L ucifugous by Elizabeth Bear

Guten Abend, meinen Damen under Herren! Y ou arethis chilly March evening aboard the zeppdin
Hans Glicker, departing old Caaisfor the city of New Amsterdam, jewe of British North America.
Among you isacelebrity: the famed Don Sebastien de Ulloa, known to the Continent as the Grest
Detective, dong with his assstant Jack Priest.

Ah! | see your concern. Clearly you know of Don de Ullod s reputation. Allow meto assure you, they
are only passengers on thisvoyage, just part of our small and cozy coterie aswe sail acrossthe Atlantic.
So, relax, ladies and gentlemen. After dl, thisis 1899, and thisis a zeppelin. What could possibly go
wrong?

Thelong novella Lucifugous chroniclesthistrip and the mysterious disappearance within, and opens
Campbell award-winning writer Elizabeth Bear’ s hardcover debut, the mosaic novel, New Amsterdam,
due out from Subterranean Pressin May.

Chapter One
1

Thezeppdin Hans Glucker left Caaisat 9:15 in the evening on acold night in March, 1899, bound for
New Amsterdam, the jewel of British North America. Don Sebastien de Ulloa, known to the Continent
asthe great detective, passed his departure on the promenade, watching the city lights recede through
blurring isnglass. He amused himsdlf by taking inventory of hisfelow passengerswhile enjoying the
aromaof afairly good cognec.

The Hans Glicker was nearly empty, aside from cargo. So empty, in fact, that Sebastien wondered if
shewould not have delayed her Atlantic voyage for want of passengersif shewere not aso amail
digpatch and carrying diplomatic papers. Her capacity was over sixty, but thistrip she bore only
fourteen.

The longest-term travelers were a couple who had been with the airship since Shanghai, Mr. Cui Joahua
and hiswife, Zhang Xiaoming. They had passage as far as the Spanish settlement of San Diego, on the
west coast of North America, where they intended to join family—if the intersection of their limited Arabic
and German and Sebastien’ s equally flawed Cantonese could be trusted.

It seemed atremendous journey, but the trans-Siberian and then trans-Atlantic route by airship was
actually faster and more secure than the month one might expect to spend on a steamer east acrossthe
Pecific. Mr. Cui waswilling to risk his household furnishingsto the pirates infesting the Windward 1des,
but, being of apractica bent, he was not willing to risk hisown life or that of hislovely wife.

Another six comprised atouring group of five Colonids and one European that had been with the Hans
Glicker sance Ukraine. Thetouring group, which had boarded in Kyiv after traveling by rail from
Moscow, were dl plainly well-acquainted aready, and what with one casually overheard conversation
and another, Sebastien had pieced together agood ded about them. The eldest passenger, though by a
few years only, was Madame Pontchartrain, a stout, gray-eyed matron enroute to her family’ sestate in
French Mississppi by way of New Amsterdam. She accompanied ayoung Colonid relative of
apparently impeccable breeding and small estate, a Mademoiselle LeClere, who said she wastravelling
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home to Nouve le Orleans. The resemblance between them was strong enough that Sebastien thought
Madame Pontchartrain must have been avery great beauty in her youth. He also thought them lucky that
the Hans Glucker’ s route-new the previous September—spared them atrip by rail acrossthe interior of
the North American continent. Various treaties with the Native nations would have made it possible, but
far more rigorous and perilous than amodern journey by air.

Next was Oczkar Korvin, an aristocratic Hungarian with hair as dark as Sebastien’ sand an equally
patrician bearing. A platinum chain leashed his pocket watch, and though he had the sdlow Habsburg
coloring, he was undisfigured by the famous deformed jaw. A collatera branch, no doubt.

Thelovdiest of the group was aso the most famous. She traveled with an entourage and claimed three
cabins. Dressed outrageoudly in aman’ s suit and cravat, Lillian Meadows, the American moving picture
dar, crossed her ankle over her knee and smoked Virginia cigarettes in along tortoi seshell-and-jet
holder, gesturing extravagantly with fingers studded with sgpphires and diamonds. She was returning to
Atlanta~where the studios were-from a European junket. Her white-blonde hair had been arranged in
delicate waves around jeweled pins, and the English couple-who like Sebastien had boarded at
Cdais-avoided her.

One of her traveling companions was aman nearly as beautiful as shewas, and dso blond. Hewore his
darker gold hair dicked back againgt his skull, a handlebar moustache accentuating planed cheekbones
and adefined jaw. Hisnamewas Virgil Allen, and he was awedthy farmer’ s son from South Carolina,
and aplayboy by reputation.

The other was awoman, the Boston authoress Phoebe Smith. She afair-haired, bespectacled, sensible
small woman with astubborn tilt to her head, straight-spined in widow’ s black that did not suit her, her
hands usualy folded before her. She carried alittle bag with ablack paper-bound note-pad and
fountain-pen, and every so often she would take them up and scribble aline,

A further six passengers had boarded at Calais. Two were Sebagtien and his companion, Jack Priest,
who presented every gppearance of being ayoung man of excellent family. In truth, his breeding was no
better than Sebastien’s. But—a s0 like Sebastien’ s-his education was unparaleled, and awork in constant
progress. He was seventeen years old and looked fifteen, with delicate bones and touded fair hair likea
girl’'s

Three and four were Michid and Steven van Dijk, Dutch businessmen travelling only asfar as New
Amgerdam, where even under English colonid rule there was il athriving Dutch community. Michie
was the el der, fortyish, round-cheeked under graying, wavy fair hair, and plump without seeming
heavy—aslight on hisfeet asif he wasfilled with the same hydrogen that bore up the dirigible.
Steven—pronounced stay-van-wastaller and younger and also plump, hisdark hair cropped short, his
cheeks usudly flushed and his eyes glittering with good cheer. He kept agreen miniature parrot in his
cabin, or occasionaly on his shoulder, and Jack was instantly enamored of them both.

And the find two-the ones who seemed determined to avoid all of the Colonids, both the British
colonias and the Frenchwomen—were a couplein their twenties. Hollis and Bestrice L egstherby were

L ondoners moving house to take advantage of a palitica gppointment in the Pennsylvania colony, where
an ambitious young man could advance faster than in Albion. Shewas darkly lovely whilehewasa
freckled redhead: astriking pair.

Sebastien learned those things easily enough. Observation was along-honed habit, though he intended
merely aminor distraction for the hours until he could decently be seen to retire. The journey overland
had not been easy and Jack had been delayed, only joining him in Caaisthat afternoon. Sebastien could
not afford to be seenin good light until they had had afew minutes aone.



And s0, from his solitary post a the dark end of the promenade, away from the too-revealing electric
lights, Sebastien observed the other passengers and watched Jack.

Jack held court forward aong the promenade, his admirers a potential source of amusement or
inconvenience. He was drinking champagne rather than liquor, but hislaughter told Sebastien enough
about his conversation with Steven van Dijk and the L eatherbys to swamp that raft of faint reassurancein
aseaof potentid tribulations. He would flirt. And right now he wasflirting with Mrs. Legtherby,
immediately under her husband’ s oblivious eye-and sparing alittle charm for van Dijk, aswell.

Sebastien cupped his glass before hisface, and pretended to taste the cognac. The sharp, drowning scent
was good. It blunted his hunger, which threatened to grow overwheming, and the snifter gave him
something to occupy hands that wanted to tremble with desire.

The socid dance was not distracting him tonight. He could fedl it in the cut-glass edge on his senses, the
heaviness of limbsthat would transform into mercuria quickness when he required it. Too much more
and hisrestraint would fail. He' d waited too long.

Discipline was dways amatter of degree to such as Sebagtien, and it had required a certain subterfuge
and deight of hand to free himsdlf of old friends and dlies. That done had consumed days. His court
would be displeased when they came to understand that he had abandoned them. He would be missed,
and their protests would have carried the day if he had paused to listen; Sebastien de Ulloawas
notorioudy too soft-hearted. But he could not remain in Europe. It held no savor for him now, and
boredom and sorrow were ever more dangerous adversaries than any merely human agency.

Therewas somerisk in travelling in secret, in shedding his court. He should have left Jack, too. .. but
Jack would dmost certainly leave him, soon enough (as his proteges aways did) and he couldn’t travel
without an entourage. Therall journey from Helsinki to Cdais done had taxed his strength and ingenuity.
But he had needed to be free of Europe, so full of secretsand history, and al of Evie' sfriends.

He closed hiseyes. Hisrestraint would hold through this endless, tiresome evening, and then hewould
have what he needed. Jack would take care of him. And once he came to the Colonies-well. If he could
not make anew beginning in America, then hewould find an end.

He opened his eyes again, watching Jack tease and flirt and please himself. Meanwhile, someone was
dipping up on him, and Sebastien was meant not to notice. The warm scent of her skin carried over the
cognac, though, even if he hadn’t observed her movements or heard the scuff of her shoes on the deck.
Still, he pretended oblivion, because it amused him to.

It was Mrs. Smith, the blonde American novdigt, and he feigned startlement when she touched hisarm.
“Sointent,” shesaid. “What isit that you see, | wonder?’
Sebadtien tipped his untasted glass at Hollis Leatherby. “More than he does, in any case.”

She bore ared wine cupped in her hand, the stem falling between her fingers, asif she meant to warm the
contents with her palm the same way Sebastien could not manage to warm his cognac. She smiled, her
glasssslifting asthe bridge of her nose crinkled. “ Are you certain?’

“My dear lady,” Sebagtien said, “1 am certain of nothing. But | will speculate. And my first speculation
concerns acharming American, yes? And her agendain gpproaching asullen stranger a aremarkably
boring cocktail party.”

“You'reasgriking man. A mysterious Continenta stranger. With acertain notoriety. That' s supposed to



be enough, isn't it?’

Sebastien shook his head, amused. It had been some time, admittedly, but when last he’ d consulted a
looking glass, he had been of dightly better than average height (for a modern man) and somewhat
swarthy complexion—convenient, asit conceded hisfrequent palor—with dark hair, thinlips, and a
hooked nose. He had no reason to believe much had changed since then. Passable, certainly; his court
had never complained of hisugliness. But striking was quite plainly in the eye of the beholder.

“At least you didn’t call me handsome,” he replied. “ Jack would never let me hear the end of it. But
come, now—don't we both prefer honesty, Mrs. Smith?”

She sipped, then swirled the fluid in her glassto release the aromas, and considered him. “Will you treet a
lady novelist to ademondtration of your storied powers?’

Ah. Wdll, that neatly explained why she had sought his darkened, solitary corner. He was material.

And Jack had noticed that Sebastien had company. He caught Sebastien’ s eye over Begtrice
Leatherby’ s head, offering alittle smile that whispered you'll pay later, then turned back to Steven van
Dijk and the five-inch-long grass-green bird who perched on Steven’ sforefinger, eyeing Jack asif his
nose might be some sort of undiscovered ddlicacy.

Well, Sebastien would cheerfully abet anyone s quest for a continuing education, especialy asmart
young woman's. He reminded himsdlf to breathe and said, “ On whom shdl | inform? And areyou in the
mood for gossip, dear lady, or for parlor games?’

“Atdl cods, gossp.”

Heturned from her quirk of smile and cast his eye over the other passengers. During Sebastien’s brief
distraction, the Captain—K onrad Hoak—had extricated himself from conversation with Oczkar Korvin
and Michiel van Dijk and joined Jack’ s group, pretending a fascination with the parrot to cover a
fascination with Betrice Leatherby. Curioudy, Hallis Leatherby seemed far more cognizant of the
Captain’ sflirtation than of Jack’ s—or perhaps there was Smply more of concernin agrown man's
attentions to one' swife than those of afresh-faced lad, no matter how pretty.

In any case, afrown tugged the corners of Leatherby’s mouth as he excused himsdlf, added hiswife's
empty glassto hisown, and made hisway down the promenade stairs toward therolling bar in the dining
room. He brushed past Mme. Pontchartrain stiffly, flinching from her effusive greeting while handing over
both glasses.

Perhaps Mrs. Leatherby was the jealous one. She certainly glowered sharply enough when she took note
of the conversation, though Sebastien did not think Mme. Pontchartrain was the sort of woman who
would drive most wivesto jealous rages.

Meanwhile, Mr. Leatherby waited as the bartender, a strapping fair-haired Hun of the sort epidemic
among the Hans GlUcker’ s crew, mixed martinis and added olives and onions. But L estherby too
couldn’'t resst aglance over his shoulder while he waited, or awince when hiswife dimpled prettily at the

captain.
So Leatherby was aso jedlous. But not the type to cause a scene.

And any fool could seeit, so it would hardly serveto impress an intelligent woman. And Sebastien did
fed the urgeto impress her, though he mocked himself for it. Haven't you left all this behind,
Sebastien? Haven't you sworn it off, the flirtations and seductions? A clean start, wasn't it?



Ridiculous, of course. He was what he was, and had been far [onger than this enjoyable young woman
had been dive.

And there was Jack. So not aclean sart, exactly. But Sebastien could no more leave Jack behind than
hisgrief and hismemories. And like those memories, Jack was perfectly capable of chasing him all the
way to New Amsterdam.

It was the hazard in taking apprentices.

“Wdl?" Mrs. Smith said, shifting close enough that he could fed her warmth on hisarm. “I’ m still waiting
to be amazed.”

He wanted to impress her, but he had hidden in his dark corner for areason; he wasin no mood to
perform for anyone. Perhaps he could distract her. “Y our impoverished Frenchwoman,” he said, with a
smile. “Do you suppose she plansto marry American money?’

Hedidn't need to point. On their left was the outward-danting wall of isinglass that showed the sea
below and the fading lights of the French coast. On their right was the dining room and the bar, from
which Lestherby was emerging with his offering to hiswife. Meanwhile, Mme. Pontchartrain, perhaps
one or two sherries over her limit, was engaged in a conversation with Zhang Xiaoming that involved a
good dedl of handwaving and laughter on both sides. She was, however, keeping one drooping eye on
the same thing that had drawn Sebastien’ s attention: Mlle. LeClere, who perched on the bench of the
arship’sultralight duminum piano dongside Virgil Allen, playing the low noteswhile he played the high,
and together producing asomewhat abused version of “The Lightso’ London.”

“Shée ll be disgppointed,” Mrs. Smith said. “Virgil’ sa second son.”

“I'm surprised the girl’ s guardian permitsit either way,” Sebastien said. “Has she spent the entire trip a
the bar?’

“Shedoestipplealittle,” Mrs. Smith admitted. “ Though one doesn't like to judge. After my Benjamin
died—" Her voicetrailed off, and she sipped her wine. “Well, one copes as one can. And short of turning
to necromancy or mediums, acohol hasits mercies.”

Her lingering sorrow was contagious, awakening his own. Sebastien wished, for amoment, that he could
risk the cognacin hisglass. “And Mlle. LeClere?’

“Ah,” Mrs. Smith said. “A beautiful, guileless, impoverished heiress. And dl the men of good estate flock
"round....”

“My dear,” Sebagtien answered gdlantly, “1 prefer awoman who knows her own mind.”

“Wall, there' senough of those on thistub.” The wine made her sparkle. Or perhaps the winewas an
excuse to shed alittle reserve; one could never be too sure. “Y ou won't go lonely.”

“Madame,” he said, sncerely, “if only it were s0.”
#

Sometimelater, Mrs. Smith excused hersdlf to visit the ladies washroom, leaving Sebastien to hisown
devices. Eventudly, someone was bound to notice that he’ d been standing in the same corner, swirling
the same cognac in his glass for hours. Hunger wouldn't make him wobbly or vague, but it would make
him sharp-set, unnerving. And he did not care to leave hisfellow passengers... unnerved. Attention now
could lead to suspicion later.



Sebadgtien picked hisway down the steps toward the bar, to rdieve himsdf of hisundesired burden. He
would collect Jack (who had descended to the dining room) make his excusesto the captain, and retire.

The steward took Sebastien’ sfull glasswith asmile and dipped it under the bar. Sebastien winked at
him; hefound he could generally rely on the international conspiracy of bartendersfor discretion.
Especidly as Sebagtien was dways well-behaved.

Heturned away.

It was Jack |eaning against the piano now, while Oczkar Korvin tried hishand at alittle Bach. The result
was generaly superior to the English parlor tunes, not in the least because no-one attempted to sing.
Korvin's hands were long and gaunt, knobby-fingered, and his hair fell over his eyes as he leaned
forward, arms akimbo over the keyboard. He glanced up as Sebastien came over and settled in beside
Jack. “Don Sebastien.”

The effort to speak did not gppear to affect his concentration. “Korvin Ur,” Sebastien answered, giving
the other man’ s name the Hungarian honorific before continuing in the same language, “A plessureto
make your acquaintance. How did you cometo be travelling with so many lovely women?’

Korvin laughed and let hishandsfal silent on the keys as he answered in English, perhgps noticing Jack’s
furrowed brow—a patent fraud, as Jack spoke Hungarian like anative. “1 noticed the notorious Mrs.
Smith had cornered you. Beware of that one. She'll have your secrets out of you like a pocket
handkerchief.”

“Indeed?’ Sebadtien folded his arms and settled hisweight on hishedls. “ Y ou met her in Kyiv?’

“Moscow. With the other ladies, and Mr. Allen, ten days ago. The airship’ sroute took us across most of
the Bdltic states. The Hans Glicker isnot what you would call a=" He snapped hisfingers asthe English
word eluded him.

“Express,” Jack supplied.

“Thank you.” The shared smile made Sebastien’ s neck hairs prickle. “Maoscow,” Sebastien prompted,
more from curiosity than towards a purpose. Pretending he did not see Jack’ ssmile, hesaid, “I am
preternaturaly nosy.”

“That iswhy they cdl you the detective, | presume,” Korvin said, with reasonably good humor. “Have
you hoticed the L eatherbys? | would not have expected them to be any more acquainted with either of
the Colonid parties-American or americain—than | was, but | would say that they have aquite
developed aversion to Madame Pontchartrain. Although” —hisfingerslifted from the keysto adjust his
cravat—“they get on well enough to our Dutch friends.”

“ S0 not just English standoffishness, then?”

Jack stirred and cleared his throat before Korvin could answer. “Madame Pontchartrain,” Jack said.
“How good of youto join us.”

She was carrying water now, not sherry, and walking quite steadily, though with a certain degree of care.
She paused afew feet away and smiled. “I beg your pardon, gentlemen,” she said, in French. 1 had
cometo seeif | could prevail upon you for alittle more music.”

Korvin lifted hisfingers from hislap and stretched them. “ For theright tithe,” he said, “1 might even sing.
Master Jack, would you seeif the bartender has a bottle of cognac back there?’



“Indeed he does,” Sebastien said, nodding permission to Jack. “ Good evening, Madame-"

Sherolled her shoulders over a corset that gave her the genera appearance of the prow of a battleship,
and curled one loose strand of her uptwisted hair around her finger in agesture that would have been
coquettish, were she young. “And good evening to you, Don Sebastien. I’ ve spent agood dedl of timein
Spain, and you are thefirst of your family I’ve met. Might | inquire where you are from?’

Helaughed and turned it aside, hiding his discomfort. “New Amsterdam, as of today. | am emigrating.”
“Along with your... pupil?’

“My ward,” he said. Helifted his chin to watch Jack’ s negotiations with the steward, the jerk of his
thumb over his shoulder as he said, no doubt, the drink is for Mr. Korvin.

“A likely lad.” Her voice purred alittle, just this Side of insinuating, and Sebastien drew himsalf up.

“Very likely,” he answered, and made himsdf scarce. It was late enough to permit adignified escape. If
Jack wanted to stay up and flirt with the ladies-and not just the ladies, apparently—he could perfectly well
follow when he was ready. Sebastien would survive until he got there.

Asit happened, he didn’t have to survive long. Jack arrived no more than ten minutes later, brushing
aside with one hand the curtain that covered the doorway. He peered through and dipped insde, pausing
just within. *Y ou should have said something.”

Sebastien was sitting on the lower bunk, a gothic novel open upon his knees. He paused with one page
delicately uplifted between hisfingers, and looked up. “1 hadn’t the wit | eft to divert Mme.
Pontchartrain’ s determined questioning. Fortunately, | had the wit to redlizeit, so | pled acognac
headache and fled. Y ou seemed to enjoy yourself thisevening.”

Hisvoice went sharper than he d intended, but Jack just smiled and turned to be certain the curtain was
closed. “Put out the light, Sebastien.”

Sebastien stood and pulled the shade down. There were no windows in the cabin, but an eectric
porthole light—of al the futuristic contrivances—provided illumination. It was operated by excess power
from the Hans Gliicker’ s sx motors and easly darkened by a shade should the occupants desire.
Electrical switches could cause aspark, considered undesirable in ahydrogen-filled vehicle. Thedim
rooms suited Sebadtien very well. Much better than any sailing vessdl might have.

The cabin seemed even closer with the lights out. Sebastien could see exceptiondly well in the dark, but
he closed hiseyesto fed Jack moving. Sebastien heard him unbuttoning his collar, untucking his shirt,
hanging hisjacket in the dark, and diding his braces down. He kicked his shoes off, and Sebagtien heard
his shirt and trousersfdl, aswell. “ Jack?”’

“Come here.”

Sebastien went to him, catfooted. He folded his arms around Jack and pressed his mouth to warm,
uptilted lips. He breathed Jack’ s scent; released from his clothes, it hung about him like the drapery ona
Grecian Statue. Jack’ sfingers pressed Sebagtien’ s cheeks and he clucked, not liking what he found.
“Don't wait thet long again.”

“l wasdone”

Jack’ s hands did across Sebagtien’ sface and knotted in his hair, pushing him to his knees, pressing
Sebagtien’ s cold face againgt his skin. Jack leaned againgt the bedframe. “Waell,” he said, “for Christ’s



sake, don’'t wait now.”
#

Early the next morning, when the Hans Glicker waswell away over the Atlantic, Madame Pontchartrain
was discovered missing from her cabin and, in fact, the entirety of the dirigible. Mademoiselle LeClere,
deegping in the top bunk, claimed to have heard nothing in the night.

Chapter Two
2

Sebastien could no moretravel unescorted than could a respectable woman, athough in his case the
difficulty was of well-being rather than socia standing. They retired separately; Jack dept in the bottom
bunk, closer to the curtained doorway. Sebastien did not deep, but lay listening to the Hans Gliicker’s
deep silences, the creak and strain of her superstructure, the muted breathing of the nearest passengers.
Both men would have preferred aroom with a door—even adoor of spruce splints and doped cloth—but
there was no such luxury to be had aboard the dirigible.

So when someone pounded with a nervousfist againgt the auminum doorframe beside the curtain, the
wall rattled againgt the bunk, waking Jack with agtart. Sebastien was dready Stting upright in the filtered
gloom when his companion rolled out of bed. “Coming,” Jack called.

Sebadtien dipped from the top bunk and withdrew into the room’ s most shadowed corner, shrugging his
dressing-gown over his nightshirt. Jack checked that he was halfway presentable before flicking the
curtain aside.

“Detective! You are needed! Madame Pontchartrainisgone!” A crewman’svoice, by the coarse
German accent. Jack glanced over hisown shoulder at Sebastien. “A mystery,” Sebagtien said, with an
impatient turn of hishand. “How quaint.”

Jack turned back to the crewman and let the curtain fall wide while Sebastien stepped forward to stand
at his shoulder. Jack’ s German was better than the crewman’ s English, so he spoke in that language.
“Y ou wish to speak to the detective?’

“The captain does,” the crewman said, his cap clutched to his breast. His eyesflicked around the dark
cabin, taking in the blacked-out light, the two rumpled beds. He swallowed.

“Excdlent.” Sebagtien drew his dressing gown closed across his chest, asif hefdt achill. “I’ll meet himin
thesdonin haf an hour.”

He reached over Jack’ s shoulder and flipped the curtain shut in the surprised crewman' sface. Jack
waited until he heard footsteps and stepped back, pressing his shoulder to Sebastien’sarm. “No holiday
for you,” hesad.

Sebastien, turning away, paused to toude Jack’ s hair. “Pull your trousers on, there' sagood lad, and go
and check the salon for me, would you?’

“Already done,” Jack said, crouching by histrunk. “Use the center sair. | looked last night. It'saway
from any windows.”

Sebadtien flipped his vaet case open and searched compartmentsfor his cufflinks. “ And get yourself
some breskfast,” he said without raising hischin. “You'repae.”



#

The cabins, lounge, and dining room were on the main deck, in the belly of the seven-hundred-foot-long
arship. The promenades lined that same deck, their isinglass windows angled down, following the curve
of the dirigible' s body, and showed the passing earth and sea below; direct sunlight would not be a
problem except at sunset and dawn.

There was a second promenade one flight up, and the lower deck, while mostly crew quarters, aso
contained the gdley, the washrooms, the smoking room-with its ashestos ceiling and tin floor—and the
son.

Which was empty but for Mrs. Smith when they entered. Barely twenty minutes had el gpsed; Sebagtien
could be ready very quickly when he chose.

The salon was a pleasant room, windowless and in the center of the lower deck as acourtesy to
passengers of delicate digposition who might find the Hans Gliicker’ s dtitude or motion unsettling, and
thusit was very well suited to Sebastien’ s needs. The steady drone of the zeppelin’ smotorswas a
constant accompaniment as he collected a china cup of teafrom the small banquet laid along onewall,
then chose aleather wing-backed chair beside the door. Meanwhile, Jack piled jam on sconesto suit an
adolescent’ s appetite.

Mrs. Smith was aready seated on the divan, applying asilver fork to the pastry on her canary-yellow
Meissen cake plate. She had acknowledged Sebastien earlier. Now, he touched the teacup to hislips
before he st it, and its saucer, on the Sdetable. “Mrs. Smith,” he said. “Y ou seem very cam.”

Her eyebrows rose over the frame of her spectacles. “I’m screaming insde,” she said, and laid the fork
down beside her plate. “But that’ s no reason not to eat.”

“Did you hear anything last night?’
“| thought you'd ask how | learned of the mystery.”

“Actudly,” hesaid, “I’'m curious how you knew to bein thisroom. As my message was for the captain
aone, | beieve”

She sipped her own tea. “I eavesdropped.” She smiled. “My German is excellent.”

The door at the base of the stair swung open. It was afragile thing, fabric stretched over awooden
frame, closed by awooden latch for lightness of structure. Sebastien and Jack stood as Captain Hoak
entered the sdlon done, hishat pinned againgt his side by hisleft ebow. Mrs. Smith remained seeted, as
was proper, but set her teacup down.

“Mrs. Smith,” the Captain said, in English. “Good morning. And guten Morgen, Don Sebastien, Master
Jack. IsMrs. Smith—" He wavered, uncertain as to whom he should be addressing.

“Mrs. Smithisjust leaving,” the authoress said. She abandoned her cup and plate and made sure of her
reticule before sanding. “1 shal bein the observation loungeif | am required. Thank you for the
excellence of your company, Don Sebastien.” She offered her gloved hand. He took it and bowed over it
lightly. “Master Jack,” she concluded, with ateasing smile that sent high color acrossthe young man’s
face, and swept past the Captain with alittle gracious nod.

The Captain turned to watch her go. Hewas atall man, blond hair graying, and he carried the beginnings
of asmall, hard paunch. He sighed lightly as the door latch clicked and went to fetch his own coffee.
“How much have you been informed, Don Sebastien?’



Sebadgtien reclaimed his chair asthe Captain sat. Helifted his cooling teaand blew across the saucer.
Jack, who had aready finished two scones and was toying with the crumbs on his plate, sat aswell.
Sebastien expected a steward would be along to tidy when their conference was done. “ Only that
Madame Pontchartrainis... gone, | believe the word was. Not dead, | takeit then?’

“Vanished,” the Captain said. “ Dead, perhaps. If sheféell, certainly, but there’ sno evidence she did. No
breach in the hull, and the passenger doors are sedled—and she did not enter the control cabin.”

“Have you searched thelifting body?’ Sebadtien’ s hand rose, an extended finger indicating the celling and
the giant framework of auminum beyond it. Within the streamlined lifting body were thirteen
donut-shaped gas containers filled with hydrogen and harnessed by netting within the dirigible sframe.

“We are searching it now,” Captain Hoak said. “But there has been no sign of her there. And of course,
even if awoman of her... dignity could be expected to be clambering up ladders, the hatchways are kept
locked.”

Sebagtien picked up his cup and saucer and stood smoothly, without reliance upon the arms of the chair.
“By dl means,” hesaid. “Let usexaminethelady’s cabin.”

#

Madame Pontchartrain’ s cabin was no different from Sebastien’s, except in that women’s clothing-a
dozen or s0 dresses, hdf of them rich with velvet and silk, and cut for amore generous figure than the
plainer mudins and wools-and two nightgowns-hung from the bar at the foot of the bunks, and the upper
bunk had been tidied. Sebastien and Jack searched the cabin thoroughly, to the Captain’ s tiff-lipped
dismay, and found little of note. The lower bed lay asit had been |eft, the covers smoothed roughly over
abottom sheet that was rumpled but not creased; hardly typical of what Sebastien had observed of the
chambermaids military efficiency. There was no blood, and no sign of astruggle, dthough Madame
Pontchartrain’ s papers seemed to be in some disarray inside her portfolio, and her cabin bag wasless
neetly packed than one might expect.

“Dear boy,” Sebagtien said, while the Captain posed rigidly beyond the door, erect as a hungry hawk
upon aglove, “do you suppose awoman of Madame Pontchartrain’ s age and breeding isinclined to
creep from her bed at night—to any purpose-without smoothing the sheets respectably?”

“Perhapsif shewerevery ill,” Jack said uncertainly. He stood alittle closer to Sebastien than decorum
warranted, but the Captain seemed disinclined to comment. “And very muchinahurry.”

“Captain,” Sebadtien said. “I believe we must examine the ladies washroom.”
#

Theladies wasinnocent of any sign of violence, and like Mademoisdlle LeClere, the attendant had heard
nothing. After their inspection, Sebastien accompanied Jack to the dining room for an early luncheon,
switching plates discreetly when Jack finished his own steak and salad and began eyeing Sebastien’s
poached salmon. He was hafway across the serving and eating methodically when hisfork hesitated in
midair and his chin came up, blue eyes catching thefiltered light.

Sebagtien, who was dtting with his back to the windows so he would not be dazzled by even indirect
sunlight, saw their bright shapesreflected in Jack’ sirises.

“Ah,” he said, observing the degpening furrow between Jack’ s eyebrows. “ The nightgowns.”

“Two nightgowns,” Jack agreed. “Hanging, and one unrumpled. Madame Pontchartrain never went to



bed last night.”

“Indeed she didn’t,” Sebastien said, holding hiswine under his nose beforetilting the glass, and flicking
histongue out to collect just adrop on thetip, for tasting’ s sake. * So the question remains, who rumpled
her bunk?’

“And why did Mademoisdlle LeClerelie?” Chewing alast bite of sdmon, Jack laid hisfork acrosshis
plate-more yelow Meissen, with cabbage roses and gilt edges. The tablecloths were eyelet linen, white
and fine. “ Spesking of which, there' sthe young lady hersdlf. With MissLillian Meadows, no less”

Sebadtien lifted hisknife and turned it o the Silver blade reflected the dining room behind him. He saw
two blonde heads bent close together as the ladies were seated, Miss Meadows tight-trousered and
drawing sdelong glances-admiring or censorious—-and Mlle. LeClere scanda ous with her shawl wound
about her neck like a scarf rather than covering the white expanse of her bosom. “While the duenna's
away—" Sebastien began, but then his eyes were drawn to the white cloth twisted around Mlle. LeClere' s
long paethroat.

Jack cleared histhroat. “I know where you werelagt night.”

“Indeed.” Sebadtien laid the knife crigply across Jack’ s plate, abruptly grateful that he could not blush.
“Sodol. Anddso| think it stimefor astroll. Do you not agree?’

Silently, Jack rose, folding his napkin. And together they |eft the table.

Chapter Three
3

“Doyou think it' sMiss Meadows?’ Jack asked, when they were safely away from the dining room,
grolling the promenade. It was only alittle past noon, so the sun was safely blocked from the long
windows by the shadow of the airframe, and if anyone did harbor suspicions about Sebastien, it would
do no harm for Sebastien to be seen by midday.

“One doesn't find many of the blood in theatre.” Sebagtien licked paelips. “Matinees.”
“But she’ samotion picture actress-"
“And how might she explain an inability to shoot outdoor scenesin daylight?”

“Ah,” Jack said. Heraked at his hair, pale curls stretching between hisfingers and then springing back.
“Begdes, why would sheturn to Mlle. LeClere when she hastwo travelling companions of her own?’

“Mrs. Smith was wearing an open-necked shirtwaist,” Sebastien pointed out.

In answer, Jack touched his own loosely-knotted cravat. He did not affect the London and Milan fashion
of high collars, as Sebadtien did. “Mrs. Smith may not be proneto bruising-’

“Sheisavery paeblonde”

“—or she may be amoreintimate friend of MissMeadows than Mlle. LeClere, leaving the evidence. ..
inobvious.” Jack finished, smugly.

“| am scanddized,” the great detective answered, asmdl smilewarming hislips. They warmed further
when Jack checked over his shoulder, and then brushed them with aquick peck.



“If not MissMeadows....” Jack said, stepping back.

“Y ou make assumptions,” Sebagtien said. A cardinal sin, and Jack winced to be caught out. “ If thereis
another of the blood aboard thisship... and if Mlle. LeClereisof her court” —the politeterm, in
preference to any of the myriad crass ones-*it would be the rankest sort of stupidity to murder an old
woman.”

They turned at the wall, and began walking back.
“Because suspicion would naturdly fall on any passenger discovered to be of the blood.”
“Prgudicesdie hard,” Sebadtien said.

“I'veknown afew Jews,” Jack said. The dryness that informed his voice was no happenstance. He was
one, blond curls and blue eyes and good plain English diasaside. “It’ sthe same everywhere. And it
needn’t be your folk, Sebastien. A disappearance in the absence of any evidence suggests black magic to
me. Teleportation, transmutation. .. what if someoneturned her into afrog?’

“Or agreen parrot? And us without aforensic sorcerer anywhere to be found.”

Jack cleared histhroat. “We ve seen the parrot and Madame Pontchartrain in the same place. Soif it is
one of yours, and not Miss Meadows, who?’

“Korvin Ur,” Sebastien said, automatically. And then he checked himsdif. “ At aguess”

“Good guess,” Jack said. He lowered hisvoice; they were still done on their side of the promenade, but
below, inthe dining room blurrily visble through the interior isnglass, Virgil Allen and Hollis Leatherby
had entered and paused beside the drinks caddy. “I’ m trying to remember if I’ ve heard his name-"

“Haveyou?’ Thetone was sharper than Sebastien had intended. He did not care to be reminded of
Jack’ s past.

There were clubsin most cities, places where those who courted the blood congregated, and where
those of the blood who were far from their courts and their courtesans could go, for sustenance and for
companionship. Names were whispered in those places, and secrets traded.

It wasin one such, in abasement in Budapest, that Sebastien had discovered Jack, agamin child of eight
or nine years, and where he-againg his custom and better judgement, and in much the spirit with which
one might haggle for astarved dog chained to arailing—had purchased the boy.

It was three hundred and fifty German marks Sebastien considered very well spent indeed.
Jack chewed hislip, and then shrugged. “1t wasalong time ago. | don’t recall.”
#

Jack was dtill tired from adifficult night, while Sebastien buzzed with energy. It had been unsafe attending
to his needs aboard the Hans Glucker, but it would be more unsafe to spend three days and part of a
fourth in human company with his skin cold and waxen and his hunger growing. Sebastien wondered if
Korvin Ur had found himsdf in smilar gtraits. It was unusua for one of the blood to travel without a
companion. Or three.

Or perhaps the handsome siranger to eye with suspicion was't Lillian Meadows or Oczkar Korvin, but
the pale and delicate Mrs. Phoebe Smith. Virgil Allen had a southerner’ s bronzed glow, but that could be



counterfeited with cosmetics....

Sebastien paused in the passageway and shook his head, leaning one hand on a cornerpost of the
corridor wall. Those, at least, were solid enough to hold hisweight, unlike the cloth stretched between
them. He was committing the same sin he’ d accused Jack of, speculating on smal and circumstantia
evidence, looking for amongter to explain away what was most likely mere human venidity. Speculation,
rather than deduction, and that was no way to solve acrime.

Assuming any crime had been committed. Which, admittedly, seemed like afairly safe assumption—but
one assumption tended to lead to another.

He straightened up and squared his shoulders under his coat. The next step must beto interview the
witnesses. Particularly, he thought, Mlle. LeClere.

He was hdfway down the spiral stair to the day parlor, following her scent, when something else
occurred to him. Her scent. In particular. It had been present in the cabin she shared with Mme.
Pontchartrain. As, indeed, had the scents of Mme. Pontchartrain—both her own bodily aroma, and the
funered bouf of roses and chrysanthemums she habitually wore. But there had been no third person’s
aroma, and, as Jack had noted, Mme. Pontchartrain did not appear to have even dipped on her
nightdress.

Sowhy had her bunk been rumpled? And not, he thought, rumpled asif someone had dept therein, but
rather asif someone had stripped the covers back in hasty investigation, and then smoothed them
cadesdy.

That mystery distracted Sebastien to the bottom of the stairs, where he paused and cast left and right,
sniffing delicately, for the aroma.of lilies, powder, and warm girl that identified Mlle. LeClere.

Instead, he smelled lilacs and civet and adifferent warm girl entirely, the scent vanguarding aswish of
sensble Englishwoal. “My dear Mrs. Leatherby,” he said, and turned.

She gartled, which had been hisintention, and drew herself up short, her skirts swinging heavily about the
ankles of her button boots. Gray kid-gloved fingers tensed on the handle of her reticule; there was atiny
snag on her |eft thumb, alittle hole she hadn’t yet sewn up. “Don Sebadtien,” she sammered. “1 beg your
pardon-"

“I have excdlent hearing,” he said, sooping alittle to offer her an arm. She accepted it, her fingers curling
as convulsively on hisdeeve asthey had on her handbag.

“Asit happens,” Mrs. Leatherby said inasmall voice, “so do |. Which iswhat | wished to speak with
you about, if you do not find me too forward, Don Sebastien.”

Her stepstarried so he must cut his own stridefor fear of dragging her off her feet. He ducked his head
to introduce the gppearance of intimacy. “ Do continue.”

“I'msorry,” shesaid, shivering ddicately. “I’'m al aflutter. If there sakiller aboard....”

“Quite.” He patted her arm, grateful of the long deevesthat would prevent her from noticing how hisskin
waschill.

“Last night—" She glanced over her shoulder, and he soothed her with ahand on her hand again. “Last
night | heard voices. Y ou must understand that Hollisis avery sound deeper, Don Sebagtien, and he
snores quite dreadfully.”



“Indeed,” he answered, letting her annoying overuse of his name pass unremarked, thoughit led himto
unworthy speculation on whether Mr. Leatherby had perhaps been less oblivious than he seemed to
Jack’ s shamdessflirtation with hiswife that first night in the sdlon, or if the Sghs he had bresthed had
been of rdief rather than jealousy. “ And thisis Sgnificant because?...”

“We deegp away from the other passengers,” Mrs. Leatherby said. “Out of consideration.”

A benefit of the nearly-empty passenger quarters. “Y ou heard something?’ Sebastien asked,
understanding dawning. His hair did down hisforehead, and he tossed it back, taking amoment aswell
to congder the particular hell of a nervous woman with acute hearing paired with aheavy snorer.

“A man and awoman,” she said, her chinjerking in small, sharp nods. “ Speaking French. | recognized
the man’ svoice asMigter Korvin's, and is hereally aviscount?’

“Vikomt, in Hungarian,” Sebagtien said. “And | have not heard Korvin ar make such aclam. If only this
were asailing vessdl, one could examine the peeragein the ship’slibrary.”

“Slly me” Mrs. Leatherby said. “I’m sure you think me aright fool, but it' s so exciting, being abroad and
meeting exotic personages with their European manners.” Her hand flew to her mouth, releasing his
somewhat crumpled deeve. “ Oh, Sebadtien, I’ m terribly sorry.”

“It'squitedl right,” he answered. “No offense taken.” Released of her grip, hetook a half-step toward
the salon. She tripped &fter.

“But | haven't told you the worst,” she said. Her voice rose, but she had the art of the breathless shriek,
like o many Englishwomen, and it wouldn’t carry. He wondered when the pocket handkerchief would
emerge, or if she'd skip directly on to the fainting spell.

“Indeed, Sefiora,” he said. Perhaps he should resort to his own handkerchief; the lilac was about to make
him sneeze. “What did you hear?’

“I didn’t understand the words, of course, but it had the sound of an argument,” she said. “And
afterward. .. there were other things.” Her lips made amoue of distaste.

“Ah,” Sebagtien said. “Say no more. Did you recognize the lady’ s voice?’
“They were speaking French,” she repeated, ingstently.

“Of course,” Sebastien answered. With agreat and distancing show of gallantry, he stepped forward and
opened the door to the salon for her, sweeping an outrageous bow. “That does narrow thefield
somewhat, now doesn't it?’

* k%

Chapter Four
4

Unfortunately, hisintention of spesking to Mlle. LeClere wasfoiled by the continuing presence of Miss
Meadows. Theladies had been joined by Mr. Allen and Korvin Ur, and judging by theway Mlle.
LeClerewas|eaning on Oczkar Korvin'sarm, Miss Meadow’ s presence was all that was preventing a
scanda—an irony which Sebastien savored, briefly.

He understood the urge. A young woman rarely—perhaps never—found hersalf released on her own



recognizance. It must seem aheady interludein such acongrained life, and he couldn’t grudge her taking
advantage of it, when it would be back to her ordained task of trapping a man when she made landfall.
The Hans Gliicker was, in any case, arelatively safe place to sow wild oats.

Or should have been, to dl rights, if there had not been a potential murderer aboard.

As so0n as Sebadtien could decently extract himsdf from Mrs. Lestherby, he went in search of the
infinitely preferable American lady, Mrs. Smith. At the very least, she could no doubt tell him alittle
something about Miss Lillian Meadows and Mr. Virgil Allen.

He found her on the promenade. Lingering would become atricky proposition asthe sun did down
before the nose of the dirigible, but for now the long shadows kept him safe. Phoebe Smith stood at the
forward-most reach of the promenade, under the nose of the airframe. She held her hard-backed black
notebook left-handed and scribbled busily with the right, her ink-stained fingers embracing the grip of a
tortoiseshdll fountain pen.

She sniffed as he came up beside her, and said, with great satisfaction, “Did you know, Don Sebagtien,
that were we to ascend very much further, the drop in air pressure would cause theink in my pen to
expand, resulting in an oozing mess?’ Sheturned to him, and held it up beside her face for ingpection.
Thenib gleamed dully in theindirect light, ahairline of black demongtrating the split, but Sebadtien
focused past it. At her face, her pallor, the whiteness of her lips where they tightened over her teeth, the
faintly visble capillarieswarming her pae cheeks.

“You're staring, Don Sebagtien.”

He glanced quickly down so she would not see him fall to blush. “ So it would appear. Isthe materid any
good?”’

“I beg your pardon?’

He gestured to the crawling seabelow theisinglass. “Y ou must be working on anovel.”
“Only scribbling observations. It swhat | do.”

“Scribble?’

“Observe”

“And eavesdrop.”

“That, too.” And yes, she could blush, adelicate seashell glow across her cheeks. * Fortunately, | am
discrest.”

“ And unshockable”

“Quite,” she said, after a short pause. She capped the pen and clipped it to a cord around her neck, so
that it did out of sight between her breasts. She marked her place in the notebook with aribbon and
stowed that, aswell, in her reticule. “Y our young ward thinks highly of you.”

Sebastien could no more blanch than he could blush, and this once he thanked Providencefor it. They
had been quiet—ferocioudy quiet, fiercely quiet—ut Jack had not been ableto stifle agasp againgt his
fist, or the sharp single flex of hishipsthat had shaken the aluminum frame of the bunk when Sebagtien’s

fangsdippedin.



At that, he was quieter than Sebagtien had been in hisown time.

“Heisvery dear to measwdl,” Sebastien answered. “ And your travelling companions? Do you think
highly of them?’

Her true smile dazzled. Gone was the contrived, ladylike lift of her mouth at the corners. Thiswas honest
mirth, and it included Sebastien rather than mocking him. “I find them afont of human detail,” she said.
“A veritable education.”

“On what do they educate you?’

“On the unpleasant nature of seduction,” she said, in a softer tone. She leaned forward, hands braced on
the promenade railing, to stare down at the sea below and the Hans Gliicker’ s attendant flock of gulls.
The white birds did not seem to care that the ship they followed flew rather than floated. “1 would not
ever careto find mysalf on the sort of string upon which Miss Meadows kegps Mr. Allen.”

It struck home. Sebastien leaned againgt the railing beside her, and spokein French. “ Or upon which |
keep Jack?’

Shetilted her head, watching him from the corner of pae eyes. She didn’t shift away, and when she
answered it wasin the same language. “1 didn’'t say it.”

“Did you need to?’

“Don Sebastien,” she said. “Isit you who has the young Mr. Priest on astring? Or perhaps the other way
around?’

“Ach.” He pushed himsdf straight againgt therailing. “Mutuad dependency. How unflattering.”

“How very likeamarriage.” Shefiddled one pearl earring, refusing to meet hiseyes. “No, perhaps you
should look to Korvin tr and Mlle. LeClere, if you wish to see atroublesome partnership breeding.”

“Arethey partners?’

“Hemakes her cry,” Mrs. Smith said, dropping into English again. “ And while she seeks refuge and
digtraction with Lillian—with Miss Meadows-she does not return Korvin Ur’ s notes unreed, either.”

“She encourageshim.”
“She breathes for him, Don Sebadtien,” Mrs. Smith said. “And Lillian thinksit’ sfunny.”
#

When Sebastien returned to the salon, he watched for it. Conveniently, Allen, Korvin, Mlle. LeClere, and
Miss Meadows were still present, playing whist under an electric light. Ladies were partnered against
gentlemen, and Mlle. LeClere and Miss M eadows were winning-on brass moreso than chivary.

Sebagtien swirled acognac in aballoon glass and lounged in the armchair he' d appropriated, back in the
corner beside the door, pretending to read afour-day-old Times of London. He had a knack for
vanishing into the shadows when he cared to, and aslong as he didn’t snap the paper or rattle his
cufflinksthe card playersin their armchairs seemed to have more or lessforgotten him. Except for
Oczkar Korvin, who never glanced over at al, asif he were conscioudy ignoring Sebastien’ s presence.

The Hungarian was of ayellowish complexion, which could have been naturd, but dso made it more
difficult to tell if he blanched where his hand pressed the cards. But then Mlle. LeClere stood between



tricks, laying her hand tidily face-down and fetched drinks for the table-sherry for hersalf, whisky for
Miss Meadows and Mr. Allen, and aplum brandy for Korvin ar. Mademoisdlle dipped the glassinto his
hand rather than set beside him so she had the excuse to brush her fingers across his palm. And then,
Sebastien saw him lift the glassto hislips, histhroat working as he swallowed.

Korvin murmured something in Mile. LeCler€ s ear that made her blush. When he turned and saluted
Sebadtien, the level of the gold-tinged transparent fluid had fallen. Sebastien toasted him back and raised
the cognac to hislips, heady fumes searing his nogtrils. Hetilted the glass, so the cognac touched hislips,
and feigned drinking, watching Korvin's smile, and wondering what, exactly, he was up againg.

Observing the dynamics at the table made an interesting pastime. The four played intently, without excess
table talk. They were al subdued and prone to starting at small noises, but Sebastien judged that more
likely the nervousness of the herd when it cannot place the predator than any effect of guilt.

Allen kept his eyes on Miss Meadows rather than on his partner, as Mrs. Smith had predicted. Asa
result, he gave away easy tricks, plainly displeasing Korvin. Asfor Mlle. LeClere, she made an
interesting subject. She sat across from Miss Meadows, and kept her gaze dmost exclusvely on the
actress facein amanner that might have mimicked infatuation if it was not for the narrow line between
her brows. The expression made her seem lesslike love s supplicant, and more like adog esgerly
seeking any clueto its master’ smind.

Amidst this, however, she turned the rare fawning glance on Korvin, and seemed only to speak to Allen
to gpologize to him—peculiar, after her friendliness of the previous evening. Whatever had transpired,
however, it wasn't sufficient to keep her away from the table, and there didn’t seem to be any enmity
between them. Just asort of chariness like two cats ignoring one another’ s presence on the bed.

The impasse perssted undtered until the door dipped open and Hollis L eatherby entered. Sebastien was
the only one present who did not startle spectacularly. He had the advantage of having heard and
identified Leatherby’ s step in the corridor, but he feigned alittle rustie anyway.

The sound of the paper caught L eatherby’ s attention. He turned from the ladies and the gentlemen at the
card table asif they did not exist—ot quite a cut direct, but sharp enough—and took a place opposite
Sebadtien, in the second of three matching chairs. Across the salon, play continued uninterrupted after the
firgt brief flurry of glances. “ Don Sebadtien,” he said.

“Mr. Leatherby,” Sebastien answered. He folded the paper in half and set hisdrink on the sde table,
centering it carefully on acork and wicker coaster. “Y ou seem refreshingly unaffected by the generd air
of nervousness.”

“Do1?" Leatherby leaned forward, elbows on the arms of the chair, and hunched between his shoulders.
“I wonder, have you seen my wife?’

“Half an hour or so ago. | left her here, but when | returned-" Sebastien shrugged. “1 have not seen her
S'rm”

“Damnit,” Leatherby said, aflash of red temper roughening hisvoice. “ She wasn't on the promenade.”
“Perhaps she went to lie down. She seemed rather pesked.”

“And what' s that supposed to mean?’ Lestherby’ s voice escalated enough that Korvin's head turned,
though the other three kept their shoulders set and stared firmly at their cards, areversa of earlier roles
that Sebastien would once have found amusing.



Sebastien held up his hand, mildly, the palm open and facing L eatherby. “I1t was merely an observation.
Redlly, sir, you are o quick to take offense. One might almost suppose a guilty conscience.”

It was provoking, and meant to be. He didn't like Leatherby: didn’t like the way he’ d dismissed Jack, for
onething, and furthermore didn’t like his sharp temper, now that he’' d experienced it himsdlf. Careful,
Sebastien.

Leatherby drew himself out of the chair, his chest puffed up. “ Are you accusing me of something, Don
Sebastien?’

“Oh, not at dl,” Sebastien said. “But I’ m aso not casting agpersions on the ddlightful Mrs. Lestherby. So
please, there' sno need for hacklesraised.” Ashe said it, he couldn’t remember if it was acommon
English expresson. The languages would run together.

Judging by Leatherby’ s eyebrow, it wasn't. Ah, well. Quirks of speech werethe least of Sebastien’s
problems. Steadfastly, he refused to stand. “Redlly,” he said. “| imagine she went to lie down. Y ou might
look for her there.”

L eaetherby gave him one more brow-crumpled look and headed for the door. Sebastien heaved asigh of
relief when it closed behind him, and looked up to meet the eyes of Virgil Allen, who was paused beside
the caddy, pouring whisky into agtill-damp glass. “My money’ s on the Chinese. For what it’ sworth.”

“| see.” Sebadtien reached for his cognac, wishing he dared to drink it. “ Any reason in particular?’

“Just afeding,” Allen answered. “ Could be nothing. Probably is,” he amended, when Sebastien’ s arched
eyebrow did not waver. “ Still, you know those Chinese have got magicians we don't know anything
about inthe West.”

“I've heard that,” Sebastien said. “I’ ve dso heard alot about your American hexesand... grisgris, isit?’

“Voudou,” Allen supplied. “Mademoisdle LeClere could tell you more about it, | imagine. The Carolinas
arecivilized; that’s her country.”

**k*

Chapter Five
5

Jack appeared fifteen minutes later. His color was recovering, though he looked entirely too bright-eyed
to have dept the afternoon away. He arrowed straight to Sebastien and plunked down beside him, lifting
the cognac glass from his hand without so much as agreeting. Hisfingers stroked Sebastien’sand
Sebadtien flinched, but managed not to glance guiltily at Korvin Ur.

“It makesyou dizzy,” Sebastien said.

“Medicinal purposes,” Jack said, and sipped the amber liquor. “The sun’ s under the bow.”

“Thank you. I’ ve strolled enough for one day.”

“I think you' Il stroll more, when | tell youwhet | learned.”

“When you were supposed to be resting.”

Jack shrugged. “ Ask me who the officer of the watch was last night,” he purred, waiting for Sebastien’s



eyebrows to rise before nodding. “ Captain Hoak.”
“Y ou're entirely too smug for that to be dl.”

“Thelogbook,” Jack said, and paused for asip of cognac, his cheeks hollowing asherolled it over his
tongue. Heflirted at Sebastien through lowered lashes, and Sebastien folded his newspaper with asnap
that turned Virgil Allen’s head. The American cleared histhroat and glanced quickly back at his cards.

“ Shows some inconsigtencies. It would appear that the Captain’s pen ran dry of ink, and he refilled it, but
the blacks do not match. One isa German black, and oneis French, and greener. He must have bought
inkinCdas”

“What was amended?’

“Thetime of the three am. tour was entered, | would guess, smultaneoudy with the datafor thefiveam.
tour. But rest of the entry was written earlier. And the pen was not skipping, which indicates that
somewhere between entering the notes and entering the time, the captain did some other writing. Or

perhaps changed pens.”
The words were low, more shape than bregath, for Sebastien’ sears adone.

“Jack, you' reamarvel,” Sebastien said. And then he paused, amused pride replaced by anirrationa
spike of jealousy, asif he'd bought more of Jack than hisfreedom, that night in Budapest. And after
years of work in making Jack understand that Sebastien didn’t own him, and never meant to. “And how
did you gain access?’

“Sebadtien,” Jack said, suddenly serious, hisvoice still soft, as Sebastien swallowed and sat back, his
teeth cutting his gums and theinsde of hislipsin violent—and unwarranted—reaction. “ All | did wasflirt.”

“Onemight dmost say that dl you do isflirt,” Sebastien said, sourly, but then forced himsdlf to sit back in
hischair. “I'm sorry, Jack. That was unkind.”

Jack only smiled, his ddlicate hands cupped around the bell of the glass. “ One scandal draws attention
from another,” he said, and let one shoulder riseand fdl, graceful asagirl. When he gestured with
Sebadtien’ sglass, he led with hiswrigt, aslanguidly as Miss Meadows could have managed.

“Terrible boy,” Sebagtien said, hiding hisrelief more successfully than he' d hidden hisjealousy. And
what will you do, Sebastien, you old fool, when he's a grown man and wants more of a life than
you can offer him?

Not too much longer now. And Sebastien had no answer.
#

Sebastien’ s opportunistic stalking of Mlle. LeClere cameto naught, as she left with Korvin Ur—ostensibly
to change for dinner, but in actudity trotting aongside him with quite pathetic focus—after the card game
broke up. Will the girl never be alone? he thought, and settled behind his paper so Miss Meadows and
Mr. Allen would not see him seem to rush out after, while Jack made a ceremony of dispensing with the
dirtied glass and adjourning up the stairs. He' d keep an eye on Mlle. LeClere, and if Sebastien could not
catch her alone, perhaps she’ d be more amenable to Jack’ s pale beauty.

Mr. Allen packed up his cards and offered Miss Meadows his ebow and they too adjourned a moment
later, nodding to Sebagtien asthey passed. Asfor Sebastien, he set the paper down and leaned his head
back against the chair, closing his eyes, to wait out the day. So Korvin was not of the blood. Even that
much liquor would have made him terribly sick, if he were. And—as Jack had noted-the sun was under



the bow. Sebastien himsalf would not risk wandering the airship-he checked his pocket watch, stroking
the pad of histhumb over the cool, engraved surface—for at least another fifteen minutes.

Herose from his chair and began to pace. If Korvin were not of the blood, he could be so many other
things-aghul, anecromancer... agarden-variety rapist and murderer, for that matter. Sebastien did not
fool himsdf that such men limited their predations to beautiful maidens, or even that argpist’ s particular
intent was lust, whatever the erotic fantasies expressed in tawdry paperbacks.

Sebastien, asit happened, knew athing or two about predators.

Andwould Mlle. LeClerelie for such aman? As amitten as she was, Sebastien had no doubt at dl. In
addition, Korvin Ur was at least trying to give the impression that he knew something about Sebastien.

Sebastien mused on that for afew moments, straightening picturesthat did not need it, and shook his
head. There were ill pieces missing.

He checked his watch again, though he knew the time, and turned toward the door. He would dressin
his evening clothes, and if he could not cut Mlle. LeClere out of the crowd for aword in private, it was
time to beg the captain’ s assstance in the matter. There were only two days and afew hours more until
the Hans Glucker made landfall in New Amsterdam. And if Mme. Pontchartrain had not yet been
discovered-in the passenger quarters or in the airframe-Sebastien did not believe she would be.

If that made him acynic, wdl then, o beit.

As he was reaching for the doorlatch, however, he paused. Someone was on the other side. Someone
male, and by his breathing, he was nerving himself to some action.

Sebadtien paused and stepped back, waiting with his hands at his sides. The American, Allen, by his
scent. And nervous rather than angry, praise God for small mercies.

If only it were that easy to identify another of the blood-but contrary to common myth, Sebastien’s
brothers and sstersin immortaity smelled no different dead than they had dive. And hisearsweren't
quite acute enough to listen for the sound of a human heart. Alas. It would be nice to be more than
mundandy supernaturd.

Sebastien stood and waited, and at length the door did open. Virgil Allen started to see him waiting
there, hands at his sides, but recovered quickly. “Don Sebagtien,” he said. “May | enter?’

“Thisisapublic space,” Sebagtien said, but made no move to surrender the center of the chamber.

Virgil Allen stepped inside, and shut the door behind himsalf. He coughed and cleared histhroat. “Miss
Meadows wishes to make an offer.” He extended hisright hand, staring resolutely at the floor between
Sebadtien’ s boots while blushing furioudy. A folded sheet of cream-colored paper rested between his
thumb and forefinger. Sebastien extracted it, broke the still-warm sedl, and flipped it open while Allen
twisted his boot againg the rug.

The letter was brief.
My dear Sefior de Ulloa

| hope my note does not seem too forward, but it seemsto me that | have heard your name-and
that of the delightful Mr. Priest—before. It wasn't until this afternoon that it came to me; of
course, we are mutual acquaintances of Mr. lain MacDonald of Edinburgh, and | believe you and
he are members of the same club.



While I myself do not have that honor, | would be very gratified if you would agree to join me for
drinks and conversation after dinner tonight. My dear Virgil will be happy to bear your reply.

Yourstruly,
Miss Lillian Meadows

lain MacDonad was abooksdller. And a bit more than that; he was dso, as Miss Meadows suggested,
an old friend of Sebagtien’sand the proprietor of one of the less shady of the underground meeting
places. Casudly, Sebagtien folded the note and dipped it into his breast pocket. “ Thank the lady, Mr.
Allen, but I will be unableto join her tonight.”

“She-" Allen hesitated, obvioudy both relieved by Sebastien’s answer and concerned that the news
would be unwelcome. “ She said, if you were other otherwise occupied, to inquire asto whether you
understood her offer.”

“I do,” Sebagtien said. “And | thank her, but no. I cannot oblige.”
Mr. Allen nodded and stepped back, clearing Sebastien’ s path to the door.

“Gracias.” Sebastien stepped forward. He paused with his hand on the latch, and said over his shoulder,
“Mr. Allen?’

ugr?1

“Y ou shouldn’t permit her to take such advantage of you, Mr. Allen. It sundignified.” The American was
still gaping after Sebastien asthe detective took hisleave with anod, before stepping into the corridor.

#

Jack was fretting in their stateroom, or rather, the cubbyhole that passed for it, but he was dressed for
dinner and had Sebastien’ s evening clotheslaid out and brushed. Sebastien paused with the curtainin his
hand, and said, “ Areyou my valet, now?’

“No,” Jack replied, turning to the mirror to settle hisbow tie, “he’ sfollowing by steamer with our
luggage. Unless you sacked him, too... Oh. You did, didn’t you?’

“Sacking, in your colorful idiom, would indicate | found someflaw in hisservice”

Jack sighed, giving Sebastien his shoulder. “1 just thought you' d appreciateit if your clotheswere ready.
Tomorrow, I'll crumplethem in the corner.”

“I'm sorry.” Sebadtien let the curtain fall closed behind him. “1 didn’'t mean it that way.” He hesitated, and
went to pick up the suit onits hangar. “ Did you discover anything about Korvin Ur and Mademoiselle
LeClere?’

“She' sgoing to have some fast explaining to do on her wedding night,” Jack said, in Greek. “It would tell
uswhy shedidn’'t hear anything last night, if she dipped out of the cabin. And what if it was her
nightgown that wasn’t rumpled? | suppose keeping Madame Pontchartrain silent about something like
that would be as good areason as any to kill her. Y ou don’t suppose Mademoisdle LeClere standsto
inherit?”

Sebagtien harrumphed. “We shall ask the captain for access to Madame' s papers, again.”
Jack raised a perceptive eyebrow. “What' s upsetting you, Sebastien?’



“Isit so obvious?’

“Tome,” Jack said. He took the evening coat out of Sebastien’s hands, set it aside, and began untying
Sebadtien’ s necktie and unbuttoning hiscollar. “ Y ou' [l want afresh shirt.”

“Yes, dear,” Sebadtien said, and suffered himsdf to be dressed like agirl’ s paper doll. “Miss Meadows
knows, Jack.”

Jack paused in hiswork and looked up. He would never be atall man, but he was aman, and Sebastien
was never more disinclined to forget it than when Jack primped into hisfey, adolescent persona. “1an’t
that the point of dl this?” A fluid, dismissvewave. “I’m of age, if anyone asks. And don't | remember
you making mewait until | was. How many timesdid | offer before | turned sixteen?’

“One hundred and thirty-one,” Sebastien said. “And no. | mean she’ sin the club.”

“What about the matinees?’ Jack stepped back, Sebastien’s collar draped limp as a dead snake over his
hand.

“Not of theblood.” Helet it hang until Jack’ s frown deepened from apin scratch to afurrow. “An
admirer.”

“Oh, no you don't,” Jack muttered. He tossed the collar aside and reached out, knotting his handsin
Sebastien’s hair. “ Just because I’ ve got to give you back to whatever court you assemblein New
Amgerdam, Sebastien, doesn’'t mean thistrip isn't mine. Y ou promised.”

And what would his blood brothers think, Sebastien wondered, if they could see him now, pinned down
and soundly kissed by a courtesan two-thirds his size?

They would think he was eccentric, of course, and too lenient with his pets.

But Sebastien was old enough to be excused a certain measure of eccentricity. And he'd long ago
redized he preferred the mayfly society of humansto that of the blood. The blood took everything so
serioudly, asif they passed into that stage of human aging when morta s redized that the world turned
likeawhed, and then through it, to a place where the natural cycles of success and catastrophe must be
arrested. Before they could inconvenience-or worse, annoy—anyone.

Jack stopped kissing him before hel d rumpled his evening clothes, but after Sebagtien’ s teeth—sharpening
in reaction-had furthered their earlier damage to his own lips and gums. Fortunately, he hedled fast.

Jack wouldn't have. And it was mad of him to tempt Sebastien so soon after afeeding; Sebastien could
control himself, and-barring disaster—he wouldn’t need more until they werewell grounded in New
Amgterdam. But Sebastien also needed far more than Jack had to give. Which was why those of the
blood who did not care to hunt for their suppers had courts and courtesans, and not smply afavorite or
two. A pint amonth, any hedthy adult could spare. The same twice aweek was dow desth—even though
the blood, in Sebastien’ s considered opinion, was merely ametaphor for something more. .. exated.

It warmed Sebastien as thoroughly as that mouthful of blood would have, though, to see Jack’ sjedlousy.

*k%*

Chapter Six
6



Dinner passed uneventfully. Jack demondtrated a certain hesitancy in circumventing the pork roast,
but—given two lunches-he extemporized around the fish and salad courses and, with the addition of
Sebastien’ s dessert to his own, made a satisfactory supper. Sebastien disarrayed hisfood artfully to
producetheillusion of dining, adeight of hand that had served him well over the years.

After dining, the ladies excused themsel ves before the men adjourned to the smoking room. Sebagtien
took advantage of the exodus to plead a headache and an aversion to cigars and make his own escape.
If Sebastien ventured into the smoking room, he' d be smelling stale tobacco for days. Jack, who
numbered cigars among his bad habits aswell as brandy—quite the young rakehdll, he was growing into,
and Sebastien had no-one to blame but himself—would report if anything interesting transpired.

Sebagtien had fairer prey.

The passenger room at the head of the stairs was the least desirable, and on an airship as unpeopled as
the Hans Gl icker, it was understandably deserted. Sebastien dipped insde, leaving the light fixture
shrouded, and settled on the lower bunk to wait.

A human-or even ayounger blood-might have brought reading materid, something with which to while
away the hours. Sebastien smply closed hiseyesin the dark, leaned his shoulder on the bedpost, and
listened to the Hans Glticker drift.

An airship was no more silent in her passage than a sailing vessdl. Through the deck, Sebastien could fed
the thrum of engines, the dmogt-sublimina vibration of the cables containing the gas bags within the lifting
body, the way the giant aircraft moved in response to the wind plucking at its control cabin and fabric
skin. He listened to the ship in the night, and let hismind wander. It was akind of meditation, and
sometimesit helped him uncover surprising truths.

Now, it led him back to Mme. Pontchartrain’s cabin, and the disarrayed papers, and the amended
logbook. But those items refused to resolve into a pattern, no matter how many angles he turned them to
or stared at them from. He found himself instead musing on Mrs. Leatherby, and her blatant attempt to
feed him information. Probably accurate information, as it happened. But he was not blind to the
manipulaion.

A step on the gtair and the swish of awoman’ s skirt brought him from hisreverie. A smal woman, by the
weight of her footfal, and so either Mrs. Smith or Mlle. LeClere. And while he would have been happier
to see Mrs. Smith—he was beginning to give some serious thought to wooing her; he would need friends
and courtesansin America—he hoped it was, a last, Mlle. LeClere.

Alone.

He smoothed his hair with both hands, the mirror no use to him, and stepped into the corridor. And
amogt into the young Frenchwoman'sarms.

She gave adtartled squeak and might have toppled down the stairsif he hadn’t caught her wrist and
landed her. Instead she tottered and collapsed forward into his arms; he took two quick steps back to
st her at arm’ slength. “Mademoisdlle,” he said. “Forgive me. Areyou dl right?’

“Fine” shesad, and shrugged hishands off. “I’ll jus—"

“Not at dl.” He stepped aside, and then fell in beside her when she advanced. “I’ ve been meaning to
speak to you aone.”

“That' s hardly seemly, monsieur.” She stepped faster, but he kept up with ease.



“I did not think you the sort of young lady who concerned herself with appearances,” he countered. The
reached the cabin she had until recently shared with Mme. Pontchartrain, and Mlle. LeClere moved asif
to push Sebastien aside. He caught her elbow and turned her.

“Mongeur,” shesad. “I will shout.”
“And | will tell the Captain that you lied about where you were last night.”

She held hersdlf tiff for amoment, her chinlifted, her lips pressed suddenly thin. And then, abruptly, she
deflated, sagging insde the confines of her corset. “Damn you,” she whispered. “What do you want?’

“Mademoisdle,” Sebastien answered, “we al have secrets. | wish only to discover what became of your
chaperone. Will you tdl mewhere you werelast night?

“With Oczkar,” she said, hopelesdy. “I knew Mme. Pontchartrain had ataste for laudanum, you see, and
sometimes she did not even remove her clothes of an evening, when she had indulged-"

“And your absence would not wake her from her dreams.”
“Indeed,” she said, hopelessly. “But | did not kill her. | did not even provide the drug—"

“Hush,” Sebadtien said. He brushed her cheek with cool fingers. “Y ou do not need to justify yoursdlf to
m"

#
“Was shelying?’ Jack asked, in the darkness.

“I don't believe s0.” Sebastien did not deep. But he occupied his pgamas nonetheless, and lay on Jack’s
bunk beside him, listening to Jack breathe, inches away in the quiet darkness. “ So what do we know,
then?’

“That we can cross Korvin and LeClere off our list of suspects.” Jack spoke very softly, just for
Sebastien’ s ears, both of them aware of Mrs. Smith degping peacefully on the other side of the doped
fabricwall. Faintly, distantly, Sebastien could hear Hollis L eatherby snoring.

“Unlessthey did it together.”
“Then no-onehasan dibi.”
“Not even you.”

“Alas” Jack said. He shifted under the covers, leaning his head on Sebastien’ s shoulder. “We know
Mrs. Smith isan inveterate eavesdropper. We know Captain Hoak—or somebody feigning his
handwriting—made an incong stent entry in the logbook. We know Mme. Pontchartrain disappeared
between drinks and breakfast. We can speculate that Korvin and Meadows had some sort of prior
arrangement to travel together, or that Corvin and LeClere did—aside from the tour group, | mean. Five
colonias and one European, that’ sabit odd, isn't it? Isthat something you can inquire after with Mrs.
Smith?’

“| thought you didn’t approve of Mrs. Smith.”

“She'sjust your type,” Jack said, feigning placidity. “And | know very well that we can't get dongin
America, just the two of us, without friends.”



“You areapractical soul, dear boy,” Sebastien said, and turned to kiss Jack’ sforehead. “We also know
that Bestrice Leatherby has some agendathat involvesincriminating Korvin.”

“Or MademoisdleLeClere”

“Just so. Extending that last point, we know that there is some mysterious tension between the
Leatherbys and the other passengers. We know Korvin ar may very well be something other than he
seems, but that heis not of the blood.”

“We know Miss Meadows knowsthat you are.” Sebastien could hear Jack’ sfrown in hisvoice.
“And we know that thisdirigibleis currently host to any number of unsavory relationships.”

“Isthat 307" Jack asked, propping himself on hiselbows, his silhouette barely visblein thedim light that
dipped around the edges of the lampshade.

“Unfortunately,” Sebastien answered, sitting up, “it appearsto be amotif. Y ou should deep, Jack.”

Jack caught hiswrist. “Madame' s papers appeared to have been riffled. Hurriedly. But you said no one
but she and Mlle. LeClere had been in the cabin.”

Sebastien nodded. “1 did, didn’t 1?1 wonder if | could have been mistaken.”
“Anise oil confuses bloodhounds,” Jack said, dyly.

Sebastien snorted.

“We aso now know that Madame Pontchartrain was an opium addict.”

“Such harsh termsfor alittle gented laudanum use.” And then Sebastien stopped, freed hisright hand,
and used it to stroke Jack’ s curls, thoughtfully. “ Jack, when we searched Madame Pontchartrain’s
room-"

Jack dtiffened. “No laudanum bottle.”

“Indeed,” Sebadtien answered. “And isn't that a curious thing?’

*k*

Chapter Seven
7

Long beforefirgt light, when Jack was deeping soundly, Sebastien dressed and dipped from the cabin.
Thistime, thelack of doorsthat locked and fastened abetted him. He paused in the corridor, listening for
activity, and heard only even breathing and faint snores. Sowly, he descended the stairs, which neither
creaked nor settled under hisweight, and paused at the bottom landing.

Pretend you are a murderer, Sebagtien thought, and permitted himsdlf asmile hewould never have
worn around amortal, friend or foe. It even felt unpleasant on hisface.

If | wanted to murder someone, though—

No. Heturned back, and regarded the stairs, lit green by emergency lights. Sebastien was considerably
stronger and more agile than a human man, and he could not have maneuvered even asmal unconscious



woman down those stairs without waking the ship. The forward stairs were no better—and closer to the
occupied degping chambers. If she had come thisway, she had not been dragged.

Which meant that if Mme. Pontchartrain had not gone up, into the airframe-and the search there had
revealed no sign—then, barring sorcery, she had come down under her own power.

And, aso barring sorcery, Mlle. LeClere had lied again, becauseif she had left Mme. Pontchartrain
drugged insensate, then there was no way Mme. Pontchartrain could have gotten down these gairs.

In the absence of a Crown Investigator or a Zaubererdetektiv, Sebastien found he must reluctantly shelve
the idea of sorcery—at least until they made landfall in New Amsterdam. Where, it happened, therewas a
Detective Crown Investigator, the most notorious of the scant three the British-American colonies
boasted.

Under German law, while he was no more welcomein most men’ s houses than. .. than Mrs. Zhang and
Mr. Cui, he was not proscribed. In British America, however, the blood were outlawed. Those Crown
rules had not been generally enforced since the seventeenth century, but were kept on the books for
convenience s sakein troublesome cases.

And s0, it would be entirely best for Sebastien to have this mystery resolved by the time DCI Garrett
arrived on the scene-or the scene, as the case might be, arrived in her jurisdiction.

So it had better not be sorcery, hadn’t it?

He paused. Of course, there was one very easy way to tell if it potentialy could be sorcery. And that
could be addressed in the morning. In the meantime, however—

Sebastien heard crisply military footsteps, and started forward. A few steps took him around the corner,
and into the path of the watch officer. Tonight, it was the first mate, who tipped his hat and kept on
walking, obvioudy accustomed to deepless passengers.

“Guten Morgen,” he said, thefirst mate echoing hiswords. As he passed, Sebastien checked hiswatch.
Three oh eight. “Herr Pfrommer?’

The first mate checked his stride and turned back. “ Ja, men Herr?”’

Briefly, Sebastien outlined what he proposed, and when it seemed asif the officer would protest, held up
his hand. * Please check with the captain,” he said. “1 will abide by hisdecision.”

Herr Pfrommer clicked his hedls, atradition Sebastien had considered happily buried until that moment,
and carried on with hisrounds. And Sebastien sghed and took himsalf down to the control cabin before
the officer returned, or the sun came up.

The Hans Gliicker didn’'t have ahanging gondola, asasmdler dirigible might. Most of its passenger and
crew facilitieswere ingde the airframe, with only asmall control cabin protruding undernesth the nose of
the ship. Sebastien walked forward past the salon and smoking room, down the white-walled corridor
which provided access to the washrooms, crew quarters, and the galley by means of German-labeled
doors. The hum of the engines was louder, here. They extended from either Sde of the ship on sets of
pontoons, and one of the main struts ran through behind the forward door that would have brought him
into the control cabin.

It was locked, of course.

Fortunately, among al his other skills, Jack could pick alock. And it was Sebastien who taught him.



Sebastien unpinned his cravai—the jewed was set in gold, but the stick pin itself was stedd—and with its
offices and those of abit of wire, he managed the lock by touch in seconds. He opened the door and let
himsdlf through, and proceeded down a short flight of stairs.

The pilot didn’t turn. He spoke, though—in German, of course. “Y ou’ re back very soon, Herr
Pfrommer.”

“I am not Herr Pfrommer,” Sebagtien said, and when the pilot started and turned, producing a wespon,
Sebastien stood with both hands raised and open, having dropped wire and pin into his pocket. “1 am
sorry. The door was open, and |-

“You are investigating?’
“Yes” Sebadtien smiled. “How many pilotsare on thisship, Sr?’

“Two,” he answered. He checked his controls and locked them in position, and then turned back to
Sebadtien.

“Hed and toe watches?” Twelve hours on and twelve off, that meant. A grueling schedule.
“Yes, meinHer.”
“So it was not you to whom my ward spoke this afternoon.”

“I went tomy bunk at Sx—" the pilot began, and then pressed hislipstogether. “What did your young
man tell you about Franz?’

“Just that he was charming,” Sebastien lied, taking the opportunity to survey the control cabin. It was
small, and while there was an exit door, it was clearly visble from the pilot’ s position. “And that he gave
Jack atour of the control cabin. Tell me, mein Herr, did you leave your post a al last night?’

“Only to vigt the washroom,” the pilot said. “And for my coffee and dinner breaks. The officer of the
watch takes control during that time.” He checked hiswatch—awristwatch, favored by aviators, rather
than a pocket watch. “I’ll take my second break as soon asthe first mate returns from hisrounds, in fact.
My relief arrivesat six hundred hours.”

“Your dinner break is at three hundred.”
“Threetwenty,” the pilot corrected.

“Thank you,” Sebastien said. It was perhapsthree twelve. “1 can show mysdlf out. Oh-" He paused with
his hand on the latch. “Can you tell me where rubbish is disposed of, please?’

“There are receptaclesin the washrooms-’
“No, | mean onceit iscollected. Isit hauled on to New Amsterdam?”’

“That would be awaste of the weight allowance,” the pilot said. “It’s cast overboard. It helpsto
counterbaance any hydrogen leskage that occurs via diffusion through the gas bags.”

“And it'sdumped from where?’

“The sde corridor outsde the gdley,” the pilot said. “ There arerolling binsto collect the trash, and a
chute”



“ Thank you,” Sebastien said, and took himself outside again.
#

When Jack awoke, Sebastien was waiting. He leaned againgt the wall beside the porthole light. The
cabin’s sole piece of furniture besides the bed was aluggage stoal for the cabin bags. That stool stood on
Sebadtien’ sleft hand, under the light, and awhite tented shape occupied itsflat top. * Sebastien?’

“Cover your eyes,” Sebastien said. Jack obeyed, and Sebastien flipped up the shade on the light. Jack
lowered his hands, blinking, and pushed himself upright on the bed, touded and puffy-cheeked asa
child.

“What did you find?’

“Laudanum,” Sebastien answered, and uncovered the glinting, pae blue rectangular bottle, till full most
to the bottom of itslong neck. “ And barely amouthful gone.”

There were new technologies that might be used to recover latent fingerprints from smooth, imporous
objects, such asthe surface of aglass bottle. The materia sHamp black, fine brushes, adhesive
cellophane tape-which Sebastien would need to carry out such research would be available in New
Amsterdam. Aswould the infamous—and, by reputation, formidable-DCI Abigail Irene Garrett. The
Crown Investigator would wield an arsend of forensic sorcery, and numbered among its functionswould
be spdlls capable of linking the murder weapon to the murderer. Assuming the laudanum was the murder
weapon, and not amiddle-aged widow’ s comfort, as Mlle. LeClere had suggested.

“Bossl” Jack exclaimed, bounding out of bed.

**k*

Chapter Eight
8
In the morning, they strip-searched the passengers.

The process required some orchestration, as of course neither Sebastien nor Jack could examine the
fema e passengers. Thisinconvenience was surmounted by sending Mlle. LeClere, Mrs. Smith, Mrs.
Zhang, Miss Meadows, and Mrs. Leatherby aside as agroup to examine each other, with theairship’s
two chambermaids and one fema e washroom attendant acting as matronsin the smoking room, whilethe
men occupied the larger lounge. From the giggling that ensued, elther al eight of them werein collusion,
or dl eight of them were agreed that men, in genera, were aridicul ous species though perhaps best
humored.

Meanwhile, Sebastien and Captain Hoak examined the unclothed chest of each of the men.

It was not an absolute test, of course, but if any of them were auniversity-trained sorcerer (as opposed

to ahedge-wizard or conjurer) he would have borne on his chest the ineradicable mark of histraining, a
Sgil tattooed over the sternum. The mark would be red for the great universities at Oxford, Wittenberg,

Paris, Rome, and Kyiv, black for lesser colleges.

There were no schools for sorcerersin Spain.

The sgil would be an outline for awizard who had matriculated, fully inked for agraduate. But it would
be there.



It came aslittle surprise to Sebagtien that Oczkar Korvin, who had maneuvered to belast in line, said
softly “1 believe thisiswhat you are looking for,” and unbuttoned the breast of hisshirt to reved a
black-inked design the size of acigarette case. “Prague,” he said. “ Eighteen seventy-nine. Are you going
to arrest me?’

“Not only on the strength of that,” Sebastien said. “Mademoiselle LeClere, however, hastwice lied-and
clamed you as her dibi. Tell me-did she hope to inherit, when Madame Pontchartrain was gone?’

“Neither Mademoisdlle LeClere nor | had anything to do with Madame' s disappearance,” Korvin said.
“Nor do | expect you have anything but circumstantial evidence to suggest it.”

Sebastien smiled, his shoulders and chest tightening as he considered the probable course of events.
“Circumgtantia evidenceis enough to hold you and your young lady for questioning, however. And
Mademoisdlle LeClere hardly exhibits the marks of aclean conscience.”

“It'sno crimeto study sorcery.” Korvin Ur camly rebuttoned his shirt. “If we re condemning on history
and circumstances, Don Sebastien, what about yourself?’

It had been inevitable. If Miss Meadows knew, then likely so did her entire coterie. Sebastien opened his
mouth to respond—

Oczkar Korvin raised hisright hand, fingers and palms bent around a hollow concavity, and Sebagtien’s
world went white.

Hefolded reflexively againgt the light, shielding hisface, hisface scorched and the flesh on hishandsand
wrists searing. He groaned, or perhaps screamed; his ears were full of theroaring of that terrible light,
and he couldn’t hear anything except, suddenly, Jack’ s voice shouting.

The painfel away. The white brilliance darkened, a shadow protecting him: Jack had lunged between
Sebadtien and the light and then the light was gone, whisked away, as Korvin dipped the enchanted lens
into which he had summoned sunlight back insde hiswaistcoat pocket.

Jack turned, still covering Sebastien with his body, and reached out tentatively to touch hishair. “ Are
you-'

“I'll live,” Sebagtien answered, and Jack managed acramped little laugh as Mr. Cui said something quite
unintdligible.

Whatever it was, the captain answered with aquick shake of hishead.

The skin on Sebastien’ s hands was peeled, scorched, pulling back from the flesh in thick curlslikea
two-day-old sunburn. 1t ached and itched abominably, aready healing now that the affront was ended.
Sebadtien drew hisarms againgt his chest like adog protecting an injured paw.

“So,” Korvin said. “ Shadl we hold the wampyr for questioning, too?’

Sebadtien forced hisfiststo loosen, and disciplined himsdlf into standing straight, to face the sillent room
without rubbing at his pegling face. The connecting door to the smoking lounge swung open and the
blurred face of Mrs. Smith gppeared around it. Sebastien, ill dazzled, recognized her chiefly by theflash
of light off her spectacles and the startling paleness of her hair. She shoved the door wide and stepped
through, the other women following behind her.

Mrs. Leatherby camelagt, till hatily rebuttoning her collar. Sebastien heard her gasping. Her bosom
must be heaving over the top of her corset asif the brief run had winded her. She tugged some blurred



object—a comb?-from her disordered hair, releasing awave of perfume aslocksfell over her shoulders.
The scent sharpened his teeth—aroom, full of warm humans, and with his scalded flesh sgpping his
Srength—

Theinjury would hedl, but it would cost Sebastien, cost him resources. .. and Jack, understanding, would
inevitably offer. Sebastien was anticipating that conversation with even less pleasure than the one he was
about to have.

Captain Hoak reached out | eft-handed and grabbed Jack’ swrist, amost hauling him off hisfeet ashe
yanked him away from Sebastien. Jack squawked and struggled free, tearing his shirt-cuff in the process,
and shied away from Captain Hoak, towards the women. Begtrice L eatherby detached herself from that
little group and stepped toward her husband. Sebastien thought she clutched L eatherby’ s elbow; in any
case, she did her hand through the crook.

“Don Sebagtien,” Mrs. Smith said. She started forward, her quick steps arrested when Korvin caught her
arm. She must have glared over her glasses, or shaken him off, because he stepped back abruptly, his
raised hands white againgt the dark suit coat.

“Don'tinterfere” Korvinsaid.

“Merci aDieu,” Mlle. LeClere said, pressing her fiststo her bosom. “He earlier accosted me on the
dairs, Captain. If | had known my danger—"

The captain spared her a glance before turning to keep an eye on Jack. “Lad, no on€’ s going to make
you stay with him. Y ou may think you’ ve nowhere to go, but we can make arrangements—"

Sebadtien, dill blinking tearsfrom his eyes, couldn’t seeit. But he could imagine quite plainly that Jack
paused, turned-dowly—and balled his handsinto fists before pursing hislipsinto the most condescending
consderation imaginable. He would stare the captain in the eye until Hoak flushed and dropped his gaze,
and then he would drawl—

“Oh, | think not.”

It was aswell that Sebastien’ sface hurt too much for smiling, as he heard the hesitancy in the captain’'s
voiceashesad, “Lad?”

“I'mof age,” Jack said. “Eighteen in December, before you ask, and also before you ask, | know
everything | need to know about Sebastien de Ulloa. He saved my life, and you' |l haveto kill meto take
me away from him.” Helifted his chin, arms crossed, the smallest man in the room—shorter than two of
the women, in fact—and though Sebastien couldn’t seeit, he knew Jack glowered.

Sebadtien swalowed aridiculous, hurtful pride, feding like aman watching histerrier sare down aroom
full of medtiffs “Jack—"

“Shut up, Sebadtien,” Jack said. “Let me handle this. Captain, Germany’ slaws againgt vampirism were
repealed in the eighteenth century, along with the witchcraft laws. Sebastien has done nothing wrong.”

“Nothing besides child davery and-" the captain glanced over his shoulder, at the ladies clustered like
hens by the door to the corridor, and did not say the words rape or prostitution.

Into his embarrassed silence, Miss Meadows stepped, dim and elegant in her men’s clothing as she
sidled between the corseted ladies. She posted hersdf alittle to Captain Hoak’ sleft, making quite a
contrast to the stout, graying captain. She seemed cut more from the same fragile white-gold cloth as
Jack. “ Jack, darling. How old were you when he bought you?’



Severd flinched at the word, and now Sebastien’ s vison was clearing enough to tdl who. Mrs. Smith
was one of them, though Sebastien was wishing he was still dazzled enough to pretend he didn’t see her
face. Instead, he focused on Miss M eadows-and was surprised to see that her furrowed brow was an
expression of concern, not reproach.

“Seven,” Jack sad, folding hisarms. “My parents couldn’t afford to feed me; they indentured me at five.
There would have been three years|eft to run on my bill of service by now.”

And that, findly, brought alook of dawning uncertainty to the captain’ sface. “Would have been?’

“Yes,” Jack said. “ Sebastien emancipated me when | turned fourteen. And settled a considerable trust on
me, aswell. I’'m quite independent, and no more in need of rescuing than Miss Meadows, here.” And
then he amiled at the captain and tilted his head, more like the dove he played at than the falcon aswhich
he stood revedled. “ And | aso know precisely where Sebastien was the night before last, and | assure
you, it wasn't with Madame Pontchartrain. Now, may | seeto my patron’sinjuries, Captain, or are you
going to make me force your hand?’

**k*

Chapter Nine
9

The last time Sebasgtien had been so eager to absent himsdlf from the public eye, it had involved an angry
Parisan mob with pitchforks and torches, and that wasleaving aside dl hyperbole. This, at least, wasless
physicaly hazardous. But just as humiliating, as Jack guided him up the stairs-while Sebastien’ seyeshad
recovered enough that he had been able to seefairly wdl in the bright salon, the dimness here defeated
him, and hisfingers were numb under the throbbing pain of the burns-and brought him to their chamber.
Once Sebastien was settled, Jack went for water and bandages himself rather than trusting an attendant.

Sebadtien sat in the dark with his eyes closed, hedling. The flash had been brief, intended to injure and
mortify rather than maim or kill. And it had been effective, indeed. He was quite thoroughly
humiliated—and quite thoroughly defanged, at the risk of aterrible pun. In one dramatic gesture, Korvin
had rendered it impossible for Sebastien to continue investigating any crime aboard the Hans Gliicker.
And, Sebastien thought, listening to the footsteps of the crewman who was now wearing apath inthe
decking outside the cabin, he'd aso nestly distracted attention from himsdlf and Mlle. LeClereas

SUSpects.

Sebadtien sat forward and opened his eyes. The dazzle was fading, and even in the dim room, he saw
plainly now. In particular, he saw the upholstery cabin-bag that he had |eft beside the door when he and
Jack went downstairs to conduct the search. The cabin-bag which had held the bottle of laudanum he'd
fished from behind the carts beside the trash chute.

The bottle would not have falen there, he thought, unless someone was stretching over the cartsto
dispose of something in the chute. Straining, struggling with something heavy. Sebastien was now
reasonably certain that chute had been Mme. Pontchartrain’ sroute to afina resting place at sea.

The bag was not where Sebastien had | eft it.

He crossed the cabin in one and a haf quick steps, crouched beside the bag, and pulled it open. The
contentswere in no disarray. But the bottle, which should have been dipped between his shirt-collars and
underthings, was nowhere to be found.



And there was no scent of anyone on the air, other than Jack and himsdlf, the crewman in the hdl, and
the chambermaid.

Sebagtien was aoruptly reminded of his burned face as his eyebrows crept up hisforehead. Standing
dizzied him. He needed to feed, to recoup the strength he was expending regenerating his face and hands.
And Jack—

Jack’ svoicein the halway, cheerily greeting their watcher in German. The watcher’ s embarrassed
mumble. Jack’ s footsteps, and the scent of clear water. “ Sebastien?’ Jack said, from beyond the curtain.
“My handsarefull.”

Sebadtien kicked his bag back againgt the wal and pulled the curtain aside, frowning at Jack’ swince
when Jack saw hisface. “That bad?’

“Get the light, would you? And you mean you don't know?’
Having raised the lampshade with his aching hands, Sebastien silently tilted his head at the tiny mirror.

Jack choked out alaugh. “ Stupid question. Yes. It looks bad.” Jack set the basin on the stool and
crouched besideit, unfolding a clean mudin towel over hisknee. He glanced at the haf-open curtain and
switched from Spanish to Greek. “| thought these would do for bandages. The ship’s medic was
sgnificantly absent from the surgery. If you sill need bandages, after—how much do you need?’

“No, Jack.”
“It'snot open for discussion. I'll befine-"’

“Jack,” Sebastien said, softly, “you were beautiful down there. Y ou were fierce and wonderful and | in
no wise deserve you” —Jack snorted, in that inelegant manner he reserved for Sebastien lone-“and |
will not risk you that way. Two daysistoo soon.”

“Y ou haven't another option,” Jack said. Hetore a strip of toweling and folded it in apad.
Leptodactylous fingers broke the surface of the water in the basin ashe wet it. “ Come hereinto the light,
s0 | can seewhat I'm doing.”

Sebastien came forward and dropped a knee beside the stool. Jack tilted his face up left-handed and
dabbed with the cloth held in theright. The cool water was soothing, though Sebastien winced as ruined
flesh rubbed free of raw new skin. “1 do have.”

“Have what?’

“An option,” Sebagtien said. He paused, too long. Jack was dready tensing in protest when he finished,
“Will you take a message to Miss Meadows for me, Jack my love?’

Slence

“Jack?’

“Damnyou,” Jack said, and wet the cloth again.
#

Perhaps Sebastien had been foolish in expecting Miss Meadows to meet him alone. Instead, she cameto
his rooms attended not just by Jack-as-guide, but aso in the company of Virgil Allen.



Sebastien waswarned of their arrival by brief, firm words exchanged with the ludicrous corridor guard.
Hedidn't catch what was said, but the tone in Miss Meadows' voice was enough to coerce her way
through, Jack and Mr. Allen beside her.

Allen entered the cabin without knocking and took a post in the corner by the foot of the bunks, stern
and glowering under his moustaches. Sebastien was cognizant of the bulky weight in the South
Carolinian’ s coat pocket. A revolver, no doubt, suitable for awell-armed American gentleman.

The advisahility of carrying firearms on a hydrogen-filled airship asde, Sebastien could muster no more
than an inward shrug for the weapon. If Allen felt the need to shoot him, it would sting lessthan Korvin's
sun-charged lens.

“Sefior de Ulloa,” Miss Meadows said. She paused with the curtain in one hand, Jack behind her in the
hall, and framed hersdlf in the doorway with an actress strained unconscious grace. “1 am sorry for your
injury.” She eyed hisface. “ Although it seems much improved.”

“Not without cost,” he said. He swayed when he stood, and steadied himself against the bedframe. He
was lightheaded, his stomach cramping. Behind Miss Meadows, Jack shifted from foot to foot, barely
restraining himsdlf. “Miss Meadows,” Sebastien continued, “I am uncomfortable in bringing thisup again,
especidly inthewake of my earlier refusd....”

She stepped into the cabin, holding the curtain until Jack relieved her of it, while appearing not to notice
him at al. Sebastien swallowed on agrowl, but made a point of meeting Jack’ s eyes over her shoulder.
Jack bit hislip and turned away.

Asfor Miss Meadows, she stripped her gloves off with a negligent gesture and shrugged under her
jacket. Graciousin victory, she smiled. “1 understand,” she said. “ Our needs may change unexpectedly.”

Sheturned to the left and Allen was there, waiting to take her gloves from her hand. She laid them across
his pam, and began unbuttoning her collar as Jack stepped into the cabin and let the curtain fall.

It was crowded and close, four people in the tiny room, and Sebastien considered himself fortunate that
he did not require breath except for speech, or to detect scents.

“Would you prefer privacy?” Sebastien asked.

Again, Miss Meadows deployed that studied shrug. “ Sefior, aslong asthe cameras are not rolling, this is
privacy.”

Shedid her jacket off and gave that to Allen aswell. His face might have been aplaster mask; his
expression was frozen in lines stretching from the corners of his nose to the corners of his mouth. Even
Jack’ sirritated frown was more mobile.

“And you are not new to this?’

Jack made asmal noise of protest and folded hisarms, turning to face the door like aeunuch guarding a
harem. The set of his shoulders said everything he bit histongue on.

“Quite accomplished.” Miss Meadows pushed her hair aside, disarraying carefully coiled lovelocks, and
turned her head.

The scarswere smdl, ddicate dimplesin her skim-milk skin, only visble wherethelight hit them a an
angle. “Yes,” Sebagtien said, “1 see.”



He reached out as she closed her eyes, Allen’ s glower searing his neck, and took her by the shoulders.
With one hand, he steadied her head as she drew her hair further aside. He was enough taller that he had
to stoop to kiss her throat, despite the advantage of her heeled boots.

Sheshivered in anticipation, her right hand flexing rhythmically whereit curved around hiswrist. He
wondered whose courtesan she had been, and how she had come to leave that relationship.

Her scarswere old.

He kissed soft flesh, breathed her scent and her perfume, felt histeeth sharp in response. His stomach
knotted. “Yes?" he asked, requiring consent, and she moaned her answer.

“ YS,”

Sebadtien could barely remember the name he had been born to. He had forgotten the name of the village
he had been born in—it had changed since-or the year in which that birth had occurred. He no longer
recalled his own age, except in the vaguest of terms.

But he remembered how it had been, when he became awampyr’ s courtesan, and he remembered her
namevery well.

Euddine-Evie-had been young, new to the blood, lonesome as only the newly turned can be. Sebastien
had loved her with apassion he had sworn was eternd, and she had been inexperienced enough to
believe him.

He had been wrong, so it happened. Morta |ove was never meant to last forever. Fifty years. Perhaps
even acentury was possible, though Sebastien could not attest it. But not forever.

Their romance had not outlasted the Christian millennium. But he sill recaled her kiss.

Firg there had been the cool touch of awet mouth on warm skin, the press of tongue seeking the pulse.
The expert courtesan knew how vital it wasto remain motionlessfor the kiss, as Miss Meadows now
remained motionlessfor him, though her outward appearance of calm was belied by trembling hands and
aracing heart.

Sebastien found the pulse and unsheathed hisfangs, |etting the tipsindent her skin. She whimpered
through closed lips, and Sebastien heard the rustle of cloth as Allen halted himself haf astep into
intervening.

Sebadtien’ s memory was perfect, in this. First the prickle of the fangs, and then the pain, tremendous,
scathing, dl out of proportion to the injury, the two swift stabs that merely nudged the skin asde. The
vein must only be punctured, never severed or torn. And the punctures must betidy and straight, to heal

properly.

Sebadtien’ sfangs were triangular in cross-section, designed to pierce flesh and leave no lagting injury. It
was of no more benefit to the blood to kill their prey than it wasto amilkmaid to daughter her dairy
COWS.

And after the pain—so impatiently endured-the pleasure. Transporting, incomparable. He knew when she
felt it, because the measured bresths she had used to ride the pain faltered, replaced by agredt, rattling
intake of ar. Her body melted againgt his, her hipsrocking againgt histhigh, the grasp of her clutching
hands both desperate and fragile, her head lolling againgt his supporting hand. The blood wasrich and
warm, asdty-metalic froth that pulsed over histongue, surged down histightened gullet, and flushed his
skin with heet. Her heartbeat rang in his ears, world-filling, and he forced himsdlf to Sp delicately,



gently... and then to pull againgt her clutching, surrendered hands, unshesthe hisfangs from her flesh long
before either of them was sated, and seal the wound with his closed lips while she trembled againgt him,
Slently pleading for more.

Hedmogt liked her, alittle, for that moment.

Virgil Allen had leaned away from the bedpost, his hand in his pocket, hisimpassivity cracked into a
scowl. The set of Jack’ s shoulders hadn’t changed.

Sebadtien lifted hislipsfrom MissMeadows neck, kissed her dack mouth quickly, aforma thank you,
and set her back at arm’ slength. Jack, his motionsimpersona and brisk, stepped between them and
pressed to her throat a clean pad folded from the same torn mudin that he' d used to doctor Sebastien.

“Thank you, Miss Meadows,” Sebastien said, and bowed over the hand she hadn’t pressed against
Jack’s.

“Thank you,” she answered, and let Jack catch her as she wobbled against his shoulder.

“Mr. Allen,” Sebastien said, “the stoal, if you will.”

**k*

Chapter Ten
10

“Eugenie LeClereisaquite reprenensible person,” Miss Meadows said, when she returned to hersdlf.
She was paer and more lovely than ever, atestament to the reasoning behind certain wampyrs
legendary preference for blondes. Sebastien, seated on the bottom bunk beside a stiff-shoul dered Jack
while Allen hovered over her like an anxious mother, reserved his sarcasm.

What had awampyr to say about mordity?

Hedidn’t blame Jack hisanger. But either Jack would alow Sebastien to make it up to him, or Jack
would leave him—as Jack eventualy must, because Sebastien was old enough to understand that there
was no such creature as eternd loydty, nor wasit fair to ask—and in either case, Sebastien had done no
more than he needed to.

“If you' re going to attempt to direct my investigation to Mademoisdlle LeClere, Miss Meadows, rest
assured, it needs no further guidance.”

“Cdl meLillian, if | may cdl you Sebadtien,” she said, adjusting apin-curl inits diamond barrette without
benefit of themirror. “And | don’t think Eugeniekilled her. | think she was trying to get away from her.
There svery little | would put past Eugenie. But not murder.”

“Miss-Lillian, forgiveme.” Sebagtien stood, moving fluidly again, his strength restored as herswas
lessened. “But | think theinformation you' re hinting around would be better plainly expressed.”

“Ah.” Lillian glanced at Allen, who shrugged. He handed her asilver flask—taken from the pocket which
did not hold the revolver—and she sipped, winced, and recapped it before shaking her head—very dightly,
S0 as not to disturb her bandages. “Eugenie loves Oczkar.”

“So Mrs. Smith said. | am drawn to the inescapable conclusion that you all were acquainted before this
flight commenced. Am | incorrect inthat?’



She could, of course, be drawing him out, playing the game of mideading and misdirection that tended to
permeste any murder investigation. But he had something to bargain. Something she wanted.

If only the captain were here to make his ever-so-delicately phrased charge of whoredom now. “We met
in Moscow,” shesaid. “1 had lost someone, and was grateful for the company. Y ou know how strangers
can make you bear yoursdf up as you could not manage, in the company only of friends?’

Hedidn't answer. She pressed her fingertipsto her bandage.
“Sebadtien?’
“Yes, | know it well. And the Leatherbys?’

“I had not met them before. Although they appeared to know Madame, and did not seem to carefor her.
Or perhapsit was smply ameatter of her reputation preceding her. If you take my meaning?’

He did not, and beckoned her to continue.

“Eugenie and Madame Pontchartrain-Leondle-well,” Lillian said. “ They were not what they pretended.
Either of them. Their grand tour of England and Europewasa. .. fishing expedition. Y ou see, Madame
Pontchartrain never married. And Eugenie was not merely her travelling companion; she was her bastard
daughter. They had no family, and no estates. And their means of making their way intheworld....” she
permitted her voiceto trail off suggestively, and gave the flask aregretful glance before handing it to
Allen.

“Entrgpment,” Sebadtien said, understanding, on the same breath that Jack said, “Blackmail.”
“Eugenie wanted free of her.”
“And yet you ings shedid not kill her?’

“How Shakespearean,” Lillian said. “And how unnatural, don’t you think? For achild to murder her
mother, no matter how opportunistic or unloving?’

“ And she refused to turn Korvin Ur over to her mother?’

“She was not supposed to approach Oczkar at al. Heis unmarried, a sorcerer—what more could an
affair do to his reputation? No, she was meant to accuse my darling Virgil of rape.” Sheturned her head
and smiled a Allen, experiencing no such difficulty with the word asthe captain had. Allen’slip quirked
under his moustache, and hetipped an imaginary hat. “Virgil is not well-off, of course, but Madame
Pontchartrain believed | would pay to silence them.”

“But Mademoisdle LeClere came to you with her story instead.”
“Isit so hard to believe | pitied her?’

Jack, from the recesses of the bottom bunk, said, “I wouldn't have thought you had pity in your
makeup.” He stood, shouldering past Sebastien in the strained silence that followed, and edged around
Virgil Allen. He paused by the curtained door and turned back, asif wavering on the edge of another
unpleasantness. Gratitude-or manners-won over jealousy, and he swallowed hard and continued, “Miss
Meadows, Mr. Allen, would you join usfor lunch? It' s nearly the hour, and Miss Meadows should
certainly est.”

She stared him down for amoment, but gave the ground, obvioudy aware that this was a competition she



could not win. “But surely,” she said, as Allen helped her wavering to her feet, “ Sebastien’

“Oh,” he said, straightening his collar, “1 wouldn't keep my public waiting. Besides, | think | need aword
or two with Mademoisdlle LeClere and Korvin Ur. Don’t you?’

#

The crewman pacing in the hallway didn’t try to siop them from descending, but he did follow at a
discreet distance. Sebastien made alittle ceremony of seating Lillian, and he was sure every eyeinthe
place was trained on the four of them, side by side at around table meant for six. Already seeted
elsawhere were the Chinese couple-most skilled at looking without seeming to be looking—and the Dutch
brothers, who dined with their heads bent together conspiratorialy and stared with perfect frankness
when Sebagtien’ s party entered. Steven actualy essayed asmall smile, however, and Michiel spared
Jack anod, which was more than Sebastien would have predicted. Meanwhile, Lillian smiled with bright
faseness across the dining room, her bandages asmall bulge under her high-collared blouse that
everyone avoided staring at, their gazes veering away as precipitoudy asif she had strolled in naked.

Sebadtien, at least, was spared the annoyance of pretending to dine. The maitred’ himself came and
cleared Sebastien’ s place setting, providing agoblet of clear ice water, then brought the bread and butter
for the other dinerswith his own hands. Sebastien thanked him, and offered that—if the burly crewman
now lingering inside the door, at attention like afootman, should require ameal and arest—Sebastien had
no plansto leave the dining room for & least an hour.

Themaitred', Sebastien noticed, blushed most appetizingly.

Sebadtien hated this, the mingled obsequiousness and fear. And Jack’ s 9y sdeways smiletold him that
Jack was enjoying asmall, Schadenfreude-soaked revenge in Sebagtien’ s discomfiture.

Sebadtien sighed, and fiddled with hiswater glass. The service of the soup was notably dow. Lillian
chattered gaily with Virgil and Jack, who was putting forth even more of an effort than usua to be his
best, most charming self. Sebastien found Jack’ s knee under the table and gave it agrateful pat, and
Jack’ sanswering smile was atouch less dy. Had Sebastien had a heart to best, it would have
accelerated inrelief.

Hewould be forgiven &fter all.

Virgil was pouring a second round of wine-the waiter having exhibited a curious hesitancy to gpproach
their table except when forced to deliver dishes-when Mrs. Smith entered unaccompanied. She cast her
eye over the room, tucked an errant strand of hair behind the earpiece of her spectacles, and bedlined for
their table, barely acknowledging the other diners. “May | join you?’

Without glancing at her tablematesfor approva, Lillian gestured Mrs. Smith to achair. “My dear
Phoebe, if you can stand the stench of scandd.”

“Isthat scandal?” Mrs. Smith set her notebook beside her plate. “1 was afraid it was the soup.” She
snapped her napkin open and spread it across her |ap. “Don’t worry, Don Sebastien. My good opinion
of you is unchanged. Although you may find yoursdlf the victim of abarrage of correspondence should |
cometo write anove featuring one of—isthe polite term the blood?’

“The polite term iswhatever you say with asmile,” he answered, gratified. “I am pleased not to be
pre-judged. | had thought you might avoid my company after thismorning’ s unpleasantness.”

Mrs. Smith accepted awine glass from Virgil, who remained thoughtfully silent. “Am | supposed to



gprain myself avoiding being seen dining with the wampyr, or with the adventuress?’

“What about the sorcerer?” Jack said, gesturing to the door as Oczkar Korvin entered. “ That should
liven up the place.”

“Jack,” Sebadtien said. Korvin Ur, he noticed, |eft a stout-thewed crewman by the entry, too. Sebastien
wasn't the only one under close observation. “We needn’t be unpleasant.”

One could see Jack assembling the persona, if one caught him at it, like aknight girding on hisarmor.
Sebagtien had never asked Jack about his childhood-he rather, in fact, hoped Jack didn’t recollect
overmuch of it—but it had taken three or four years of taming before the fey speechless child Jack had
been was willing to relax that armor at all.

Without looking at her, Sebagtien heard Lillian’ staken breath. An actress recognized the signsof a
character faling into place. “Oh, very well,” Jack said, then, casudly. “If you indst.” Heraised hisvoice.
“Korvin Ur, aren't you going to join us?’

The parade of expressions across Oczkar Korvin's face would have been humorous under other
circumstances. But to his credit, he mastered them, and came to take the chair remaining between Virgil
and Mrs. Smith. He seated himself, collected and precise, with his posture folded in onto itsdlf. “ Sefior de
Ulloa,” hesaid, “| owe you arather abject apology.”

“Y ou made your point,” Sebastien said. Now he rather wished he had a plate; utensils to manage would
make awelcome distraction. “Won't Mademoisdlle LeClere be dining with you?’

“Sheisunlikely to be downto lunch,” Korvin said. “ Judging by the hysterics that consummeated our
recent conversation.”

“Y our remorse does not extend to her?”

Korvin turned hiswater goblet with hisfingertips. “A man does't like to be manipulated into doing a
woman’ sdirty work for her,” he said. “1 made an unfortunate choicein listening to Eugenie-to
Mademoiselle LeClere”

“She suggested your trick with the burning glass?’ Sebastien asked, leaning forward.

“She said that you were going to accuse her—and me-of murder. That Madame Pontchartrain had
disappeared while she and | were together, and-" an el oquent shrug. “ Even sorcerers who are under a
crown'’ s control are viewed with acertain amount of suspicion.”

“I’'m acquainted with prejudice,” Sebagtien said. “What' s changed to bring you to me now?’

“I had aword with Mr. Leatherby,” Korvin said. “Mademoisdle LeClere and he had some unhappy
history, it appears, and he was kind enough to warn me-"

“Shewas blackmailing him.” Lillian set down her spoon and picked up her wine glass, douching against
the chair-back in amanner which she never could have managed in acorset. Mrs. Smith gave her an
enviousglance.

“Or her guardian was, with her assistance.” Korvin said. He lowered his voice asthe waiter cameto take
the soup away.

“Miss Meadows seemed to think Mademoisdlle LeClere might attempt reform for your sake,” Sebastien
sad.



“Who could ever trust her? Fortunately, | was not overfond of the girl.”

Just willing to use her affection for you. Sebastien bit histongue. Korvin wasn't thefirst or last of his
kind. Not that Sebastien was any better, he thought, with asideong glance at Jack, who fiddled his cuffs,
Seemingly oblivious

But, that piecein place, Sebastien abruptly remembered Mrs. Leatherby hurrying into the salon behind
the others, her blouse till unbuttoned at the collar. He remembered her pulling the comb from her hair,
and the scent of her perfumefilling the room as her hair tumbled over her neck.

He put hiswater goblet down sharply enough to dop fluid on hishand. “Mrs. Smith,” he said. “Or
Lillian... I don’t suppose either of you recalls when Bestrice L eatherby arrived in the lady’ s washroom
to be inspected for atattoo?’

“Late” Lillian said. “Out of bresth.”

And Sebastien nodded, the completed understanding filling him with lazy satisfaction. Jack was|ooking at
him, smiling, and Sebastien wondered if the triumph were so trangparent on hisface. “ Summon the
Captain,” he said. “She and her husband are the murderers.”

**k*

Chapter Eleven
11

The Leatherbys walked into quite a different luncheon than they must have been anticipating. Captain
Hoak was waiting for them, flanked by the burly crewmen—alike as a brace of hounds-who had been
guarding Korvin and Sebastien. “Y our bags will be searched for a bottle of laudanum and for amagica
hair-comb, which Korvin Ur will ingpect for enchantments related to concealing the presence of the
wearer.” hesaid. “Y ou are accused of the murder of Leonelle Pontchartrain, and as master of thisship, |
am placing you both under arrest.”

“Konrad,” Bestrice Leatherby said, and laid ahand on hisarm. “ Surely—in front of al these people-”

The captain flushed red to the roots of his hair. In the corner by the piano, Mr. Cui bent down to whisper
something in hiswife s ear, and she covered her mouth with both hands. Michid van Dijk laid down his
glver fork, but did not stand. “We' Il not spesk of it now.”

Hollis Leatherby retained his composure, and bulled forward, pulling hiswife away from Captain Hoak.
“On what evidence?” His gaze swept scornfully over the assemblage, hot enough that Sebastien dmost
felt it curl thefine hairson hisskin. “1 suppose the vampire and the sorcerer have joined forcesto save
their necks?’

“That' sthetone| object to,” Sebastien murmured in Mrs. Smith’ s ear, drawing a short sharp laugh
before stepping forward, around her and away from Korvin and Jack. “Mr. Leatherby,” he said, “would
youlikealist?

“By dl means, Mr. de Ulloa,” Leatherby said. He stepped away from his wife and the captain, but there
was nowhere for him to run on adirigible, and Sebastien wasn't worried. “List avay.” He stuffed his
handsin his pockets, frowning intently.

“You snore,” Sebastien said, lifting hisfinger to tick off thefirst point. “ Abominably. And yet | do not



recall hearing your snores, even muffled by distance, thefirst night of the voyage. | have abnormally acute
hearing, Mr. Leatherby. Interestingly, | would have thought nothing of it if your wife hadn’t commented
that your snoring had kept her awake, so that she happened to notice an argument between Korvin Ur
and Mlle. LeClere. Which was Mrs. Leatherby’ sfirst attempt to cast suspicion onthem.” Hedrew a
breath. “ Additiondly, someone was able to come and go, both in my cabin and in Madame
Pontchartrain’s, without leaving any evidence-and your wife has ahair comb that masks her scent and
prevents trace evidence-fibers and fingerprints and such—from being left behind. A pretty toy, and onel
hadn’t seen before, though Korvin Ur assures me that they are not uncommon in Prague and Moscow,
where certain of the security forces are staffed by wampyr and lycanthropes. And last, but not least, Mrs.
L eatherby was the only passenger unaccounted for when my bags were riffled and evidence stolen.”

Mr. Leatherby glanced at hiswife and swalowed. “ That implicates Begtrice, Sr. Not me.”
“Hollis,” shesad, in exactly thetone in which she'd said Konrad. “Hallis, you can't-"
“Oh, but | can,” he said.

“Never fear, Mrs. Leatherby. We know your husband disposed of the body.”

“You can't know that either,” said Leatherby.

“But | can,” Sebagtien said. Nothing gave the sense of satisfaction this did: watching a murderer
scrambleto avoid justice-and faling—was amost fulfilling Sde effect of hisavocation. “Because | know
that your wife met Captain Hoak on his three am. rounds, promised to come to the control cabin to meet
with him while the pilot was on his dinner bresk, and there distracted him so thoroughly that he forgot to
enter the time of histhree am. rounds until much later, when he aso entered the data of the fiveam.
rounds. Between those times, hefilled out other paperwork, or perhaps he wrote a letter to hiswife, and
in the course of those tasks he emptied and refilled hisfountain pen. | know that you, Mr. Leatherby, had
arranged to meet with Madame Pontchartrain by the washrooms alittle after three, ostensibly to deliver
the next ingalment of her blackmail demands. After having arranged to take this particular flight soldly to
encounter her. In any case, it would be the least conspicuous place to meet, as you’ d both have ample
excuse to vigt them on midnight errands. Y our wife had aready poisoned Mme. Pontchartrain’s supply
of laudanum, and when, after a stressful conversation, Madame dipped into the ladies’ washroom to
refresh her nerves, you remained waiting outside. Disposing of the body was easy, but unfortunately,
when the bottle of laudanum fell from Madame Pontchartrain’ s clothes and was lost behind the rubbish
binsyou did not naotice.

“Afterwards, when your wife | eft the Captain, she crept up to Mme. Pontchartrain’ s cabin and liberated
her blackmail papers, and aso the remaining poisoned opium. Because what opium eater would travel
with only one bottle of her drug? | imagine those joined Madame Pontchartrain in her journey down the
garbage chute?’

Hollis Leatherby stared at Sebastien with white-rimmed eyes.

Sebastien shrugged. “1t must have been very difficult for you to meet her payments—and such atragic
result to abrief dalliance, wasn't it, and perhaps an ill-considered note or two to Mademoisdlle LeClere.
Y our wife' s gloves need mending, and your collars are worn. And no doubt, your new positionin the
Puritan atmaosphere of the Colonieswould place you in an even more fragile position. Werethe
blackmailersincreasing their demands?’

When Bedtrice L eatherby fainted dramaticaly, diding out of Captain Hoak’ s arms, Sebastien was ready.
Hollis Leatherby backpedaed under cover of the flurry of activity surrounding hiswife, and Sebastien
was half astep behind him—but when his hand emerged from his pocket clutching the requisite gun,



Sebadtien hesitated.

Hewould let the crimina withdraw into the halway, he decided, and then intervene. Gunfire on adirigible
in mid-ocean was an unacceptable risk.

Unfortunately, Virgil Allen responded like afrontiersman. Hisrevolver wasin hishand far faster and
more smoothly than Hallis Leatherby’ s had been, and he cleared hisfidd of firewith aquick crabwise
Sdestep. “Put it down, Hollis”

L eatherby’ s hand tightened convulsively on the pistal, his other hand groping behind him for the door
laich. “Youwon't fire”

Sebagtien was just calculating his angle of attack when Jack dipped past him. Jack did know how fast he
could be, and dodged his grab as dickly asthe guttersnipe he had been. Sebagtien’ s fingers brushed
Jack’ swool suitcoat, and before he could grab again Jack had walked between the men with the guns,
his arms spread wide.

“Neither of youisgoingtofire,” he said. Hefaced Leatherby, hisback to Allen, and Sebastien saw
Allen’s hand tremble. And he also heard the soft, near-silent scrape of chair legs on the carpet’ s pile, and
knew that Michidl van Dijk was standing, cautioudly.

Please don’t, Sebastien thought, wondering if he was fast enough to intercept abullet, if that waswhat it
took.

“Dammit,” Allen said. “ Get to one side, boy.”

And how ridiculous wasit for avampireto pray? He did, anyway; if he' d been abreathing man, he
would have held his breath. And beside him, al but forgotten, Lillian gave alittle squeak.

“Mr. Allen,” Jack said, “put up your weapon. There' snowhere for Mr. Leatherby to run.”
“He could sabotage the airship,” Allen argued, and Jack shrugged.

“So he could. And you could set usdl on fire over the North Atlantic. Let him go for now. He sgot
nowhereto run to, until we reach New Amsterdam.”

Allen shuddered, shook his head, and leveled the revolver again. He closed one eye, the revolver at
arm’ slength, and squinted at theiron sight.

Hewas going to try to shoot past Jack, Sebastien saw, and he dmost turned aside. Almost. Instead, he
drove hisnailsinto his pams and forced himself to watch.

“Your logicisimpeccable” Virgil Allen said, and with asingle crisp motion, devated the muzzle of his
gun.

No one intervened as L eatherby coughed out alabored breath and fumbled with the door. He dipped
through it, back first and gun following.

Sebastien heard him moving on the far sde of the doped fabric the way acat hearsrustling mice.
Sebadtien was much stronger than a cat, and much faster than a man, though Allen and van Dijk were
both lunging for the door by now, aong with one of the brawny crewmen. He smply moved through
lathe and fabric, shredding it like crepe.

And on the other side, he broke Hollis Leatherby’ sright arm in two placesin the process of relieving him



of hisgun. A spird fracture, anasty one.
It would likely never hed quiteright.
#

Jack cameto find him after dark. Sebagtien stood on the promenade, his hands laced behind his back,
and stared out at the air. The vast curve of the airship blocked any chance of stars, but the night was
soothing, and there was moonlight in the east. They stood silently for alittle, shoulder to shoulder, and
Sebagtien sneaked a Sdeways glance.

Jack stared straight ahead, his spine tiff. “1’ ve been thinking,” he said.
Sebastien winced. “What you said to Captain Hoak istrue, you know.”

“That I'm afreeman?1 know it.” Jack sSghed, and let hishandsfal to hissdes. “They’ll takethe

L eatherbys and Mademoisdlle LeClere back to Germany for trid on their charges of murder and
blackmail, respectively. And | don't think any of the passengers for Americawill spread tales about you.
| had aword with Miss Meadows and with Korvin ar.”

“Thank you, Jack. Actually, we ve been invited to vist Boston.”
113 Wel?l

“Oh, yes,” Sebastien answered, letting his teeth show when he amiled. “Y ou know, | think our Mrs.
Smith quitefanciesyou.”

They fell slent again. For alittle while, Sebastien listened to Jack bresthing, and considered what to say,
to let Jack know it was al right, that Sebastien wouldn’t hold agrudge. Jack frowned sideways at him,
and Sebastien shrugged, and smiled dightly. But Jack spokefirgt. “Forgive me?’

“What' sthereto forgive?’ Honestly startled, Sebastien turned and looked at Jack. And—at |ast—Jack was
looking back.

“| was unreasonable about Lillian.”

“Y ou are never unreasonable,” Sebastien answered.
“Will you vist her again?’

“Atlantaisfar from New Amsterdam.”

“ Actresses and wampyr both tend to travel.”
Sebadtien shrugged. “1 won't, if you forbid it.”

They stood for alittle while, becalmed in silence, until Jack spoke. “I talked to her alittle. Her patron...
sheburned.”

Sebastien winced. Vampires only passed one way: by violence, either at their own hand or that of
another. Suicide was far more common than angry mobs, these days. And Sebastien knew very well that
there were mornings when it would be far too easy to walk into the sun.

She burned.



“Whaose was she?’ he asked, because he had been avoiding asking.
“Jayne Fortescue,” Jack answered, quickly. He d been prepared with the name.
Sebadtien sighed—a human habit he had never quite lost. HE d never heard of her. “An American?’

“I don’'t know.” Jack licked hislips. “ There aren’t supposed to be any of the blood in America. It wasn't
Evie, Sebadtien.”

“Of course not.” Evie Pdetier was the name she had burned under, but he had met her as Euddinela
Noire.

Names changed; the woman never.
Sebastien continued, “Evie burned years ago.”

Almost five years, and Sebastien had only just learned of it, hadn’'t he? Five years of sllence, not so much
asaletter, and he' d thought nothing of it. They’ d encounter one other by chance sooner or later, he
reasoned, in Paris or in Bonn. Europe was small, and unlife was long.

And there would dways betime.

Burned, this Jayne Fortescue. Ashis Evie had burned, al doneintiny, crowded Europe with its clubs
and lineages and complicated aliances and agreements and rules. All done, and empty withiit.

“Lillian'sscarsareold,” Jack said. “The casudly visible ones, anyway. Y ou might have thought—"

He had thought, though he silently thanked Jack for permitting hisdignity thelie. It would have explained
too easily how she knew his name, and on someleve, he had wanted to believe.

He shrugged and said, “ That must be very hard for Lillian.”

It didn’t fool Jack. He caught Sebastien’ s deeve and forced him to turn, to look Jack in the eye.
“Promise meyou won't.”

“Promise, Sehagtien.”

“Youdidn't know Evie” What shall | tell you, Jack Priest? That it’s very odd realizing that you are
the oldest person that you are ever likely to know? That it is also very lonely?

At least in America, | shall be able to pretend | have a reason to feel so alone.

“No,” Jack said. “But | know how | fedl about you. Don't think | don’t know what this sudden
emigration isabout. Y ou’ ve left everything. Sold your house, lied to your court. Y ou're never going back

to Spain.”
“And what of it?’

“Nothing.” Jack turned and pressed awarm hand to Sebastien’ s cheek. “But you' re not going to shake
methat eadly. That emancipation means you don’t get to tell me to go away any more than you get to tell
meto stay.”

Mulishly, Sebastien plowed ahead. “1 can't giveyou alife. Lifeisfor the living, not the undead.”



Jack dropped his hand and stared at Sebastien, chintilted up. “Don’t beanidiot.”
“Jack?’

Shaking his head, Jack lifted himsalf up on tiptoe and kissed Sebastien quickly on the mouth. Sebastien
closed his eyesfor amoment, to savor the passing warmth, and so happened not to see when Jack
turned on the balls of hisfeet and strode away. He' d gone three steps by the time Sebastien tirred
himsdf to movement and caught up. Without looking a him, Jack coughed and ran onefrail-seeming
hand through hishair. “I don’t need you to give mealife, you old fool. Or haven't you noticed that ' ve

got my own?’

Sebastien blinked. Slowed his steps, so that Jack dowed to stay aongside him. “There' sno such thing as
forever.”

“That'sdl right. | haven't got forever. Soif you leave melike Lillian got left, | shall be quite cross.
Promise.”

It was harder than it should have been, so he knew he wasn't lying.

Sebastien touched Jack’ sarm, and said, “1 promise.”

*k*



