the factory burned. |
managed to dissuade her, though.”

"Ah. Areyou ever afraid that you might be seeing Aerin, instead of Minaassheis?'

"No. Yes. | don’t know." Duncan sighed, took off his glasses, and rubbed at histired eyes. "I have
come, over time, to gppreciate the waysin which they are different. Aerin was, to be honest, vain and
rather spoiled. Everything had to be her way. Minamay want everything to be her way aswell, but the
reason behind it isn't that she' s away's been given everything, but that she’ s had to fight for everything.



And at least shelistensto reason. Sometimes.”

"There' sasmilein your voice when you talk about her.”
"Don’'t beridiculous.”

"Jugt commenting.”

"Minaismy student, Bryan. | am very proud of her, as befitsthe teacher of afine pupil. Anything dse
would be ingppropriate. | honestly don’t know how these notions get into your head.”

Bryan burst out laughing so hard that he had to stop pushing the chair. "Listen to you, old man! | never
suggested anything. The ‘notion’ came out of one of our heads, but it certainly wasn't mine.”

Duncan twisted around as best he could to am aglare a his student. "Don’t beridiculous!”
"I’'mnot. You're crazy about her...admit it to yoursdlf, if not to me."

Duncan gtiffened. "We re being followed."

"Good attempt to change the subject.”

"I’'m perfectly serious, Bryan.”

Bryan'sdark face ingtantly sobered. He bent over, pretending to fiddle with something on the wheelchair.
"Areyou sure?!

"l have lived the last thirty years only five milesfrom the Sedlie Court. Believethat I’ ve learned to be
cautious. | caught sight of the booksdller whose shop | just came from. | wouldn't have noticed himif |
hadn’t turned towards you."

Bryan's hands tightened on the handlebars until his knuckles paed. "What should we do?'

Duncan’ s heart raced in his chest. "He' s not afagling—I would have known, being so close. But he may
have friendswho are. | think we'll be able to escape him with aglamour, for now."

"Thenwhat?'

"We can’'t go back to the theater. It’ stoo good aresource for usto risk itsdiscovery. You and | will
have to go to ground elsewhere, if we can." Duncan chewed on hislipinworry. "Damnit. | think
Jeremiah has an extraroom where | could stay for awhile, dthough it means doing without any of the
conveniences | have at home. Y ou should be fine if you don’t stray too far from your aunt’s shop.”

Bryan's handsome face was grim. "All right. Let’ slose the booksdller, then get you to Jeremiah’ s before
anything €se goeswrong.”

*

The next two days stretched into adreary hell for Mina. The prisoners were fed and given water twicea
day. Nether serving ever seemed to contain enough rationsfor the number of women in the cell. Hunger
gnawed in Mina sbely asit hadn't since shewasasmal child. Thirst tormented her congtantly, and it felt
asthough her tongue had swollen up to fill her mouth. More women began to get sick and cough blood,
and she silently prayed that she and Abby didn’t succumb to whatever they had.

The cuts the chains had made on the little girl’ s arms became infected; no surprise, given thefilth of acell



with only one smdl| receptacle for waste. At the end of the second day, the child refused to take any food
at al from Mina, and afever burned her skin. A mixture of despair and rage ate at Mind s heart, and she
berated hersdlf for not being ahealer. Duncan would have known what to do.

Duncan aways knew what to do. More than anything, shelonged for the comfort of hisvoice, thelight
touch of hishand. It occurred to her that she had not been separated from him for so long sincethey’d
first met, and his absence was like a hidden wound.

She wondered if Duncan and Bryan realized what had happened to her. She wondered if it would shame
them to have befriended acriminal.

On thethird day, one of the guards roused the prisoners by banging apan onthe cell bars. "Thisisit,
ladied" heydled. "Timeto go seethejudge.”

The guards opened the door wide enough to let them out one at atime. Those that could walk formed up
inaragged line. Minadidn’t know what would happen to those too sick to stand. The women were
herded back down through the tangle of corridors, out asmall door, across anarrow courtyard, down a
hall that pierced the prison wall, and through adoor that led into the adjacent courthouse. They went up a
skinny stairwell and through ahal that let them out into the courtroom itself.

The judge st at the front, looking grim in his black robes. Spectators crowded the rough benches that
took up thelargest part of the room; Minawondered if they had family and friends amongst the
condemned, or if they were Smply curious to see the misfortune of others.

The prisoners were herded into what looked like alivestock pen, and the judge glared at them
disapprovingly. "Y ou will come forward to recelve sentencing when your nameiscaled,” he said
ponderoudy. "If you do not respond when your nameis caled, the bailiffswill remove you, and one year
will be added to your sentence. Genevieve Armstrong.”

A frightened-looking matron stepped hurriedly to the smal gate and was let out. A bailiff took her arm
and pulled her to stand before the judge. "Y ou have been charged with defaulting on your Contract of
Indenture. | find you guilty of this charge and sentence you to ten yearsin prison, the remainder of your
indenture to be completed once you are released. Balliff, please remove the prisoner.”

Tears streaked the woman’ sface, and she bowed her head in despair. When the bailiff grabbed her arm,
she shuffled away unresgting.

Some were not so meek. One young woman began shouting obscenities as soon as the judge opened his
mouth. When the balliff tried to grab her, she threw an unexpected punch that split hislip open. A
moment later, his companions descended on her, siriking her with their nightsticks until she collapsed
unconscious on thefloor.

When Mind snamewasfindly caled, she stepped up before the judge with afeding of dread in her
heart. Until now, shewas not officidly acriminad. But once the judge passed sentence, her life, as she had
known it, was over. Even if she managed to escape, she could never be Mina Cole again. She would
need anew, glamour-forged identity at the very least. Possibly she would haveto flee the city, supposing
that the Sedlie Court gave up on its blockade. At worst, she might find herself working in some house of
progtitution, her fate the same as that of her dead mother.

The judged peered briefly at hisligt. "Y ou have been charged with defaulting on your Contract of
Indenture,” he said, atinge of surprisein hisvoice. "Recordsindicate that the fee for your Contract has
been paid in full for the past month and for the upcoming month. Y ou are freeto go.”



Minastood like anidiot, her mouth hanging open in shock. The bailiff unlocked her manacles with asnap,
and then tugged on her arm when she didn’t move. She stepped back in a daze, walked to the rear of the
courtroom, and stopped, staring behind her.

"Abigall Newsfarne," the judge caled. ™Y ou have been charged with defaulting on your Contract of
Indenture. Y our fee has dso been paid for the past month and the upcoming month. Y ou are freeto go.”

Abby practicaly ran from the front of the courtroom. "What happened?"' she blurted when she reached
Mina ssde.

Minashook her head. "I have no idea. Let’ sleave before they change their minds."

They left the room, following the generd flow of traffic until they emerged back into the sunlight. Bryan's
tall, dark form loitered at the bottom of the steps. Minaran down the stairstwo at atime.

"Bryan! What the hdl—?"
Hewrinkled his nose and took a step back. "I guessthey don't let prisoners bathe much, huh?”

"What do you think? 1’ ve got licein my hair and fleasin my armpits. Now that we' ve listed the joys of
incarceration, tell me what happened. Did you usefaery gold to free us?

Bryan shook his head. "No. The old man sold some of his books."
Mina blinked, stunned. ""D-Duncan paid the fees? For both of us?'
"You'reout, aren’'t you?"

"But he barely knows me," Abby objected.

Bryan flung hisarms up. "Then complain to him about it! | think he figured Minawould be upset if heleft
you to rot. God knows he' d probably chop his own hand off before he risked her bad opinion.”

Minafet hersdlf blush and ducked her head to hideit. "I’m sure that isn't true.”
Bryanrolled hiseyes. "If you say so. Let’ s get the two of you to a public bath."
"We don't have any money," Abby pointed out. "Or any clothes."

"Or any placeto live," Minaadded sourly.

"We have alittle money left over from paying off your contracts, dong with assorted bribesto bailiffs,
judges, and everyone elsein Dere. It should be enough for clothes and baths,” Bryan said. He waved his
hand dramatically in front of hisface, asif trying to dispel their sink. "Duncan at least will thank mefor it."

~*

They found clothing at a second-hand shop. Abby chose afaded red skirt and awhite shirt with asmal
ruffle of lace around the neckline. Minafound her usud trousers, shirt, and suspenders, dthough she
caught hersdlf lingering over apretty dressfor amoment. Sily, she thought, but the temptation remained.

They bathed at a public bathhouse, then changed into fresh clothing. Afterwards, Bryan led them, not to
the theater, but towards another section of town. When Mina questioned him, he tersely explained the
events surrounding the sale of Duncan’ s books. By the time they reached Jeremiah’ s brewery, Minawas
scared not only for herself and Abby, but for Duncan aswell.



The brewery was a pleasant wooden building in amodest part of town. Its back was only afew feet
away from the Blackrush, explaining much about Jeremiah’ s choice of location. Huge vats dominated the
interior, and the air smelled of yeast and hops. Minanodded at Jeremiah, an enormous, fat fagling, who
waved them towards the back of the business.

They found Duncan ensconced in atiny room that had probably started life as a storage closet. A smadll
cot, atable, and alamp wereits only furnishings. Duncan sat in his chair, hunched over a newspaper,
reading by thelight of the lamp. He glanced up with ascowl asthey entered, but it quickly transformed
into pleasure and relief.

"Ah, Mina," he said, setting asde the newspaper. "l trust you' re none the worse for wear? Abby, it's
good to seeyou again.”

Minacrossed the room and embraced him. The chair and their differencein rdative heights made it
awkward, but she didn’t care. Up close, Duncan smelled pleasantly of books, ink, and soap. She turned
her head and kissed him softly on the cheek. "Thank you," she whispered into hisear.

He gave an odd little shiver and released her. "Er, think nothing of it, my dear.”

"I’ll be going, asthereisn’t room for three people anyway," Bryan said from the doorway. Duncan
waved him away. Abby hesitated, said something about wanting to fed fresh air on her face again, and
left aswell.

Mina perched on the cot. The sheets were coarse and smelled of beer, but at least they were clean. "I'm
sorry," shesaid sincerdly.

He studied her carefully, the flash of lamplight off hislenses masking his blue-gray eyes. ™Y ou have
nothing to be sorry for."

"But you sold your books for me! Y ou wouldn't even do that for yourself. Y ou needed those books for
your students. And now they’re gone.”

"Not al of them. A few of the rarer volumes, and a smattering of tomes| thought | could do without.”
"And you were right about it being dangerousto sdll them." Minagrinned ruefully. "Asadways."
Hissmilewas morewigtful. "l wish | wasdwaysright. Or | wish | hadn’t been right thistime."

"How long will you haveto hide here?'

"l don’'t know. | wish I had my spyglass. | have two lensesthat are attuned to one another; you can look
through one and see“out’ through the other, no matter whereit isphysicaly. | had onejammed into a
crack inthe wall opposite the theater door, and | kept the other one with me in the Sitting room or a my
bedside.

"That’ show you aways knew it was me coming to visit."

"Quite. If | had the second lens, | could at least watch the door and make certain that no one discovers
the theater. But of course | saw no reason to take it with methat day.” His expression softened suddenly
at the dgected look on her face. "Don't fret, my dear. | serioudy doubt that anyone, Hound, Knight, or
Prince Roderick himsalf, will discover the theater. Bryan and | hadn’t reached Mummers Street when |
redlized that the booksdller was following us. There’ sno reason for them to look there. I'm surethat it
will be safeto return in afew weeks, once whoever is behind thisredizesthat I’'m not coming back
anytime soon."



"But isn't the Seelie Court behind it?"

"They could be. We don't know that for certain. Thereisagood chance that the booksdller was smply
curious, or unscrupulous, and was hoping to find a secret store of valuable books that he could either
extort or stedl.”

"l suppose.” Minasighed and stood up. "I’ d better go. Abby and | still haveto find jobs. But | wanted to
thank you. | don’t know how I’ll ever repay you, but | promise | will."

He shook hishead. "Don’t concern yoursdlf. It was a gift, freely given. | expect that | will be here a the
brewery for sometime to come. Will you come by, if you have the chance?"

She stopped at the door and smiled. "Yeah. I'll come every night, if you want." She hesitated, bit her lip.
"I....I really missed you." Then sheleft quickly and shut the door behind her.

~*

"And s0 | have had a careful watch put throughout the entire district,” Roderick finished, smiling smugly.
"Wewill track these unsediefaglingsto their lair.”

Rhiannon frowned and tapped her teeth with along fingernail. "But you aren't certain the man was a
fadling,” shesad dowly.

"No. But it ssemslikely, given the books he sold.”

"Hmm." She frowned, something nagging at her. She searched the details of Roderick’ stae carefully in
her mind: aman, not exactly elderly but no longer young, in awhed chair, sdling rare books bearing titles
she hadn’t seen for over thirty years.

"Do you have any of the volumes?' she asked quietly.

"Of course. | had them added to the library."

"Bring me one of them. Zylan's Faery World."

Roderick frowned and tipped his head to one side. "Why that one?

"It isexceedingly rare. | wishto seeit. | don't need any other reason. Have it brought now."

Theinsolence of hislook as heleft bothered her. She sat impatiently on her throne, hands clenching and
unclenching, until a servant brought the book. Snatching it away, she barked out an order not to be
disturbed.

Once shewas certain that she was adone, she dlowed her eyesto fal to the volume. The red leather
binding seemed hauntingly familiar, but it was no proof. Instead, she dowly turned the pages, until findly
reaching a sheet near the middle marked with abrown coffee stain. A stain that she had made
accidentaly, tusding with her lover in the garret room they had shared so many years ago.

How had this book—all those books—come to resurface now? An estate sale, the booksaller had said,
but it didn’t fit with what she knew of the book’ s history.

The sdler couldn’t have been Duncan. Rhiannon—the real Rhiannon—hed killed him thirty-five years
ago. She had gloated over it in front of her stepsister, whom she had supposed beaten into submission.
That had been thefina outrage that led said stepsister to kill her and assume her identity.



Duncan had not possessed much power, his blood diluted by too many human ancestors. But he had
been loyal. None of those other bastards had stood by her when the time came, and she' d made certain
they'd paid for it.

And, perhaps oddly, it had not been easy to forget him in her new life as Rhiannon, Queen of Niune. She
had thought of him often while lying onein bed, and again yearslater in Roderick’ sarms. Over time she
had come to redlize that, without Duncan, her victory had become hollow and meaningless, and that it
would have been better if she’ d never challenged Rhiannon for the throne.

She would have been happier if she had followed hiswishes and settled down to married lifein Dahn.

Could her ingtinct be true? Could her young, laughing, earnest Duncan have become the crippled old man
that the booksaller encountered?

And if s0...wasthere any way to turn it to her advantage?

CHAPTER FOURTEEN

"He' salovely man," Abby said unexpectedly, asthey waked away from the brewery that evening. "I
mean, he’ svery nice. And the look on hisface when he saw you! | wish someone would look at me like
that.”

"He was glad we got out of prison,” Minasaid self-conscioudy. "He' smy friend.”
"| think he'd like to be more than that.”

"Not that he' s mentioned to me." Minasighed. "We ve got more to worry about than my lovelife, or
total lack thereof."

"Yeah." All the mischief drained out of Abby’sface, and shetook Mina s hand for comfort. "What are
we going to do?"

Minashook her head. She wanted a cigarette badly enough to sell her soul for asingle lungful of smoke.
"l had planned on having us Say & the theater with Duncan—there was plenty of room, and | don’t think
he would have minded. But that cocksucker from the bookstore took care of that, didn't he?' She aimed
an angry kick at alamppogt. "What about Camilia? Any chance at al that she can put usup?’

"N-No." Tears showed from under Abby’slowered eyeashes. "What about the other faglings?”

"I don’t know them very well. | don’t even know how to contact most of them. And my impression was
that they aren’t avery well-to-do bunch, on average.” She thought of Michael, dark and handsome.
"And, to be perfectly honest, | don't know that | trust al of them. Or any of them."

"Then what?'

Minagave Abby’ s hand a squeeze. "1 guessit’ sthe street for us, at least for tonight. Maybe we can find
work tomorrow."

*

They bedded down beneath one of the lesser-used bridges over the Blackrush, high up above the water
where stone and earth met. Mina dragged weatherworn boards and parts of crates from where they had
washed up againgt the nearest pylon, al the time wondering if the aughisky was nearby and what she



would do if it decided on asnack. The flotsam formed awindbreak of sorts and gave them some
protection againg the dight chill of the night. Asfor bedding, they made do with apair of dirty blankets
scrounged from atrash hesp.

Huddled next to Abby, listening to the dap of water againgt the pylons, Minafound deep distant for most
of the night. When shefindly did snatch somefitful rest, her dreamswere filled with Duncan, who held
her while she cried.

In the morning, they headed for the waterfront, their somachs aching with emptiness. They had aready
learned that the factories were not hiring, and al respectable positions for unskilled female labor seemed
filled. That |eft the digtrict running dong Grinder Street, west to Pennywhistle Lane. A favorite of sailors
and river rats, it was lined with businesses |ooking for cheap female workers: bordellos and burlesques.

Minawalked past the whorehouses without turning her head. She' d diein the Street before she followed
her mother’ s path. And let’s hope that doesn’t become a real possibility.

By going around to the service entrance of one or two burlesque houses, which were for the most part
closad during the daylight hours, they quickly learned that The Sailor’ s Widow waslooking for girls. It
was not, Minanoted dourly, the most respectable-looking establishment they had seen so far. The garish
paint on the outside was pedling, like the morning after for awoman who' d worn too much makeup.
Broken bottleslittered the street, and filth covered the windows as good as shutters.

Before going inside, Mina paused amoment to don aglamour. It was not—she hoped—much of arisk.
After dl, shewouldn’t be wandering the streets with it, where astray Knight or Hound might spot her.
And presumably such crestures didn’t frequent bawdy houses. She gave hersdlf long hair, filled out the
curves on her body, and changed her men'’s clothing into adress. The glamour was not so gorgeous that
it would cal undue attention, but attractive enough that she stood a chance at being hired. Abby was
pretty enough on her own.

A large, bald man, whose nose looked as though it had been broken numerous times, answered their
knock on the service door. Mina guessed that he probably served as abouncer during business hours.

"We hear you'relooking for girls," Minasaid, hoping that she' d judged her glamour right.

The man eyed them for along moment, then grunted and went inside, leaving the door open behind him.
Mina exchanged a glance with Abby, shrugged, and followed the bouncer.

Theinterior of The Sailor’ s Widow was dark and poorly illuminated thistime of day, athough gadight
fixtures dong the walls promised something better at night. The smell of spilled beer and sweet seemed to
have permeated the crumbling plaster walls. They passed akitchen that probably served customers at
night, and then went down a corridor with along series of doors opening off it. One of the doorswas
ga; glancing insde asthey passed, Mina saw two women Sitting on amodest bed, chattering like
magpies

The bald man led them into alarge, open room filled with small tables and chairs. At one end wasan

empty stage hung with a cheap-looking purple curtain, and a battered piano crouched like awhipped cur
on thefloor below the stage.

"Stay here," the man said, and then left. Minaand Abby stood nervoudy in the room for afew minutes,
until a second man entered. He till had most of his hair, and hislarge belly flopped over hisbelt.

"Name s Gregor," he said, dthough whether this was supposed to be hisfirst or last name Minadidn’t
know. "Y ou girlslooking for work?'



Minaswallowed nervoudy and nodded. Gregor looked at them with the eye of amerchant viewing
suspect goods.

"Ever donethis sort of work before?
Honesty seemed the best recourse. "No. We worked for Hobb Mill."

"Mmph. Terrible, that was. Y ou girlswere lucky to get out alive." Gregor went to the piano, hisgait more
of arall or awaddlethan awalk. "Let’s see what you' ve got, then.”

"I'll gofirgt,” Minamurmured. Her somach clenched into knots as she climbed the short sairsto the
stage. Gregor struck up atune on the piano, and Mina began to dance.

Don't fall over your own feet. Smile, remember to smile, look like you want to be here. God, it's
not even like most of what’ s showing is even really mine—not the breasts and the ass, anyway.
Nevertheless, her cheeks burned with shame. Glamour hid that as well.

When she was done, she put her clothes back on and went to St on the edge of the stage while Abby
took her turn. The need for a cigarette ached in her blood.

At last the music stopped. "Not bad,” Gregor admitted, watching Abby idly while she dressed. "Not
exactly what I'd call professond, but you' Il catch on. And the customerslike to see fresh faces
sometimes. Y ou're hired. Be back here at six o’ clock for the early show.”

"Welost our gpartment when the mill burned,” Minasaid. "We need somewhereto stay."

"There' reroomsin the back, but they’ re only for girlswho want to do extra after hours.”

"No." Minashook her head emphatically.

"Y ou sure? Pay’ snot that bad.” He shrugged. "WEe ve got aroom availableif you change your mind.”
Mina stood up quickly and motioned for Abby to follow. "Wewon't."

~*

The firgt performance was not quite so bad as Mina had feared. Gregor put them on early, perhapsto
give them some experience before moving them to the later, more heavily atended, shows. Minalearned
that during the later sets, some of the girls did entire acts featuring severa of them a once. These were
very popular, gpparently, and one of the dancers generoudly told Minaand Abby that they could joinin if
they werewilling to practice during their off time.

The glare of the footlightsin her eyes hid most of the audience when she was onstage, and if not for the
murmur of voicesfrom the dark, she might have been able to pretend that she was done. Barney, the
huge bouncer, kept a careful eye on proceedings and made certain that none of the men tried to touch the
dancers. If anyone wanted to do that, he had to pay for one of the roomsin the back.

Dinner was available from the kitchen at adiscounted rate, and Mina ate ravenoudy as soon as Gregor
had counted out her night’ s pay. Then, as midnight approached, she and Abby headed back to their bed
under the bridge.

"I’m going to talk to Duncan,” Minasaid quietly, once they werethere. "Will you be al right by yoursdf?*

Abby nodded mutely. She had been uncharacterigticaly slent dl day, and Minafelt her depressonlikea
physica weight. She touched her friend’ s hand gently, then turned and | eft.



She found Duncan in his cubbyhole at the Brewery, reading awater-stained romance novel that someone
had probably fished out of a gutter. He set it down when she entered, and hiswelcoming smile
transformed ingtantly into afrown of concern.

"Areyoudl right?'
Mina perched on his cot bed and folded her hands limply in her lap. "1 suppose.”
"Were you ableto find work?'

"Yeah." She could never, sheredlized, tell Duncan what she was doing, no matter how badly she ached
to share her troubles with him. Associating with afactory dave was bad enough—what would a
high-class man such as Duncan think of awoman who took her clothes off in front of sirangers?”l, um,
that is, we re waiting tables. The placeisn’t very nice—not in agood part of town or anything. But it's

"l see" Hefrowned at her, still obvioudy worried. "1 hope you' d fed free to speak to me about anything
that is bothering you."

"Of course," shelied. "Of course.”

As shewalked back towards the bridge later that night, Minafelt the dow build of ragein her blood. She
stopped in ashadowy areawell away from the nearest streetlight and stood silently, her hands starting to
shake. The factory fire had been horrible enough. But then there had been the prison, and Duncan unable
to go back to hisown home, and her humiliation at her new line of work, and Abby dragged down with
her...and now this. Now she had to lie to the one person she most wanted to talk to, her best friend, the
only man for whom she would have liked doing what she was now doing for strangers....

It wasn't fair. And it was dl their fault.

Minaturned dowly in the direction of the palace. It couldn’t be seen from here, of course, but she fdlt it
like ablight on the landscape. The palace was ringed about with walls, defended by human guards, and
crawling with Knights and Hounds. Only someone as deranged and sdlf-centered as Duncan’ slong-lost
love would ever consider assaulting such afortress.

But.

She turned abruptly and made her way through the streets, until she found herself outside Jacqueline and
Daughters, Dry Goods. She passed soundlesdy through the door and followed the intuition that told her
where Bryan dept.

His bed was in the basement, among rolls of cloth and barrels of dried beans. Undoubtedly his aunt and
invalid mother shared the upstairs gpartment. Mina could see him clearly even in the near-absolute
darkness.

"Bryan," she whispered, putting power into the call.

He started up, then blinked rapidly, trying to focus on her through the haze of deep that still clung to him.
"Mina? What are you doing here?"

"I’ve cometo ask your help,” she said, sitting down on the cot beside him. He tugged self-conscioudy on
his degping-robe, and she had to suppress alaugh at his modesty. ™Y ou know how to contact the other
faelings, don't you?'



"Yes Why?"

"Find as many as you can tomorrow. But only go to the ones you know you can trust, the oneswho
chafe the most againgt the Sedlie Court’ s domination of this city. The oneswho know how to keep quiet
when there’ sneed. And for God' s sake, don’t go to Jeremiah. | don’t want Duncan to get wind of this"

He frowned and pushed his hair out of hiseyes. "Why not? What are you going to do?'

Minastood up and looked down a him. "What we al should have done along time ago. I’ ve had it with
the Sedlie Court, Bryan. | can't just Sit around and Smply accept asinevitable whatever hell they make
out of my life

"I’'m going to fight back."

CHAPTER FIFTEEN

Minastood nervoudy in thetiny park that she and Bryan had worked out as a convenient meeting place.
A small ruin from the oldest phase of the city stood in the center of the green, itstumbled walls making
humps among the vinesthat crawled over it. An owl cdled stridently from atree nearby, only to be
answered by a second somewhere in the distance: Who cooks for you? Who cooks for you-all?

Shefelt the faglings before she saw them; the faint whisper of their dark power brushed over her skinlike
awinter wind. Those with the most fae blood had eyes that seemed to gleam in the night, like the eyes of
animass, and she wondered if hers did aswell. They came behind Bryan, drifting in by ones and twos,
until they formed aloose semi-circle before her. Minaspotted Fox among them, her swollen hands for
once dtilled.

"Bryan said that you wanted to talk to us," said Michadl’ s beautiful voice. There was an edge of mockery
init, asif she couldn’t possibly have anything important to say.

Minaswallowed down her nervousness and faced them squarely. "Y es. The Sedlie Court has had too
much power for too long. Some of you have spent your entire lives running from them. I’ ve only been
doing it for afew months, and dready I’'m sick of it. | don’'t want to live like this."

Michadl shrugged elegantly. "Then leave Dere. Oh, that’ sright—you can't. They’ re looking for you."

"Leaving Dere doesn't solve the problem! Theinfluence of the Sedlie Court isfelt everywherein Niune.
Remember Duncan’ sfamily?"

A lean, hungry-looking man by the name of Halston et out a snort of contempt. " So what do you want to
do? Attack the Court? Stage a coup? Kill the roya family? Good luck!"

"I'mnot afool," Minasaid quietly, struggling to control her anger. "Of course we can't do that. But the
problemisn’t just the RiLlyns, Stting intheir paace laughing at us. It’ sthe Knights and Hounds lurking in
the streets. And those we can fight, if we re careful .

"Y ou can't fight the Knights and Hounds," Hal ston objected.

"Like hdl! Duncan and Bryan killed aHound that attacked me. | killed one by mysdlf when it cameto the
factory, and Duncan got rid of aKnight and a Hound together. We can fight them.”

"But what would be the point?' asked Janinein her childlike voice.



Minasmiled crudly. "The point isthat thereisn't an unlimited number of Knights and Hounds. They were
once sedlie faglings—the Court isn't creeting them out of whole cloth. How many could there be?’

"Thereign’t an unlimited number of us, ether,” Michad pointed out dryly.

"No. But the differenceisthat we are going to be controlling the encounters, not them. Before, they’ ve
aways hunted us. Now we' Il hunt them. Duncan saysthat there are patrols near the palace, but that’ stoo
dangerous. They aso go down to the main roads, where they can keep an eye out on people entering the
city, looking for faglings.” She remembered the little boy Roderick had murdered in front of her—surely
that was how he' d been found. "Plus, we know that they’ re guarding the main waysin and out of the city,
looking for me. We know where they are—if we go to them, with enough force that the battle will be
one-sded in our favor, we can kill them.”

Michael watched her with arrogance in his deadly blue eyes. " And what good do you think al thiswill
do?'

"I think it will give us abetter chance than we have now. The fewer the Knights and Houndsthere are,
the safer we dl are”

"I'mwith Ming" Janine said unexpectedly. "I'mtired of hiding dl the time, worrying about being dragged
off by Hounds a any moment! | could have gotten hired with the Roya Theater Company, if not for fear
of being spotted. Instead I’ m stuck working in mediocre little acting troops. Even then | have to keep out
of spotlight, letting others play primadonnaso that | don’t attract too much attention to myself. Maybe
the Seelie Court should pay."

"What does Duncan have to say about dl this?' Ha ston demanded.
"Duncan doesn’t know about it. We can't tdl him. If he knew, he' d be furious."

Bryan shifted uncomfortably. "Doesn’t that make you think there might be something wrong with your
plan?’

Minasighed and ran her hand through her short, spiky hair. "Duncan wouldn’t be able to see anything
beyond his own persond tragedy. Hell, he didn’t even want to tell me about the Seelie Court in the first
place, because he wastoo afraid that what happened to his damned girlfriend would happen again.”

"And it lookslikehewasright."

"I’m not attacking the pdace, damn it! I'm not Aerin!”

"I don't likethis," Halston announced. "I don't like not telling Duncan." He took astep back.
No! Mina's heart contracted. "Y ou can't tell him."

"I'mgoingto!"

"You can't." Almost without thinking about it, she put force behind the command.

Shefdt Haston' swill for amoment, like some smal creature squirming againgt her pam. She pushed it
away, down into the earth. Something drained out of his pale eyes, and he relaxed suddenly. "Of course.
| can’t go to Duncan."

Oh God. Mina s heart pounded in her chest. She hadn’t meant to do that. She had promised herself that
shewouldn't use the power.



| had to. He made me. He would have gone to Duncan.
"S0, are you with me?' she asked quietly.
Murmurs of agreement came out of the darkness. Bryan sighed and shrugged. “"Why not."

Only Michad failed to respond. Shelooked up at him and saw the anger in his handsome face. He didn’t
like that the others were acquiescing to her. He clearly believed that, if anyone was going to bein charge,
it should be him.

Afraid? she asked him slently, taunting. He either caught her thought or read her look, for his nogtrils
flared in sudden anger.

"I'll agreeto giveyour littleideaatry,” he said haughtily, asif he expected it to fail but was going to
humor her anyway.

Minasmiled, and if aknife had suddenly cometo life and been capable of expression, it would have had
just such asmile. "Wonderful. Let's get Sarted.”

~*

Thefaelings crouched in anarrow aleyway near one of the main roads running into Dere. On the other
sde of the old city wal was an enormous town of temporary shacks, tents, and huts, which shifted and
changed from day to day as unemployed people from the country made their way to the city, believing
foolishly that there was some chance for them there. Even at adistance, Mina could smell the stench of
human waste, swest, and garbage emanating from the camp.

A young woman named Petunia claimed to have seen aKnight and Hound team going to the camp one
night, perhaps in search of faglings making their way into the city. It seemed as good a place to Sart as

ay.

They sat in breathless silence while the moon crawled away towards the west. We might have already
missed them, Minaworried. They might not come here every night.

A pale shape moved down the road, drawing abreast of the aleyway. Even from adistance, the
sunlight-glow of a Knight was unmistakable. A Hound followed at its hedls, pink noselifted into the air,
asif scenting for something.

Something it was abouit to find.

Minarose and stepped out into the road. The heads of Knight and Hound swiveled towards her, and
both stopped waking. A low growl rumbled out of the Hound' s throat, and the Knight lowered his
bronze-tipped halberd.

"Come and get me," Minamurmured, then ran back into the dley.

The Knight and Hound followed as predicted. Minaraced past buildings, ducking into a succession of
amaller and smdler dleys, until findly coming to ahat in ablind. The Knight and Hound, believing their
quarry trapped, started towards her.

Minacaled in her staff and smiled.

The other unsedlie faglings emerged from their heavily warded hiding places, blocking any hope of escape
for their enemies. Janine pulled awicked-looked knife from under her dress and laughed, her face no



longer really human. Looking bored, Michael flung anet of shadow over the sediefadlings, and the bettle
began.

The Knight and Hound had no chance. By the time Mina' s pack had finished, little was | eft but frozen
hunks of mest, exploded from within. Janine laughed again and stepped on the Knight' s disembodied
eyebd|, which popped with awet sound under her foot. The faces of the faglings were dight with glee
and bloodlust, and Minafet an odd emotion swelling her heart. After amoment, she recognized it as
pride.

"And that’ sjust the beginning,” she promised them.

~*

"You're doing well for yoursdf,” Camhlaidh said towards dawn, when Minawas walking back to the
bridge that had turned into her home. His black clothing made him look like a specter risen from agrave,
but his golden hair gleamed in the gray light that heralds sunrise.

Minasmiledtiredly. "Yes. | rather think | am."
"It fedlsgood, doesn't it?"

"Thefighting? Yes. Yes, | supposeit does." She shrugged. "I’ ve never had the chance to fight back
againg anything before. | fed asthough everything has changed. Asif I'm finaly taking control of my
life"

Camhlaidh’ s sharp teeth showed briefly. "And it fed s good to lead them, does’t it? It feds...natural .”

Minalooked away, out over the Blackrush. The corpse of adog floated by in aswirl of peat-dark water.
Gadlight glinted here and there off the waves the wind made, but it could not truly touch the shadowy
river.

She remembered the feding of holding Halston’ swill in her own. Remembered the hunger that had
woken in her when her pack turned to her for direction, their eyeswild and inhuman. She could fed their
need for blood like wires quivering under her hand, and she played them like afell instrument of
destruction.

"Yes" sheagreed at last. "It feedls good.”

CHAPTER S XTEEN

The next few weeks passed dowly for Mina. By day she studied with Duncan in the tiny room behind the
brewery. In the early evening, she danced before the customers at The Sailor’ s Widow.

And in the depths of the night, she and her pack hunted.

To her surprise, Minafound that she liked dancing better than she had ever liked working at the factory.
Gone were the endless, grinding shifts when she had to stand up for twelve hours straight, her hearing
dowly eroded by the roar of the machinery. The eterna weariness that had eaten at her bones dowly
disappeared, and the heavy coughing caused by breathing air laden with cotton dust went away aswell.

Her basic pay was not as good, but as she became better at dancing her tips grew until they were nothing
to be sneered a. She and Abby now had enough to eat twice aday, bathe in the public baths, and buy



one or two spare changes of clothing. Most of what was | eft went towards their contracts, but Mina
hoped that the pittance she was able to save would alow them to rent aroom to see themsalves through
the winter. Already the nights were getting cooler, and she and Abby had to huddle together for warmth
in the early hours before dawn.

Despite the fact that they could afford to eat well enough, Abby began to dowly lose weight. There was
an odd look in her eyes, one of fear and desperation, which worried Minagreatly. But when pressed,
Abby would only shake her head and smile wanly.

Later, when we can get a place to stay, she'll feel better, Minathought.
But the sense of unease did not leave her.

At the end of the third week, Minamade her usua stop by Duncan'’ s hiding-place. Although he had
grown morose and irritable over the weeks of his confinement, today he smiled brightly as soon as she
walked through the door.

"The salvation of my sanity hasarrived!" he announced, flourishing three dips of ivory paper.
Minalaughed at the unexpected pronouncement. "What are you talking about?"

"Janine has kindly sent me passesto her next performance. Did you know that sheisin the opera? Not a
diva, of course, but aperformer nevertheless. | had hoped—that is, | had wondered if perhaps you
would like to comewith me. And Bryan dso." He hagtily held up the threetickets, asif to prove that
thereweren't just two.

"I’ ve never been to an opera—or any kind of theater, unless you want to count yours,"” Minasaid
excitedly. Then her heart fell. "But | don’t have anything to wear." Not unless one counted the two outfits
she had bought for work, which weren’t anything she was willing to wear in respectable company.

"That'sdl right. We aren’t going to the Grand Operathat performsfor the nobility. Thisisasmall
theater—respectable enough, but not for the wedlthy." He brightened. "And Meredith—do you
remember Meredith? She ownsasmall tavern around the corner. Perhaps we can get dinner there.”

He seemed so enthusiastic that Minadidn’t have the heart to argue any more about the clothing. "1 would
lovetogo."

That night, she discussed the excursion with Bryan as they made their way through the dark streets,
headed for a stage line believed to be guarded by the Sedlie Court. More and more Knights and Hounds
patrolled the streets these days, as though Minahad stirred up an anthill with astick. The Sedlie Court
was actively looking for her pack by now. But so far, al those who had found them had regretted the
experience.

"| probably should have been more assertive,” she concluded. 1 redly can’t afford anything niceright
now. | don’t know."

Bryan glanced at her out of the corner of hiseye. "It would have broken the old man’sheart." He
hestated. "So, you' re going to be wearing a dress?!

Minashrugged. "I thought | would."

"Ready to rgjoin the world of women, eh?' He ducked as she took ahalf-hearted swing at him. "I can
giveyou aloan, if you'd like. | haveasmall bit put away. Vivian docks my wages for food and board,
but not nearly as much asthered cost.”



"| couldn’t take money from you, Bryan. Not for something so...frivolous."

"It'saloan. And besides, it’ s not frivolous. Just find yoursalf something nice at one of the second-hand
shops. If you don't like the idea of me doing something for you, then consider it agift for the old man."

"And how on earth would that be a gift for Duncan?'

Bryan grinned and winked. "You'll see" He sobered a moment, glancing about at the tall buildings and
darkened windows that hemmed them in. "The old man’ s been like afather to me, you know. | was
lucky he was around after Dad died. Dad was the only fagling in the family that | know of, so there
wasn't anyone el se to teach me how to control my powers. | would have died along time ago if not for
Duncan.”

"I know." Minakicked abottle out of her path, watched it roll and bounce acrossthe street, to vanish
downagormdraininalagt glitter of light. "I hate deceiving him likethis™

"He sgoing to find out eventudly, you know."

"Y eah. The Hounds and Knights are stirred up now, thanksto us. It's bound to come to his attention one
way or another."

Bryan put ahand lightly to her shoulder. "Y ou'reright, but that isn't what | wasreferring to. | meant he's
going to find out that you're living under abridge."

Minajerked out from under histouch, spun, and glared at him. "How do you know?"
Bryan shrugged. "I followed you home one night.”

"Damn it, you had noright!"

"l was curious. | guess waiting tables doesn’t pay much, huh?”

She ran ahand back through her short spikes of hair, fedling suddenly depressed. ™Y ou might aswell
know therest of it. I'm working at aburlesque.”

"Y ou' rewaliting tables a a bawdy house?"
"No, moron, I’'m not waiting tables a al. Get it?'
Bryan winced. "Oh, Mina, I'm sorry."

"It snot that bad, really. The men aren’t dlowed to touch us or anything. And I’m mostly wearing
glamour asit is." She made a deprecating gesture towards her flat chest. "No one s going to pay good
money to see acouple of mosguito-bitesfail to jiggle around, after al.”

He laughed and shook hishead. "If you say s0."

"Don’t tell Duncan. I'm serious, Bryan. If hefindsout..." shetrailed off and Sghed. "It was bad enough
when | was afactory dave. | mean, the differencein our stations was about as big asit could get to start
with. But at least | could say | was doing respectable work.”

Bryan gave her athoughtful look with hislarge, dark eyes. "The differencein your stations,” he mused.
"That'show you fed, huh? | guessthat explainsit, then."

"Explainswhat?"



"Why you haven't been mussing up the bed sheetsin hisroom a Jeremiah’'s.”

"Prick!" she exclaimed and punched him hard in the shoulder. He danced away, laughing.

~*

"| fed likeanidiot,” Minamuttered, tugging at the bodice of her dress. Not surprisingly, cleavagefailed to
appear.

Bryan sighed. "Y ou look grest."

"I look likeafoal. I wish | could grow my hair out overnight. Why can’t this fagling magic be good for
anything practicd ?'

They gtrolled together down Beer Lane, headed for Jeremiah’ s brewery where they would meet Duncan.
Thelast light of evening wasfast on the wane, and clouds of pigeons swirled in the shell-pink sky,
searching for their roosts. The smell of cooking dinnersfilled the air, wafting from a hundred apartments
and houses. A woman sold beans from a cart on one corner, and great clouds of steam boiled up from
her potsto blow on the cool breeze.

Mina had found a dressthat suited her at a second-hand shop. Itsivory skirts, decorated with
embroidered wildflowers around the hem, felt dien around her legs and ankles. Thetorso wasfairly form
fitting, and left her arms and shoulders bare. It was cut low to show off cleavage—if she'd had any.

Bryan looked quite nice himsdlf, in ared coat, yellow waistcoat, and necktie. He even wore a
low-crowned top hat. The clothes made Minafed asif they both had passed into some dternate version
of redity.

Duncan was waiting for them in the shadows of the brewery’ s entrance. He had aso managed to piece
together proper attire. A dightly shabby black frock coat hung over awhite shirt with frilled cuffs. A soft
explosion of lace from his necktie showed above a black waistcoat, and histrousers were a so black. He
hed tied hislong, silver-shot hair back in atail with ablack ribbon, and crowned it with atop hat.
Ddlicate gold hoops gleamed in both ears. He had finally managed to replace his broken specs, and the
new lensesflashed like twin moonsin the gadight.

All indl, helooked rather striking, Minathought.

"Ah, there you arel" Duncan started as they approached. He stopped suddenly and blinked at Mina.
“l..um..that is...."

"Eloguent asadways," said Bryan, taking the handles of the whedchair.

Duncan shot him an annoyed look. " Thank you for your profound commentary, Bryan." He turned
around and | ooked hesitantly up a Mina. "Y ou look lovely tonight, my dear.”

"So do you. Handsome, that is." Good, Mina. Now you sound like an idiot.

They waked dowly through the streetsto the small theater, talking idly asthey went and watching other
passersby. Thetheater itself wasasmal place, modest but clean on the outside. Men and women in
evening dressflowed in, the colors of their clothes making them look like ajewe box dropped on the
street. Mina stared a them in awe. Some of them stared back—she had not dared to take off the
glamour of theiron collar around her throat, on the off chance that someone who knew her might spot
her without it, an offense that would end with her back in prison.



They were seated in abox idedly positioned to see the stage. Duncan remarked on how niceit had been
of Janine to get them such agood place. Minanodded, only half-listening as she stared at the people, at
the cheap red stage curtain, at the painted figures on the proscenium arch. When she turned to ask him to
repeat himsdlf, she caught sght of agrin, quickly hidden.

But it al paled when the curtain finally rose and the opera began. The costumes dazzled Minaand made
her think of far-away places and long-ago lands. The clear voices of the singerslifted her up and thrilled
her blood. Men fought duels with swords, lovers met in secret trysts, a sorcerer cast aterrible curse that
rebounded on the one who had requested it. Without redlizing it, Minatook Duncan’s hand during the
climatic scene where the hero fought the villain, who had tricked the heroine into marrying him instead of
her true love. Although the hero won, he was mortaly wounded. Seeking out his beloved, he discovered
her dead, having drunk poison rather than face her villainous husband.

"That wasredly sad," Minasaid at last, when the curtain came down.

Duncan looked down and appeared to discover his hand for thefirst time, asif it had been off doing
things without his permission. "It was atragedy,” he pointed out, releasing her fingers reluctantly. "Besides
which, | thought you once said that you didn’'t believein love."

"Did | say that?"

"Yes. In the park. Remember?'

"Way to go," Bryan mouthed over Duncan's head.

Minashot Bryan an angry glare. "1 must have been having abad day,” she said lamely.

They left the operahouse for Meredith’ s smdl tavern around the corner. Meredith was an elderly fagling
whom Bryan had not contacted for incluson in Mina s pack dueto her age. Thetavern wasvery plain,
but it was clean and warm, and if the patrons Sitting around the small tables inside looked as though they
were not rich, they did not seem particularly poor, either.

The three found asmal tablein one corner. Meredith came over with asmile. "Duncan, it'saways good
to see you and your students. Dinner is on the house tonight. Tut! Don’t argue—I’ m too old to change
my mind about anything onceit’' s set.” She placed a bottle of winein the center of thetable. "Thebest in
the house," she said proudly as she poured out three glasses.

Duncan took asip, swallowed, and smiled with gpparent difficulty. "It's...very distinctive, Meredith.
Thank you."

Meredith beamed. "Wdll, I’ ll beright dong with your dinners, then.”

"Nonefor me, thanks," said Bryan, rising abruptly to hisfeet. "I have an early day tomorrow at the shop.
I’ll seeyou two later."

"Areyou certain, Bryan?' Duncan asked.
Bryan winked a Mina. "I’m certain. Enjoy yoursalves."
Duncan turned to her once Bryan had left. "Um. Yes. Wdll. What did you, ah, think of the opera?’

The topic lasted them through dinner and the first bottle of wine, which Meredith replaced immediately
with another. But after that the conversation wandered to lifein Dere, to magic, to the nature of the stars,
to new discoveries of moons, distant planets, and strange elements. They laughed and gestured, and once



Duncan had Meredith bring a sheet of paper so he could scribble a sketch to illustrate apoint. Mina
found hersdlf leaning over the table, wineglassin one hand, her being totally focused on theway Duncan’s
lips moved when he talked, on the gleam of eager intelligencein hiseyes, and on thelittle lines that sprang
up around his eyes when he laughed.

The other patrons of the tavern left, and Meredith started siweeping and putting chairs on tables. Duncan
and Minawatched each other asthey finished off the last bottle of wine. The world had taken on a
dreamlike quality, asif everything had been distilled down to the bests of their hearts, the words spoken
by blood and hest.

"We should go," Duncan said at last, reluctantly. "'l think we' ve outstayed our welcome.”
Minastood up. "I'll wak you home."
"| should be the one escorting you to your door."

She shook her head quickly. "No. It's...well, it' snot in the nicest part of town. | would rather walk you
homeinstead."

Hefrowned. "Oh. Areyou certain that it's safe for you to live there?"
"For me? Think about it."
"Of course. Then | would be ddlighted to have your escort home."

They went dowly under the stars. "I’ m going to chance returning to the theater in another few weeks,"
Duncan said. "'l serioudly doubt if anyone would bother to put awatch on the areafor solong. | havea
telescope there—perhaps you would be interested in viewing some of the planets?’

"I'dloveto."

They stopped in the yeasty darkness outside of Jeremiah’s brewery. Mina could see the fine bones of
Duncan’ sface very clearly in the shadows. He had pulled the ribbon out of hishair, so that the brown
locks hung down around his shoulders, threaded through with moonlight.

"Well, goodnight, then," he said & length.

"Goodnight." She hesitated, then bent down suddenly and kissed him on thelips. It was just aquick kiss,
the sort of thing one friend could forgive another, or could pretend never happened. Then she turned and
hurried away.

The stars were madness-bright above Mina as she walked through the deserted streets. Her blooded
pounded in her veins, asif trying to match itself to unheard music. She stopped on a bridge over the
Blackrush and leaned her elbows againg the railing. The moon was adistorted silver reflection in the
dark water.

Ripples disturbed the surface, and she leaned over farther, stretching her unsedie sight. A horse's head
breached the water briefly, and then did so again. The snout lifted, and the aughisky let out an odd,
belling cry, before disappearing beneath the water. Minawondered what it called for. Perhaps it sought
another of itskind—amate, even.

She threw back her head and imitated its cry. The same dark tides moved in her blood, rosein her like
sgp moving through atree. She could fed itslonelinessintensdy, could fed its blind need for completion.
They were her emotionsaswell.



As Duncan had reminded her, she had a one time told everyone who would listen that there was no love,
only lust and the fumbling attempts to make it into something nobler than it was. Perhgps she had even
believed that. And she could fed the strength of desirein her, so intensethat it Ieft her breathless.

But she thought that there were more layersto it than that, more needs than the smpler demands of the
body. Perhaps she wanted atumble in the bed sheets, but it would be even better if afterwardsthey
could lie together and discuss the movements of the stars, or the flight of birds, or the secret ways of
megic.

A part of Minawastied to the movements of nature, and that part was sure and certain and undistracted
by the fears of ayoung woman. But the rest of her did fear quite abit. She feared that Duncan would turn
away; that the connection she d felt with him tonight was nothing but illuson. Or worse, that it was

nothing but the madness of the season and the night, and that even if hisbody’ s need matched her own,
that of his heart did not.

Minasighed and turned away from the aughisky and theriver, trailing her fingers dong the sonerailing of
the bridge. Another quarter-mile brought her to another bridge, this one the only sad excuse that she had
for ahome. Anxiousto tell Abby about her night, Mina hurried up to the lean-to they had built out of
wesgthered boards.

The sound of muffled sobs greeted her. Startled, Mina stopped in the entrance, eyes adjusting cat-like to
the deeper darkness within. Abby sat in the center of the lean-to, rocking dowly back and forth, her
armswrapped tightly about hersdif.

"Oh God, Abby, what’ swrong?" Minaasked, squeezing inside, heedless of her dress.
Abby glanced up, her face tear-streaked in the dimness. "1 did it."

Minafroze, feding something go till ingde her. "Did what?"
"l got usaplaceto stay."

"What? How?"

"How the hell do you think?" Abby shouted. "1 told that pig Gregor that I’ d be willing to take customers
to bed for that little room in the back!”

Mina put her hand over her mouth to keep back a sudden surge of bile. "No, you didn’t, did you? |
mean, not yet?'

IIYSII
Minaclosed her eyes. "Why? We ve been saving—we || be able to afford something—"

"No, wewon't! You're just deluding yourself!™ Abby stood up and struck the wall of their lean-to,
sending boardsflying. "I can't live under abridge likean animd! | can’'t! And what about when winter
comes, damn you? What then? Maybeit can’t touch you, but it can kill me!™

"It can touch me," Minasaid steadily. "I’ m human enough for that. But, Abby—"

"No! | didn’t have any choice! Y ou should be thanking me—I at least had the gutsto do what was
necessary to keep usdive."

Minastood up and faced her friend. "I can't. If you expect meto do thiswith you—to spread my legsfor
strangers—I| won't. I’ d rather diein the street.”



Abby cast her alook of anger so purethat it was amost hatred. "Then you can keep your hands clean, if
you want to. You don't haveto rent yoursdf out if I'm doing it—we Il have aroom, either way."

"Abby, please. It'snot that. But my mother did this, and | saw what it did to her. | just...l can't face that
for mysdlf. If not for her, then maybe | would do it with you. Maybe | would have doneit dready.” She
bit her lip. "And | can’t accept aroom under those conditions. | can't let you sell yourself sothat | can
say warm thiswinter.”

"What the hell difference doesit make? 1’ m going to do it either way. Whether you' re there or not won't
changethat."

"It makes adifferenceto me."
Abby closed her eyes and turned way. " So you' re going to leave me al aone there?!

She sounded like alittle girl at that moment, lost in the dark and afraid that the day would never come.
Fedling like acoward, Mina put her hands on Abby’ s shoulders. Her friend flinched at the touch. "All
right. I’ [l stay with you. But I’'m going to keep saving until we can afford something else.”

Abby nodded mutely. If she believed Mina swords, she showed no sign of it.

~*

Rhiannon stood before one of the high, wide windows that looked out over the palace grounds. The night
ar blew through, stirring her hair, both real and glamour-made. Mirrors showed only the glamour, and
she wondered suddenly how many yearsit had been since she had seen her true face. Probably as many
asit had been since she had last heard her true name.

A step echoed on the marble floor behind her, and she felt the faint presence of sedlie power, soinimica
to her own. No wonder Dagmar was mad, with both battling in her blood. Rhiannon drew in adeep
breeth, smelled perfume tainting the richer scents of night.

"Y ou disappoint me, Roderick," shesaid at last.
He expressed hisanger in the tight silence that followed. Pouting, like alittle boy.

"Firgt you can't find one stupid girl, then you find and lose her. Now you havefailed to find an old manin
awheechair, for God' s sakel" She stopped, took in a deep breath of rage. "And now Dagmar tellsme
that Knights and Hounds are failing to return from their patrols. Why have | not heard of this?'

"It snothing.”

"Itisn't nothing!" She soun and glared at him. The desire to unleash her own power against him smote
her suddenly. Theideaof seeing him squirm and beg appealed, asit had not in years. "After dl thistime,
someone has suddenly decided to challenge us! | have kept order in this city for more than thirty
years—and now this! And you say that it's nothing?"

She stepped closer to him, cupped hisinhuman chinin her hand. "It al began with thet girl. She'sbehind
this somehow—I can fed it, tasteit. Find her and kill her, Roderick."

Hiseyes narrowed, asif he would chalenge her. Then, suddenly, he bowed his head, turned, and
marched quickly out of the room.

Rhiannon went back to her window. The Knights and Hounds Roderick had sent to search for Duncan



had turned up nothing. No sign, no trace. It was asif he had been but aghost, rising up briefly to
foretdl...what?

She shivered suddenly. There was no certainty that it had been Duncan, of course. A part of her hoped
that it had not been him. How would it be to see him old, the mortal blood in him stedling years asfast as
inany human?

Alone, the Queen of Niune stood at her window and wondered.
~%

It took Minaalong timeto get to deep, that last night in the lean-to. When she did, she half-expected her
dreamsto befilled with nightmarish fear and doubt.

But instead, there was only Duncan.

Minafound hersef in the theater, in the wings of the vast stage. An orchestra sat in the pit below, playing
theredl of adance. Duncan stood on the stage, asif waiting for her.

Shewaked towards him, and hisfacelit up in asmile. "Dance, with me, Mina" he cried, young and wild
asthe dreamswould make him.

Mina pointed to the red-haired beauty who stood to one side. Her devil’ s smile glittered below her
tangled hair, and her laugh was like breaking glass. "What about her?"
Duncan looked at Aerin and frowned. "Sheis nothing. Gone."

Aerin smiled. "The dark queen without mercy,” she whispered.
Duncan made aswift gesture like amagician. Aerin wavered and vanished like afever dream.
"See?' Duncan said. "Now will you dance with me?"

Minawent to him, felt his hand settle on her waist. He spun her into awadltz, laughing for thejoy of it. She
laughed as well, and then tripped so that he had to keep her from faling. Their eyes met and held for a
moment. Then he bent down even as she reached up, and their lips met.

They kissed passionately, frantically exploring one another’ s mouths. Her hands tangled in hishair, and
she pressed her body hard against his. He wrapped his arms about her and bore her to the floor.
Clothing disappeared the way it sometimes did in dreams, and she arched her back, opening herself—

Minajerked awake. The thunderous rumble of adray passed overhead, then faded asit crossed the
bridge. A few Streets away, amuffin-seller began singing about fresh rolls and steaming bread. Factory
bells clanged far off, like ghosts dragging the chains of past lives. The city was waking with the dawn,
heedless of headaches or heartaches or dreams.

~*

Duncan awoke suddenly, for no reason he could discern, his entire body in an agony of desire such that
he smply closed his eyes and frenziedly continued the fantasy, until his need was spent. Afterwards, he
lay quietly inthelittle cot Jeremiah had given him, his heart thundering in hisears.

Hefet ashamed, asif he had betrayed Mina. Dreams were one thing—who could control what their
deegping mindsinvented? But deliberate fantasies about his young student crossed far over thelineinto
impropriety. Hisrole asteacher gave him acertain authority over her, and he refused to take advantage



of thet.

There was hollowness under his heart, agrief and aneed that some days seemed to eat him out from
within, until there was nothing left but sorrow. Mornings had come when he would have sold his soul to
have someone by him when he woke.

Except that nebulous* someone’ had somehow become Mina. Hewasn't entirely certain how it had
happened—he thought that he' d long ago resigned himsdlf to the fact that he would never again know a
woman'’ stouch. Unless he resorted to paying for it—a course of action that would be so humiliating that
hewould rather fling himsdlf in front of an omnibus.

He shouldn’t have to remind himsdlf that Minawas not only a student, but aso a young woman lessthan
haf his age who would be more inclined to see him as afather figure than aromantic prospect. But he

did, anyway.
Foolish old man, he berated himself in despair. Foolish, foolish.
It didn’t help.

CHAPTER SEVENTEEN

The next few weeks passed in asort of peaceful rhythm for Mina. She and Abby moved into one of the
small roomsin the back of The Sailor’s Widow. By day, they dept or practiced dancing with the other
girls. Mina spent the afternoon with Duncan in the little room behind the brewery. Then came the evening
and the acts. After her set, Minamet her pack in the park, and they al went hunting.

They became frightfully good at it. They were ways careful to make certain that they had the advantage
interms of numbers and ground. They avoided ambush themsdlves by varying their pattern nightly, and
they used the Knights' predictability to their advantage. Most of the pack grew to enjoy the bloody
work. And those few who began to think of leaving, or of telling Duncan...suddenly found themsdlves
incgpable of making such adecision.

Michad remained athornin Mina s side. Although she never had to use her coercive power on him, he
neverthelesswatched her with aslent jealousy that dowly turned to red didike. It was apparent to Mina
from the beginning that Michagl wanted to be the pack |eader, wanted to make all the decisons. And ye,
he never quite seemed to have the nerve to chalenge her.

Or perhaps he was smply biding histime until the right moment.

Stll, Minafdt hersdlf quite capable of handling Michadl, should he dare become rebellious. And after a
while, she ceased to worry about him at al.

Once the night was done, Mina dragged home at dawn. Abby was usudly lying in bed aready, her face
to thewall. Sometimes, she seemed to be crying. The sight of her friend burned Minawith grief, guilt, and
helplessness. And gradually, these emotions—and the anger Abby fdlt towards Minafor not suffering
with her—began to erode the closeness that had once existed between them. Even so, Minatried to take
every opportunity to do thingsfor her friend, in afeeble attempt to bolster her up until the time came
when they could findly leave the bawdy house.

In October, everything began to fall apart.



Minawent through the motions of her solo performance, her mind esawhere while her body followed the
urgings of the piano. The autumn air had made her restless, infecting her blood with an urgent need to
move, to run, and to act. The smdll of burning leaves was like some secret incense that whispered to the
innermaost workings of her body. Thetime of the Sedlie Court was fading, as unsedlie power waxed with
the coming of winter.

The restlessness of the season had given araw edge to her dancing. The other girls she had performed
with in agroup act earlier had commented on it, and she had aready collected severd generoustips. Just
alittlewhile longer now, before she could go out into the darkness with her pack, to stake their nightly
clamto the city. Excitement thrummed in her heartbest, in her bresth.

Minafelt them on asubconsciousleve before she saw them. A faint rippleintheair, like two fish passing
beneath gill water, caught her attention. Startled, she strained her eyes againgt the blinding footlights,
peering towards the back of the crowded room.

She caught sight of Bryan firgt, standing with his back to the stage. Duncan sat beside him, hishead in his
hands, obvioudy not looking. Shocked, Minastumbled, lost the pace of the music, and then picked it
back up in desperation.

What the hell are they doing here? shewondered frantically. Oh, God, no!

They could both see through the glamour, if they bothered to look. Fedling truly naked for thefirst time,
Minaamost ran from the stage when the st finally ended. Her heart hammering in despair, she pushed
her way through the crowd of women waiting to take the stage and hurried back to the room she shared
with Abby. Abby wouldn't be doing any ‘entertaining’ until after her last set, so Minasat down on the
bed after franticaly pulling on her street clothes.

Maybe it was a mistake. Maybe it wasn’t really them.
Yeah, maybe it was some other black man with a guy in a wheelchair.

She closed her eyes, feding as though a sentence of execution had just been passed on her. Thetime
gretched on interminably, but the expected knock still made her jump when it finally came. Barney stuck
hishead in, ascowl creasing his battered face. "Two guys out hereto seeyou. | told ‘em you don't take
outside work, but they said you were expecting ‘em. Should | show ‘emthedley?’

"No." Shetook adeep breath. "Let themin.”

Minahad planned to mest their eyes defiantly, but instead found herself staring at the floor as the door
swung al theway open. Two shadows wavered across the warped boards; then the door shut again with
asoft click. Shefdt trapped and terrified, hideoudy exposed.

"S0," Duncan said dowly, "waiting tables, are you?"'
Sheflinched at the coldnessin hisvoice. "How did you find out?'

Cloth rustled softly, and his shadow on the floor folded its arms. " Jeremiah was délivering beer to an
establishment nearby. He saw you comein here. After that, | confronted Bryan and demanded hetell me
what he knew of the matter."

Minashot an angry glare at Bryan, who shrugged helplesdy. "Sorry. Hewasinsstent.”

Shetried to be mad at Bryan but found that she couldn’t summon the emotion. Instead, she merely
closed her eyesin weariness. " So now you know."



"The...gentleman...who escorted us back here said that you had the clap,” Duncan told her quietly.

"No! It’'sjust something Abby and | put around, to discourage anyone from asking after me. I’m not
doing anything likethat, just dancing. | swear I’'m not.”

"Why did you lieto me?'

Unexpected tears pricked Mina s eyes, and she wiped them away hurriedly. "I didn’t want you to
despiseme.”

There was amoment of shocked silence.
Then Minagave up, put her face in her hands, and cried.

"Mina, no, my dear, please," Duncan said. The whedlchair creaked, and she felt hishand on her shoulder,
groking her hair, touching her back. "Why would you think such athing?’

"You'reangry,” sheshot back, still not looking at him.

"l am angry, but not with you. I’'m upset that you had to do thisin thefirst place. | wish that you had told
me earlier. Perhaps | could have done something to help you."

"What?| know you don't have much for yourself. And, God, you got me out of prison—wasn't that
enough?' Sherisked alook at hisface, glimpsing his concern. "And...how can you fed anything but
contempt for me, now that you know? It was bad enough when | was afactory dave, but at least that
was respectable.”

"Y ou are the most frugtrating woman," Duncan murmured, haf to himsdlf. "I wish | understood what went
on insde that head of yours. Of course| don’t despise you, or feel contempt for you. I—" He stopped
suddenly, asif catching adip of thetongue. "That is, I'm your friend, Mina."

She managed aweak smile. "Good. | could use one.”
"So| see Areyou dl right?'
"l think s0."

He nodded. Hisfingers brushed her short hair, ever so lightly. It wasjust asmple touch, but Minafelt her
body respond, asif the gesture had been eratic.

"Could you leave us for amoment, Bryan?' Duncan asked quietly.

Once Bryan was gone, he caught Mina s chin and raised it so that she had to look at him. His blue-gray
eyeswerefilled with amixture of grief and pain that Sartled her to see. "Now tdl methetruth, Ming," he
said softly. "Are you acting as a progtitute aswell? Y ou said once before that you' d had a baby that
hadn’t come to term, but you didn’t want to speak of it because you feared losing my respect. Was that
because you were...sdlling yourself when you became pregnant?”

Her heart clenched. Heredlly thought that she was hooking. Certainly it seem like alogical explanation as
to why she made ahabit of visiting him in the afternoons, instead of at night once her set was done.

Minaclosed her eyes; shefelt numb. "Not exactly. I...my mother was awhore, killed by a customer who
got too rough. | swore | would never end up the way that she did. But...when | was sixteen, | was
working as adresser at the mill—it wasredly hard work. The overseer up on the floor with thelooms
was aman named William. He would come down and visit me during lunch, bring me things. Hewas



handsome, | suppose. | redlly...| mean, | thought that heI-liked me. And | was young and stupid enough
to think that | wasfdlingin lovewith him.

"After afew weeks, an opening came up on the looms. William came to me and said that he could give
me the job, which was easier and paid better than what | had been doing. But there were more
experienced girlsthat he could give the position to. If | wanted it, | had to show him that...that | was
worthit."

Duncan closed his eyes and took a sudden sip of indrawn bresth, like aman with asharp pain. "l...see”

"l wouldn’'t have agreed toiit if | hadn’t felt something for him—I would have told himto go to hell
otherwise, | swear." Mina hesitated amoment, then took Duncan’ s hand for comfort. " So, anyway, he,
um, took me back to one of the storerooms. It hurt alot, and it wasn't very nice at al—no kissing or
caressing or anything like that. But then it was over and | had the new job, so | tried not to feel too bad
about it. And after that William started to pay attention to one of the other girls, and that hurt, but | tried
not to let it bother me.

"When the next month came, though, | didn’t get my moon blood. It scared meto death. The millsall
have an ‘immorality clause so | could have been fired if anyone found out about my being pregnant. |
tried not to panic. | told mysdlf that William would help me. Maybe | even thought he would marry me.

"l went up to his office one day, which was raised up above the main floor, so that he could look out and
seedl of usat once. | told him that | thought | was pregnant. He just cursed me. He said that | was
nothing but acheap whore and that he was going to have mefired for immora behavior.

"l couldn’t believeit. | was so shocked, and scared, and humiliated, and...l don’'t even know what. He
turned his back on me and walked out onto the catwalk. And something inside mejust...snapped.

"It was the only time before the accident afew months ago when | was able to draw on my unsedlie
powers. | didn’t even know what happened or how | didit. A surge of power just came out of me and
gruck him. It shoved him right through the railing of the catwalk. It...it killed him. Duncan, please believe
methat it was an accident!”

Duncan’ sfingers had tightened on hers; his knuckles were white. She risked alook at him and saw that
his mouth was drawn with anger. No one sane would have wanted to get in the way of theragein his

eyes.
"I know," he said tightly, and she redlized with overwhelming relief that his anger wasn't directed at her.
She nodded and squeezed his fingers gently. " Thank you."

"What...what happened to the baby?’

Minabit her lip and closed her eyes. "'l couldn’t keep it. | would have been fired as soon as | wasfar
enough along for it to show. And then what would | have done? | couldn’t have even supported myself,
let dlone ababy. But even 0, it was ill the hardest choice | ever had to make." She took adeep breath
and let it out dowly, regretfully. "I saved up al the money | had, even knowing that it would mean thet |
couldn’t eat for the next week, and | went to the chemit. * Cure for interrupted mengtruation,” they call it.
It hurt alot, and there was aterrible amount of blood—I was actualy sort of afraid that | was going to
bleed to desath. The baby wasn't very far along—there wasn't even anything to see.”

Silencefdl between them. Duncan’ s thumb moved dowly over the back of her hand, soothing her
shattered nerves. "l am very sorry,” he said at last. "'l know that is entirely inadequate, but | can’t think of



anything dseto say.”

Minagave him afeeble grin. "It'sdl right." She shrugged. "Anyway, I’'m not using thisroom for anything
other than deeping. Y ou haveto bdieve me."

"l do believe you." He gave an unhappy sigh. "l wish that | had fdlt it when you used your power dl those
years ago. Wasit near midwinter?’

"Y@,"

"That would perhaps explain why the Sedlie Court didn’t fed it and send aHound after you. And if there
was unsedlie activity going on near me—astudent casting a spell—it might have kept me from fegling you
aswdll. | gpologize, Mina. | should have been therefor you."

"Don’'t beslly." Shefolded both her hands about his, feding the calusesthat the violin had left on his
strong fingers. "And maybeit wasfor the best. | needed time after that.”

He gave her apuzzled look, asif unsure how to interpret her words. Then, very reluctantly, he pulled his
hand from hers. " should go, | suppose. Please...if thereisanything that | can do, don’'t hesitate to ask.
Pease"

Sheamiled. "'l promise.”

He rapped on the door and called for Bryan. As his student opened the door, Duncan paused briefly and
looked back over his shoulder. "Thereisn't anything e se you' re keeping from me, isthere?'

Minawent cold. "No," she somehow managed to answer steedily. "Nothing."

Duncan nodded and turned. Bryan glanced at her over Duncan’s head, and hislook said plainly that he
had doubts about the wisdom of keeping the secret of their nighttime activities. But he said nothing, only
turned and followed Duncan out.

Minasat with her head bowed, fedling an insurmountable weight of guilt press down on her. For thefirst
time, she began to question the wisdom of not telling Duncan everything at the start. But what would he
doif he knew of her coercive power? Would he accept it, as he had accepted so much else about her,
and help her learn to contral it? Or would hisfriendship turn to fear and distrust, never knowing which of
his desreswere his...and which were hers?

You could make him want you, whispered asmall voice degp within.

No. That would be like becoming William. It would be worse than becoming William, because at least
she’'d had akind of choice.

Abby’ s shadow fell across the doorway, and Minalooked up quickly. Bitterness aged her friend’ sface,
and she stood with her armsfolded defensively, her posture radiating anger. "When Barney told me that
you' d taken two men back here, | thought that maybe you' d findly figured out something about
responsbility,” she said, venom in her tone. "Or did you? Did your friends pay to enjoy you? | hope you
charged extraif it was both at once."

Minastood up, sickened. "They cameto talk. Duncan was worried about me."
"About you?' Abby laughed, a sound with no humor. "Asif anything bad has happened to you."
Mina pushed past her angrily, heading out into the comforting night. Abby’ s hatred and resentment felt



likeafireburning at her back.

*

Duncan dumped in his chair, for onceletting Bryan push him without complaint. Rage and fear warred in
him, turning his scomach queasy. He hated the thought of Minaworking in the bawdy house. A bitter
pang of jealousy seared through him at the thought of other men looking at her, wanting her....

Sop being an old fool. Jeal ousy should have nothing to do with this.

Butit did. God, it did! He bit hislip angrily, staring down at hisusdesslegs. Stupid and insane asit might
be, he didiked Mina s current occupation for his own sake aswell asfor hers.

And, oh, when she had been up on that stage, it had been so tempting to look, to see through the
glamour. The thought of her dancing in front of other men might gall, but the smpleidea of her dancing
was powerfully arousing.

Wi, her story of William had certainly thrown cold water on that. Duncan’ s hands tightened on the
armrests as a surge of rage went through him. If the man hadn’t aready been dead, it would have been
tempting to hunt him down and make him suffer. But, asin al other things, Minadidn’'t need him or
anyone el se to dole out punishment for her.

It explained so much, though. He thought of her boyish style of dress, which she had dways claimed asa
defense againgt the dangers of the machinery she worked with. The explanation might hold some truth,
but he felt that it had been a defense againgt unwel come mae attention aswell.

Minawas awounded young woman who deserved his sympathy and his support. Y et he had served her
no better than to think of her in ways she would never have wanted. He was lucky that shewasn't privy
to his dreams—she would truly have despised him then.

He sghed and turned his attention away from anger and towards fear. Mina pushed into acorner like this
could mean danger. She was so damned powerful...he dreaded opening the newspaper one morning and
seeing a headline about a score of mysterious deaths at a burlesque house, but that was exactly what he
feared might happen if shelost control of her temper.

At least sheisn’t a dyana, hereminded himsdlf. If she were, surely he' d have seen Sgnsof it by now.
Theincident after the mill fire had troubled him for awhile, true. But nothing had happened since to make
him think that Bryan’srush to Mind sad had been caused by anything more sinister than fagling intuition.
And asfor hisown sense of being caled while helay dying and without hisamulet, it had more likely
been smple delusion brought on by sickness. Without better proof than that, he refused to believeill of
her.

"S0," Bryan asked conversationdly, "did you look?"

It took Duncan amoment to realize what he meant. "No! Of course not! And you had better not, either,
or | shdl be extremdy angry.”

"Of course | didn't," said Bryan, steering them around a pile of ragslying abandoned on the sdewalk.
After amoment, Duncan redlized the pile was actualy a child, whether dead or adeep he couldn’t tell.
"But you were glaring o hard a nothing that | thought you might need something more pleasant to think
about."

"I hardly think that the prospect of Minaworking in that establishment is pleasant.”



"l guess not. But we could always catch one of her shows."
"Bryan—!"

"All right, al right! 1t wasjust ajoke! You'reinafoul mood tonight, old man. Y ou sound like ajilted
lover."

"l am aconcerned friend,” Duncan replied icily, wishing that he could glare at Bryan without having to
twist into an awkward position first. "And | am her teacher.”

Bryan sghed. "Y ou sound like aman who' strying awfully hard to convince himself."
"I will not have this conversation with you."

"Fine." Bryan lgpsed into silence as he pushed the chair up astegp incline. Duncan folded hishandsin his
lap and stared down at them, trying not to think.

CHAPTER EIGHTEEN

"l don't likethis" Bryan said, when he met Minain the park the next night. The pack was not hunting that
evening—as the Knights and Hounds became more wary of attack, Minahad decided to vary their
schedule, making it as unpredictable as possible. So tonight she stood aone with Bryan, surrounded by
thelow ruins. "I wish you would make a clean breast of it with Duncan.”

Minascowled at him, wondering if she ought to use abit of compulsion on him. The thought of treating a
friend that way bothered her, but it was better than having Duncan find out. "I can't tell him, Bryan. Can
you imagine hisreaction? | don’t know what he' d do." She shivered. Not to mention his reaction if he
found out the rest of it.

"Doesn't it bother you to keep secretsfrom him?'
"Yes, it bothersme! But it’ s better than the dternative.”

Bryan shook his head. "He sgoing to find out oneway or another, Mina. And it will be ten timesworseif
it doesn’t come from you."

Her eyes narrowed dangeroudy. "How is he going to find out? The same way he found out about my
job?'

"| didn't have a choice—you’ d been seen. | couldn’t think of an aternate explanation that he’ d believe.
Not one that wouldn’t be worse than the redlity, anyway."

She settled back. "All right. I'll take your word for it." She looked away, out over the park, nostrils
flaring asif to pick up an dusive scent. "'l wish we could hunt.”

"Do you redly think we re hurting them?" he asked unexpectedly.
"You'rein the mood for asking pointed questions tonight, aren’t you?"
"Just answver me.”

Minalooked down at the ground and shuffled her foot in the dirt. "I don’t know. W€ re nibbling at the
edges of the Seelie Court’ s power, yes. But we can’t reach the spider in the center of the web. And |



don’'t know whether we' re redlly hurting them or not.”

Bryan sighed and went to st down on atumbled wall. "I’ m worried.”
"About what?'

"I don’'t know. That everything’ s going to go wrong. Turn out badly.”

Minaremembered the prediction of the bean-nighe. For the most part, she had managed to put it out of
her mind as time passed, but tonight she wondered if she wasn't perhaps rushing headlong to her own
destruction. Perhaps Duncan wasright, and hiding was the best option.

She hissed, restless and edgy. She couldn’t hide. And tonight, she couldn’t hunt. "I fed like something’s
bottled up insde me. | want to get out, run, do things."

"Yeah, | fed it, too. It' salwayslikethisin thefdl. | don’'t know what Duncan does to keep from going
crazy withit." Bryan shrugged. "But then, the blood’ sweaker in him than in either of us. And wesker in
methaninyou."

"There' s nothing weak about Duncan,” she said softly.

Bryan looked at her."Y ou're wrong. Duncan’ s no better at avoiding salf-delusion than therest of us.
Héll, he' sadamn expert.”

"What do you mean?"

But Bryan only shook hishead. "Nothing. Y ou ask me to keep your secrets from Duncan; you' |l haveto
put up with me kegping hisfrom you."

"Jerk." She grinned, to show that she wasjust teasing.
Bryan snorted and stood up. "Go home, get somerest. I'm going to."

Unfortunately, Minacouldn’t go back to The Sailor’ s Widow, dueto the possibility that Abby might ill
have customers. The nights were long asthe year hastened towards its waning, and there were still many
hours | eft before dawn. Sticking her handsin her pockets, she wandered aong the banks of the
Blackrush. She haf-expected to see Camhlaidh lurking about, but the dark fae remained absent. Not
even the aughisky stirred the waters. Maybe there’ s a fae convention somewhere that | don’t know
about.

About an hour after midnight, Minaturned her steps homeward. Duncan had been back at the theater for
aweek now, and the Sedlie Court had failed to appear on his doorstep. It would probably be safe for
them to movein with him for alittlewhile, at least until they could afford something of their own. Abby
would be glad to hear that.

Minanoticed acrowd standing in front of the bawdy house as she gpproached, but paid it no mind.
Ducking into the aley that led behind the long, low building, she was brought up short by the constables
standing in the open service door.

Nothing to do with me, shetold hersdlf firmly. Nevertheless, her one experience with the police caused
aflutter of terror to risein her chest as she walked dowly towards them. They were questioning agirl by
the name of Martha. Martha gtill wore her dancing outfit with its gauzy skirt and nearly see-through
bodice, but her makeup was streaked and smudged with tears.



She looked up as Minaapproached and let out alow exclamation. "Minal Oh God!"
Dread pooled in Mina s bdly. "Where s Abby?"

One of the constables |ooked up from making notes on ayellow pad. "Thisthe victim'sroommate?’ he
asked Martha.

The victim? "What' s hgppened, damn it?"

Marthawiped tearsfrom her eyes. "I’'m sorry, Mina, but Abby...she's dead.”

Minastood very dill, feding asif the world around her had smply ground to ahalt. "No."
"I'm sorry—"

It wasn't redl; that was al. There had been some kind of mistake. They had misidentified some poor
woman; that wasit. She would show them that they were wrong. "Where is she? | want to see her."

"Y ou don't want to," Martha began, but one of the constables gave a short, firm nod that over-rode her
objection.

Then Marthawas leading Minainto the building and down a corridor to one of the private Sitting rooms
inthe rear. Minawalked dowly, feding as though she had somehow dipped backwards through time.
She wasin the charity hospital again, the nursestaking her to see her mother’ s broken body. Voices
murmured around her, but she was unaware of what they said, asif they spoke in some language she had
once known but could no longer understand.

Therewas afigure lying under asheet on one of the parlor couches. The couch was large enough for two
peopleto lie on it together, and the figure under the bloodstained cloth looked very smdll, dmost likea
child. Feding bile creep up her throat, Minareached out and pulled the sheet away from the face.

Abby looked frightened in desth. Her eyeswere open, staring at some last sight with alook of horror.
Her throat was ared ruin, dit open from ear to ear.

Voices beat at Mind s ears, meaningless as moths fluttering against awindow. The shock wastoo big to
fed; it crowded out al other emotions, until nothing was left but a sort of numbness.

"What happened?' Minaheard hersdlf say, asif some other person spoke thewordsfor her.

"No one' ssure,”" Martha sobbed, pausing to blow her nose. " Someone said they saw her go out the back
way with one of her customers. | don’t know why—she knew better than that. | don’t know what he
offered her to make her agree to go with him. Saragot to feding sick around midnight, so she went
outside for abreath of air. She...she spotted Abby’ s shoe lying in the street, so she walked over that way
and...." Therest of thetale dissolved into hysterica sobbing.

"Do they know who did thisto her?' Minaasked hollowly.

"N-no. Nobody got agood look at hisface or thought he was anybody they knew. Th-the police don't
seemto think thet they’ [l catch him.”

Something deep and terrible began to unfold insgde Mina' s chest. She turned away from the sight of her
friend’ s body and waked carefully back down the hall. Martha cdled out after her, but she found hersdlf
unableto reply. If she opened her mouth, the darknessinside her would come out. And none of the girls
here deserved that.



Somehow, Minamade her way from the bawdy house to the banks of the Blackrush. She found herself
standing by the low bridge that had offered shelter to Abby and her. It had seemed at the time that things
could not possibly get any worse.

But they had.

Sheturned dowly in the direction of the paace, like alodestone drawn irresistibly to the pole. All your
fault, shethought, hating them. All your fault.

The man who had killed Abby was long gone, beyond the ability of any power she possessed to find him.
But the Sedlie Court wasn't. The Sedlie Court, in their persecution of her, had burned down the factory.
That one act had led to everything that followed: the bridge, the bawdy house, the whoring that sent
Abby into thearmsof her killer.

All your fault, Minathought again, narrowing her eyes. "Bagtards! I'll kill you dl!"

The nearest gadights winked out, extinguished in atida wave of rage and hate. Darkness spread
outward, snuffing al flames, washing acrossthe city until the only light left in Dere came from the setting
moon. The sounds of startled voices sounded here and there, although most of the deeping city failed to
notice the sudden return of primal night.

Then Minareached out. Her awareness spread across the city, found unsedlie faglings like onyx beads
sewn into ablack scarf.

"Come," shewhigpered. "Fight. Send them to hell where they belong.”

Some of them responded eagerly to her summons, ready to fight, hunt, and kill. Othersfought her, like
children trying to overcome the grip of a strong man. She tore through their defenses dmaost without
thought, willing them to go out and kill every Knight and Hound they could find. Once, shefound the
shadow that was Duncan. She lingered over him for amoment, and then moved on. He would remain
gpart from this; he would remain safe. Perhaps some ingtinctive part of her understood that losing him so
soon after Abby would mean relinquishing the last link to whatever humanity she still possessed.

Once she had marshaled the unsedlie faglings and turned them loose, she began to run herself, heading for
the battles she could fed beginning, like drops of blood springing from wounds on the city.

Tonight, the Sedlie Court would findly pay for dl that they had done.

~*

Therewas afireraging in the digance. Flamesthrew an unnaturd glareinto the sky, asif hell had risento
earth and lurked just over the horizon. A fire engine clattered by, foam flying from the horses flanksand
bells clanging in darm. People ydled and ran about in confusion, and onlookers and curiosity-seekers
clogged the Streets. Power rolled over the city, buffeting Duncan like waves againgt asvimmer.

Sweat dripped down hisface and into his eyes, but he didn’t take his hands off the whedlsto wipe it
away. He had been awakened suddenly in the middle of the night. There had been asort of presence
with him for amoment, which had quickly passed on, like something huge and dark moving past himin
deep water. Still, it had been therelong enough for him to recognize it and taste its musky darkness on his

tongue.
Mina.

After that, dl hell had broken loose. Spikes of power had come to him from a distance, warning of some



violent conflict. Desperatdly frightened for his students, he had dressed hurriedly and flung himself out into
the night, straining the musclesin hisarmsin hishurry to reach them.

That was when he had seen thefire.

He was getting close to the heart of it now. Skidding around a corner, he braked hard, yelping in shock
as aHound tumbled past him. Its golden blood |eaked from a dozen wounds, but it snarled and fought
dill. Janineran after it, shrieking like amad thing. Duncan hurriedly flung ice a the Hound' sflank;
dtartled, it spun, and gave Janine the opening she needed. When it was dead, she looked at him, and an
odd grin stretched her face.

"Janine, what are you doing?' Duncan demanded. His heart was pounding from exertion, and he began to
wonder whether it would hold out. "What' s happening?'

For amoment, she hesitated, frowning. "1...I...I haveto fight. | haveto kill them.”

“Why?

She shook her head, then turned and sprinted back in the direction of the fire. Shaking hard, Duncan
followed her into amaelstrom.

The conflagration had begun in awarehouse, undoubtedly set off by seelie power. Flames had legpt to
surrounding businesses, until severa blocks had been engulfed. Firefighters pumped water from their
engines, but it was alosing battle. Heat smote Duncan’ s skin and cinders stung his eyes. Squinting against
the blaze, he made himsdlf invisble to thefirefighters and followed Janine down a street walled in by
flame.

In the center of it al, amassve struggle was going on. His students fought ferocioudy against more
Hounds and Knights than he had seen in thirty years. For an ingtant, he remembered that terrible night
when Aerin had died, and his heart wrenched inside of him. Desperate, he scanned the scene before him,
sorting through individua strugglesto find some explanation behind the bettle.

Bryan staggered through the smoke, holes showing in his shirt where sparks had burnt through. He
looked wild and haf-scared. Grabbing Bryan's deeve, Duncan repeated hisinsstent query.

Bryan dared & him asif emerging from adream. "It...I...1 waslyingin bed," he said uncertainly. "And |
woke up, and | redized that | had to go out and find the Seelie Court. | had to destroy them.” He
frowned, puzzled. "I don't understand why | thought that."

Dreadful redlization froze Duncan’ slimbs, pinning himin place. He had convinced himsdlf that Minawas
no dyana because he had not wanted her to be one. He had put aside the evidence from the mill fire,
determined to have proof.

Determined not to beieve.

"WhereisMina?" he shouted, shaking Bryan hard. Bryan blinked like adegpwalker and pointed dumbly
down the street, in the direction of the most intense fighting.

With afurious oath, Duncan shoved his student aside and st off into the heart of the inferno.

Bodies littered the street. Mogt of them belonged to Knights and Hounds, but not al. Duncan navigated
around them as best he could, trying not to look too closdly. Y dls and battle-screams rang out from
somewherein front of him. He bowed his head against the smoke and doggedly followed the sounds.



She stood framed against the flames, standing over the body of aKnight. Her staff wasin her hands, the
ends sizzling with golden blood. Dark shadows legpt around her like some sort of anti-flames, or icy fire.
Her short, spiky hair wasin disarray.

"Mina" Duncan shouted desperately.

She turned dowly towards him. She was smiling a cold predator’ s smile, and her teeth looked small and
sharp. Her eyeswere utterly black, al white and color lost from view. Power unfolded from her tangibly,
like dark wings. She had never |ooked so utterly inhuman. She had never looked so beautiful.

The bresth stopped in Duncan’ sthroat. For an instant, he wanted nothing more than to say: To hell with
it, and put aside al the human caresthat chained him. He wanted to follow her, to lose himself in her, to
forget about every other concern except for her. It was asif something in her said: | am everything that
you have ever wanted.

And every molecule of hisbeing replied: | know.

He closed his eyes, struggling against acompulsion that came from nowhere except insgde himsdlf. Inthe
days of hisyouth, he had dreamed that Aerin might approach this glory, this power. He had needed to
subsume himself in her, to become her servant and willing dave. But she had been nothing but apae
shadow.

"Ming" hesad findly, dowly, asif heavy rocksfilled histhroat, "what are you doing?'

She hissed at him like acat. Sowly, she walked towards him, her every movement sending ajolt of
desire through him so intense that it hurt. *1’m doing what needsto be done,” she said in asibilant, reptile
voice.

"No. Not likethis"
Her black eyes narrowed. "Abby isdead.”

Oh, God. No wonder this had happened. It occurred to him suddenly that there wasn't alot holding
Minato the human half of herself. That part of her had dways been ascendant before, because thelife
she had lived had beenitslife. But it was alife she had hated, and she had never tried to tie hersdlf to it
with friends and family. Abby had been the only person that she had really cared abouit.

"I'msorry,” he said carefully, knowing that the words he spoke in the next few minuteswould make all
the difference, and desperately afraid because of it. "But you must stop this."

"No. Not until they pay."

"I can’'t agreeto this. | must oppose you."

Shelaughed, asound like aclock tolling midnight, hollow and dark. "1 could make you want to help me."
"No," hesaid steedlily. "Y our dyana’s power cannot touch me."

Hefdt her magic go by him, like aleviathan brushing past the toes of aswimmer. A frown creased her
exquisite, inhumean face.

"You see" hewent on quietly. "I am immuneto your coercion.”

She made an angry gesture. "Why are you fighting me? Can't you see that what I'm doing isright? The
Sedlie Court will destroy us, but not until they’ ve killed everything welove! Look at you! They killed



Aerin, they killed your family—what more doesit take for you to grow some bals and fight back?"

"I’ve never denied that I'm acoward,” he said, even though the words were like broken glass on his
tongue. "And | understand your anger. But ook a what you're doing.” He gestured to the burning
buildings around them. " Look at what your actions have cost. Y ou haven't pulled Rhiannon off her
throne. Y ou haven't fed Roderick to the aughisky. Y ou’ ve destroyed the livelihoods of innocent people
who had nothing to do with this"

Minafdtered at that. The blackness drained out of her eyes as she stared at the flames, for the first time
redly comprehending what they represented.

Duncan seized on the opening and attacked. "Y ou are angry with the Sedlie Court because they
devadtate everything they touch. Y ou hate them because their carel essness with humans destroyed the
mill and ruined Abby’ slife. But here you are, doing the exact same thing. In your eagernessto hurt your
enemies, you are willing to tear asunder the lives of innocents without thought or care." He paused and
put dl the venom he could muster into his last words. ™Y ou shouldn't hate the Sedlie Court, Mina. You're
just likethem."

She stared at him, horror dawning in her expression. Her aura of power collapsed like a deflating
balloon. Suddenly she was no longer the dark queen without mercy, but only ayoung woman, frightened
and done.

The cries of the other unsedlie faglings sounded around them as they were released from Mina s spell.
There came astampede of running feet, dark faelings panicking to get away from the flames and the light.
Fortunately, there were few Hounds and Knights | eft to chase them.

"Duncan?’ Minasad, sounding lost.

He closed his eyes and turned away from her, feding the beginnings of the most terrible grief he had ever
known. "l am going to speak to as many of my other studentsas| can,” he said softly. "And then | will
seeyou a the theater tomorrow afternoon. Do you understand?”

"|..yes"

He nodded and rolled away without looking back, afraid that the sight of her standing alone and forlorn
againg the flames would break his heart.

CHAPTER NINETEEN

Duncan sat quietly in hisfamiliar gtting room, hishandsfolded in hislap. Hefelt every oneof his
fifty-three years hanging like weights about his neck. He had spent the morning talking with as many of his
students as he could easily contact: Janine, Halston, Fox, and Michadl. Only Fox, in her wit-wandering
way, had spoken no word against Mina. Janine had been vicious as only awoman could. And the picture
Michael had painted of Mind s activities had been damning indeed.

Duncan fdt asthough he were losing everything. He had spent yearsforging the unsedlie faglings of the
city into acommunity. Now that trust was shattered, perhaps for good. At the very leas, it would take a
long time to undo the damage Mina had caused.

And asfor Mina...dl of hisfoolishness had findly caught up to him. She had been the sudent he' d dways
dreamed of: intelligent, clever, and eager to learn. He should have put some distance between them
when, over time, he had alowed her to become more than that. But it had been so very, very long since



he had felt about anyone the way he felt about her, and he was so londly. It had been far too easy to
close his eyes to consequences, or to signsto which he should have paid attention. And now they were
al going to suffer for hisweskness.

He heard the door open at the end of the hall. Footsteps came hesitantly towards the sitting room,

stopping just outside. Looking up, he beheld Minastanding there, twisting her bowler hat in her hands
uncertainly. The sight of her drove pain like an iron spike through his heart. Shelooked so lost and
frightened. He wanted only to forgive her everything, to open hisarms and hold her until she smiled again.

No. Hetook a deep, resolute breath. | have to be strong.
"Tdl meeverything," he said without preamble.

She did. Everything she had hidden from him, from her meetings with the fae Camhlaidh to her growing
awareness of her power as a dyana, came pouring out. Except, of course, that she made it sound as
though she had used that power far less often than Janine and Michadl claimed.

You can't afford to believe her, hetold himsdf. Your other students are depending on you.

At lagt her words stumbled into silence. She stood quietly with her head down and her handslimp at her
Sdes

"Did it never occur to you to wonder why thisfae had such interest in you?' Duncan asked softly.

Minaflinched, asif he had struck her. ™Y es. But he wouldn’t tell me. | don’t know why he encouraged
r],E.ll

"Redly? It ssems obviousto me. Camhlaidhisyour father."

She blinked a him. "Oh, God. Do you think s0?"

"l can think of no other explanation.”

She nodded. "I'll ask him. Duncan...I’m sorry. | shouldn’t have lied to you.”
Heforced himsdlf to remain cold and impassive. "No. Y ou should not have.”
"l was afraid. | thought you’ d hate me.”

"Did you?'

She winced. "Please, Duncan. | know you' re mad. But don’t be so cold, please. | just lost Abby—I
don't think | can stand this."

His heart cried out, but Duncan kept hisface impassive. "It’ stoo late for that now, isn't it? If you were
afraid that | would hate you for doing these things, then you should not have done them. Obvioudly, it
wasn't enough toreinyouin, so | fall to see why you' re upset now."

She stared at him in shock, tears gathering in her eyes. Y ou don’t mean that, do you?"

Heshrugged. "That isirrdevant.”
"Duncan, please, | sweear I'll makeit up to you. I'll makeit up to everyone.”

"You'll do nothing of thekind."



"Then..what?'

The next words were the hardest he had ever spokenin hislife. ™Y ou will leave Dereimmediately and
never return.”

Mina s eyes widened and the tears spilled over. "No! Duncan, please—"

"Therewill be no discussion. | am told that your...activities...over the last few weeks have disrupted the
Hounds and Knights enough that it should be possible for you to snesk out of the city now."

"But_"

"No. Y ou are a dyana—you can control the minds and wills of other unsedie fadings. While you remain
inthiscity, you are athreat to dl my other sudents. | cannot alow that. | pity any unsediefaglingsliving
wherever you go next."

She shook her head dowly. "Duncan, don’t make me leave. Please. I'll give you any promises you want."

It hurt. He wanted to believe her so badly. But he had dready fdlen into that trap before. "I’ ve seen the
worth of your promises, Miss Cole. Y ou think that | am being cruel to you. The only people| am being
cruel to arethose | inflict you upon by sending you away. In times past, dyanas were killed by those who
could resst their power."

"It would be kinder!" Minaburst out, sobbing. "Don’t do this! Please.” Shebit her lip and looked at him
with those brown eyes that were like windows into midnight. "I love you."

Duncan’ swhole body went numb, asif she had stabbed him through the heart and left him to die.
Somehow, he managed to take a breath despite the pain. "Truly the words of a desperate woman," he
sad quietly. "Go from Dere. | never want to see you again.”

He stared fixedly at his hands, knowing that he would relent if he saw her face. After what seemed like
half an eternity, he heard the shuffle of her feet on the floorboards of the hdl, retreeting from him. The soft
click of the door sounded like the closing of atomb.

Duncan put hisfacein his hands and wegpt.

*

Bryan found Duncan stting by the cold hearth an hour |later.

Duncan felt asthough dl of hisingdes had been torn out, leaving only a hollow shell behind. Hetried not
to think of hiswordsto Mina, or her wordsto him. Hetried not to imagine dl the long nights ahead,
when hewould sit here done, or with some other student, knowing that she would never crosshis
threshold again. It hurt worse than anything he had ever imagined in hislife, and he wondered miserably
where he would find the strength to continue.

"You look terrible," Bryan said quietly, moving around to stand in front of him.

Duncan looked up; he was tired and wished that Bryan would go away. Or perhaps that the world would
smply end and have donewith it.

"l sent Minaaway."

Bryan looked alarmed, which was somewhat unexpected, given Duncan’ s earlier interviewswith his
other students. "What? Why?'



"Why do you think? Redlly, Bryan, | don’'t wish to talk about it.”

"The hell you don't,” Bryan said rudely. "Y ou’ re going to whether you like it or not. Was this because of
lagt night?'

"Of course. And everything that went before. Her pack." Duncan closed hisweary eyes. "Sheisa dyana
, Bryan. Even you know whét that means.”

"What | know isthat you don’t know your other students half so well asyou think, old man. | saw some
of them before | came over here. | heard Janine whining about how she never wanted to hurt anyone,
how Minaforced her to do dl those horrible things. | suppose shetried the same load of shit on you."

Duncan opened his eyes and scowled. "There' s no need for profanity.”

"Screw that! Listen to me, damn you! Fine, maybe Minaused alittle extra persuasion here and there. But
I’1l be damned if she used even afifth as much asthey say. Minawas't behind Janine' s bloodlust. That
girl wasraring to go every night. If Minaever touched her even once before last night, then you can chop
me up and feed me to the aughisky.”

"Shedid. She admitted doing it right here, when shefirst met Janine."

"When Janinewas dl over you? Small wonder." Bryan shook hishead, hiseyesangry. "l swear to you,
Duncan, we were in the pack because we wanted to be. She let Halston go when he didn’t want to do
it—she just made surethat he didn’t tell you.

"Wefollowed Mina because we thought that she was doing the right thing. Maybe we were wrong about
that, and maybe we weren’ t—that’ s not the point. The point isthat | think Minamostly used her power
to keep it asecret from you. At least until last night.”

Duncan fought to regain the cold demeanor he had used with Mina. "Until last night. Last night was hardly
trivid, Bryan."

Bryan sighed and clasped hislarge hands together. "1 know. Minamade amistake. She was hurting, and
shelashed out. But isn't she dlowed one mistake? Does she have to spend the rest of her life paying for
it?"

"Innocent people werekilled!"

"l know." Bryan raised his eyes and fixed Duncan with a gaze that burned. "Our mistakes do cost more
than those of other people. But | think that sometimes you forget what we are, Duncan. The blood’ sthin
inyou, and maybe you can ignoreit. But Minacan't.

"We're unsedlie faelings, Duncan. We aren't pretty little fagries skipping through meadows and sipping
nectar from flowers. We re the dimy thingsthat crawl in the mud. We re the shadows hiding under the
basement stairs. We re the scary things that snatch at your ankles when you cross abridge late a night.
Wearen't pretty, and we aren’t kind. We may not be evil, but we' re sure as hell not good.”

"So what are you saying? That | should just ignore what Minadid? Take her back with open arms?"

"No. But | am saying that you' re going overboard by banishing her. Y ou’ ve forgotten what sheis. What
shedid lagt night wasn't right, but then she wasn’t thinking clearly. But | know Mina, and | trust her not
to abuse her power too much under ordinary circumstances. | can accept that it's apart of who sheis.
Y ou used to be able to understand that in Aerin. Why can’t you seeit in Mina, aswell?"



Duncan put hishead in his hands. "Why are you doing thisto me?*

"I’m not doing anything to you.”

"Y ou don’'t know. You—" Duncan bit hislip, catching back tears.

"What' swrong?' Bryan asked gently.

"Minasaid sheloved me." Duncan wiped hiseyes. "l didn’t think she could be so crud.”

Bryan was slent for along moment. Then he shook hishead in disgust. "If you redly think that shewas
lying just to keep you from sending her away from the city, then maybe you don’t deserve her.”

Duncan’s heed jerked up. "What?"
Bryan flung hisarmsinthear in agesture of defeat. "God! Are you blind? Deaf? Insane?!

A sharp knock sounded from the outside door. Startled, Duncan shot alook of hope at the lens on the
table. Perhapsit was Mina, come back to him.

Instead, he saw aknot of his students at the door, al ooking tense and angry. With adisappointed sigh,
he loosened the locking spell on the door. He had to find Mina, he thought as they came down the hall.
He had to talk to her.

"Whereisshe?' Michadl asked when they emerged into the room.
Duncan looked up, surprised at the question. "Who? Mina?'

Michadl gave him adark look. "Yes. That serpent.”

"Duncan sent her away from Dere," Bryan offered.

"Redly?" Michad sneered. "And how effective do you think that will be?!
Dread pooled in Duncan’s bely. "What do you mean?"

Janine hissed and tossed her red curls over her shoulder. "Y ou hardly have the strength to enforce your
order, do you? You'reafool, Duncan."

Duncan’s mouth felt dry as dust. "And what do you propose?
Janine smiled, her bloodlust clear. "Wehaveto kill her."
"There sno need for that!"

Michael laughed, but the sound was edged with hysteria. “"No need? If you' d been through what we
have, you wouldn't say that!"

"Bryan hastold me adightly different verson of the sory."

Michael’ s eyes narrowed with anger. "Has he? Didn't it occur to you that if Bryan's defending that bitch,
it' s because she’ sforcing him to?'

"That'saliel" shouted Bryan, coming to hisfest.

"Don’'t believe anything he saysl He' sunder her control!™



"Stop that thisingtant!" Duncan snapped. He looked at the gray, fearful faces of the other faglingsand
tried to think. Right now, they werein terror of their lives, their freedom, and their sanity. He could not
blame them for being afraid. He certainly couldn’t blame them for wanting to protect themselves. "l won't
countenance violence againg Mina."

"What dternative do we have?" Jeremiah demanded bluntly. "Can you restrain her? Can you stop her if
she decidesto turn on usagain?'

He owed them the truth. "No. Y ou know | can't. None of us can."

Jeremiah gave acurt nod. "'l didn't think so. We haveto do it, Duncan. Hell, it' snot that | have
something againgt the girl. It snot asif it doesn’'t bother me. But we can’t et her live. Not if we don't
want to end up like the Knights and the Hounds."

"Areyou coming with us?' Janine asked in her tight, shrill voice. "Do you know where she went?'
"I don’t know," Duncan said honestly. "And | can’'t come with you—I’d only dow you down."
Michad’ s eyes narrowed. "Don't think about interfering.”

"Doyou truly believe | could?'

That restored his confidence. Michael had never believed anyone cagpable other than himsdlf. "No."

They left with barely a backward glance. Duncan sat silently for afew moments, giving them timeto get
far enough from the theater that they wouldn’t see anyone following them. Then he motioned sharply to

Bryan. "Get my bag."

"What are we going to do?"

Duncan shook hishead. "I don’t know. We haveto try to reach Mina before the others do."
Bryan looked uneasy. "And if we don't?"

"Then God help them.”

CHAPTER TWENTY

Minatook along pull of whiskey from the bottle clutched in her hand. The drink burned her throat and
belly, but did nothing to chase away the words that raced about in her mind, like an army of dwarves
stabbing at her with tiny knives. Her feet ssumbled on uneven pavement, and other passersby gave her a
wide berth, eyeing her with disgpprova. She haf-wondered if someone would summon the congtablesto
arrest her for public drunkenness, but truthfully could not find it in hersdf to care.

It wasdl over now. All of her lies and deceptions had caught up with her & last. If only she had listened
to Bryan, or stopped her earsto Camhlaidh, or....

Or not been such afool hersdf.

In the end, there was no one e se she could honestly blame for what had happened. The stupidity had dl
been hers.

With al her heart, she wished that none of this had ever happened. She wanted never to have heard of



faglings, or Hounds, or anything ese. If only she had been born fully human.

The memory of Duncan’ s voice sneaked up on her, quiet and rich. He had always seemed to be the one
compensation for her inhuman heritage.

And now he hated her.

What' s the point of it all? Minawondered. She was exhausted; the desire to lie down on the street and
never get up again rushed over her like awave. She closed her eyes and sank to her knees.

"Not promising, child. Self-pity isso unbecoming.”

Camhlaidh stood behind her, amocking smile cutting his handsome face. Rage dammed through Mina,
and she staggered to her feet, waving the whiskey bottlein hisdirection.

"You! | should have listened to Duncan—I should never have spoken to you!"
Helaughed. "My, what atemper. Do you think your words can hurt me?”
"Why have you done thisto me? What do you want?"

"| told you before. | have my reasons.”

"Duncan thinksthat you' re my father."

Camhlaidh tilted his head to one side, so that his beautiful golden hair tumbled over one black-clad
shoulder. "Andif | am?'

Minaclenched her handsinto fists. She felt the power rise through her, drawn from the earth through the
soles of her feet. "Then | will dedicate mysdlf to destroying you.”

For amoment, hedid look uneasy. "Y ou can try. But you are nothing but afagling. | am many times
older and more powerful than you are. Y ou' d do well to remember that.”

"l hateyou."
"Sweet child. And I’ ve given you such good advice until now."
"You' vemademy lifealiving hdl!"

Helaughed. "Don’t blame your problems on me, my girl. Look at what you' ve done. Y ou have come so
far dready. | dwaysknew that you had great potential.”

"For what?' she shouted. Minaflung the whiskey bottle at his head; it shattered on the bridge abutment
behind him. "Potentid for endaving my friends? For bringing misery everywhere| go? For dying done?’

Camhlaidh’seyes narrowed. "Don’t do anything foolish.”

"Why not? PerhagpsI’ll go swvimming in the Blackrush. Seeif I’ m stronger than the aughisky. I’ ve been
banished from the damned city! Duncan threw me out! | don't have any friends, | don’t have ahome—I
have nothing!"

"Tsk," said Camhlaidh. "Duncan doesn’t have the strength to force you out of the city. Why not stay?!

"No." Shetook astep back from him, shaking her head violently. "I’ m never listening to you again. Go
back to hell where you belong.”



Minaturned and walked quickly away, her heart pounding in her chest as though she had run a thousand
miles. Her fear that Camhlaidh would follow her was unfounded, and she soon found herself doneona
street flanking the peat-dark river. Shefelt tired and sick, so she stopped and leaned against alamppost
for support. The black iron chilled her, muffling her power, but she didn’t care.

Sudden pain cracked across the back of her head. Minastumbled off balance, seeing bursts of light
before her eyes. The cobblestones ripped aholein her trouser knee as she collapsed to the street.
Before she could think straight enough to wonder what had happened, rough hands grabbed her from
behind, and shefdt aloop of iron chain wrap around her throat.

Startled, Minatried to cal ice from the river, but the power inside did not respond. Her fingers locked
around the chain, struggling to pull it off so that she could use her magic. Instead, she was shoved down;
more chain wrapped around her legs, then pinned her arms againgt her heaving chest.

"Now let’s see you endave us, bitch," hissed afamiliar voice.

Mina struggled to raise her aching head. Michagl’ sface loomed up against the moon, his eyes dark with
fear and hate. Behind him she could make out Janine sred hair, Jeremiah’ s bulk, and a handful of other
unsediefadings.

"No—no!" she managed to gasp out. "Stop!"

"Sorry," Jeremiah rumbled. "But we can’t exactly afford to take any chanceswith you. You ve got to
understand that."

"Stop gawking and help me," snagpped Michad, asif he was afraid Minamight bespell him even with the
iron dampening her powers.

Hands lifted her, the chains clanking and trailing about them. She fdlt hersalf being carried, felt the hands
holding her tense up, asif they would throw her. For amoment, she was weightless, the damp night air
breezing across her skin.

Then the frigid water of theriver closed around her.

Haf her breath |eft her with the shock. The heavy chains around her body dragged her relentlessdy down
through the peat-laden water. Panicked, Mina struggled frantically, but the other faglings had been too
thorough, and she was unable to break free.

No! Shethrashed wildly, lungs aready starting to burn from lack of air. Currents brushed her face,
dtirring her clothing and hair as she sank with amost lazy downessto the bottom. Silt blinded her eyes,
and the cold of the water leached the warmth from her body.

No...| can't dielikethis...| can't die....

Breath escaped from her mouth, silver bubbles rushing up towards the surface, leaving her behind. Her
mind was starting to go gray at the edges, and her struggles got dower, more lethargic. Her dying brain
snatched a random images. William faling, the drive belt sngpping.

Twice before, Mina had managed to fight through the binding of iron. In those moments of pain and
horror, she had pushed through somehow, reached out.

With the last of her strength, she tried to do something, anything. But no power responded. Her lungs
gpasmed, fighting her futile attemptsto hold her bregth.



In afew moments, she would be unconscious. Shortly after that, she would be dead.
Help me, she cdled, on the final edge of blackness. Help me.
A shadow moved in the peat-laden night of the water.

~*

Duncan’ s arms burned with effort as he propelled the whedlchair through the near-deserted streets,
following thesrren cdl of hislink with Mina. Bryan loped beside him, panting.

"Canyou gtill fed her?' he gasped hoarsdly.

Duncan didn’'t have breath to spare. "Y es. Ahead.” A vague fedling of desperation suddenly touched him.
"Something’ swrong.”

"Yeeh. | fed it."

They burst out onto astreet that followed the course of the Blackrush. Eight dark shapes walked dowly
up the road towards them, heading away from theriver. For amoment, Duncan felt overwhelming
relief—they had not found Minayet after dl.

Then he saw the looks on their faces, and relief turned to terror. "What have you done?!

Michael stopped and took a pace back, clearly surprised to see him. "We drowned the bitch," he said,
his handsome face gone nasty and evil.

Oh God. "Go, Bryan!" Duncan barked.

Bryan bolted past them, heading for the waterside. Michael and the rest turned to stop him, but Duncan
hit them as hard as he could with a shower of hailstones. Cries of pain, betrayal, and outrage rewarded
the effort.

For an ingtant, they were too shocked to respond. He sent the chair hurtling down the dope, skidding to
astop with his back to the water, hoping that it would lend him strength. Bryan was further down the
bank, and Duncan couldn’t spare the atention to see if he had found Mina.

"Why, Duncan?" Janine demanded. She looked truly hurt, and it wounded him. "We trusted you! Why
would you sdewith her?"

Heswdlowed hard. "I'm sorry. | can't let you kill her.”
Michael gave him acold look. "Too late.”

"Perhaps," Duncan said and deflected the darkness that someone flung at him. He responded in kind,
then found himself on the defensive, desperately fighting a bettle he didn't have the strength to win.

~*

Mina caught afaint glimpse of ashadow darker than the sit, and then felt amuscular body brush against
her. Something fastened in her collar, jerking her up and up. Water surged past with frightening speed;
then, suddenly, broke gpart into night sky.

Shetook adeep breath, lungs heaving helplesdy. Water splashed into her mouth, making her cough.
Whatever had ahold on her shoved her towards the bank, then let go. She twisted in a sudden spasm of



fear as again she began to sink. Then her feet touched bottom, and she redlized she stood in the shallows.
"Mind"

She looked up and saw Bryan running towards her. She was farther downstream than she had been
when she went into the water, no doubt because of the current. Bryan’s warm hands steadied her, helped
her to the bank, and began to pull away the binding chains.

"God, I'm glad to see you," she gasped, teeth chattering from the cold of theriver. "How did you get
here?'

"Michad told Duncan that he was going to kill you. Duncan and | tried to find you before Michael and
the rest could, to warn you. Unfortunately, they moved faster.”

"Whereis Duncan?'

Bryan' sface went grim, and he unwrapped the last of the chains from about her legs. "He stayed behind
to hold off the others, while | ran to see whether there was till time to do anything for you."

Her heart trip-hammered in renewed fear. "They’ Il kill him!"

"We ve got to—" Bryan started, and then stopped. His gaze went beyond her to theriver, and hiseyes
went nearly round with shock.

Feeling an odd prickling at the nape of her neck, Minaturned to confront her savior.

~*

Michad flung over the wheelchair and Duncan sprawled across the rough ground. He got his hands under
him and tried to turn over to face his attackers, but his usaless legs tangled together and hampered his
every movement. His students' power choked his breath and threatened his vision with darkness. Ice ate
at hisbones, left him shaking so hard he could bardly prop himsaif up.

Michael looked down at him scornfully. "Now what are you going to do, en?"
Duncan swallowed, tasting blood. "I don’t want to see anyone hurt.”
"But you' d rather see us hurt than her, isthat it?"

"Shedoesn't deserveto die!™ He closed his eyes, feding despair dideinto hisbelly like along knife.
"Youdidn't havetokill her."

Michad’ sfingerstangled in his hair, wrenching his head back painfully. "It'syour own life you should beg
for."

"Michadl, no," Janine twittered, plucking at hisdeeve. "Duncan’ s no threet to us. Leave him done.”

"He sded with the dyana,”" Jeremiah reminded her grimly. Murmurs of agreement sounded al around,
and Duncan redlized with horror that they truly meant to kill him aswell.

Summoning therags of his courage, he spat weekly in Michad’ sdirection. "Then get it over with."

Michadl started to speak, then stopped. With asudden hiss of fear, he let go of Duncan and scuttled
back from theriver. Surprised, Duncan twisted about to follow his shocked gaze.



It rose up from the water like some ancient god, fey and mad. Its mane wasfull of water and rank
weeds, and shellfish snagged initstail. Barnacles crusted its deek gray flanks, and dime dripped fromits
flaring nogtrils. 1t tossed its head and opened its mouth in a bone-freezing cry, revealing aset of teeth like
knives.

Minarode on its back. Water dripped from her short, spiky hair, and silt stained her clothes. And her
eyes...her eyeswere as black asnight, as oblivion...as death.

Someone screamed. The aughisky snorted and took a step onto land, so that it straddled Duncan
protectively. Minaflashed the most vicious smile he had ever seen.

"Go," shewhispered.

They went. Perhagps sheimpelled them, but if so, Duncan did not fed it. The aughisky tossed its head, lips
drawing back from carnivore teeth asit watched its prey disappear. Minawatched them aswell, black
eyes narrowed, and he could fedl theice of her rage.

Then shelooked down to where he lay helpless. "Duncan?"' she gasped, and her voice sounded so
frightened and confused that it tore his heart. Her hands twisted in the mane of the aughisky asshe did
easly down itsdeek back. "Areyou dl right?’

"I'mf-fine" he managed to say.

She dropped down by him, her eyes norma once again. Fingers brushed hisface worriedly, and then
cupped hisjaw. For amoment, she looked profoundly uncertain asto what she might do next.

Then, with asoft cry, Minabent over and kissed him.

Her mouth was fierce and desperate on his. Hisfingerslocked around her shoulders, dragging her against
him. Her clothes and skin were soaking wet, and she smelled and tasted of rank water. It occurred to
him that thiswas insane, but somehow the thought didn’t have the same urgency asthe contours of her
mouth.

"Knights!" Bryan shouted as he sprinted up.

Minatore away with an oath. Fear pricked Duncan’ s skin—only Bryan wasredly in any shapeto facea
contingent of Knights. He had no strength left, and God aone knew how badly Minahad been hurt.

The Knights showed bright against the night, like ghosts or foxfire. Duncan shoved himsdf up on his
hands, cursing the useless legs that condemned him to meet his enemy from the ground.

The aughisky snarled, aprima sound that made the hairs on the back of Duncan’ s neck stand up. He
tore his attention away from the Knightsin timeto seethe fae lay itsearsflat back againgt itshead. With
aterrifying roar, it legpt over him, hooves clanging againgt the street asit charged the Knights.

For amoment, Duncan thought they would stand and fight. He had never heard of any single fagling who
could hope to win againgt even the most minor of fag, but surely numbers could make up the difference.

Then the aughisky was on them, and they ran, scattering like leaves before a hurricane.

It didn’t chase them far, sopping within Sight of theriver. It ood gtill for along time, ears perked, asif it
listened for their return. Findly, satisfied it had driven them fromitsterritory, it turned back towardsthe
river and waded into the flood. Dark water closed over its head, and the aughisky vanished in acloud of
bubbles.



Duncan swallowed. "How—how did you managethat?" he asked shakily.
Minaonly shook her head. "I don’t know."

~*

It was an exhausting walk back to the theater. Bryan pushed Duncan’ s wheelchair, and for once got no
complaintsfor hiskindness. Minawaked beside them, her arms wrapped around hersdlf for warmth.
She could smell the stink of the polluted river on her skin, and the cold of sopping-wet clothesleft her
trembling so hard her teeth chattered. No one said anything.

Once back, Duncan motioned wearily in the direction of the kitchen. "Could you fetch the bottle from the
left-most cabinet?' he asked of Bryan. To Mina s surprise, Bryan regppeared with a bottle of bourbon
and asmall teacup. Duncan took both and held them out to Mina.

"Here," hesad kindly. "Thisshould hep."

She poured hersdlf adrink and took asip. Thewarmth collected in her belly and stilled her trembling.
"Thanks" she sad, passing it back.

Duncan took arather large swallow straight from the bottle. Mina exchanged a surprised glance with
Bryan."Um, areyou dl right?"

"No. Bryan, would you draw a hot bath for Mina?'
Bryan gave them both an odd look and left.

"Thanks," Minasaid again, then watched Duncan take another pull from the bottle. "I’'m sorry. Tell me
what | can do.”

He shook hishead, earrings glinting faintly in the gadight. "It'sal gone, Mina. | spent my life building a
community of unsediefadingsinthiscity. | did everything | could to see asmany survive aspossible. |
protected and taught them, and they trusted and respected mein return.” He propped the bottle against
hisknee. "And it only took one night for it al to fall apart.”

Guilt bit into Mina. "I’m sorry, Duncan. | wish | could go back and changethings.”

He waved anegating hand. "Y ou can't help how you were born." He paused for another swallow of
bourbon. "I failed my students, or they failed me, | don’t even know which. Probably both. | wanted to
protect them from you. Perhaps | should have worried more about protecting them from themselves.”

Shetook adeep breath, and then let it out in asigh. It was hard to gather together the rags of her
courage, but she knew that she owed it to him. "I’'m sorry | didn’t run to the nearest gate and leave Dere.
But | thought | could at least take enough time to decide where | should go, what | might do when | got
there" She laughed hitterly at hersaf. "Of course, | didn’'t even do that. | just wandered around the city
pitying mysdf. I'm sorry. | swear I'll leave tomorrow.”

He closed hiseyes, asif inpain. "Don’'t. Don't do thisto me."
"I'm sorry. What have | done now?"

He took another pull from the bottle. "It took everything | had to send you away thismorning. | don’t
think | have the strength | eft to face that again. Bryan saysthat | wasafool to even try. | want to believe
him and ask you to stay. But | don't know if my reasons are good ones, or just my own folly clouding my



judgment. | have made so many mistakes with you, Mina, when you were the one student | could least
afford to make mistakes with. I’'m sorry thet I’ ve failed you."

Minafrowned, trying to sort through his confused and meandering speech. "You didn’t fail me. | wasthe
onewho wouldn't listen to your advice. | wasthe onewho didn’t tell you the truth.”

"And | am asdf-indulgent old man who deluded himsdlf in the worst possible way.”

"I don’t understand. Do you really want meto stay?' She hesitated. "I thought you were frightened of
r.rell

"You have agreat ded of anger in you, Mina. Heaven knows you have reason for it, but a combination
of rage, great distrust, and enormous power is not acomfortable mix."

"No. | supposeitisn’t.”

"Do you truly fed that you owe the other unsedie faglings anything? If there was something you truly
wanted, and they stood in your way, would you hesitate to go through them?"

She shivered. "I hope so. For you, | would.”

"Y ou are dangerous, Mina. And powerful. | would be afool not to have a hedlthy respect for you and for
what you are cgpable of doing. But | want very much to trust you."

"Y ou can. | swear you can."
Duncan sghed. "Why don’t you seeif Bryan hasyour bath ready?"
Sheroseto her feet, uncertain where the conversation had left them in regards to one another. "All right.”

Hot clouds of steam billowed out of the bathroom to greet her. Bryan looked up, concern plain on his
face. "Areyou dl right?"

"l don’t know." She shook her head. "I’'m confused. Did you see? He kissed me by theriver."

"I saw. And | don’t see what thereisto be confused about.” Bryan's sudden smilelit up hisdark face.
"Y our clothes are aruin—you’ l| need something to wear tonight. Shall | go to the prop room and choose
for you?'

She nodded, buoyed up alittle by his good spirits. " Thank you."

The water was hot and relaxing as she dipped into the huge, claw-footed bath. With asigh, shesank in
up to her nose. The memory of Duncan’skiss lingered on her lips. She touched her hand to her mouth,
and then carried the kissto her breasts, between her legs.

After afew minutes of floating, she heard the door open. Bryan's arm extended through asmall discrete
crack. An extremely wispy nightgown dangled from hishand. "Wel? What do you think?"

Minaburst out laughing at the absurdity of her wearing anything like that. "I think it would look better on
someone ese. Onme, it would look like alittle girl dressing up in her mother’ s underthings.”

"Do you want meto take it back?" he asked, his voice muffled by the half-closed door. "Do you want me
to bring you some trousers and ashirt? Or am | reading thingsright, and you' reinterested in turning into a
woman agan?'



She hesitated for along moment. "No. No, leave the nightgown here. And...could you bring me one
other thing?"

Once she was clean, she stepped out of the bath, toweled off, and dipped into the gauzy nightgown
Bryan had brought for her. A full-length mirror siood in one corner, probably hijacked from some prima
donna s dressing room long ago. She positioned hersdf in front of it, staring at the stranger reflected in
theglass

Mina had never been able to afford amirror bigger than the pam of her hand, and the sight she saw now
depressed her. Y ears of malnutrition had |eft her body small and skinny. Her breasts were there, but just
bardly, asif her body had started to undergo puberty then changed its mind. Her hips were skinny and
graight, and her butt looked sadly like aboy’s. With her spiky, unevenly cut hair, it was no wonder that
she had often been mistaken for amale. In her men’ s clothing, she must have looked amost sexless.

Areyou interested in being a woman again? Bryan had asked.

After William, she had taken that part of herself and carefully set it aside, not redly thinking that she
would ever need it again. It had taken Duncan to make her realize that she was perhaps ready for it at
last.

The nightgown was so light and thin that it was nearly tranducent. The dark circles of her nipples showed
through the ocean-green materia, asdid ahint of her sex. Theiron collar around her neck jarred with the
rest of theimage, but there was nothing to be done about that.

She took adeep breath for courage. Probably Duncan would be horrified if she went down wearing this.
Probably it would make him change his mind about sending her asfar away from the city as possible.

Leaving the nightgown in place, she went to the door and let hersalf back out into the hall.

*

Duncan leaned back againgt the divan and eyed the bottle of bourbon reluctantly. He had moved to the
divan, thinking that he would deep there tonight and leave the bed for Mina. Tomorrow morning...he
didn’t know what. He had no idea how to forge a peace between Mina and the other unsedlie faglings.
Now that he had logt their trust, there was no reason for them to listen to hiswords.

He wished that he had spoken to Mina of her potentia earlier, or had treated her asa dyana asa
precautionary measure even when he had no proof. But he had been afraid of finding himsdlf in the very
impasse he was in now, unable to control Minaor shield his other students from her.

The sad truth was that he had been so afraid of seeing Aerinin her that he had been horribly unfair to
Minahersdlf. He had not told her of the Sedlie Court, because he had been afraid that she possessed
Aerin’'simpetuousness. And he had not told her of his suspicionsthat she wielded a dyana’ s power,
because he had been afraid that she possessed Aerin’sdesireto rule. Thirty-five yearswasalong timeto
stay in thral to the dead, eaten away by guilt and saf-hatred. Aerin had been a possessive woman, but
surely even she would not have wanted it so.

Perhaps her ghost could forgive him for what he had done. Perhaps not. Either way, it had been long
enough.

He started to take adrink from the bottle, then reconsidered and set it aside. His decisions had been
muddle-headed enough when sober.

A faint swish of cloth caught his attention. He looked up to see Mina come hesitantly through the door.



She was dressed in a sheer gown the green of oceans or deep water. The neckline plunged down
between her breasts, and he could see the shape of her legs through the thin fabric.

Hewanted her so badly that it fet like every particle in his body strained towards her. His mind blanked
for amoment, refusing to think of anything but the powerful arousal that gripped him. Then he gasped and
looked away, somehow having the presence of mind to bundle the edge of athrow rug into hislap.

"M-Mina" he managed to say. "Are, that is, um, are you fedling better after your bath?"
Hefet her draw closer asif every fiber of hisbody was attuned to hers. "Y es. Thank you."

"Um, if you couldn’t find anything warmer, |, uh, have anice fluffy robe somewhere about. If you're
cold."

"Youdon'tlikeit?' sheasked. "Havel...offended you?'
"No! I, uh, likeit. Very much."
"Then why won't you look at me?"

Duncan bit hislip hard and stared resolutely at the fringed edge of the throw. "Because | would be
staring, and that wouldn'’t be an appropriate thing for ateacher to do to his student.”

Minalaughed, asthough shewererelieved. "Y ou said just thismorning that you wanted meto leave
Dere. | took that asasignd that my studieswere at an end.”

"Mina, please!" He closed hiseyes, agonizingly torn. ™Y ou don’'t understand. | know that women don't
often think of aman like mysdlf as, well, aman anymore. The chair hasthat effect, | suppose. But I'm not
made of stone.”

Her hand touched his shoulder, followed the line of his collar, and found the button at the top of his shirt.
"I'm glad to hear that."

"Don't." He caught her hand in hisown. The urgeto kiss her fingertips was dmost overwhelming. "I’'m
sorry, Mina. I'm sorry that I’ m old and broken. Right now, | would give anything to be young and whole,
and the sort of man you deserve. But there’ sno magic that can do that."

"I don’t want any other man! | want you." She drew his hand up to her mouth and kissed hisfingers
gently. "L ook a me and tell me honestly that you don’t want this, and | swear I'll leave you done.”

Helooked at her, intending to force himsdlf to lie for the sake of them both. But something caught his
atention, and he redlized that he could see the dave collar around her neck with both eyes, not just one.
Surprised, he touched it, felt the shock of redl iron againg hisfingers. "What—why are you wearing
thet?"

Shelooked down sdlf-conscioudy. "I had Bryan get it for me. He said that it was dtill lying in the bottom
of your doctor’ s bag from the morning you took it off me. That day seemslike alifetime ago, doesn't it?'
Minatouched the back of the collar. "There’ sno way of closing it at the back, since it was sawn through,
but I wrapped a scarf around the sharp edges to keep them from bothering me too much.”

"Butwhy?"

She glanced up with grief in her eyes. "Because | didn’t want to influence you. Because | didn’t want to
make you desre meif it snot what you redly fed."



"Not desire you? God, Mina, you have no need to ever think that!"
She amiled aswest, uncertain smile. "Then show me?’

That undid him. His hands closed on her shoulders, and he pulled her against him. Her lips opened under
his, and he did histongue into her mouth in afrantic rush of desire. She responded eagerly, her hands
tangling amoment in his hair, and then diding down to fumble at the buttons of his shirt.

His heart was pounding so hard Duncan could barely hear her ragged breathing. He kissed her mouith,
then found her throat, drinking in the taste and scent of her. He ran his hands along her back, over the
curves of her body, and back up to her breasts. The ancient fabric of her gown ripped alittle; Mina
laughed and paused amoment to tug it off over her head.

The smell and fed of her skin was maddening. He caressed the round curve of her breast, explored the
hard nipple with his mouth until she cried out softly. Her hands fumbled urgently at his belt; then she drew
him out and into hersdlf.

He gasped when she took him, his hands tightening on her hips. She made alittle moan, arching her back
and climaxing unexpectedly. He tried to focus on her pleasure, feding her peak and grinning when she
laughed for the sheer joy of it. It seemed to go on for along time and no time at dl, until her rhythm
dragged him inexorably with her. He closed his eyes, and everything disappeared into red-black
blankness as he spent himsdlf inside her.

Minawrapped her arms|azily around his shoulders and snuggled againgt him, her face hidden in his
shoulder so that he could fed her breeth stirring the small hairs of his neck. He stroked her back gently,
dowly. Feding her skin raise in goose pimples, he retrieved the throw with afree hand and settled it over
them both. He wondered if he had just done something profoundly foolish in making love to awoman
lessthan ahdf hisage.

"I loveyou," shemurmured deepily inhisear.

"l loveyou, too. I think I'veloved you since the first moment | met you."

Hefdt her lipscurveinto asmileagaing hisskin. "Silly man.”

"Probably," he agreed. He found the collar around her neck and started to easeiit off.
She sat back in dlarm. "What are you doing?”’

"Getting rid of this damned thing. It can’t be comfortable.”

"BUE"

"Shh." Hefound the amulet around his neck, where it had twisted during their lovemaking. "Thisiswhat
shielded melast night. I...suspected what you are, dthough | tried to convince mysdlf otherwise. The
ingredients are quite expensive, and | only havethe one.”

"Oh," shesaid inasmall, subdued voice.
He pulled it off and set it by the collar, on the nearest table. Mind s eyes widened. "What are you doing?"

He sghed and stroked her flank gently. "1 trust you," he said findly. "I'll put it back on tomorrow
morning, if youingst uponit.”

"But what if | make you do something you don’t want to do, without even meaning to?"



"At the moment, | can’t imagine anything you might ask of methat | wouldn’t be happy—no, esger—to
do."

She grinned wickedly in response. That, and the sght of her body, made him stir in her again. Mina
laughed and kissed him fiercdly. "Fine," she murmured in hisear. "Then my first command isthat we get
off this damned divan and into areal bed. My knees are starting to hurt.”

CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE

Duncan awoke the next morning with the sun streaming in through the windows and an unfamiliar weight
on hisarm. Turning his heed, he found Mina sprawled on her back beside him, snoring softly. She looks
beautiful, he thought, with her pale skin and ridiculous hair. Heworried what she might think when
she woke up and found herself here, and whether she would regret the night before.

It was easy to do desperate things in the heat of the moment, especially when one had suffered so many
blowsin so short atime. Nevertheless, although he thought that might have passed for an explanation for
thefirst time she made love to him, he felt rather certain that it couldn’t explain the next two, which had
been longer, more ddliberate, and utterly thorough.

The snores stopped. Mina mumbled something, rolled over, and flung her arm over his chest. He kissed
her forehead, which was now in reach, and she opened her brown eyes. A contented smile curved her
lips, and she shuggled in closer to hisside. "Hello."

"Hdlo," hereplied and kissed her again. "How do you fed thismorning?'
"Happy. Tired. A bit sore." Her face lapsed into athoughtful frown. "Like everything’ s different.”
"How 07"

"It shard to explain. I’ ve heard girls say that they fdt different after they’ d lost their virginity. And after
William, | did fed different, but not in avery niceway. Now | fed different again, but in aredly great
way." Shelaughed suddenly. "'l probably sound like acompleteidiot.”

Hisfingerstrailed dong her shoulder contemplatively. "No. Not at dl. It hasbeen...avery long sincel
have done anything like this. To be brutaly honest, the last time was with Aerin, before | lost the use of
my legs. And it wasn't only being with awoman that | missed, but just being touched at all. No one's
redlly touched me much in avery long time, except when Bryan or another student has had to carry me
somewhere.”

"I’m sorry. But | don’t understand why things have been that way. Y ou’ re very handsome, after all.”

Duncan barked out an incredulous laugh. The night before, he had been acutely embarrassed by the idea
of disrobing in front of her. His shoulders and arms were fairly muscular from using the whed chair, but of
course his legs were wasted to nothing, and the combination was not one that he thought would be
particularly arousing to awoman.

"Now you'relaughing a me," Minaaccused.

"No, I'mnot. It al just seemsvery unred. | fear that | shall awaken at any moment to find that this has all
been adream, and that the only thing which actualy happened on the divan last night wasthat | passed
out in adrunken stupor.”



She smiled. "Why didn’t we do this sooner?”

He sobered alittle, feding ashadow touch his heart. "Because you are a beautiful young woman who
shouldn't tie herself to an old cripple like me. Y ou deserve better, Mina, and if | had any fortitude at dll, |
would have sent you to bed done last night.”

She rapped lightly on hisskull. "Hello? Anyone listening in there? I’ m here because | want to be! 1t' sfor
me to choose what’ s best for me, not you, right?' She rested her head on his shoulder. "Besides, you
don't know how long I’ ve been waiting for this. | dream about you all the time. Remember that night we
went to Janine' sopera? | dreamed that | met you at the theater and we ended up making love on the
dage.”

Coldnesstouched his heart. "l asked you to dance," he whispered.

Minaleaned back and blinked a himin surprise. Y eah. How did you know that?'
"l dreamed it, t00."

"l don’t understand. How isthat possible?"

"It happens, sometimes, between fagingswho are very close.” He shook hishead angrily. "Thefirst time
it happened, | worried that it might be adream-sharing, but | denied it. | told mysdf that it couldn’t be
true"

Shefrowned, puzzled. "Why?"

"Because it was hardly appropriate for me, your teacher, to be courting you in dreams—but at the same
time, | didn’t want to stop. So | deluded mysdlf into thinking that it was nothing, harmless, so | could
continue my own pleasure.” He covered hisface with hishands. "I am utterly without mora fiber."

"Mm, that'swhat | like about you."
"Mind"

"Oh, hush. Y ou' retoo hard on yoursdlf. Stop trying to convince yoursdf that you' ve done something
wrong, when you know that everything about thisisright." Ashewas till hiding hisface, she sarted
kissing him other places. Startled, he dropped his hands.

"Mm. | loveyou," he managed to say.

She didn’t bother to stop long enough to reply with words. But only afew moments later, afaint
knocking echoed down thelong hall, making her look up in sudden darm. Duncan swore mildly and
picked up the lens lying on the nightstand. He breathed frost onto its surface and peered through. "It's
Bryan. | had forgotten that today is Sunday. He usudly comes early when the storeis closed. Not to
mention that he probably wants to check up on us."

"Ah." Minasa up, wonderfully naked. "Do you want meto tell him to leave?’

He grinned at her suggestion. "Absolutdly...but | suppose we shouldn’t. Y ou can bathe, if you'd like. Il
let Bryan in and make us some breakfast.”

"Sounds great." She bounced out of the bed with an energy that made him envious. Shaking hishead, he
reached down to the floor and hunted for histrousers by fedl.

"You look like hdl," Bryan declared when Duncan opened the door. "Hard night on the divan, huh?"



"Well, I’'m assuming that you were polite enough to let Mina have the bed." Bryan wedged himsdlf past
andintothe hdl.

"Oh, uh...yes. Would you like breakfast?"
"Sure. What' s Mind s nightgown doing on the floor of the gtting room?"

Duncan pretended not to hear and best a hasty retresat to the kitchen. He was so used to cooking for
himsdlf donethat he migudged the ratio of batter to water twice, and ended up with enough pancakes
for five people, so long asthey didn’'t mind them being abit black around the edges. Carefully baancing
atray laden with pancakes and tea, he made his way back aong the corridor to the sitting room. Mina
and Bryan' svoices floated back to greet him.

"You look good," Bryan was saying. "'l takeit the gown was a success?"
"It was good choice. Thanks."
"Am | to understand that you were conspiring against me, then?' Duncan asked, whesling into the room.

Bryanrolled hiseyes. "Absolutdly. Our diabolica plan wasfor Minato torture you with sex so that you'd
be too exhausted to teach today, and | could go home early. Did it work?"

"Make him read the Scroll of Deeth by Boredom," Minasuggested.

"And after dl I've donefor you! | don't think I’ll ever understand the feminine mind. What do you think,
Duncan?'

Duncan wisdly stuffed apancake in hismouth to avoid answering.

They made agood dint in the dightly blackened pancakes. Mina perched on the end of the divan, eating
dowly. Thetroubled look in her eye worried Duncan.

"Areyou dl right, my dear?

She nodded, and then shrugged. "I suppose. | was just thinking how Abby used to make breskfast for
us, back when we had the gpartment. |...it doesn’t really seem fair for me to be happy after what
happened to her."

Duncan reached out and covered her hand gently with hisown. "1 am truly sorry about Abby. She
seemed like awonderful person.”

"Shewas." Minasat her plate asde. "'l wasthinking that | should go down to The Sailor’ s Widow and
talk to the girlsthere. | don’t know whether Abby’ s been buried yet or not, or if any of them went to the
funera. She would have goneto potter’ sfield, | guess. | should go see her grave, if nothing else. And |
should try to find her family. Her Dad was the one who got the family indentured to start with, but he died
only afew months after entering into the contract. | know she had alittle Sster working in one of the
mills, though." She sighed suddenly. "And, after missing the last two nights without word, | suppose |
should find out if | dill have ajob.”

Duncan nodded, even though he hated the idea of her dancing even more now than before. "'l
understand. But you don't have to stay in that place, if you don’t wish to. I’d be happy to have you here.
| wouldn’t, um, expect anything in return.”



Bryan rolled his eyes. Minasmiled, stood up, and came to kiss Duncan softly onthelips. I loveyou. |
do want to stay here with you, if you'll have me. And I’ d love to share your bed. All right?

He kissed her back.
"Should | leave now?" Bryan asked wryly.

Duncan scowled a him. Y ou seem to have an opinion on everything today, Bryan. Very confident for a
student who's had histraining set asde for severa months. I’m assuming that you' ve practiced everything
assduoudy enough to impress me with even the most difficult exercises.”

Bryan sghed in resignation. Minagrinned, kissed Duncan again, and | eft them to torment one another.
"l don't likethis" Rhiannon snapped.

Roderick turned to her. Thewind streaming across the battlements raked their hair back. A seagull,
come upriver for the winter, called from somewhere high above. "I don’t either. But we have to ded with
it. For some reason, the aughisky has chosen to dly itself with thisupstart girl."

"But why? The fae have never shown any interest in our deglings before. Why take sides now?"
Roderick shrugged. "It' s her. She s different, somehow. Powerful.”

Rhiannon turned and dgpped him, hard. " Sheisn’t any more powerful than me," she hissed, fury boilingin
her bely likebile. "If | could not bind the unsedlie fadlings together—if | could not draw dark faeto my
cause—then she cannot ether.”

Green eyesfilled with venom stared back at her. "Nevertheless, she has”

Rhiannon turned away, clenching her fists. The sense of betraya from that long-ago battle till lived in her,
like poison under her skin. This stupid factory dave could not be what Roderick thought. She could not
be a dyana.

"Tel me some good news," she commanded.
"Very wel. We have found therr lair.”
"What?'

"One of the Hounds followed them home last night, after the aughisky went back to the river. They went
to an abandoned theater in the east part of town. The Hound waited to see whether they would come out
again, or whether it was smply afront. Another fagling went inside this morning, and then the girl
emerged later on. The man in the whedchair went in last night and did not come back out."”

Rhiannon’ s heart speeded wildly. Duncan. "Then he' still in there. Send the Hounds and Knightsin
force—no more mistakes. Bring everyone in the theater back here dive.”

"Alive?'
"Doit!" she shouted, turning on him.

He gtiffened, inhuman eyes going narrow. ™Y ou’ ve changed. This business of unsedlie fadings has done
something to you. Y ou do nothing but abuse me anymore. Y ou never even cometo my bed.”



Sheturned away and stared out over the city, asif she could see Duncan from here. The childlike whining
in Roderick’ swords sickened her. "Just do as you' re told. The sooner we destroy this nest of faglings,
the sooner thingswill get back to normd.”

Except, if she had her way, thingswould never again be asthey had been. Everything would change, and
al the mistakes of the past would come undone.

~*

Minawalked dowly through potter’ sfield, passing by rows upon rows of graves marked only with
unworked fieldstones or rough pieces of wood. Her heart felt like lead, and she numbly wished that she
had come earlier. It didn’'t seem right that Abby had been put in the ground without a single person to
witness her passing.

Abby’ s grave was among anumber of freshly dug ones, with nothing to differentiate it from any other.
Minastood in front of them, wondering dully which belonged to her friend. She had spent some of her
precious few remaining coinsto purchase aroseto put on the grave. Now she didn’t even know which
wastheright one.

"You'rewasting your tears," said asilken voice unexpectedly. Startled, sheturned and beheld
Camhlaidh. Hisblack cloak blew in the cold wind sawing across the open field, making him look kin to
the carrion birds circling above. " She was only human, after al."

Minaturned away from him, anger rising in her blood. "I’ m haf human aswell, Father," sheflung & him.
"True. But you aren't human, just asyou aren’t fae."

"So you don’'t deny Sring me?”

"Should 17"

“I'll kill you."

He snorted at the likelihood of that. " Turn your energies towards your true enemies, child. Y ou should be
worrying about the Sedie Court, not crying like alittle girl."

Coldnesstouched Mina's heart. "What do you care about the Seelie Court?"

Camhlaidh tipped his head to one side, his hair streaming about hisface like golden rags. "What | care,”
he sad findly, "isthat they are too powerful. Thereisabadance of power in faery, my daughter. Never
before has one faction, sedlie or unsedlie, become strong enough to truly threaten the other. But events
herein the mortal world do have impact on the faery realm, no matter how much some of my parochia
kinwould liketo deny it. The basic problem isthat sedie faglings have been dlowed to live, even if they
areonly daves, while unsedie fadlings have been killed without mercy.”

"So your power in faery isthreatened, isthat it? What the hell do | care about that?"

Heamiled like adagger. "Nothing at al, I’'m sure. Y ou aren't required to care. Y our own personal
danger isenough of agoad.”

"Isthat the answer, then?Y ou raped my mother so that | could kill sedlie faglings twenty-four years
later?’

His eyeswere cold asthe Pole Star. "I did nothing that she did not enjoy, impudent child. The seduction



of mortals has been a subject of long study in the ream of faery, believe me.”

Minastood very till, dreadful suspicion building in her. "So you wanted atool. And you tell me now not
to shed tears for Abby. Because you want the unseelie dyana, not the human woman with aconscience.”
She paused and took adeep breath. ™Y ou killed her. You killed Abby."

Camhlaidh’s eyes had gone black. "Y ou are so much more than what you have been. Y our Duncan saw
it. Even as he begged you to stop your war the other night, in hisheart he still worshipped you asthe
dark goddess you are. Destroy these sedlie pretenders and take what is yours, Mina. Spread your
shadow acrossthisland, and unsedlie faglings everywhere will fight for the chanceto kned at your feet.”

"And turn thewar in faery to your advantage.” She gritted her teeth and let the rage come. "I suppose
you thought that, if | managed to survive childhood, you' d have an ignorant little puppet desperate for the
chance to get the power and wedlth she' d always been denied. If you wanted that, you should have
fucking raised me yourself, Daddy.”

She hit him with everything she could muster, knowing thet it would make no difference to him. But to her
surprise, he staggered to hiskneeswith acry. For an instant, they stared at one another in mutua shock.

Then he stood up, turned, and seemed to Smply step away into thin air.

Minalet the rose drop from her hand and softly began to cry.

~*

Later that evening, Minawaked dowly back to the theater, her heart heavy. Her confrontation with
Camhlaidh had disturbed her and | eft the hollow ache of guilt in her gut. Once again, Abby had suffered
because of their friendship. It would have been better if Minahad turned away from everything human on
thefirst day she had learned of her fagling nature. At least then she would have avoided dragging her only
friend down into hell with her.

Duncan would probably disagree with that. Her longing to see and talk to him was so intensethat it was a
physica pain. Hewould hold and comfort her, she knew, and probably come up with some perfectly
logical reason asto why she shouldn’t blame hersdlf. He would probably even make her smile despite

everything.

The sde door to the theeter lay in splinters where something had smashed it in. Heart in her throat, Mina
ducked insde. Theair within wasthick with the reek of burning. The hallway was scorched with fireand
puddled by half-melted ice. Something sharp had gouged out along strip of plaster from onewall.

The sitting room was a disaster. Books lay scattered across the hearthrug, some still smoldering
dangeroudy. The microscope and telescope had been swept to the floor and smashed, and Duncan's
wheelchair lay overturned near the hearth.

Minagasped in horror. Closing her eyes, she reached out, trying to use her dyana’s power to find
Duncan’s presence. But, dthough shefdt the faint shadows of other unsediefaglings, she found no sign
of either Duncan or Bryan.

It was asif they had both vanished from the face of the earth.

*

Duncan peeled open eyesthat were crusted shut. His entire body hurt, as though he had been
bludgeoned repeatedly. Hisvison swam, and after amoment he redlized that his spectacles were gone.



Helay on something soft and yielding. Blinking to clear hisvision, he got animpression of brightly colored
coverlets and thick bed curtains. His spectacles rested on anightstand by his head, and he reached for
them and put them on, wincing as they rested on a cut across the bridge of hisnose.

Hewasin abedroom, he saw in confusion—and an extremely well appointed one at that. Gadlight shone
from ornate shaded lamps, gleaming off the deeply polished wood of wardrobe and chairs. Therewasa
faintly musty scent to the air, asif the room had just been reopened after long disuse.

The scene before him made no sense. The last he remembered, Knights and Hounds had burst into the
theater in asudden attack as overwhelming as it was unexpected. He and Bryan had done everything
they could to hold their enemies off, but sheer numbers had made the conclusion foregone. Something
had happened to make him lose consciousness...and now this.

He lifted both hands and studied the smooth iron bracel ets someone had fastened about each wridt.
Despite the unexpected opulence of his cell, he was nevertheless a prisoner.

Histongue wasthick from thirst. Casting about for a pitcher, he was surprised to discover asmall platter
of food sitting on the stand by the bed. There was a pear, ahed of soft-looking bread, and an
apple-cake. Hardly fancy cuisine, but certainly not prisoner’ sfare, either.

His heart went cold. There were tories, old stories, about faery food. Anyonewho ateit wasin thrall to
the fae forever. Of course, the med might be perfectly safe—he' d never persondly heard of any fagling
able to make faery food. But here, in what must be the house of his enemies, he would take no chances.
Instead, he reached out and swept the platter to the floor. The sound of breaking crockery wasloud, and
he wondered who or what it might summon.

Not knowing what else to do, he settled back and closed his eyes. How had the Seelie Court discovered
the theater? Had he been wrong in supposing that the watch for him had ended? But then, he' d been
there for over aweek—why hadn’t the attack come sooner?

And ancther, more chilling question: why was he il dive?

Duncan glanced at the ruined medl on thefloor. If it was faery food, then someone wanted an unsedlie
faeling who would tell them...what? Who all the other faglingsin the city were? Perhaps, he thought with
afrisson of fear, what they truly wanted was atraitor.

Thefaint sound of akey turning in thelock of the heavy, oaken door caught his attention. Bitterly, he
wondered why they had even bothered, considering he could hardly get up and totter acrossthe
rug-strewn floor. Taking adeep breath, he propped himsaf up on his hands and stedled himsdlf for
whatever horror might come through the door.

She dipped insde, small and delicate and beautiful as memory. Her red hair cascaded around her dender
shoulders, and an impish smile creased her cupid’ s-bow mouth. Duncan’ s heart lurched, and for a
moment al he could fed was the most profound shock of hislife.

Aerintilted one ddlicate brow. "What, Duncan," she asked, "no hedllo for your lost love?"

CHAPTER TWENTY-TWO
"Youaren't red," Duncan gasped, feding coldness settlein hisbelly.

Aerin smiled again, crossing the room to Sit down on the bed.



"Am | not?" she asked, running one soft hand down his nearest leg. "Do you see aglamour on me?' She
moved her fingersto theiron binding hiswrigts. "I’ m touching iron—that would bregk any spdlls of
deception, wouldn't it?"

For years he had dreamed of what might have been had he not been a coward, had she survived their
assault on the Sedlie Court. The redlity was more of anightmare than he ever could have imagined. "But
you'reyoung. You haven't aged at dl."

Her look grew sad. "And you have, my love."
"How?'

She sighed and crossed her arms over her firm breasts. "' Perhaps you will recognize me better thisway.”
She shimmered like areflection in awind-rippled pond. Then Aerin was gone, replaced by the glamour
of ahandsome, aging woman with long black hair and aregal face. Duncan recognized the face of the
woman not only from newspaper clippings, but aso from his own encounter with her younger sdlf. She
was Queen Rhiannon RiLIyn.

"I don’t understand,” he whispered.

"l know." Aerin dropped the glamour and sighed. "It'salong story. | was never who you thought meto
be, Duncan. Rhiannon was my sister. Well, not redly—we weren't truly related. But her mother’s
husband was my father, mated to an unsedlie fagling. Queen Catherine wanted her children to have equa
dominion over sedlie and unsedlie. Rhiannon was the child she showed the world, being of her own
blood, while | wasraised illicitly. When | came to womanhood, | chose to leave the palace and my
gster’ sshadow, and enroll in the university, where | met you.”

"You...you lied to me?'

"I had to. Y ou wouldn’'t have trusted me, else.” She reached out and touched hisface. He jerked away,
and shefrowned alittle. Y ou used to enjoy that."

Sow terror, turning the blood in hisveinsto ice. Thiswasn' t—couldn’'t be—his Aerin. Thiswas some
monstrosity conjured up by Rhiannon to drive him mad.

"All these years, you' vejust turned ablind eye to Roderick killing our own kind?"

Her mouth tightened sharply, alook he remembered dl too well. "The unsedie faglings of this city refused
to acknowledge me astheir queen. They brought it on themsdlves." Her face softened. "All but you. You
don’t know...I thought that you were dead, my love. That night we attacked the palace, when dl the
other unsedlie faglings chose to betray me, my true plan was to overthrow Rhiannon and take her place
on the throne. She thought that she had beaten me when | was captured. Then she said that she had
killed you, and that gave me all the strength | needed to day her.

"But after that...without you, none of it meant anything. I’ ve spent years wondering what might have been
had | given up on my ambitionsand smply lived out anormd life a your sde."

He swallowed thickly. "What do you want from me?"
"| ill loveyou. Can't you bdievethat | don’t mean you any harm?'
"Harm?Y ou set Knights on me and tried to trick meinto esting faery food!"

"The food was Roderick’ sidea. | told him we wouldn't need it, but he has become rather petulant



recently. What do | want from you? | want to help you, Duncan. | want to saveyou. | seeadl theyearsin
your eyes and your face—it shocked me when they brought you in, I'll be honest. Tell methat those
years haven't been an eternity of loneliness and frudtration and humiliation. Tell methat you wouldn’t
have given anything to relive that night over again and do it dl differently. | know. It’s been the same for
me"

He said nothing. She nodded, asif he had confirmed her thought. "I can wipeit al away, my darling. |
can makeit asif thelast thirty-five years never happened. | can take away dl the pain and the grief. All of
it"

Something seemed lodged in histhroat, cutting off his breath. "How?'

"Roderick can reverse what his mother did to you. He can give you back your legs. And you and | will
be together again, just as we were so long ago.”

Looking in her eyes, he saw that she was serious. To wak again...to be with her again...to makeit as
though none of this had ever happened....

It was what he had most wanted for longer than he cared to remember. It was what he would have gladly
sold his soul for, had the devil cared to make an offer. The stigma of being acoward, of being acripple,
would be gone forever. He could Start anew.

"In exchange for what?' he whispered.
Aerin gave him abeautiful smile. "In exchange for helping uskill MinaCole, of course.

~*

Mina collected everything she thought that she might need from the theater. Duncan’ s home wasn't safe
anymore, and it seemed likely that the Seelie Court had left awatch on the place. Besides taking her
staff, she stuffed the contents of Duncan’s heavy doctor’ s bag—herbs, bandages, lock picks, a hacksaw,
and her old dave colla—into asatche she could ding over her shoulder. She dso threw in anything else
portable that she could possibly conceive of needing, then headed at afast pace for the door.

Which was flung back before she could reachiit.

Startled, she dropped into a crouch, pulling blackness from the plague nights that had killed the thester.
But it was no eerie-pale Knight that stcumbled through the door.

"Bryan!" she cried, running to him.

Helooked awful, hishair in disarray, his clothing torn. He staggered alittle and put his hand to the wall
for support. "Mina," he gasped. "Thank God you' re here. They’ ve got Duncan!”

"I know! Where have you been?| thought they’ d captured you, too."

"They did, but | managed to escape. | had to run for my life—I couldn’t get the old man out.” Guilt
twisted hisface.

She put a hand to his shoulder. "Don’'t worry. Y ou did the right thing. We Il get him away from them.
Where have they taken him?"

Bryan' sface was ashen. "The pdace.”

Mind s heart turned to ice. "Oh, God." She'd imagined that they would put him in some half-defended



cell, like the one she had been held in benegath the ruined church. But the palace...it was the one place she
would never have dared go, even at the height of her power with her pack at her hedls.

"How the hdll are we going to get him?" she whispered.

"I’ll show you how | got away. There' s a secret passage they send the Knights and Hounds in and out
through, where no one €l se can see them. We can go through there.”

"Not and expect to live! I'll be damned if | repeat Aerin’ s mistake.”

"Wedon't have any choice! Not if wewant to seehim dive again!”

Mina closed her eyes and nodded. She couldn’t abandon Duncan, even if it meant her life.
Evenif it meant her soul.

If they went, they would need dl the help they could get. Some of Duncan’ s students would take the risk
fredy. Some of them.

Asfor therest...they could be coerced.

Hewouldn’t want that. Duncan would be horrified if shetook away the freewill of the other unsedlie
fadlingsto save him. He would probably rather die.

But Duncan wasn'’t the one who had to make the decision. That burden belonged to Minaaone.

Picking up her staff, she brushed past Bryan. "Come on. Let’ s go down to the Blackrush.”

*

They stopped a a butcher’ s on the way to the river. Pooling their dender funds, they bought the
bloodiest hunk of mest they could find. Carrying it in asack dung over her shoulder, Minamade her way
through the reeds on the river’ s bank. Night wasfaling, and she had chosen a spot where it was unlikely
that passersby would interrupt them.

Pulling out the chunk of dead flesh, Minaheld it over the water, |etting the blood drip into the peat-dark
river. Fighting to be calm and to concentrate, she sent out her call.

The aughisky’ s equine head broke the surface nearby, dead gray eyesfixing on her with interest. She
flung the meat into the water and watched as the fae disappeared, then surfaced benegath its medl. Sharp
fangstore into flesh, sngpping bone, and within afew moments nothing was | eft but a bloody spot
dissipating with the current. Minawondered morbidly if the aughisky would have preferred human over
COow.

Thefae waded up out of theriver, itsgray hide dripping dark water. The stink of rotting weeds and fish
washed over Minain awave. She breathed deeply, keeping her gaze fixed on the aughisky’ s eyes. When
it stopped before her, she reached out cautioudy and stroked its dimy mane. Speaking camly, she
explained her need to it. Its ears pricked forward, and it gave a soft snort. She supposed that the fact that
it didn’t leave meant it agreed to assist her.

She turned away, to where Bryan stood wide-eyed.
"Er, that should help," he said, and his voice shook.

Minasighed. "Help, yes. But she' s not enough. We need more.”



She closed her eyes and stretched out her arms. Unspooling her mind like a black thread, Mina cast out
acrossthe city, reaching farther and farther, until she felt like some enormous spider spinning aweb to
swalow Dere. Minds sparked as she touched them, and she let them fedl her need. A few, like Fox,
began to move towards her of their own will.

Therest tried to run.

There was nowhere for them to go. Mina caught them one by one, feding their minds squirm and scream
and writhe away. Shutting her earsto both curses and pleas, she thrust her own need into them, forcing it
to become theirs aswell. Some accepted it instantly and turned towards her, wondering why they had
been so unreasonable as to refuse before. But the strongest held out longer, fought harder. Michadl was
one of them, shrieking and railing, exhausting his own power in the futile attempt to get away from her.
She broke his stubborn mind with a quick snap, then realigned the remnants the way she wanted them.

And then sheredligned the rest of him aswell, pushing and shaping maleable flesh. Done with him, she
found the others who had fought hardest and changed them aswell.

The unsedlie fadlings began to emerge from the night around her, some of them il free and human. But
others came behind them, twisted into darker shapes by Mina s need, even asthe need of the Sedlie
Court had transformed its minions. Long, lithe shapes boiled out of the darkness, their scalesreflecting
thelight like chips of obsidian. Slime dripped from fanged jaws, and blood-colored eyes gleamed with
unholy light in their reptilian heads. Their claws gouged the cobblestones about them, and their tails coiled
and uncoiled in afrenzied tattoo.

Their counterparts came behind them, so shrouded in shadow that it wasimpossibleto tell mae from
femde. Cloaks of darkness billowed about them, and tangles of antler sprouted from their heads,
clutching a the sky.

"What—what are they?" Bryan gasped, and Mina could hear the horror in hisvoice.

"Knaves and Dragons," she said quietly, not meeting hiseyes. "To fight the remaining Knights and
Hounds."

"Oh, God. Y ou did thisto them.”
"Yes | did."
"Will you—can you—change them back later?"

"l don't know." A shiver ripped through her. "It might be kinder to leave them like this. Their minds are
broken, | think."

Bryan looked away. Minawondered if the act had cost her not only Duncan, but also her only other
friend aswell.

"Let’'sgo," shesaid grimly. She turned to the aughisky, and then stopped, heart tripping. Beyond its
broad shoulder, she caught a glimpse of awoman hunkered down on the edge of the river, industrioudy
washing the blood from a coarse shroud.

The bean-nighe turned her corpse face towards Minaand smiled aghastly grin. Don’t ask, Mina
thought, asif she observed her own life with an outsider’ s detachment. But her traitor tongue spoke the
words anyway.

"Td| methe names of thosewho will die."



The bean-nighe cackled. "Too many to name." Blood ran down her legs, pooling on the dgae-dimed
rocks beneath her. "Y ou are betrayed, Wilhemina Cole. It isyour shroud | wash."

The hairson Mina s neck stood up. "No. It'snot certain.”
Two red pinpoints burned far back in the bean-nighe’' s sunken eyes. "Isit not?"

Mina spun around and strode to the aughisky’ s side. Grabbing a handful of mane, she swung hersdlf
gracelessly onto its back.

Bryan stared up at her, fear twisting his handsome face. "Maybe we shouldn’t go,” he said.

Minashook her head grimly. "I won't believethat it's certain. Likely, maybe, but not certain.” Her fingers
tightened in horsehair braided through with riverweed. "And if it is, then you' d better believe I’ m taking
the bastardswith me."

She touched her hedsto the aughisky’ sflanks. It snorted and broke into abrisk trot. The other unsedlie
faelingsfdl into line behind them, chained to Mina swill. She pulled a glamour over them that she hoped
would at least alow them to gpproach the palace.

After that...she'd just have to see, wouldn't she?

They followed the winding Blackrush through Dere. Humans had built the ancient palace, Stuating it on a
wide bend in the river where queens and kings could launch pleasure barges. The Sedlie Court had left it
there despite its proximity to water, having no good excuse to move it to another locale.

Minaleft behind the streets she had known al her life. The shops and homes gradually changed,
becoming larger, cleaner and more ornate. The spires of the university’ s cathedral reached up only afew
streets away. Gates of black iron appeared in front of houses, defending drives wide enough to
accommodate carriages. Laughter and music drifted over onelow wall, and Mina caught a glimpse of
women in dresses of satin and lace. The streets themselves became smoother and wider. A few servants
clad inlivery ran late errands from mansion to mansion, their bearing as Siff asthe starched collars of
their shirts.

Duncan used to go to partiesin places like this, Minathought. The gulf between them loomed larger
than it had ever been. She’ d never truly redlized exactly how different the life of an educated nobleman
might be from that of afactory dave.

Minamore than half-expected to be met by an army of Knights and Hounds before they even came near
the high wall defending the pal ace from the city. But no ghostly white hide or vacuous pale face disturbed
the sanctity of the night. The wind began to pick up, tossing the branches of trees and flinging dead leaves
to the ground. A newspaper flopped down the street like awounded bird.

Minatook adeep breath, smelling smoke and winter. Thiswas her time. The seasons had turned away
from the Sedlie Court. Perhaps luck would aswell.

The aughisky dowed and snorted uneasily. Minaglanced down a Bryan. "Are we headed in the right
direction? Where is this secret passage you told me about?

Strain aged hisyouthful festures. "It’s near the Screaming Tower," he whispered, naming an ancient
dungeon of ill repute, where kings of old had imprisoned their own sons and brotherslest they become
rivasfor thethrone. "The tower actudly butts up againgt the wall—the passage runs through it.”

Mina sface twisted into aquick, nervous frown. "What idiot would build a secret passage in adungeon?



Did they want people to escape?’

"How should | know? Maybe the Sedlie Court put it in. The damned tower hasn't been used for
prisonersin a century—maybe that’ s where they keep the Knights and Hounds when they aren’t out
hunting usdown.”

The explanation made sense. "Take usthere, then.”

Thewadlls of the palace cameinto view shortly thereafter, towering structures of old stone ten feet thick.
Human guards patrolled, their shapesflickering in and out of sight asthey passed crendllations. The hairs
on the ngpe of Mina s neck stood up, and she shivered in the cold wind. There was no way they were
going to survivethis.

But she couldn’t abandon Duncan. She remembered the extraordinary courage he had shown time and
againin her defense. Could she do any lessand il live with hersdlf after?

It occurred to her suddenly that, with Abby gone, there would be no one to miss her if things went wrong
tonight. The thought filled her with despair.

Bryan led them dong the wall, clinging to shadows. Minadismounted and followed on foot, the aughisky
traling after. Where the hell are the Knights? I’ d have them patrolling along with the human
guards. Under a glamour of invisibility, yes, but there.

| don't like this.

The blocky silhouette of the Screaming Tower gppeared as ablot on the clear night sky. Bryan dipped
into its shadow, aworried look on his handsome face.

"All right," hesaid. "Hereitis"
And he smashed his s&ff into Mind sface.

The blow flung her to the street and nearly robbed her of consciousness. Agony exploded through her
head, followed by nauseain her belly. Shocked, she stared up stupidly and saw Bryan standing over her.
A terriblelight glowed in hiseyes, asif he burned from within.

You are betrayed, the bean-nighe had said.

Howls broke the quiet night. Baying and davering, Hounds erupted from the peaceful Side Streets,
Knightson their hedls. Dragons and Knaves surged to meet them, shrieking at the Sight of their enemies.
The more human fadlings flung up their defensesin desperation at the surprise attack. Firelit the night,
hailstones plummeted from the sky, and screams echoed againgt the tower’ swalls as people began to
die

Somehow, despite the fact that her head was spinning like a carousd, Minagot her own staff up intime
to block Bryan's second blow. Her mind shrouded in confusion, she thrust him back and staggered to
her feet. "Why?' she managed to shout. But hisonly answer wasto drop his staff and bring out a
wicked-looking knife with abronze blade.

She skipped back and reached towards the tower with her fagling nature. Chains of shadow looped
around Bryan'sarms and legs, the screams of the dying stopped his ears, and blood closed histhroat. He
tried to shrug them off, dashing away chains and thrusting the knife at her. Minablocked, took blindness
from the skeletons sedled in thewalls, and hurled it over his eyes. He staggered, dipped, and crumpled
agang thewal.



"Bryan?' Her heart hammering, she dropped down by him and grabbed his shoulder. Blood ran out from
beneath him, staining her boots. Startled, she rolled him over and saw that the knife had gotten caught
between hisbody and thewall, diding up under hisribs.

Hiseyesrolled. For amoment, the terrible light disappeared from them. "I didn’t...I didn't want to,” he
gasped. Blood frothed on hislips. "They made me—the food—was enchanted.”

Something went cold and dead indgde her. "It'sdl right,”" she whispered, stroking his hair back from his
face. " forgiveyou."

Fox fell over them both, screaming wildly asaKnight thrust his spear at her. Rage exploded in Mind's
brain, and she heaved the combatants off her. The earth opened like amouth, sucking the struggling
Knightin.

"That’ sfor Bryan, you bastards!" she shouted.

A Hound lunged at her, and shefrozeit initstracks. Frost gathered on her own skin, and her bregth
cryddlized theair. She waded into the fray, killing Knights and Hounds without thought, without fedling.
But more were coming now; perhaps the Sedlie Court had originaly underestimated how many unsedie
faglings they would find on their doorstep.

Sharp teeth nipped at Mina s arm. She spun and found hersdlf face to face with the aughisky. The fae
snorted sharply, then turned towards the wall and stamped an impatient hoof. Its barnacle-crusted ears
pointed forwards, and its bresth quivered in wide nogtrils.

The aughisky wanted inside, Minaredized. Grabbing its mane, she swung on its back, and together they
raced straight for the wall. Mina parted the stone like water, as Bryan had once done for her, and they
burst through the other side.

The contrast from the screaming chaos of the baitle was a shock. On this side of the wall, everything was
gill and slent. The human guards continued their patrol, oblivious to the uncanny fray beyond. A
courtyard surrounded the tower, and beyond it stretched what appeared to be a garden. The garden
gave way to awide lawn. In the center of that lawn was a huge, multi-storied structure that could only be
the paace. Bright light shone through hundreds of windows, asif the building burned from within.

Minaswallowed convulsively. Her ears still rang from both the din outside and the blow she had taken
from Bryan's saff. Agony split her face, and blood poured down over her lips. At the least, she guessed
that her nose was broken, dthough she didn’t have the courage to actually reach up and fedl out the full
extent of the damage.

The aughisky paced nervoudly through the courtyard and entered the garden. A few hardy roses
continued to bloom here and there, but most plants had lost their leaves. Dark hollies formed masses of
shadow, their red berrieslooking like dried blood in the moonlight. The aughisky cantered past the
marble statue of an angel, hisarms raised to heaven asif beseeching some favor from God. Nearby, a
wide pond broken by the shapes of degping geese reflected the moonlight, the fountain at its heart tilled.

"So, you've cometo kill them,” said asoft, girlish voice.

She stood on the other side of the pond, looking like something cobbled together out of disparate parts.
Her long hair was a bizarre mix of black and white strands, and her eyeswere two different colors. Her
body was scrawny and alittle odd in its proportions, and there was something decidedly inhuman in the
contours of her face.



Minabrought up her staff. "Who are you?' she demanded. Her broken nose made her voice sound
strange, as though she spoke through severd layers of woolen muffler.

Thegirl amiled. "Dagmar.”
The name was familiar from the newspapers. " Prince Roderick’ s daughter.”

"And Rhiannon’s. Or what callsitsaf Rhiannon, anyway." Dagmar tipped her head to one sde. "They
sent me here to stop you. | suppose they consider me expendable. They wanted amix of sedlieand
unsedliefagling, you see, thinking that | would be something they both loved. Ingtead, | turned out to be
something they both hated.”

Thewigtful tone of the girl’ s voice made Mina profoundly uneasy. She clutched her staff moretightly, but
Dagmar made no move to attack. Instead, she glanced back at the palace and gestured towardsiit. "Go
on."

"| thought you were supposed to stop me.”

"| said that’ swhat they wanted. But | doubt that what they want isin my best interests. I’ ve had to grow
up very fast, you understand, and | think it’stime | made my own decisions.” She turned back, and her
eyes gleamed, one with white light and one with shadow. "Go."

At that moment, the howls of Hounds broke out across the open lawn. The aughisky turned and snorted,
then bucked alittle. Taking the hint, Mina scrambled down. " Can you hold them?"

The aughisky hissed and displayed itsimpressive set of teeth.
Minaturned to the motionless Dagmar. "Thank you," she said.
Then sheran for the paace, staff in hand and satchel bouncing uncomfortably on her back.

She dipped into the palace through a servants' entrance, then stopped, wondering where to go next. Not
truly expecting any result, she once again tried to fed Duncan’s presence.

To her surprise, shefound him almost a once. Hope bloomed in her heart, and she tightened her grip on
her staff. Following her sense of him, she dipped like a shadow through the hdls of the padace. The plain
corridor shefollowed led her to the kitchens, then up aflight of stairsto another door. Opening it, she
stepped out into agrandeur she had never before imagined.

The hall was enormous; big enough to swallow the largest gpartment Mina d ever lived in severd times
over. Hoor-to-celing mirrors hung every twenty feet or so, their ornate frames heavy with gilding. Y elow
slk covered the walls, and delicate vases or marble statues stood in nooks. No less than three
chanddliersilluminated the hdl, each one festooned with hundreds of beeswax candles. Pricdess crystd
hung from benesth them, refracting the light into rainbows.

Fedling suddenly small and powerless, Minawaked down the center of theimposing hall. At theend
stood ahuge pair of double doors. One had been pushed open hafway, asif inviting her to enter. Taking
adeep breath, she stepped through.

Theroom fit the hall that led to it in every way. More chandeliers, more marble floors, more works of art.
Heavy tapestries, their colors faded with time, hung from the walls. Directly across from the doorsrose a
grand dais canopied in gold. Two thrones stood upon it, one dightly below the other.

"S0, you did makeit after dl. | would not have thought it possible,” said alow, rich voice.



Roderick stepped through asmall door set behind the thrones. Candldight touched his proud, beautiful
features, hisgolden hair, hisrich clothing.

Minaswallowed and fought the urge to knedl.
"I’ve comefor Duncan,”" she said shakily.

Roderick tilted his head dightly. Hisinhuman eyeswere pure poison. "Isthat any way to spesk to your
Crown Prince?" A Knight cameto stand near him, along pikein its hand and atruly wicked-looking
knifeat itsbet. Minaspared it only aglance.

"Giveme Duncan, and I'll leave."

"l don’'t think Duncan wants to leave." Roderick stepped away from the door. "Why don’t you ask him
yoursdf?'

And on that cue, Duncan walked onto the dais.

Walked. True, crutches had to give him the support that his stick-thin legs could no longer provide. But
there was no question that he moved under his own power.

Absurdly, Mina sfirst thought was of how very tall hewas. He had to duck abit to avoid striking his
head on the edge of the canopy. The movement threw him alittle off balance, and he staggered into the
Knight. Expressionless till, the Knight caught hisarm and waited until he had righted himsdlf.

"D-Duncan?How isthis possible?' Minaasked, bewildered.

Helooked at her, and the expression of wretched shame on hisface wasterrifying. "The Prince did this
forme”

Sow fear ate a her heart. She denied it. "In exchange for what?"

He shook his head sadly. "In exchange for you. | agreed to be the bait to bring you here. Not to do
anything to warn you."

You are betrayed, the bean-nighe had said. Only she hadn’t been talking about Bryan, who had never
betrayed anyone of hisfree will. She had meant Duncan.

"No," Minawhispered. "No. They did something to you, like they did to Bryan. Y ou wouldn’t do thisto
rre.ll

Another figure moved in the shadows of the door. She stepped out onto the dai's, moving to stand by
Duncan, her hand on hisarm. Minastared, not believing, but it was no glamour that created that perfect
face, that pert body, that gloriousred hair.

Aerin smiled and tipped her head against Duncan’ s shoulder. "My Duncan isn't foolish enough to eat
faery food, supid girl."

Duncan closed his eyes and bowed his head. "I’ m sorry, Mina. Truly, | am. Y ou have to understand—I
canundoital! I canundo al my mistakes. Everything will be the way it was before the night when | lost
Aerin." He opened hiseyes and looked at her, pleading. " Surely you understand that.”

Mina s mouth went dry. She had thought that something died inside her with Bryan. But that couldn’t
have been true, because whatever it had been was screaming now.



"Littlegirl, | suppose you thought that you could make yoursef into me," Aerin said, anasty grin on her
perfect face. "Take my lover, take my subjects, and take everything that belonged to me. But you've
failed. Y ou' re nothing but a shadow.”

Minaforced herself to amile, asif none of it mattered. "Fuck you, bitch.”

A wall of heated force dammed into Mina, hurling her to one side. Acting on ingtinct, she smothered it
with shadow and water, even as her body struck the floor with stunning impact. The stench of burning
hair filled the air, and her entire left arm screamed with pain.

Roderick, Minathought, groggy from the blow. She'd let hersalf be distracted by Aerin and Duncan—no
doubt asthey had intended al aong.

A mixture of rage and despair dammed through her, driving her to her feet and blocking a second attack.
No matter the outcome of this battle, she had aready lost. Bryan was dead, and Duncan had shown her
the worth of al his pretty words. A distracted part of her mind, seared with bitterness, realized what she
should have known dl dong—that aman like Duncan could never truly love afactory dave.

Roderick came a her again, ablaze of fire and light that blotted out the world. Even as Mina deflected
his attack, a sudden blast of cold and darkness came from the other side, freezing her burned skin. She
screamed in pain, fighting to shield hersdlf from them. Her breath seemed snatched away by dternating
heat and cold; as soon as she adjusted her defenses against one, the other hammered into her. It wasa
fataly effective tactic—no one could hold out againgt such punishment for long.

Blinking liquid out of her eyes—blood or swest, she didn’t know—M inaglanced towardsthe dais.
Roderick was descending the steps towards her, acruel smile on hisface. Aerin ill stood above,
athough she had moved to the edge, in front of Duncan. She looked wild, beautiful, and powerful, and
Minafet arush of hatred such as she had never known. For amoment, it lent her the strength to fling of f
their attack.

It didn’t give her enough timeto retdiate, though. A moment later, Roderick was on her again, scorching
her with fire. The tapestries on the wall behind Mina caught, going up with awhoosh of flame. Aerin
laughed and raised her hand, preparing to call down the power that would break through the last of
Mina s defenses.

Her laughter choked off. Perfect red brows arched in shock, and her lipsworked in silent amazement. A
thin streamer of blood |eaked from one corner of her sensuous mouth. More blood soaked through the
front of her green dress...where the point of a bronze knife emerged from between her bressts.

Duncan stood behind her, one arm locked around her shouldersto hold her till. Hejerked hard on the
knife, which he must have taken from the Knight he had sumbled against earlier. Aerin made alittle
sound of surprise and pain. Then the life drained out of her eyes, and she crumpled to the ground.
Duncan stood over her, hisface haggard, his eyes haunted.

"Aerin!" screamed Roderick. "My love! No!" He flung out his arm, and Duncan flew backwards,
damming into the wal behind the thrones with sickening force. The Knight raised his pike, ready to make
anend of him.

"No!" shouted Mina, flinging every last reserve at the Knight to burst his heart withice. The Knight
staggered, collgpsing beside Duncan’sinert form.

All the strength gone out of her, Minafell to her knees. Roderick turned towards her, hisface a mask of
fury and power. Thisisit, shethought in sudden terror.



"You aren’t doing too well, Roderick,” she croaked, licking lips parched from sediefire. "Your little
playmate’ sdead. And did | mention that your daughter betrayed you?'

Roderick dashed her to the floor, hard enough to tear the satchel from her back and scatter its contents.
Dazed, Minasaw the Prince approaching, wreathed in fiery light. His golden hair fanned out around him
likeahao, and Mina caught the faintest suggestion of gossamer wings unfolding.

Roderick reached out and hooked his multi-jointed fingers. Pain jarred through Mind s throat and chest,
and shefell over in aboneless hegp. She fought to breathe, but her lungs refused the demand. One hand
scrambled frantically over the floor, searching for her aff, but the only thing she felt wasthe usdless
contents of the satchd. A hypodermic rolled away beneath her fingers. A moment later, it shattered with
acrunch under Roderick’ sfoot. The Prince approached dowly, so close that Mina could have reached
out and touched hisfinely crafted boot.

"You dare," Roderick said in acold and furious voice. He lifted his hand again and made a second
gesture.

Minafelt her heart stop.

The bean-nighe was right, shethought dimly. That was my shroud. Her fingerstwitched in alast
gpasm, sKkittering over spilled herbs and coming to rest againgt the cold iron of her old dave collar.

Roderick’ s spell shattered. Mind s heart lurched, an agonizing spasm that dmost sent her down into
oblivion. With dl her remaining strength, she grabbed the dave collar and lunged at Roderick, hooking
the bent meta around hisfoot.

Roderick shrieked, leaping back asif he had been burned. Never touched by iron before, Minathought
grogaily. In that instant of distraction, she made agrab for her staff, twisted about, and cracked it against
Roderick’ s head with every remaining ounce of strength left in her.

The Princefdl.

Leaning heavily on the saff, Minaclimbed to her feet. Roderick lay unconscious, aknot aready forming
on hisforehead. Taking adeep bresth, Minalifted her staff, and droveit with al her might into hiseye.
The wood punched through skull and into brain. Minaput al her weight againgt it, making sure.
Roderick’ s body twitched once, and the foul smell of voided wastes rose up from it. Then he was till.

Her head spinning, Mina pulled the bloody staff out and staggered away. The fire from the tapestry was
gpreading, and smoke was starting to fill the huge room. Coughing and gasping, she somehow madeit to
the dais steps and dragged herself up them.

Duncan dumped againgt the wall, blood seeping from awound on histemple. Mina shoved the Knight's
body out of theway and lay down by him, touching hisface. He gave a soft moan, eyelids fluttering.

"We ve got to get out of here," Minasaid. Her voice rasped in her throat. "Can you walk?"

He blinked, fighting to focus on her. "N-no. Roderick must have reversed the hedling.” He struggled to
move, and then stopped, hisface white with pain. "I think my arm is broken. Possbly severd other things
aswdl. Isthereafire?'
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"Then go on." He reached out with his good hand and gave her awesk push. "Get away from here.”



"I’'m not leaving you."
"Youmust. | can't walk, and you can’'t carry me. It will bedl right.”

"Thehdl itwill! | didn’t comethisfar to leave youto die, you stupid martyr! I'll drag you al the way
across Dereif | haveto." How shewould do that, Minadidn’t know—she could barely stand hersdlf.
Angry tears gathered in her eyes, and she dashed them away. As her vision came back into focus, a
movement in the smal doorway nearby caught her attention.

Dagmar stepped out, her mismatched face lit from within. Frightening satisfaction filled her eyesasshe
observed the bodies on dais and floor.

"Y ou managed to do it after dl,” she said, her voice mild and uninterested. "I was not certain you could.”
"Ther€ s<till Rhiannon," Minareminded her.

Duncan shook his head, and then winced at the movement. "Aerin,” he gasped. " She killed Rhiannon
thirty-five years ago. It'scomplicated.”
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"l am the Queen of Niune now,” Dagmar went on thoughtfully. "Of course, therewill be a Regent until |
am old enough to ascend the throne, but | will make certain it is someone | can control.”

"We hdped you," Minagritted. "Now help us Put out thefire."
"Letitburn. Letital burn.”

"What about us?"

"Hdpisdready coming."

Dagmar disappeared back through the little door. Minasat staring in incomprehension. Then agust of
smoke blew into her face, and she began to cough.

"Y ou haveyour life, then," Duncan said. He reached up and touched her face. Aerin’ sblood had
congedled on hisfingers and left sticky warmth on Mina's cheek. "Go."

She shook her head. "No."
"Damnyou! Listento me!™ A coughing fit took him, and hisbody went rigid with pain.

A shadow came between Minaand the blaze of thefire. The sound of a sharp hoof clanging againgt
marble echoed through the heavy pdl of smoke. A moment later, cold water dripped onto the back of
her neck.

She put one hand to the aughisky’ sleg. The fae mare eyed Duncan thoughtfully, and then settled to the
floor.

"I’'m sorry," Minawhispered, hooking her hands under Duncan’ s armpits and dragging him roughly onto
the aughisky’ swet back. He gasped and closed his eyes as bones grated against each other. Minagot up
behind him, wrapping her amsfirmly around hiswais.

The dark fae cameto itsfeet in arush. Mina pressed her face against Duncan’ s back as the aughisky
carried them past the flames and away .



CHAPTER TWENTY-THREE

Minaamost didn’'t go to Bryan'sfunerd. But in the end, she felt that she owed him that much, if not
more. The day was gray with clouds and rain, perfect for unsedlie faglings—the few that remained in
Dere, anyway.

Of the survivors, many who had escaped transformation had fled the city, findly driven away not by the
threat of the Sedlie Court, but by one of their own kind. It was rumored that three or four Knaves and
Dragons haunted the banks of the Blackrush, empty and amless now that Minano longer gave them
purpose. Mina suspected that the aughisky was dowly picking them off.

She stood quietly by the grave, far enough back from the small collection of family membersthat they
couldn’t object too strenuously to her presence. The priest extolled the virtues of dying young and pure,
while Aunt Vivian sood looking stoicaly on. A thin woman in afolding chair wept helplessy, her body
seeming too fragile to withstand the sobs that wracked it.

On the opposite Side of the grave, just under the line of yew trees separating this part of the cemetery
from that containing the richer folk, sat Duncan and Fox. Minatried not to look at them. Shefdt as
though her heart had been torn out, leaving behind only araw, bloody emptiness.

Perhaps it would have been better to join Bryan in the peaceful earth.

At last the sermon wound to a close, and the mourners began to drift away. None of them cast aglance
in Mina sdirection, asif her presence was shameful. She wondered what they would do if they knew that
she had been partiadly responsible for Bryan's death.

Duncan and Fox had not moved. Wrapping her arms about hersalf to check her despair, Minaturned
and began to walk away, careful not to stray near them. But to her surprise, Fox moved purposefully
towards her. She stopped, fedling vagudly as though she awaited her own executioner.

"Duncan wantsto tak to you," Fox said matter-of-factly. Her wide, mad eyes werefilled with tears or
rain. "Hedidn't think | could get the chair over thisrocky ground fast enough to catch you before you
left.”

She leaned forwards and kissed Minaon the cheek. Then, her silk shawl drooping from her shoulders,
shewent to stand by Bryan’ sgrave. Her ever-present string dangled from her fingers amoment, then
dropped into the hole. Bowing her head, Fox turned away and |eft the cemetery.

Mina closed her eyes, not wanting to go to Duncan. It had been three days since she had last seen him.
They had been at the charity hospital the night of the battle, waiting for a doctor to ook at their wounds,
when she had told him everything that she had done. She had known then that he would hate her for her
actions, but she had at least hoped to get out of Dere before having to face that hatred.

| could still run away down the hill, she thought without hope. It’ s not as though he could chase me.
But, aswith Bryan, she owed him more than that.

Mina crossed the distance between them and sat down on a convenient tombstone. Marking the grave of
achild, it was small enough that she would be on eye-level with him, if she dared to meet hisgaze at dl.
One quick glimpsetold her that he looked awful—hiseft arm in ading and historso stiff with the
bandaging for his broken ribs. Not that she looked any better. Her broken nose was hugely swollen
under its plaster, and she doubted that the charity doctor had troubled himsalf too much about setting it



draght.

She sat hunched over, her hands clasped between her knees. The cold rain dripped out of her short hair
and hurt her nose when it hit too hard. After what seemed like an eternity of silence, she heard Duncan
dir.

"How areyou?' he asked.

She had expected condemnation at best, enmity at worst, but never that gentle query. Her entire body
caught in a sudden spasm of need for him, and it was everything she could do not to burst into tearsthen
and there.

"I'm leaving Dere," she said at last, when she thought she could spesk again.

Hewas dlent for along moment, asif considering dl theimplications. "Isthat what you want?' he asked
alast.

"l think we' ve dl had enough of what | want," she pointed out bitterly.

"Ah. | see" He thought about her words for awhile, and then sighed. "Does what | want matter to you at
al these days?'

"Of course. How can you even ask?"
"Y ou' ve been avoiding me."
"I didn’t think you' d ever want to see me again after what | did.”

"Ah," he said again, even more softly thistime. "1 wish that you had not doneit. | wish you had left meto
whatever death Aerin found expedient.”

She shook her head. "1 couldn’t. I knew that I d lose you by usng my dyana’s power, but it seemed
better than leaving you to die. | don't regret it. | can’t. Maybe you should have taken Aerin up on her
offer after dl."

"No. Her offer...was not entirely without merit, | suppose. | would belying if | said that it held no
temptation for me whatsoever. Perhapsif | had not known you, it would have been more tempting till.
But in the end | had moved on—had let go of the past. | think in an odd way that she never had.” He
sghed again, awigtful breath of air. "But that is neither here nor there. | asked if you care to hear what |
want."

"I’'m dreedy leaving Dere."
"l want you to stay."

Minalooked up at him, glimpsing the unguarded love in his blue-gray eyes—and the sudden desath of
hope was even more painful than its sudden birth had been. "Oh, God, no! Y ou aren’t wearing your
amulet, areyou?'

In response, he pulled it out from benesth his shirt and dangled it from his one good hand. "Of course|l
am. | trust you, but I didn’t want you making any decisions for me because you believed they werein my
best interests.” His mouth softened. "I want you to stay, Mina. | want you to be my lover, my friend, and
my wife"

She stared at him, wondering if the blow to his head had been worse than she thought. "Y ou can’t be



serious. Look a what | did. Some of the other faglings went with mewillingly, out of love for you. But
therest | turned into mongters, into things that would fight for me. In the end, | was no better than
Roderick or Aerin.”

Duncan sighed. "Y ou acted as you did because you had been pushed into a corner and saw no other
way out. And as for the Knaves and Dragons, | suppose | could not expect you to fedd much sympathy
for people who tried to kill both of us earlier. Would you have doneit, otherwise?'

"l don't know." She shook her head. "I would never have hurt Fox or Bryan, | do know that. But you
dtill think that | did the wrong thing.”

Duncan took off his glasses and rubbed at his eyes. "Of course| do."
"Then why ask meto Say?"

"I’ ve spent the last three days asking mysdlf that question. Y ou did something terrible for my sake, and |
would give anything to be able to undo that. But &t the sametime, | wonder whether or not | would have
acted so differently, if our positions had been reversed. | don’t know the answer to that.

"Bryan said something to methat |’ ve thought about a great dedl. That day when | asked you to leave
Dere, hetold me | was being afool. He said that you only acted according to your fagling nature. If one
wishesto love atiger, one must love thetiger for what it is, not for what one desiresit to be. | cannot
change what you are any more than | can turn the aughisky into avegetarian. And | do love you. My only
choices are to accept you for what you are, or et you go forever." He paused, and then gave aweak
laugh. "I don’'t know if that made sense.”

"It did." Minadared to glance a him hopefully. "Duncan, | swear Ill try not to use the power again. |
don't know for certain that it' sapromise | can keep. But | will try."

"I know."

"Then you want meto stay with you?'

"| thought | had already said that.”

"Yeah." She gave asudden grin. "Y ou redly want to get married?'

Duncan looked embarrassed. "Y ou have every right to tell methat | am an old fool, you know."

Minalaughed in delight and leaned over to kiss him. Her nose bumped roughly againgt hisface, and she
jerked back with ayelp of pain. "Maybe we should wait a couple of weeks, until we' re presentable
enough to go in front of the priest. Or until we find out whether or not I’'m going to debtors' prison
instead.”

"What had you planned to do if you left Dere?!

She gave an awkward shrug. "'l don’'t know. Just...lose mysdlf, oneway or another. | hadn’t thought
about it at dl. Butif I'm staying, | should find out whether or not | still have ajob down a The Sailor’s
Widow after disappearing for so many days.”

"Didn’'t I mention?" Duncan asked with elaborate casuaness. "I paid off your contract.”
"Youwhat?1 mean...h-how?"

Duncan regarded her thoughtfully. "Answer this question first. Y ou did something to Dagmar, didn't



you?”

Minashook her head in puzzlement. "There at the last, when the room was burning, | did want her to
help us. But she' s at least as much sedie asunsedlie. | didn’t think anything happened.”

"Perhapsit didn’t. Either way, she is doing something to help us now. A messenger cameto me a the
theater yesterday. Queen Dagmar has restored the RiDahn lands and titlesto me. I’ m not exactly arich
man, mind you, but | did have enough to complete your contract. And | think I'll be ableto providea
modest living for thetwo of us."

Shelaughed and flung her arms around him, careful of hisbrokenribs. "Yes! God, yes!"
"Wonderful!" He kissed her carefully. "We can go back to the theater and celebrate.”
"Y ou have a broken arm and two broken ribs," she pointed ouit.

He amiled, hisblue-gray eyes mischievous behind rain-stresked spectacles. "We Il just haveto be
cautious.”

She hugged him again, and then pushed the whedchair down the hill and away from the graveyard. The
rain fell on her face, wild and wonderful, and for the first time Minaredlized that even winter’ s orphans
might find their way home.

TheEnd
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