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TheFallen and  BeoePee

by Loretta Casteen
the Muse of the
8 January 2007
Street
It starts again. The baby begins
By Tim Pratt to cough and choke.
18 December 2000 Locked Doors
by Stephanie Burgis

" Pretty wild place,” Madisen said,
stepping aside to avoid adrunk retching 1 January 2007
hisway out of astrip club. Madisen

splashed through a puddle of rainwater

and beer, breaxing up the reflection of That wasthefirg rule she taught

neon signsand dretlights. Theair .
smelled of liquor, smoke, and swesting E:mr@g g‘ggii?ﬁge she left
bodies. .

You can never let anyone
suspect, hismother told him.

Heroic Measures

Sameaelle snorted. "Gomorrah was awild
place. Thisisaplayground. Why couldn't jpy M atthew Johnson
we go to Bangkok?

18 December 2006
Madisen took her arm. At six-foot-two,

Samadlle topped him by four or five Paleashewas, it washard to
inches. They strode down themiddieof believe hewould never risefrom
the street, and the crowd of drunken thisbed. Even in the darkest
pedestrians parted before them, unaware times, she had never redly

of theangesin ther midg. feared for him; he had ways
"Eight-year-old progtitutes make me been strong, so strong.
uncomfortable, and Bedlzebub isthere,

testing plagues. Y ou know how hefeds LoveAmong the Taus

about me. | like New Orleans." by Elizabeth Bear

"Bangkok's better," she said stubbornly.
Samaelle had rdlinquished her armor and 11 December 2006

black wingsinfavor of atanktopand  Nijlufer raised her eyesto his. It
ragged denim shorts. She kept her was not what women did to
sword, strapped firmly to her back, but - men, but she was a princess,
no mortal would seeit. They never did, gnd hewas only abandit. "|

until the last moment. want to be aWitch," she said.

A reckbearded men with a dozen strands, o and ot a Queen |

f beads hanai d his neck | CheolW|shtobenotloved, but wise.
oerd them " aent you hot i thet e 76l Your banditlord,if he can
asked, pointing at Madisen's red velvet Q!f‘:‘f methat, | might accept his
tuxedo. gt

Archived Fiction Dati K
"I've been hotter," Madisen said, Steppingg/giol(\)/w iction Dating back to

past him. EASS

They passed under awrought-iron
bal cony packed with leering, shouting
people. Dance music thundered out of

the bar below. "Hey!" someone called.
"1~ RPedl Shmawnw maey/oa ir tital ™







