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Whiskey and Water

Chapter One

Fairytale of New Y ork

Once upon atimein New York City, there lived a Mage with a crippled right hand. Once he wore ten

iron rings upon hisfin-gers. Once he had a brother. Once he had acalling. Twice, he touched a unicorn.

Once upon atime.

Streetlights might burn out in Matthew Szczegidniak's presence, or dim and flutter dark for aslong as
it took him to pass. Car darms and stereos might deploy unexpectedly, computers crash, neon signs
flicker messages they were never meant to spell.

He knew they weretrying to say something, to play the oracle. But he understood only afragment of
what they told: that a powerful shadow hung over him, that a powerful shadow lay cupped in the scarred
hollow of his claw-hooked hand. Beyond thet, the signs were too wild for him to read as he would have,
once. Or to contral.

It was afrustration so intense that the only response he could man-agewasto kick it away, kick it
asde, and carry on asif nothing waswrong. Y ou could learn to run on an amputated limb. If you were
stub-born enough. Adaptable enough. And didn't mind alittle pain.

He wasn't mad, Matthew Szczegieniak. He had been lucky to ven-tureinto Faerie and return
sane—more or less—and lacking only his good right hand. He taught his classes at Hunter College—
British Lit-erature (one section generd, one section Elizabethan Drama, one sec-tion Elizabethan Drama
and Poetry Other Than Shakespeare)—and he stayed away from the students Iaptops, and he practiced
until the chalk and dry-erase scrawls he wrought with hisleft hand formed words.

Matthew kept amagnetized iron knifein hisleft front pocket and he wore aring carved of rowan
wood on hisright thumb. Ink in dark un-settling labyrinths marked his back and arms, and his ngpe under
the clean blond ponytail. He wore sted-rimmed spectacl es that twinkled compassionately when hetilted



his head. He lived aonein ahaf-remodel ed gpartment; someone else paid hishills.

The someone's name was Jane Andraste. She was the former lieu-tenant governor of New Y ork, and
the only other Mage Matthew knew of, anymore. All the rest were dead, and whether that was
Matthew's fault or Jane's, Matthew did not take her calls.

Heran in Central Park like awild thing and lifted iron weights as he always had — athough it took
some clevernessto lash them into his right hand—but he no longer wore theiron rings on hisfingersand
in hisear that once had drawn him to oppose anything Fae that set foot on Man-hattan. Iron and copper
and bronze were anathemato Fagrie. Matthew would not permit himself to be endaved to histools
agan.

Once upon atime, he bad permitted. It had cost him his duty, his honor, his brother, his heart's blood,
half hissoul, control of his magic, and whatever faith hed managed to preserve through thirty-odd years
of service. It had cost him the use of hisgood right hand.

Once upon atime.

Somewherein Hell, a poet was packing his bags. He wasn't particularly circumspect about it; the
measter of the house would know of his actions, as Lucifer tended to know what concerned him, and so
the poet re-hearsed arguments as he folded shirts and found his rapier and a note-book. He didn't expect
to be permitted to leave without some sort of confrontation.

All the same, he packed only what he/d need for aday or two. He could send for the rest, once—if
—he got settled somewhere. And if the Devil proved recacitrant, well. It wouldn't be thefirst timethe
poet had lost everything.

Thingswere only that.

He was pulling the drawstrings of his rucksack taut when arustle of feathers by the door caught his
attention, asit was meant to. He swung the bag onto the neatly made bed and turned, flipping hislayered
patch-work cloak over his shouldersin apracticed gesture. He crossed hisarms over his chest and set
hisheds, and said, quietly, "Morningstar.”

Lucifer's beauty was not the sort to which one could grow accus-tomed. It was composed of small
imperfections—the long nose, the too-lush mouth—that amounted to a breathtaking gestdt, so every shift
of expression reveded some new facet of the Devil's charm.

He framed himsdlf in the poet's bedroom doorway asif standing for a portrait. His whest-colored hair
dragged in disorder over the black velvet shoulders of hisjacket, and even in the dim light of the gas
lamps his eyes were sharply blue. His white wings rustled as he folded them againgt his back to step into
the room, and rustled further when he let them fan wide. :I wondered when thou wouldst make thy mind
uptogo.:

"I made my mind up sometime ago," the poet said. "'l've no reason to stay, with Murchaud gone.

:Thy old Devil beguilesthee not, Kitten?:

The poet's smilefdt tight across histeeth as he chose not to answer the question. "Y ou know | hate
thet nickname."

:Then perhaps thou shouldst have kept thine own name. What wouldst barter me, to have it back?:

The poet picked up hisbag and dung it over one shoulder, and stepped wide around the Devil on his
way to the door.

He was dmost there when the flagstones shuddered under hisfest, in time with an enormous hollow
thumping. He sidestepped, amost tripping, and Lucifer steadied him with an outstretched wing. "Were
you expecting avistor?'

:I know that knock,: Lucifer answered. He swept the poet forward with the leading edge of hiswing,
and followed him through the door.

The poet'sfootfalls were hushed on long silk carpets, but the vast emptiness of Hell's corridors gave
the sense that they should echo. The poet shivered, gathering his cloak tighter in hisleft hand, tugging it
over therapier he wore on that hip. Y ou could fed the loneliness here, the constant awareness of exile. It
had the weight of oppression: whatever wasin Hell was forgotten, shunned by the larger world.

"What would bring him here?' the poet asked, as much to fill up the silence as because he cared to
know.



Lucifer's shrug lifted hiswings. He gestured with one long hand asif brushing a curtain aside. :Perhaps
he's come to see thee off. Or toinvitemeto abdl. ItisAll Hallow's Eve—:

Someone stepped into the corridor before them: abig man, bearded, hisred hair twisted into aclub at
the nape of his neck. The freckles acrossthe bridge of his nose made a striking discontinuity with his
glower. "ThereésaDevil on your doorstep/’ he said.

‘Thank you, Keith,: Lucifer said. :1 had noticed. Y ou will accompany meto greet him.:

Keith MacNeill, the Dragon Prince—and so0 in ametaphysical man-ner the heir to Arthur Pendragon
and Vlad Dracula—shook his head. "Y ou can hold me captive by my oath, but | won't be compelled to
fight your wars, Morningstar.”

Lucifer amiled through hiscurls. :Shdl it cometo fidticuffs?.

"You'reon your own if it does."

The poet chuckled, but Lucifer took no notice. Instead, he strode into the lead, leaving Keith and the
poet to spin in hiswake, hurrying to keep pace.

The great doorsto Lucifer's palace stood open and unguarded, and beyond them, in the courtyard,
waited Satan. Another poet's Devil, that one, a batwinged horror with his upswept horns and smoke
rising in coilsfrom wings that radiated sooty hest like fire-charred stone. Lucifer stopped the poet and the
Dragon Prince in the doorway with a sweep of his hand, and stepped outside to meet his brother.

The poet folded his arms again and leaned againgt the doorframe to watch. Beside him, Keith stood
squardly, frowning, shoulderstense. They didn't spare each other aword, but Keith did offer the poet's
ruck-sack araised eyebrow. The poet answered with a shrug.

In the courtyard, the devils circled like tomcats. The poet could imag-ine their mantling wings
—Satan's stone-black and membranous, L u-cifer's shining white under the sunless sky—transformed to
lashing tails and flattened ears.

:Satan,: Lucifer said, with dl hisexquisite mocking politenessintact. Y ou haven't the look of onewho
comes seeking society .

"l heard arumor,” Satan answered. His voice sifted dust from the stones, and the poet flinched from
it, covering hisearswith his hands. Keith winced, but held hisground. "I cameto find thetruth in it."

:Y ou presume | know of which rumor you spesk.:

Satan paused. He held out one black, knobby fist, the talon on his thumb projecting between his
fingers. He loosed them, and awad of paper dipped free, smoking dightly from histouch.

With aswift, cardess gesture, L ucifer swept it up in the curve of awing and flicked it into hisown
hand. He uncrumpled it, the paper weighty and soft, and smoothed it between hisfingers. After studying
whatever was written there for amoment, he looked up, tilting his head back to meet the other Devil's
sullen stare. Satan seemed amonolith be-side him, though Lucifer was both wdll-madeand tdll. : Itisa
letter by my hand, requesting conversation with Him who exiled us. What of it?.

"Morningstar," Satan said, his voice low and reasonable, "see you who standsin yonder doorway,
watching you?'Y ou have a Dragon Prince, my brother. Y ou hold in your hand aweapon even God must
respect. But widld it, and dl the devilsin dl the Helswill stand be-sde you.”

Lucifer turned and looked, asif Satan's words could indeed come as arevelation to him. Kit knew
him well enough to read irony, however, and even Satan could not have missed it when Lucifer turned
back with an elaborate shrug.

Satan curled alip off hisfanged teeth and snarled, Do you expect the rest of usto bear idle witness
whileyou crawl to Him, begging for-giveness?1 will not haveit."

Lucifer tossed the dip of paper over his shoulder. An unseen servant, swift and mindless asagust of
wind, swept it aside to be disposed of. The Morningstar tilted hishead and smiled. :Darling,: he
murmured, :that is but arequest for an audience. Do 1 seem to you the sort that crawls?.

For amoment, the poet thought L ucifer might actudly get away with it. And then Satan moved, his
right arm straightening on aswinging blow that caught the other angel acrossthe ssomach. Lucifer
doubled around the blow. The second one smashed him to his knees, while the stones of the courtyard
groaned under Satan's moving welght.

So fast. The poet redized that he had started forward only when Keith's hand locked on hisright



biceps and dragged him back into the door arch. "That's not your fight,” Keith said, but the poet noticed
that Keith's other hand had dropped to the pommel of his sword.

Keith asked, reluctantly, "Will they kill each other?' He wasn't over-fond of the poet, or vice versa
"No more than Fae are likely to, outside afield of war or honorable combat,” the poet muttered in
reply. "If Michael would not strike them down, but only hurl them from Heaven, they'll not destroy each

other so eadly. There are" —he grimaced — "forms for these things.”

The pause was brief, and then both men winced when Satan kicked Lucifer, aswinging blow that sent
him sprawling on the courtyard flags. He stirode after, the earth groaning under hisfeet, and caught
Lucifer asweeping kick under theribsthet lifted thefalen angd into the air.

"Exilésaposshbility, though," the poet continued. "Or imprisonment. And seizure of chattels."

"Meaning us."

"Meaning you," the poet said. "I'm afree man."

"Hah," Keith answered. "Y ou think he'd care about that?'

Both re-covered their ears as Satan raised his stinging voice again. "That seems a creditable
gpproximation of crawling to me." Lucifer pushed himsdlf to hisknees, hiswings sagging on either sde of
his shoulders, hisvelvet jacket torn at the elbow. Satan stepped forward, foot swinging —

Lucifer got onefoot under him, knee bent asif making obei sance, and the poet flinched. But then
Lucifer rocked asde, dodging the kick, and rose to hisfeet with abar of light flickering in hisleft hand
like atongue of flame. He extended hisarm en garde.

:So draw your sword.:

Satan folded hisarms over his stony chest. "'Y ou won't meet me with fists, Morningstar?'

Lucifer smiled. Right-handed, he wiped blood from the corner of his mouth, and flicked it Sizzling on
the stones. :It's easy to forget that | stood against Michael too, isn't it, brother mine?:

"Stood," Satan said. "And fell."

:A flaw we both endure. Come. I'll show you the door.:

"Don't bother," the poet said, stepping forward, his cloak swirling heavily againg hiscaves. "I'm
headed that way myself. I'll seethe Devil out."

The year Matthew Magus turned forty, Halloween fell on a Sunday. He'd canceled his classesfor
Monday and Tuesday, and now he stood before an antique slver-backed mirror in awrought-iron frame
and made ready for aduly more sacred than teaching. First he bound his bobbed hair into astubby
ponytail, the end twisted with copper wire. Once, he would have worn a camouflage jacket, buttons
buttoned and zippers zipped. But he had no intention of blending into this night, evenif he till could;
sympathetic camouflage did not suit his purpose now.

Instead he wore a patchwork tailcoat, red velvet and copper brocade sewn with bugle beads, fringes,
droplets of amber, silver and sted bells and chips of mirror, a phoenix embroidered on the left |apel and a
uni-corn on theright. Matthew wouldn't wear ashirt under the talisman on Hallow's Eve, so the skin from
his collarbone to his belt shone bare, re-vedling the black edges of the spells etched into hisskin. The
coat smelled of nag champa and dragonsblood incense; he kept it with his aromatics so the odor wouldn't
fade.

The owner of the vintage shop he'd bought it from—without hag-gling, aswasright for aritud tool
—had clamed it had belonged to Jm Morrison. Thiswas alie. Joey Ramone had tried it on once but
hadn't bought it, but the real magic of the coat lay in salvaged fabric and beads: a skirt pand from the
origina Broadway production of Kiss Me Kate; aharness bell from Andrew Carnegi€'s carriage horses,
afragment of abusted bathroom mirror from The Bitter End; enough baubles to buy Manhattan twice
over (purple and white wampum sawn from the shells of quahog clams, ahandful of love beadsthrown
away by Robert Crumb, atourist's charm shaped like the Empire State Building which somebody had
given to Gregory Corso, once); asted jingle made from avalve cover off Peter Beagle's motor scoote;
ahorseshoe nail lost when the nag bolted in the Five Corners; a penny John Coltrane picked off the floor
of Birdland—heads—and ran through apressat Coney Is-land in 1963...

Matthew brushed the gold fringe on the epaulets until it fell properly. He double-knotted his stedl-toed



boots and stared at the man in the mir-ror one moretime: alittle more gray in the hair, afew more lines
beside the eyes, theink in histattoos starting to fade and blur alittle, here and there.

Hisjeans had a stedl zipper and copper rivets. He wore a black lesther glove on his clawed right
hand. The hedled scar where a uni-corn's horn had pierced his heart shone white and crescent-shaped
among the black lineson hisskin.

He dapped his hands together, the strong one and the shattered one, and let himself out through dead
bolts, chains, and the police lock to see what Hallow's Eve would bring.

Sunset gave theillusion of warmth to a city whose nights were a-ready chilling into winter. New Y ork
had never been one of those cities where Halloween became aritua, a citywide block party and an
excusetoriot dl rolled into one. San Francisco claimed Halloween; New Y ork's saint's day was New
Year'sEve.

But Halloween was Halloween, and New Y ork aso wasn't acity that missed an excuseto throw a
party. Or aparade. So Matthew armed and armored himsalf, and went out like Gawain —or perhaps
like Don Quixote—to defend the innocent. Or the best approximation he could find, in New Y ork City.

He waked south through the Upper West Side under the watchful eyes of gargoyles: leering facesand
twisted animas bent in mannersfor-eign to their anatomy. A green man watched him pass; a beaked
cresture something like awingless hippogriff twisted in its skin of stoneto follow him with aweethered
granite regard. In the bright eyes of buildings only deepily dert to the mayfly existences of their creators,
Manhattan's last Mage burned with iridescence, adragonfly catching sunlight through lazy summer air.

Hiscity knew him ill.

Matthew headed for Greenwich Village. The noise of the city fol-lowed like alover'swhispers. He
jingled with every step. The Fae werein the city tonight, thisnight of al nights, though they usualy gave
New Y ork the respect due agraveyard.

Matthew couldn't keep them out, not alone, and he wastoo tired to try.

He couldn't keep them out. But he could try to make sure they stayed out of trouble. And they knew
his name, both the Daoine Sidhe and the Unsedlie, even if the residents of hiscity did not. They
remembered a bridge of iron and Matthew's own heart's blood that had carried awar into Faerie.

New York remembered awoman on awhite horse and a dragon with black iron wingsthat had
carried that same war back to the heart of the city. And Matthew preferred it that way. He could walk
through New Y ork unheralded, the new gray streaks twisted into the blond of his hair, wearing the city's
essence like ahermit crab's home on his back, and play its warden in the dark, with no one but the
gargoylesthewiser. It was alondy existence.

But it would serve.

The buzz of hiscdl phone pulled him from hisreverie, but when he read the display, he saw the name
Jane Andraste. Hisright hand ached when he thought about it, so he stuffed the phone back into his
pocket and rubbed the scarred palm with his opposite thumb, trying to chafe some comfort into the old
wound.

He settled againgt abrick wall, his shoulder to the traffic, and fussed with hisglove for aminute. A car
adarm buzzed across the street, the flashing lights attracting his attention. He dropped hishandsto his
Sdes and turned, scanning the crowds moving along the sdewalk, faster pedestrians wending between
dower clumps.

Matthew spotted the follower before he quite caught up. The man was easy to pick out of the crowd,
not because his head was bowed over aPDA, hislips moving in concentration, but because Matthew
could not havefailed to notice the twisted, dark-colored rings encircling his thumb and forefinger.

Matthew didn't know this apprentice. But Matthew knew what he was and aso knew why his phone
had rung just then.

Matthew had it in his hand aready when it rang again. He didn't bother answering, because at the
sound of his phone, the apprentice's head came up. He turned until he faced Matthew directly. He was
good-looking, Irish or Swedish extraction, with freckles scattered across his cheekbones and the bridge
of hisnose, and wavy dark red hair. The young man's face rearranged itself around a positively dazzling
gmile as he dipped up to Maithew, who found himself ridiculoudy at bay with hisback againgt a



brownstonewall.

"Matthew Magus?' the apprentice asked, and stuck out the hand that didn't have the PDA init: his
right hand, and Matthew didn't reach to take it. He didn't care to offer his crippled paw to shakelike a
well-trained golden retriever.

"l am," hesaid. "What does Jane want?"'

Matthew should have asked the man's name; his eyebrows drew to-gether at the sting of that dight.
He recovered, though, and lowered hishand. "I'm Christian Magus,” he said, smoothly. "I'm here on
behdf of Jane."

"Chridian Magus,” Matthew repeated. " She'srecruiting. It figures. How did she find you?!

The young Mage wore a copper-colored brocade blazer over ablack turtleneck. He dropped his
hands into his pockets and drew the brocade around himself, fist balled around the PDA. There was a bit
of Mage-craft on it, Matthew could guess, aspdll to help find Matthew through the link established when
Jane cdlled his phone, whether he chose to answer or not. Smple enough magic. The sort hewould have
worked without thinking, himself, once upon atime.

Chrigtian didn't answer his question. " Jane wantsto talk to you. Just talk."

Matthew stared through his eyeglasses. The gpprentice didn't drop his gaze, but met him glower for
glower. He wondered how long Jane had been recruiting gpprentices, how many new Magi shed
col-lected . . . whether she was planning on moving against Faerie again.

"Jane needs everybody," Christian said. He held out a granite-colored business card; when Matthew
didn't takeit, he tucked it into the breast pocket of his gaudy coat with asort of charming insolence. "She
needs as many of us as she can get. She just wantsto talk to you."

"How many of you arethere now?"

"About twenty," Chrigtian said. "And growing. I've been with her five years, and | know she's
sncere”

Matthew put his phone away again and smoothed hisleft hand over hishair. ™Y ou know why she
doesn't have any Magi l€eft, Chrigtian?' he asked. "Why she's starting over from scratch?

Chrigtian bit hislip, frowning. "The Faerie War."

"Because she got thelast batch al killed," Matthew told him. "And shell get you killed too. No."

"Méathew?"

He turned away, showing Chrigtian the back of hishand. "No," hesaid. "I won't talk to Jane. | havea
city to take care of. Leave me done.”

Two young women and aman in their early twenties hesitated on the platform, bewildered by the
rumble of trains, the reek of grease and the arch of yellow metd againgt swallowing darkness. Thetrain
had breathed them into Penn Station like a dragon breathing particles of soot onto theair. The
chambered heart of avast beast echoed around them, sound ringing off granite blockslaid with a
master's precison. The three exchanged glances, their own hearts thundering in their chestsas New
York'sthundered in their ears.

They ascended the narrow escalator single file, passing through agap in adull, corrugated wakway
suspended above the platform like avast air-conditioning duct. Insde, grimy cement was punctuated in
long rows by the dien luxuriance of cobalt tiles, blue as amadonnas robes against char.

The city noticed their coming.

Thetrain watched them climb, caminitslong stedl body, and the s dewakstook their weight in
knowing silence when they ascended into the indirect brightness of aNew Y ork morning.

The eldest of the three was Althea Benning, who bought awhite T-shirt from avendor. It was marked
in black and red and blue with amap of the New Y ork subway system that stretched across her breasts
when she pulled it over her tank top.

The boy was named Geoffrey Bertelli; his mouth twitched side-ways when he was amused. It was
twitching now, as he raked bony, beautiful hands through his matted, matte-black-dyed red hair and said,
"Every-onewill know you'reatourist.”

"Everyonewill know I'm atourist anyway, and thisway, if we get log, al you haveto doissare at



my tits." Altheachecked her reflection in the shopwindow; Geoff laughed at her, shifted his knapsack,
and dropped an arm around the third companion's shoulders.

Sheonly smiled.

She was the one who might have seemed most Fae, at |east to some-one who had never seen the Fair
Folk. Shewas caled Juliet Gorman, known as Jewels, and she was scarred and tattooed and pierced
through fair freckled skin, her ears dtered to points and aterrible homesicknessin her flinching gestures.

She wasn't Fae. She was Otherkin, a peasant child dreaming she was a stolen princess . . . who knew
that her real parents—who loved her — would be dong any moment to reclaim her from unkind but
temporary mundane bondage.

Jewels did from under Geoff'sarm and stood atop a subway grate, the warm wind swirling her skirt
around her ankles. Sheld braided her hair and pinned it so it covered her ears, mostly at Geoff's
inggtence,

"Look a me" Altheasaid, spinning in place, colliding with a hurried pedestrian whose fluffy
lemon-yellow skirt hung low on her hips, two sunflowers with gnarled ssemswrapped in aplastic
supermarket bag dangling head down from her left hand.

Althea skipped aside and laughed. "Sorry."

The city girl tossed her alook like acid, and the city breathed in hope and breathed out dreams, and
the dragons rumbled under their feet in the long darkness of Penn, jointed snakesin oil-dick squaor.

"Whereto first?' Altheaasked, dropping her chin to stare down at the map across her chest.

"l don't care aslong aswerein the Village by six to see the parade,” Geoff answered.

He glanced at Jewels, who cocked her head and pursed her lips. "Times Square. | want to see where
the war Started.”

Chapter Two

Whiskey in the Jar

Warmth did from the stdlion's withers as he entered the shade of willows. His coat gleamed white over

stout mus-cles, black streaked his mane and spotted hisface and hisrichly feathered feet. A rivulet of
water as slver as his moon-shaped shoes led him deegper into the wood and higher upon the hills; he
wrote in hoofprints on its verdant bank, aline that would tell any who cared to look, The Kelpie wad
here.

He could have passed without amark. But this was hallowed ground, sacred enough that when he
cameto the place where low hillstangled the willows roots, he cantered to ahalt and stood for a
moment, tail singing hisflanksashe swiveled an ear & something borne on that breeze.

Sngng.

A song.

He'd cometo air his pain, his un-Fae sorrow and the low, dow, un-Fae achein hisbelly. To stomp,
and paw, and kick things under the grieving willows. To let hisanger at his beloved Queen and on his
beloved Queen's behdf fly. To fedl, ashewas not yet accustomed to fed, having been Fae for millennia
and having borne amorta soul but seven years.

Irritating to have his grief interrupted. The stalion drew agreat bel-lows breath and folded into the



angular form of aman, tugging hissilk suit into place and reaching up to tip a hat a the right rakish angle.
Hewas barefoot. Silver rings glinted on his thumbs and each grest toe, pale againgt skin dark asloch
water.

More silent than a breeze rustling the lancelet leaves of the willows, Whiskey chased the song
between graveyard trees, the living remem-berers of battle. The trees stroked him with trailing branches,
stole hishat and caressed his hair. They knew who he was, other than the son of Manannan and the god
of the wide man-murdering sea. They knew why he carried apain like abright spark in his chest, apain
no Faerie should have known, and they honored his unwilling sacrifice. Softly, astreeswill. Implacably,
astreeswill. They remembered.

The sdlion hdted among them, wishing he had atail to swishin per-plexity. A smdl dight man sat
beside the spring halfway up the hill, wrapped in abard's patch-work cloak of colors, leaning against a
tree as he half sang an old rhyme. " '"Ellum do grieve, and Oak he do hate, and Willow hewalk if you
travelslate.’ Good afternoon, traveler.”

"Good mesting, Sir Bard. | do not know you." The stalion stepped from the shelter of laurel and
scrub oak.

The singer gestured, the layers of hisragged cloak faling from his shoulders. Underneath he wore
black, asilk shirt with silver buttons tucked into narrow trousers. "It's changed.”

"Thehillade?'

"That t00." He had fine golden-brown hair in well-brushed waves, aneat beard, and dark, deep-set
eyes, whoever hewas, and as he leaned forward between bent, spread knees his bootheel s furrowed the
earth. The gallion saw naillswink in their soles and tossed hisforelock from hiseyes. Iron nalls, and not
slver.

The bard was amortal man.

"What manner of creature are you?"

"Kepie'" the galion answered.

"You're aservant of the new Queen." 1 am.

"Bound servant?'

"This Queen makes no bindings" The galion came uphill, relaxing into his own shgpe now that he
need not fear startling the singer. In horse-shape, his eyeswould not sting with unshed pain. He stamped
and snorted, shaking hismane over hisears. It didn't help. "But | have asoul.”

"l aswdll," the bard said. "l am sorry."

"One grows accustomed.”

The man had an accent the gtallion knew of old, although time had faded it. Y ou're English,” Whiskey
sad.

"l was. Of Canterbury, and then London.”

"Ah. Have you aname, morta man?"

Which netted him a strange sort of smilein return. The bard stepped from the shadow of the trees,
sunlight gilding hisdull hair auburn. "In fact | do not. But | will cometo what you cal me. Given alittle
warrn-ing, of course, what that may be—Thomaswill do if you are not other-wise inclined. Does
Morgan le Fey ill roam these hills?"

"Roam is perhaps not the proper word — "

"l beg your pardon. Dwell here, then? And the new Mebd, the new Queen —"

"—whom | serve.”

"To whom you owe sarvice, yes. Sheis Morgan's granddaughter.”

"By Morgan's son, Murchaud. Got on amortal Mage.”

"Ah, | see. And Murchaud is buried here." Thomas glanced aside, hisvoicelosing itstrained fluency.

The gtdlion lowered his head and cropped a bite of grass, rleasing itsrich green scent. It tasted of
nothing, of straw. Therewasno blood init. "Yes. Asare many Murchaud, Duke of Hell, Prince-Consort
to the previous Queen of Faerie, son of Morgan and Lancelot. Heisburied here.”

"l brought flowers," the bard said, producing abundle of irisand eglantine from his cloak. "Show me
where?'



"Wereyou friends?'

“InHdl."

"Ah." The dallion cropped grass again, tail swishing. "1 know your name."

"l haven't got one—"

"l know who you were. Y ou wish to seethe grave."

"Wes"

"Yes," the sdlion answered. "And | shan't even bid you climb upon my back."

The bard paused, and then grinned up at him. "Just aswdll, pony," he said, hisvoiceringing empty as
atin cup when you drop apenny init. "Y ou wouldn't like my spurs.”

"Doubting Thomas." The stdlion arched his neck to hide uneasg, flirting with the poet from under long
lashes. "Cal meWhiskey. For that isaso not my name”

The poet who wasn't named Thomas knelt by the grave of a Prince of Faerie and didn't shed atear. It
wasn't precisely unmarked, that grave, bowered asit was by branches and cradled between roots,
beribboned with sunlight trailing through leaves. Thomas dug hisinkstained finger-tipsinto the
greens-ward and uprooted atuft of grass, turning it over in his hands. Two waxy grubs shone. He
touched oneidly and closed hiseyesto fed it writhe againgt his skin.

The grief pressed like astone on his breast and would not be moved. He said, ™Y our Queen's mother
isamorta woman."

"Our Queen'smother isaMage," Whiskey answered. "High in the counsals of their Promethean
Society, so-called, who were the other side of thiswar—you've heard of the Prometheans?*

"Known with someintimacy,” the bard replied, in atone that sug-gested it hadn't been a pleasant
knowing. HEd been in Faerie long enough to learn Fae ways. never show soft emotion, should you fed it.
Never sorrow, nor affection, nor fear. No matter that the grief came up from his belly like wine sickness,
painful and sharp, stinging hiseyes and burning his snuses. He kept hisface placid, hisvoice mdlifluous
and mocking.

Unlike Whiskey, ruined by the soul held been tricked into accepting, the Fae did not admit pain.

The bard turned the turf in his hands, careful not to shake the grubs loose, and tucked it back into the
wound he had made over Murchaud's grave. He scrubbed earth-stained fingers on his trousers, and then
rubbed them across hisface. Hisfury came out in the softness of histone. "What is her name, this
Maga?'

"Jane Andraste, Sir Thomas." Whiskey didn't mind saying. Didn't mind at al, when hefdt thewind
blow across hisribs and lift his mane, and smelled the sunlight of Faerieonit.

"I'm only aknight in Faerie," the bard said, standing, and tugging his cloak about him asif thewarm air
carried achill. "That honor was never conferred for all my service to mortd queens.” When he angled his
head in the sunlight, it caught more coppery sparks from his sand-colored hair, and hisright eye was
brighter than his|eft.

"You'rein Faerie now, Sir Thomas."

"Whiskey, that | am." The bard glanced down at the grave, and then shook his head &t the earth
between his shoes. "And your Queen, who knows dl names but has none of her own —"

"Aye?

"Does she know her mother killed her father?”

"The Dragon killed her father, Thomas. He died in the rubble of Times Square, these seven years
snce, on Halow's Eve. "When the Faerie court do ride" "

"1 know that song.”

"Toowel, | judge.

A spark of pain as bright as Whiskey'sinfected the bard's voice. "But her mother started thewar.”

"The war is older than the Queen. And older than her mother too."

"It'snot older than | am .. ." The bard sighed, and came and stood beside the stallion, staring down at
one grave among arow of gravesthat stretched until the trunks of the willow grove occluded sight. "Is
there atreefor every fdlen Fag, Master Whiskey? And one for every Promethean Mage who laid down
hislifein thisbattle?"



"There are not so many trees as that. Or the wood would go on very far indeed. Murchaud was more
than your friend."

"Hewas the breath in my lungs and the marrow in my bones.”

Whiskey sidestepped closer, and the bard took that invitation and leaned a shoulder on horsey
solidity. The stalion smelled of swest and tide pools, brackish, salt, fertile rot. His warmth eased the ache
that threatened to close the bard's throat, and after amoment he could speak again.

Hisfingers curled asif they cradled adagger hilt. There was dwaysrevenge.

Contrary to myth, it redly could help onefed better.

The poet glanced sideways, meeting the stalion'sice-blue eye. "I went to Hell to be with him, and |
had beenin Hell before. | did not go twice blindly. A question for aquestion, stud. Do you prefer your
new Queen to your old?’

"1 had no Queen before thisone," Whiskey answered, the trickle of painin his unwanted soul like the
trickle of water that spread under his hooves. The warmth of the day chilled on his neck, now, too, and
the bard threw an arm over his shoulders. Whiskey endured it, and felt the better after al. "1 wasaWild
Fae, and unbridled. Now | am tamed.”

"And?"

" Shewho tamed you. |Is she agood Queen?"

"1 would see her unQueened, Sir Thomas. Because | love her. Be-cause | carry her soul, and her soul
makes meto love her, and were she to abdicate | would no longer be bound to that burden — | would
see her unQueened.”

Silence, until the poet stepped away. "I understand.”

Whiskey shook his mane and pawed lightly. His black-marked fore-hoof left agouge in wet
greensward, and the scent of fresh-turned earth almost covered the scent of sympathy. Worse, that he
was cold enough that the sympathy warmed him. Worse, that he had a soul to see kin-ship, where he
should have seen the weakness the bard let dip, just alit-tle, and thought, Prey.

"Yes," hesaid. "l think you do." Hetossed hisforelock and snorted. "My Queen forgave her mother
thewar.”

"Did she." Not aquestion, asthe poet sank into a crouch with his cloak spreading on the ground
around him, a puddle of athousand col-ors. The patch that gleamed at his right shoulder was some sort
of slk, blue aswatered stedl and catching the light and shadows when it moved, like the sea.

"Someone could find this Jane Andraste, Promethean and Mage. Someone could do something about
redress. For these crimes. For thiswar," the poet said. He dug hisfingersinto the earth again, asif
unwill-ing to ever let go. Asif hewanted to pull the turf over his shoulderslike ablanket and lie down
under it, warm and Htill.

"Get on my back,” Whiskey said, before the words could freeze in histhroat and choke him. "Climb
on my back and ride."

Times Square had not become a monument, other than the monument to the gods of capitalism that it
had aways been. There had been very few killed here: aFae girl pregnant with aroyad child, atelevison
re-porter, aDuke of Hell, arookie cop. The damage had been for show— though how much show is
necessary to bring home a point is questionable, when adragon the size of ajetliner unfolds basat wings
acrossacity sky.

Theresacertain admirable fiercenessin theway New Y ork mythologizesits trauma, and the dragon
of Times Square was no different. Two yearslater, asmaller, somewhat pudgier replicaof that dragon
made its debut in the Macy's Thanksgiving Day Parade. The LCD screens had been rebuilt, the
shimmering marquees repaired. Old stone facades still lurked behind the frameworks of advertising
displays, dowager creases and age spots concealed under gaudy paint. Worker-ant traffic crept nose to
tall in red- and -white-lit profusion, and the TKTS booth had aline around the block.

The city had left the knife-cut claw marks aong the rooftops done, and tourists with telephoto lenses
clotted beside the police substation, peering up and snapping pictures, couples handing cameras and



binoc-ulars back and forth.

Geoff and Althea and Jewdl s stood shoulder to shoulder in the chill, Geoff's arm around Altheds
shoulder, holding his coat open for her to crowd inside because she was shivering in the gaudy tourist
T-shirt. Shetrapped alayer of warm air and cloth between them, her arms wrapped tight across her belly
athough she was not quite shiver-ing. Her head was craned back, and the delicate rings of her larynx
pressed her skin from theinsde, revealing pae highlights and blood-blue shadows.

It was Jewelswho spoke, eyes bright and streaked brown hair pulling free of braidsto twinein the
risng wind. "What wouldn't you give to have seen that?' Her voice throbbed with wistful envy.

"Funny,” Geoff answered. "l wasjust thinking | was glad I'd missed it. He glanced at hiswatch. "We
should go if we're going to eat before the parade.”

They wound up in a stedl-countered ddli on Fifth Avenue, eating over-stuffed pastrami sandwiches
and salty kosher pickles. Althea ate her own, and Geoff'stoo. They were too hurried for much
conversation, and by the time they left, the Sky had darkened and the streetlights were on.

Altheafound hersdf fdling into Geoff'sand Jewels dipstream. Jewelswalked hurriedly, cold in her
thin skirt, and Geoff kept pos-tioning himsalf to bresk the wind for her. Jewels endured his attention with
akind of annoyed stoicism, but at least she didn't say anything about it.

Although maybe it would have been better if shedid. Altheahad timeto think about it, following his
black coat and her gray swester through the increasing crowds, shivering alittle bit in her own thin shirt.
Her jacket was in Geoff's kngpsack, though, and she'd have to catch up with him and make him stop to
put it on, and they werein ahurry.

Sheld stay warm enough with the walking until they made it to the parade. And she was keeping up all
right. Geoff turned to look over his shoulder oncein awhileto make sure of her, and she was never more
than three steps behind.

Which waswhy she couldn't explain how she lost him. She hadn't taken her eyes off hisjacket, or his
back, and Jewels braided hair was hard to miss, aswas her laugh. But one moment they were there, and
the next Althearedized she was following another couple entirely.

She blinked and her eyes blurred. For amoment, she saw Geoff and Jewels again, getting farther
away through the crowd. And then, asif adide had been pulled from a projector, they were gone again,
and she saw only ared-haired man in ablack leather jacket and agirl with dark hair, not Geoff and
Jewelsat dl.

Althea stopped and turned, rocking on her hedls. She hadn't acciden-tally walked past them, either.
She hesitated, oscillating, and tried not to meet the eyes of the passersby who snuck quick glances at her
and then looked down.

"Dammit," she muttered. And then she heard Jewels laugh. A side street. They must have turned, just
there, and she'd missed them. A shortcut. They'd notice she was gonein a second, and turn back, and
sheld meet them coming to look for her. Skipping, hugging hersdf with relief, she hurried down the dley.

Thelast thing she heard was the tremendous whirring rush of wings.

* * *

Haloween fell on a Sunday that year, and so did the end of daylight savingstime. The coppery
warmth gilding the green men and gargoyles had dimmed to quicksiiver by the time Maithew reached the
Village, and the blue hour of twilight held the city in the cooal, lingering em-brace extended by building
shadows. The parade wouldn't start until seven, and Matthew intended to watch the spectators as much
asthe participants. He wandered along Fourteenth Street, flotsam in a stream of humanity, dert for the
messages flickering in neon or re-flected in sorefronts.

Severd barsof "TheLady IsaTramp" did from a basement doorway aong with acoil of smoke.
Matthew walked through the scent of ciga-rettes and unwashed bodies; they clung to his skin dong with
prophecy, and like prophecy broke and did away before the force of histalismans and asurvived
dedtiny.



Carsdid past, stop and go, one stereo blaring a Don Henley song. Matthew had heard that one
before, the morning the towersfell; New Y ork's Magus hadn't been able to take that bullet for his city
ether. Maybe it's time we make it a ceremonial position, he thought, but understood the portent and
read hisdirectionsin the flickering light of aDaos Equis sign.

Heturned hisface away but the Sgn persevered, heartbesat of eec-tricity Suttering its neon, and
another acrossthe dley took up the plaint. They were coy, long-lashed things, never quite forthright, but
trangparent enough in their intentions. He sighed and turned | eft be-tween buildings, picked past bundled
newspapers and a green plastic trash barrel, and walked through a puddle of floodlight, glancing up once
to make sure the human-seeming shadow t its edge was the out-line of another gargoyle. It was. one he
didn't remember having seen be-fore, asquat birdlike silhouette whose gorgeoudy fluted antlers must
have been the chef d'oeuvre of a master slonemason, imported from Eu-rope dong with al those
boatloads of marble.

He sought after it, but no trace of magic hung nearby—just the thinking chill of stone worked fine
enough to hold an ageless, patient soul. A hungry soul, and he pulled back.

The coat was not keeping him warm. But now he was close enough to smell what hung inthe air, and
he frowned. It was an old, wild musk, harsh and deep—the scent of weathered bones at the maw of a
preda-tor'slair. It was athickness as deep and sweet as the Kelpie's, but with-out the tang of sea-rot
and sea-change that kept the Kelpi€'s trace unique. He walked on, an ache in his scarred hand. The fear
wasdivein him, awild cold coiling thing, but he would not honor it. No matter how it made his hands
shake and the bilerisein histhroat.

The girl was dready dead when he found her, her tourist's subway-map T-shirt ripped from breast to
belly. Matthew crouched beside the body and pulled his cell from his pocket. He checked for a
pulse—cursorily: her blood was a banner spread ragged on the stones around her, along with her
entrails—thumbed 911 with hisruined hand, and raised his head to search the shadows, taking comfort in
achildslie: that hedid not fear the dark.

The reek of raw meat and spilled bowel s made him gag. There were no footprintsin the blood and the
footsteps echoing behind him came too soon and too lightly for the police. He turned just his head over
his shoulder, spectacles flashing in thelight, blood drying on thefirst two fingers of hisleft hand. The
runners held hands asif one of them meant to pull the other up from drowning. The leader wasa
cautious, coltish boy in black leather, black denim, black-dyed hair and steel-grommeted boots. The
flowered chiffon skirt of the sandaed girl beside him blew about thin ankles, and acharcoal sweater that
fell to the top of her thighswasrolled up three times at the deeves, draping off her reedlike wristsin fat
doughnuts.

"Don't—"he said, and stood.

At thefar edge of the puddled light, Jewels dragged Geoff to astop asthe red-coated man spread his
arms helplessy. The movement pulled the cuff of the coat away from hisglove and let thefinehairson his
arm belimned. He stood foolishly, shaking, asif he could block their vison of Althea. Hewasn't tall, but
he looked dangerous, strong.

A snaky breeze scarfed Jewels skirt between her thighs and locks of wavy tea-brown hair across her
eyes. She pushed the latter aside with a nail-bitten finger and sucked her lower lip into her mouth, her
stomach tangled around her ankles. She stepped from artificia light into ashadow, shidding her eyes,
and felt no chill; the mesty reek of the dley fevered her. Not cold at al, though shewas shivering. "Al .

o

"Don't look," the man said. "Just don't look. | called the police.” He twisted hiswide-held hand to
show the green lights of the phone; the 911 operator's voice was till audible, and he moved dowly to
bring it back to hisear. "Sir? Some other bystandersjust arrived — "

"Althea," Jawels said, and took astep forward, amost tripping out of her sandals. She caught herself
and shook free of Geoff's clenched hand. She couldn't feel hersdf breathing. "Oh, God. Al."

Matthew saw her distress and cameto her, gill holding the phoneto his ear, ready to catch her if she
rushed forward or went down. Beside her, the boy swayed, pressed both hands to his mouth. His head



dipped as he gagged and shuddered; his knees folded like afod's and he went straight down, curled
forward, knedling. The girl turned and tripped again; thistime she didn't catch hersdlf. She collapsed
againg the boy, her hands on hiswrist and the nape of his neck, holding him up while he gagged, her face
nearly inhishair. " Geoff?'

Matthew moved a step closer, still pressing the phoneto hisringlessear. Today is the naming of
named, he thought. Patently unfair, considering that it seemed to be her friend on the ground, but he
recognized his own distanced chill as shock. He dmost put his hand in the girl's hair to com-fort her, but
saw the blood on hisfingers and winced, and scrubbed them on hisjeansfirst, shuddering. Jesus. "Yes
ar," hesad. "I'mright here. | won't hang up. Somebody just fainted.”

A banshee wailed—asdren, only asiren, after dl. The girl's hair was soft and faintly greasy. She
leaned into the touch slently, suffering, holding her friend, smelling of patchouli. The scent reminded him
of awoman he hadn't seen in seven years, and amost covered the tang of blood. "Miss?

"Jewels," she said, without lifting her lipsfrom her friend's spiked, matted hair. Theword struck music
in his breast—her name, and her true name too. A breath caught in histhroat; he stroked her hair out of
her face and stopped, shocked by what his fingers brushed. A fine braided tracery of raised scar tissue
ran aong her hairline, leading hisfingersto an ear tipped to adelicate point.

At the mouth of the dley, light flashed, blue and red and gold and white. Fae, he dmost said, but no,
she wasn't. She was as human as he, morta blood and mortal bone. "Otherkin.”

Shelooked up at him and grimaced. The brackets on her braces were fashion colors, fuchsaand
violet between thewires. A titanium hoop glimmered in her nostril.

"Holy fuck," he said, the phonein his hand forgotten as the first po-licemen hustled down the
aleyway, paramedicsright behind. Oth-erkin. Sweetheart, what the hell were you kids doing in New
Y ork City if you're playing at being Otherkin? Don't you know your kind aren't welcome here?

Chapter Three
Seen the Lights Go Out on Broadway

For the ten millionth time, Jewels said, "We cameto New Y ork for the Halloween parade,” and for the

ten millionth time Detec-tive Peese shook his head.

"Three Otherkin kids? Pull the other one."

"Geoff's not Otherkin." She dropped her head into her palms, knot-ting wisps of hair between her
fingers. Sheitched and stank and her butt hurt from the hard wooden chair, and she wanted to go home.
The stedl-edged Formicatable was worn in two patches under her elbows, and she imagined how many
other people had leaned forward in thisin-terview room just as she was leaning now, hopelessnessa
bubble under their breastbones. That was the worst part. She hadn't even cried for Altheayet. Couldn't
cry, asif her fear for hersalf had stopped the tears or soaked them up. "He'sjust afriend.”

The cop braced his hands on the other edge of the table, looming over her. He smelled sharply of Irish
Spring and Old L eather, an infeicitous combination. ™Y ou had to know you were taking arisk coming to
New Y ork, with your earstipped like that and those scars hanging out there.”

They rasped the hedls of her pams. her own work. Her own design, afragile Cdtic braid, pale sains
of aguaand lime overworking the white lines. Her hair mostly covered it, most of thetime. Shetook a
breath and spoke more sullenly than sheld intended. "I1t's still afree country.”

The cop wasn't much bigger than Geoff, and definitely not any big-ger than the guy with the ponytail



and the red velvet tuxedo jacket who'd hovered over her until the police separated the three of them into
different rooms. His hair was cropped close to the skull, the short dull brown fuzz showing pae lines of
scars sparser and lessintentiond than Jewels, and he was wearing asuit instead of auniform. A badge
hung on acord around his neck like held forgotten to teke it off.

He sighed tiredly and leaned back, thumbs hooked through a cresk-ing leather belt. "That doesn't
mean you weren't asking for trouble com-ing here, Halloween or not. Y ou're lucky whoever got your
friend didn't get you too. Tell methetruth, Julia. Y ou werelooking for fairies, weren't you? Cometo
New Y ork, go look at the claw marks on top of the Times Building, wander around and see fairies and
try to talk them into taking you to the Otherlands, right? The only way we're going to find your friend's
killer isif you leve with us about where you went and what you did."

"Therearen't any Faein New Y ork City." She shifted her bottom against the chair and didn't correct
him regarding her name. "Every-body knows they never came back after thefight in Times Square. |
wouldn't cometo New Y ork for Fae. And we went to Times Square, but only for afew minutes. It was
just for the parade. | swear . ..” Shetrailed off as someone tapped on the door of the interview room,
then lifted her head out of her hands, meeting Detective Peese's flat hogtile stare.

"Chrigt, if you were my kid, I'd haul your ass right back to the plas-tic surgeon who put those earson
you and get them cut right off." He turned away and opened the door.

Thisman was enormous. His skin was afew shades darker than his cocoa-colored sportcoat, which
was afew shades darker than his sherry-colored eyes, and hisright paw almost envel oped atwo-liter
bot-tle of Poland Spring, condensation running between his fingers and dripping on the floor. ™Y ou about
donein here, Ernie?’

Peese raked him with a glance, afrown hardening the corners of his mouth. "Oh, look. It'sthe good
cop." He shot a searing look over his shoulder at Jewels, who lost her battle not to clench her hands on
the table. She gasped, but Peese had already turned back to her res-cuer. "Yeah," Peese said. "I'll go see
how they're doing in the other room."

Jawels bit her lip and pulled cold fingersinside the deeves of her swesater as the white cop brushed
gtiff-shouldered past the black one. The newcomer held the door open with hiselbow, then let it ease
gen-ly into place.

"Shit," Jewe s said, leaning back againgt the painful wooden chair, "if that's Detective Peace, I'd hate
to meet Detective War."

The big man laughed as he set the bottle of water in front of her and retrieved the pilled navy blanket
held tucked under hisother arm. "'I'm Detective Smith. Will that do?

"Areyou redly?' She watched him as he shook the blanket out. She wasn't cold enough to shiver, but
the warmth when he swung the rough cloth over her shoulders was enough to make her sigh. "I think I'd
liketo seesomelD."

He laughed and held out hishand. "Dondl Smith." A faint flavor of afluid idand accent underlay his
speech: Jamaican, she thought. She shook the hand, but didn't get up. "Peese getsalittle— "

"Yeah. Soyou are the good cop, | take it?"

"Nah. I'm the cop who came to run Ernie off so you can make your train home. It'stomorrow.”

"Y ou're not going to keep usin the city?"

"What purpose would that serve? Y ou're not suspects, no matter what he would have liked you to
believe. Weve got your info. Drink your water"—he jerked his chin at the bottle— "go hometo
Hartford, and for Christ's sake don't go wandering around New Y ork City look-ing like you just stepped
out of The Brown Fairy Book if you know what's good for you, okay?"

She opened the water. It was cold, and the plastic ring cracked when she unscrewed the top. Her lip
gplit and the blanket dipped down her shoulders when shetilted her head back and drank, holding the
bottle in both hands, shaking with weariness.

Her eyes closed, short dense lashesinterweaving like the fringe on aVenusflytrap, and she
swallowed once, twice, athird time — so thin each gulp showed as it bobbed down her throat. She set
the bottle asde and wiped her mouth on the back of her hand. "'I'm not leaving without Geoff."

Dondl leaned against the doorpost. The edge dug into his spine through shirt and sportcoat. He



crossed hisarms. "Hée'swaiting for you in the lobby."

"Thelobby?' Shelooked up, startled, aflush under the pale olive of her skin. Attenuated hands
fumbled the blanket closed over the ridges of her collarbones. "I thought hed be—"

"Getting the Peese treatment? No, 1 made sure both he and Szczegielniak were out of harm's way
before | came to rescue you. Look, kid"'—as kindly as he could manage —"we've got your informartion.
Y our friend's parents are en route to pick up her body. | know you don't believe it at your age, but
there's no shame in needing a shoulder to lean on oncein awhile. Do yoursdf afavor and call your mom,
have her come get you.”

The girl hesitated. She reached for the water again and tipped it to her mouth. Smaller swalowsthis
time. "'l can't cal my mom," she said when she was done.

"I'll let you use my phone."

"My mom'sdead,” she said.

Dondll grimaced in saf-reproach. Stupidity. ™Y our boyfriend's mom?"

"Geoff's?" She stood, gawky and awkward, staggering briefly with exhaustion. "WEeIl get home okay.
We have money." She widened bright eyesthe color of agates and smiled faintly. "Thank you, Detective
Smith."

"I'm sorry," he said. Her smile blew away. Shetook his hand between hers, dwarfing both of her own,
and dipped out the door and was gone.

Seven years after the Dragon, Whiskey returned to New Y ork.

He had risen dry from the filthy ocean earlier on that All Hallow's evening, the bard not named
Thomas on his back, and in the shadow of aferry he changed from steed to man. His hooves didn't
clip-clop on as-phalt, because he made his silver horseshoesinto boots with silver nails, but he felt the
cold burn of the city threading his body anyway. Iron and stedl, bronze and copper under the stone, her
poisoned bones them-selves were ward and pain. But she was wrapped in water and born of the sea,
Manhattan, and though she was built on bedrock, al her bridges, al her tunnels could not chain him
away.

The crossroads of the world.

Beyond his bitterness, beyond the cold obsessive weight of emotion he could not lay aside, it ill
amused him that hefit in better than the hdf-morta knight beside him, who struggled not to gape asthey
walked the length of the docks. Even on a Sabbath night, the streets bustled. Whiskey felt the bard wrap
glamourie around them, pass-unseen and pass-unheard, and they dipped between pedestrians and police
without notice. "Y ou've never beenin New Y ork?'

"Never," Thomas answered. He shrugged under the weight of his cloak, turning to watch awoman
dressed as afantasy warrior in chain mail and leather stride past. "London, and then Faerie, and then
Hell. Why isshe dressed like that?"

"Samhain. The Americans celebrate it with amasgue. Arethere no citiesin Hell?* An honest question,
if perhapsalittle sharper than Whiskey had intended it. The magic shoes and morta soul were some
help, but theweight of al that metal shortened atemper that had never been legendary for itslength.

The poet tilted his head back, watching a shadow bigger than a bat row across the sky with the
otherwise sight of hisright eye. Something antlered, with broad hard wings. "Y es, Whiskey. There are
citiesin Hell. But they are empty.”

The stalion shoved hishandsinto his pockets. The reek of oily water carried over the tang of smoke
and stone, diesdl and grease. Someone dipped past him, wrapped in Fae glamourie that hid flat
ser-pent's eyes and hands webbed and sequin-scaled. She eyed him incuri-oudy, flicked blood from her
wide lipless mouth with afork-tipped tongue, and did toward the estuary they'd left behind. Whiskey
shrugged a her dismissal.

The amdl of blood made him sick with hunger, an empty twist in hisbelly he couldn't crop enough
grasstofill. Seven years tamed, seven years named.

No one respects a king without fangs.

"Mermaid?' Thomas asked, turning to watch her go. Whiskey no-ticed that he saw through the
glamourie



"Undine. Jenny Greenteeth, | think, all theway from Y orkshire—if it'snot one of her ssters. Rusalka,
lordle . . . ones much another. They came with the ships across my back, a hundred, two hundred years
gone.”

"Y our back?'

"Each-Uisge," Whiskey said, and tapped his forehead with his knuckle. He brushed the back of a
long-fingered hand across the build-ings and the night-black water behind. "Water of dl water in the
world. The Atlantic and the North Sea, the channels and the inlets and the rivers and the lochs. The begat
of the tides up the Stour and the Thames—and the East River too—isthe beat of my heart.”

"Who'sthe poet here?!

Thomas smiled when Whiskey snorted and shook his head, water fly-ing from spring-curled hair, and
said, "You are, poet.”

"Soif youredl the water in theworld, what are they?"

"They're water too. Lakes and springs, creeks and billabongs, seas and storms. Grester or lesser.
Rusaka, lorelel, merrow, salkie, mermaid, nixie, naiad, kappa, undine, samehito, the golden carp, and
brother frog. Hapi, Masacouraman, Tocouyaha, Melusine—"

"Nuckelavee. Orkney's Devil from the Sea. The black horse and the skinlessrider.”

"Y ou know of him." Not a surprising tidbit, from one who wore abard's patched cloak, but it was
easy to forget that when Thomas wastrying not to gawp like achild at hisfirst court.

"] wasto Scotland once. And the Devil bears many names. So you're dl those thingsand al those
creatures at once? lan't this city forbidden to the Fag?'

"Not forbidden," Whiskey answered. "But respected.”

"Then what was your subject doing, hunting here?!

Whiskey answered with asnort and glower. The sidewalks grew crowded, and Thomas et the
pass-unseen lapse so they wouldn't be trampled. There was music and laughter, Srensand lights. The
bard had devel oped atendency to veer abit from side to side as one thing or another caught his
attention, and he seemed not to notice the admiring glances he received, not al of them drawn by the
splendid cloak.

Whiskey laced long fingers through the crook of Thomas arm, dightly surprised that the bard et him.
In fact, he scarcely seemed to notice the touch, but drew his cloak closer about himsalf with hisfree
hand.

Even the dow dreams of the city stirred when Whiskey walked her stones. She knew him. She
remembered the wild ring of hooves and atall flying like abanner, a charge down Broadway and the
groaning weight of the world cometo rest on her stones.

Whiskey led the poet faster.

"The seas have been strange of late, wild where they should be tame, tame where they should be
wild." The poet made his observation qui-etly, but he was waiting to see how Whiskey would react. The
gdlion didn't, not even aflexing of fingers on the poet's arm—which was asre-vedling as anything else.
"And before you ask, yes. There are seasin Hell."

"Nor isit circumscribed in one self place," Whiskey answered, and smiled at Thomas sideways
glance. "l hear the Devil isfond of your work."

Thomas amilewent tight. "Rather."

"Unfortunately so?'

Something was following them. Thomas hadn't noticed yet, but Whiskey could smdll it, sweet brackish
water and mud rich with rot, the taint of methane and the sweetness of blood. Maybe dl the otherwise
world had come to New Y ork for Samhain and the fat orange moon.

Or for feasting. Whiskey scented something else. Blood—not the thin blood on Greenteeth's lips, but
swest blood spilled hot and fresh. They were bumped and jostled, moving againgt the flow of humanity
now. The gtalion drew himsalf up taller under thetilt of hiswhite hat and let the nailsin hishedlsring on
the pavement. Mortasfdl back like the tide washing down the beach, without seeming to notice they had
stepped aside.

Hisfondness has served me wdl," Thomas said. His sigh went al-maost unnoticed as Whiskey leaned



into the wind. Mud on one side, blood on the other: a poet's grief was no more than a passing concern.
The scent of raw meat made his ssomach rumble. "How do we find the Maga, Jane Andraste?'

"1 hope to catch her scent,” Whiskey answered. Lights flashing blue and red down the block drew his
attention. The press of Thomas cloak againgt his side was soothing. There were spdlls of ward and guard
wound into it, powerful enough even to ease the ache of al that metal.

Something in histenson communicated itself to the poet, who fol-lowed hisgaze. Two menand a
woman stood within the radius of the lights, surrounded by uniformed peace officers.

Whiskey snorted and stopped, outside a streetlamp puddle of light. The blond man, he knew.

Thomas disengaged and stepped aside as Whiskey melted againgt stone. It wasfoolish to hide;
Matthew would fed him in amoment if he hadn't dready.

"And did you just?’

"Catch her scent?"

"Yes," Whiskey answered, as Matthew turned, looking over his shoulder, aflash of bare patterned
skin and the glint of light off bullion. "After amanner of spesking, | did."

The Devil makes house cdls. Often when he's neither summoned nor desired; often when adebt is
owed; often where he has called before. Any two of three are as good as a guarantee that hell venture
the threshold, though he may not be well-recognized.

Fionnghualathe cursed, svanmay, princess, Sister of Manannan, daughter of Llyr, straightened from
her oven. She had abaking tray of ginger biscuitsin her mitted hands, a smudge of golden syrup drying
itchy aongsde her nose, and she turned to confront the rustle of wings.

"Out of my kitchen, Nick," she said, her handstoo full to swat a him when he stole a cookie from the
tray.

Lucifer ducked under thelow beams of her kitchen and smiled at her, wearing his most beautiful of
guises. His coat was gray velvet, tailed and worn over asnowy shirt and boot-cut jeansinindigo. His
boots had ahed, and blue eyes glittered mischief under the curve of his golden brows. If she hadn't heard
the wings, she never would have seen them, pae glints of light in the shadows as they flicked closed and
were gone.

'l understood | wasinvited,: he said, and put the biscuit in his mouth.

He smédlled of good tobacco and better whiskey, aheady blend that mingled with the scents of spice
and sugar. She stepped forward and thrust the searing tray into his naked hands; he received it gracefully,
balancing it on an open pam. While she stripped off her mitts, he took another biscuit.

:If thou hast asked me hereto petition for ajob in Hell'skitchen,: he said, :thou hast it.: He reached a
spatula off the counter with hisfree hand and set about transferring biscuits to cooling-racks, hisrows
very tidy athough she would have thought the biscuits still so warm they'd break.

"No," she said. She tossed her mitts on the counter as he placed the tray atop the old bottled-gas
stove, and stretched past him to douse the oven. Her heart shuddered behind her ribs, the pulse so fast
her hands trembled like hummingbird wings. "I asked you here to bargain. Come on, you, out of the
kitchen before you curdiethe milk."

Pale eyebrows lifted under the flickering shadows crowning his curl-ing locks. :Nuala,: he purred, and
brushed her cheek with the back of hishand, sweeping athread of wire-gray hair from skin the texture of
parchment, soft and worn. She shivered and closed her eyes, to fed the warmth as he enfolded her in his
wings. :After dl thy service, lass? What's mineisthine for the asking.:

Heleaned againgt the hot stove asif it were nothing and ducked his head to kiss her, his breath like
fading roses across her mouth. Shelet hislips brush hers before she stepped out of his grasp—but not
out of reach—and smirked at his petulance. "What, got atwisted wing, old Swan? Out of my kitchen, |
sd”

:Ever & thelady's bidding,: he said, and followed her into the sitting room.

There were only two roomsin the cottage, a thatched stone tumble on the bluff over arocky strand.
A danted ladder led to adark loft over the warmth of the kitchen, where abed made up neatly under a
patch-work elderdown peered from the shadows.



Fionnghualalit the lamps by anine-paned window overlooking the sea, then crouched to poke up the
fire, adding another brick of peat while Lucifer folded himsdf into the settle, one leg drawn up and bent at
an angle so he sat on his hedl. She dusted her hands on arag so her apron stayed clean. "Teaor
whiskey?'

He smiled, as he was often smiling, and stretched his arms aong the scrolled wooden back of
Fonnghuaastapestry love sedt. :I require only my lady's company.:

"Right," she said, and poured whiskey for both of them before she sat on the chair beside, letting her
fingers brush his palm as she pressed the glass on him. He might sense her fear, and her desperation. And
he might admire her strength, for walking on.

He swirled the glass under his nose and breathed in the fumes. The color was palein the lamplight,
more like brook water than water rich with pest, and he inhaled deeply before flicking out a
snake-forked tongue to taste adrop. :No water?.

Silently, she passed him the decanter and waited while he doctored the drink. "' So measured in our
vices" she sad, and watched him taste again. His hands were like the ivory sticks of afan. He sighed,
and closed his eyes, relaxing into the embrace of the settle. Fionnghuaa, watching, felt an achein her own
vanished wings, and wondered if even the Morningstar grew tired.

:So bargain,: he said, without opening his eyes. :One swan to another. What dost thou want, Nuaa, if
it'snot love or money, or God'sold Devil in thy bed?.

"Who says| don't want any of that?"

One blue eye cracked open and his mouth curved on one side. :Don't lieto the Devil, love.:

"l want Keith MacNeill," she said, naming someone who had been as much foster-son asfriend. "The
Dragon Prince, the Wolf of Scotland. | want him back from the teind.”

:For thy very own? For a pet? For atoy?.

She sipped her drink, and shook her head. The fire glowed warm aong her thigh and hip, and she
turned to absorb its heat. The cottage was cozy, but the nights were raw. "For the world," she said, and
waited. "For friendship. For himsdf and for his son. For my nephew the sea.”

:‘He went to pay a debt. Asthou shouldst know, my lady of the white shoulders. Where'sthy
swan-cloak now?:

"The debt ispaid." She went and perched beside him, turned side-ways, one hip on the edge of the
couch. He straightened hisleg to make

room and cupped awarm wing around her shoulders, rasping feathers through her wild gray hair.
"How you dispense with the payment is your choice, old Swan."

:Ah, and if | need him?I've a brother devil or two brewing arenewed war with Heaven, Nuda. A
Dragon Prince might be just the thing, if it comes down to afight. He might even dow Michad down a
little.: Heraised his glass and toasted her, waiting until she clinked rim to rim, and then turned it to cover
with his mouth the place where her glass had touched. Shefelt acool shiver at the gesture, the touch of
hiswing, the brush of hiseyes. Heis the Devil, shetold herself. He could tempt the swan from her
nest, the foam from the sea.

She tasted her drink, and waited to be denied.

:And what dogt offer in return?.

Her heart skipped in her chest. The whiskey caught in her throat like astone. "Old thief," she
whispered. "What isit that you want?'

:Love,: hesaid. And did the Devil ache? Perhaps, or he counterfeited it well, asad flicker of his
mouth, amoist gleam in hiseye. He set his glass on the window |edge between the hurricane lamps and
leaned for-ward to kiss her mouth.

Thistime, she permitted it, permitted it and kissed him back, the tapping of histongue-tipslike ribbons
flicking in the wind. The taste of the Scotch was warmer on hislips. "Not my love." Hismouth smiled on
her own.

:No,: he admitted. :But thine will servetoday, little Swan, if minewill servefor thee. Art londly, lady?:

He knew she was. He was the Devil, after dl. But she pushed againgt his shoulder, and he shifted
back, and it was her turn to smile. "What of your renewed war with Heaven?”



‘I never said it was my war, lady:

And how audaciouswasit, for the Devil to seek redemption? Courage, or the same hubris that had
damned him in thefirgt place? Fionnghualasighed, and found comfort in her religion: love the Sinner; hate
thesin. "And if I winyou your lover'sheart, then?' Old serpent, old Svan.

‘Thewolf goesfree. | vow it.:

There's no promise on earth to equa the Devil's. She kissed him, to sedl it, and barely noticed when
he lowered her to the knotted rag rug and plucked the glass out of her hand.

Across the water, she heard the black horse neigh.

Jane Andraste watched the sun rise over New Y ork with a bone china cup of Jamaican coffee
cradled between her hands. She leaned over the granite wall of her penthouse balcony and breathed in
steam. Theiron inlay was colder than the stone. The coffee cup was uncomfortably warm, and the rings
on Jane's fingers should have picked up that warmth, concentrated and contained it. Iron isanotorioudy
poor con-ductor of hegt, but it retainsit beautifully, and the heavy intricate fili-gree rings she wore on
both hands were base meta plated with platinum so they would not irritate her skin. On her left wrist was
afolksy toggle bracelet, peridot and onyx with amarcasite clasp, and sil-ver beads set with the glittering
lead-black iron sulfide. She dept in the bracel et, even now.

It looked abit odd with her white EQyptian-cotton robe and fuzzy dippers, but that was awidow's
privilege, aswas her degp-touded hair and her lack of makeup. There had been atime when sherose
before dawn every morning to make up her face, first for aman and then for the cameras.

Now sherose adone, and greeted the sun.

She had to live high up, in New Y ork City, to seeit. She had ahouse near Albany, onewith asoping
lawn over theriver that gave her sun-risessalmost in her lgp. But it wasn't the same. She would live out
theend of her life here, in this city she had fought for and lost, mourning the daughter she had also fought
for and lost and the grandchild she had never seen. Atop ahigh, lonely tower, as befitted an aging
sorceress. Like apope without cardinas, like aking without barons, Jane An-draste was an archmage
with no adepts, only apprentices.

She would dream her dreams, and watch the sun rise and watch the sun set, and prune her rosesin
their heavy stone planters, and watch her protégé pretend he had not sold awhole world with his
treachery. Pre-tend he had not betrayed his brother's death, and his comrades, her Magi.

Or s0 she had believed. And so she had intended.

And now her rings were cold on her fingers, and the scent of blood hung heavy on the wind.

And Jane Andraste, who had half expected to be the last Promethean archmage, watched the sun rise
over New York City, and knew abright pale sort of hope as she smiled and contemplated war.

Sheturned away from the wall and the sunrise, balancing her coffee cup on her palm, and headed for
the shower. Chrigtian would be arriv-ing soon with news, and she needed to be presentable.

Later, when the rising elevator chimed, she greeted it with more cof-fee and the pastry that was
delivered every morning. Janerardly left her tower now. The caution and dignity befitted an archmage,
and if adtill, smal voice sometimes whispered in her ear of cowardice, wasn't everyone proneto
sf-doubt?

Chrigtian gill wore the turtleneck and blazer she'd seen him in the night before, and he accepted the
breskfast she pressed on him with the appetite of the young. Matthew had eaten like that too, and it
delighted Jane to watch them. All that energy and vitdlity.

What did you find out?" she asked, when Chrigtian had consumed his second cup of coffee and was
hafway through abear claw, frosting sticky on hisfingertips.

Matthew doesn't want help,” he said, brow furrowing. "Categori-caly. The body was very messy, and
I'd say it'sdefinitely a Fae mur-der. Y ou can't talk to the mayor's office and try to get the turnover
expedited?’

"The mayor'sa Republican,” she said. "He doesn't owe me any fa-vors. Hell want to solve the crime
inthisjurisdictionif hecan—"

Can't we usethat?' Chrigtian finished the pastry in afew more bites and licked hisfingersclean. "A



Faerie crime and acover-up ... if we wanted to start turning public opinion against them again, it could be
usful.”

We haveto be careful,” she answered. She poured more coffee and fussed with it, but didn't drink.
"Fear givesthem strength. Any kind of belief and awvareness makesthem . . . more.”

Then how do wefight them?' Jane said, "Last time, we starved them out. And they are till weak from
that, but we haven't another four hundred yearsto spare. The Dragon unchained is a problem, but we've
gtill warded our citieswell enough to make them very uncomfortable. And we can exact apricefor their
arrogance.” She shook her head. "If it was a Fae murder. If Elaine does not dedl with it herself.”

"Jane," Chrigtian said softly, "she's not your daughter anymore. Y ou can't expect —

"Oh, what do you know about it?" She was on her feet before shere-alized it. Still spry for an old
lady. "Whét the hell do you know about it, Christie?"

He shrugged, and reached for another pastry. "Not enough, it seems.

Chapter Four
Thisfree Will

The man who'd found Althea's body sat on the back of a horseshoe-shaped chair, a cell phone pressed

to his ear, watch-ing Geoff over the tops of wire-rimmed spectacles and nibbling on the nail of hisleft
thumb. He was bare-chested under the gaudy coat, patterns of ink stark on his pale skin, but Geoff didn't
think it was a cos-tume, exactly. Nor did he think the appraising glances were a proposi-tion. So he
looked back camly and waited for the call to end, eavesdropping shameesdy. "Chrigtian,” the man said,
and then some-thing Geoff didn't quite catch. "No, | don't need help. Or bail. Please tell Jane her
assstanceisn't required. I'll handle it myself—no, | do not care to speak with her.”

The tattooed man flipped the cell closed, something awvkward about the method that Geoff didn't
understand until he took the phone from hisright hand with hisleft and the right one stayed curved into a
claw. He stuffed the gray metal phone into the pocket of hisjeans and stood, just waiting, dark eyes
incongruous under dl thet fair hair, asif he expected Geoffrey to cometo him. He didn't say anything. He
held out his hand, theright one, crooked inside his black glove.

Geoffrey got up from the mustard-colored chair and went. He blinked, surprised to find his feet had
carried him al the way across the checkerboard floor. The blond man's eyes were dark, brown as
bottles behind glare-proof glasses, with a sharp kind of knowing gleaming at the bottom of them—avery
long way down, asif light shone sdewaysthrough theirises. "I'm Matthew," he said. "Y ou're
—Geoffrey? And you don't likeblood — "

"Y ou're one of them," Geoff said, swallowing hard enough to sting histhroat.

"No," Matthew said. "I'm one of us."

Geoffrey stepped back, fighting now, magic drawing tight around him: the strands of a spider'sweb on
astruggling fly. Geoffrey's power was ignorant —reflexive—but it wasredl. It flickered up the strings of
Matthew's control, trembling and ineffectud, the strength under it un-leveraged. Matthew used atouch of
mesmerism, put hissoul and his power into his eyes and waited for the boy to stop struggling.

The girl had died on Matthew's watch. Had died due to his negli-gence. She was hisfailure. Crippled
magic and a crippled hand were not excuses.

Hewasangry.

Furious, with akind of cold rational wrath that |eft him in alimpid state of focus. HEd cometo rely on



Feeries gratitude, he redized. HEd pulled off hisrings and turned hisback on hisresponsbilities, and it
had been stupid, stupid.

Unforgivably so. Because the conscience of aFaerie was as rdliable as the conscience of ashark.

Althea Benning had paid the price for his arrogance. For his com-placency.

And he had along, long way to go to atone for that.

"I'm not Otherkin," Geoff said, hisvoice shivering. He raised both hands. Matthew did not move.
"That's Jawels. And Althea. They're the ones who want to be kissed by Faeries— "

"Nobody wantsto be kissed by Faeries," Matthew said—apainful lie, afa sehood that chipped away
at his strength. Faerie magic, like Faerie gold, was based on glamourie and bindings, half-truths and
misrepresen-tations and outright skullduggery. Matthew's magic was opportunigtic, but it relied for its
power on the naming of names and the knowledge of essences. To tell aknowing liewasto undermine
the fabric, warp and weft of his power. And he had known one person who very much had wanted to be
kissed by Faeries. Matthew had paid more than passing consideration to it himself, when it came to one
Feein particular.

"Y ou don't haveto tell me that, man." Geoff shivered harder, drop-ping his handsto tug his zipper
edges together. He hugged his elbowsto his sides. The gesture pressed skin-warmed air away from the
coat, spreading the scent of leather. "There's nothing Faeries got | want, you know? But they've got their
fantages”

Matthew knew. "But you're with Jewels."

"Yeah," he said, and turned his head, because Matthew's power held his body. "I'm with Jewels. |
don't like blood either, you'reright. But I'm with Jawels."

A cryptic statement, and Matthew would have ferreted after it, but he caught ahitch in hisnew
acquaintance's breathing, and followed the direction of his gaze. The girl in the gray sweater had paused
inadip of light between the door and the doorframe; illuminated, she was pos-itively trand ucent.
Pde-colored markings followed the scars along her hairline: atiaraof knots, wrought in dye and pain.
"Jawes," Matthew said, tasting it, and | et the young man go to her.

He'd seen abody like Althea's before. Seven years before, when he hadn't stopped Elaine Andraste,
Seeker of the Daoine Sidhe and the daughter of his archmage, Jane Andraste, from carrying off a
part-Fae whore. The Seeker'sfamiliar had killed and partialy eaten aman in the process.

But there hadn't been a Seeker in New Y ork in seven years, and Elaine wasn't Elaine anymore; she
was the Queen of the Faeries. Matthew wiped the sweat from hisleft hand onto his jeans, feding the
dtiffness of dried blood in the fabric, and followed Geoffrey across the room.

Geoffrey pulled Jewelsinto hisarms. She made it look like he was com-forting her, but his hands
shook, one on her hip and onein her hair. Sheleaned close, pressed against warmth, diding her hands
under hisjacket and the untucked tail of hisshirt. His breath ruffled her hair. His skin was firm and warm.

They'reletting us go," she said, when his grip eased and she could speak. "We can go home. Y ou
have your train ticket?'

He nodded and gave her one last squeeze and stepped back, breath-ing carefully. "Who's going to
cdl Althelsmom?'

"They dready did,"” Matthew supplied, when Jewels hesitated. "The police. They had somebody sent
to her house."

Neither one thought to ask how he knew it. Geoffrey looked down at his knuckles and cleared his
throat once. "We should — "

"God, her momwill ..." They shared alook that was meant to ex-clude Matthew and failed.

Matthew stepped forward, placing the pressure of his presence on the conversation. Jewel s glanced
at himfirgt. "Look," he said. "I've got to drive up to UConn anyway. Why don't | drop you? It'll be faster
than thetrain, and I'll buy you both breakfast.”

It would be stupid to accept, of course.

Jawelslooked him in the eyes, her own cool astopaz, and nodded. "What are you doing at UConn?"

"I'm going to talk to Merlin the Magician about what killed your friend. Do you want to come dong?'



Morgan le Fey, once-Queen of Gore and Cornwall, stood in the grand entry to the court of the
Daoine Sidhe with her wolfhounds at her side. The three of them made a splash of brightness—crimson,
glver, indigo — against checkerboard flagstones, and the red dog and the silver bitch crouched low,
unworried to be waiting.

Morgan wasn't worried, either, or impatient. She was as cam as the golden sonesrising story on
story overhead, the high echoing spaces of the reception hdl, the ancient shoe-worn flags scattered with
sweet rushes underfoot.

She was old enough to know how to wait.

And truthfully, she hadn't been waiting long. She did flat handsinto the hip pockets of her jeans and
leaned back on the heels of her boots, tilting her head to stretch out her neck and shoulders. Sunlight
tumbled in spectral fragments through the vaulted crystal overheed, abrilliance the Mebd would never
have permitted, in her later, sadder days.

But the Mebd was Queen here no longer, and had not been for seven mortal years, which could bea
day or alifetimein Faerie. And the new Queen crossing to Morgan wore ivory and silver, agown
beaded from collar to hem in flashing crystd, Around her neck like afur collar, awarm shadow furled
and unfurled immaterid wings. The creature, named Gharne, waslithe and skittish, and heraised his
barbed head to greet Morgan.

Rushes did under the Queen'strain, dragged into chevronslike awake behind aship, and the herbs
and flower petals strewn among them fluttered up and drifted aside: pansy, rose, and rue.

Morgan crossed her feet and made a curtsey. Gracelessin jeans, but she was past caring for such
things, and she had come as she was bid. The Queen wouldn't careif she wore aglamourie.

"Grandmother,” the Queen said, and pushed Morgan's wind-tangled hair behind her ear to kissher
cheek.

"Elaine" Morgan said. The Queen smiled dightly. It wasn't her name any longer, but that didn't stop
Morgan using it. The witch had known some others who made the same bargain—afact that was much
on her mind today—and selling the power in aname didn't remove the need to have something with
which to turn a person's head in a crowded room. "l come as| am bid."

"Thensttotea”

The Mebd would have had courtiers on al sides, except on those oc-casions when she roamed the
hals of her palace by night and alone, and no one dared come to her. This Queen was asolitary soul, a
thing that both grieved Morgan and eased her.

But then Morgan caught aglimpse of the page Wolvesbane, dmost out of sight and just within hearing
of the clap of Elaine's hands, and hid her grin behind thefal of hair that was tangled strands of red and
gray and gold. Her dogs paced them, compact feet rustling on herbs and nails clicking on stone. "What
did you wish to know?"

The Queen beckoned her to aside table, and with her own handslifted fistfuls of flowersfrom a
shalow slver tray, leaving the water be-hind. She blew acrossit, and the rippled surface smoothed.
"Watch," she said, and passed her hand over.

A white horse splotched with black appeared, ablond man in abard's cloak on his back. Morgan
recognized them both.

The Queen turned from her improvised mirror, her arms held wide so the embroidered ivory sk of
her deeves would swing clear, pearls and diamonds whispering among the dark strands of her hair. The
locks caught and cobwebbed across her shoulders as she raised a hand and made aloose fist. She wore
no braids and no bindings, just the jewels and the chains. "Y ou know him?"

"Intimately,” Morgan said. "His name was Christopher Marlowe.”

"Wes"

Then Morgan fell silent as the Queen brought her onto a broad patio over the garden. She stood for a
moment and watched her granddaugh-ter fuss with the teaithings, her dark head bent, nearly black hair
net-ting in soft locks al around her face. The Queen of the Daoine Sidhe was not a pretty woman, with
her peaked handsome nose and her hol-low cheeks, but her gray-green eyes were bright asriver rocks
when she glanced up. "The author of Dr. Faustus. The sameone, | takeit?"



"The Fae have alovefor poets.” Morgan shrugged. Shefolded her arms over her chest, pressing shirt
buttonsinto her skin, and looked out over the gardens. The dogs flopped on the marble steps, soaking in
the sun, the old bitch grunting alittle as she found a comfortable hollow. "How islan, Elaine?’

"Well enough. Heswith Cairbre often now. He still mourns Hope." The Queen seated hersalf without
waiting for assstance, and gestured Morgan into a chair opposite. She was the scanda of the court,
pouring tea.and passing cookies with her own long brown hands. ™Y ou don't want to talk about this
Marlowe."

Morgan shrugged. "It'sold history. He went to Hell, not as the tithe but adjunct to it. Hewas my lover

"Who hasn't been?' Arch, but not disapproving. A cup rattled on the saucer as she handed them to
Morgan.

Morgan took the teaand set it down, and gave her atention to select-ing adice of lemon. The sharp
scent overwhelmed the heady sweetness of sunlit flowers. Behind arow of yews, someone's foot
crunched on agravel path. "—and Murchaud's.”

"| gathered.”

"Youve met him?" Morgan glanced up sharply, and Elaine permitted herself asmile.

"Not precisdy.” Shetook her time with the sugar tongs. It was a-ways aminor victory to know
something in advance of Morgan—an ad-vantage best used quickly, because Morgan inevitably found
out. "He's snuck off' with Whiskey to New Y ork."

Morgan stirred, and set the spoon aside, and glanced up through her hair. Her eyeswerelike the
Queen's, gray that was green or green that was gray, achangeling's lichen-colored irises catching sun on
copper shimmers buried deep. Thelittle hitch in her bresth said she knew a-ready, but she played the
line the Queen gave her. "Toward what outcome?"

"The degth of Jane Andraste. Whiskey seekswhat he ways seeks, and your Marlowe wants
revenge.” "That's Kit for you." Thewitch sipped her tea, holding her hair out of her face with the back of
afreckled hand. The tendons stood out acrossit, taut as the strings of alute over the bones. "What do
you plan to do about it? Would you like me to intervene?’

"Other than wish them luck? | sent Kadiskato keep an eye onthem. And | can truthfully say | had
nothing to do with the arranging of it, if they succeed.”

"Cold words, for the death of your mother.”

The Queen shrugged, her eyes shadowed. " Someone told me oncethat if | wereto be Fae, | should
learn ruthlessness™

"Andif it fails, and Jane comes back with another war?"

"With what forces?'

Morgan soaked a biscuit in her teacup, borrowing time. " She's had seven years. And | heard Arthur
say something Smilar once.”

"Let's not hear from Dragon Princes, just this once, shal we?' The Queen drank her teaquickly, asif
she wished she were tossing back liquor, and set the cup down with aclick. "You've alook in your eyes,
grandmother.”

Morgan smiled. "Y our Marlowe?' Not mine. But out withiit."

Y ou said you did not wish to speak of Dragon Princes.” Aye, and he was born between Viad and
Keith, was he not? One Prince in five hundred years, thank what thereisto thank for it. And Marlowe a
century too late—"

Aye" Morgan said, and finished her teawith abit more decorum than Elaine had shown. "But you
need to know that his return precipi-tates a Situation I'm not sure has ever occurred before. He was born
be-tween Princes, aye. And his tenancy was complicated by other factors—therise of the
Prometheans, a captive angd, the heavy hand of the Morningstar — "

The Queen leaned her elbows on the table like a child, not a queen, and rested her chin on steepled
fingers. A shadow caught in the furrow between her brows. "But.”

"But he was asorcerer and a poet both, Elaine. And there were some who wrote his name as Merlin,
eventhen.”



Merlin the Magician taught Geology 102 at apublic universty in north-eastern Connecticut. Weekend
nights, she played keyboardsin a prog-rock bar band. Her name was Carel Bierce, and her office was
on thethird floor of asprawling, subdivided, date-roofed academic building. The office was shaped in an
unequal trapezoid, the result of decades of temporary dividersthat had turned the enormous old
brownstone into arabhit warren for academics. musty, fusty, stuffy, and difficult to nav-igate. The office
was cluttered, overcrowded, inefficiently wired and four floors from the mass spectrometer, but the
wide, heavy, old-fashioned casement window overlooked the sweep of the chemistry building lawn and
thelong smooth curve of Horsebarn Hill, and the play of sugar maple tawny and vermilion over that
backdrop ensured that the Merlin clung to her space ferocioudy every time her colleagues provoked the
adminidration into shuffling office assgnments.

All Saint'sMorn, aMonday, had dawned cold and crisp with pale curls of frost ddlineating those
dag-edged maple leaves and every blade of grass. It had melted into Indian-summer heat by nine
o'’clock, when Carel |€ft her office, bounced down the stairs amid a cataract of stu-dentswith her skirt
swirling heavily around her ankles, trotted through Beach Hdl's partidly enclosed rear courtyard, and
headed up the walk toward the nearest roach coach for a second large cup of coffee better than the stuff
inthe lounge. She hurried back ten minuteslater, gravel crunching under douchy boots, shoulders pulled
back and head held high under the weight of beaded braids.

The beads rattled around her shoulders when she jerked to a halt, scalding coffee—white, no
sugar—spattering her knuckles. Matthew Szczegieniak stood before the door, gaudy in awhite T-shirt,
jeans, and ared patchwork tailcoat that gleamed with power. Two nondescript young persons huddled
behind him and off to one side; Cardl spared them barely aglance.

"l haven't seen you in along time, Matthew Magus," she said quietly. She transferred her paper cup to
her left hand and shook her fingers. They stung, still wet under her rings. She sucked the remaining coffee
off her skin. "What brings you to my humble place of work?"

"l brought some friends to meet you."

They didn't look like Matthew's friends. They looked like a couple of Cardl's students, dightly Gothier
than the norm, and scared out of their wits. They huddled together with ahunched-in self-effacing aspect
that Carel associated with abuse survivors. 'l seethat.” She sipped her cof-fee. "Y ou're aways from
New York City, Matthew."

"l know," he said, and tossed a glance over his shoulder at the heavy wooden door. It had been a
long drive, nursing his dowager V olkswagen— the only car he could drive anymore, old enough that it
had no trace of a computer and warded to the spark plugs againgt his erratic magic — up the Merritt
Parkway to 91. "It'simportant, Carel. Aren't you going to inviteusin?'

More than apolite request: it was an offer of trust, and one held re-fused before. Stepping into a
wizard's tower meant stepping into her power, and it wasn't the sort of thing one did lightly. Carel
cocked her head so her braids splayed over her shoulder, tasting confusion and bittersweet and blood,
sensing alance of white strength and pure light that hadn't pierced him before, the way it did now. A lot
can happen in seven years. Something happened last night." Someone died,” he said.

In New Y ork? On Halloween? Someone died? And you come to me for that?"

| cometo you for this," he said, and reached out dowly, with aright hand that hadn't been twisted in
such an ugly fashion the last time they met. A lot can happen in seven years.

Apparently.

His hand brushed the hair of the girl in the dirty gray swesater. Thegirl didn't flinch as he tucked
strands behind her ear, but Carel did. Flinched, then stepped forward, frowning at the delicate curve of
the ear. "Shé's not Fae. Otherkin?’

"Yes." Then hisvoice took on asingsong formality, though hetilted hishead so his eyes caught the
light. "Dr. Bierce, thisis Juliet Gorman, caled Jewes, and Geoffrey Bertdli. Jawdls, Geoff, thisis Carel
Bierce. Merlinthe Magician, for the uninitiated.”

The children gaped. Card sghed and pursed her mouth, studying the girl's startled pale eyes behind
fair lashes.



Carel propped her free hand on her hip and shook her head. Author-ity figures could be comforting,
inacrigs, and she knew how to cock that hat. "Girl, what were you—no, never mind. Well talk about
that later. Matthew Magus, agirl who wantsto be a Faerie when she grows up is not enough to driveal
theway up hereto seeme.”

"No." He pulled amanilaenvel ope from theingde front pocket of hisvulgar morning coat,
left-handed. "Thiswas."

She knew what she would see before she opened the flap. She knew it from the bruised light around
Matthew's fingertips where they touched the envelope, from the black-clad boy's quick breasths and the
way helooked down at the gravel, one hand on the girl and one hand on the brownstone wall. She
opened the flap anyway, juggling her cof-fee, and fanned the contents like ahand of cards.

Sheld seen worse, but not recently. "Y ou think it's Fae."

"We don't have wolverinesin New Y ork City," he said.

She thumbed the amber ring on the second finger of her right hand and considered the way the light
fdl through it, looked past the photosin her hand as much as a them.

She stuffed the photosinto the envelope. He took them, expression-less, and she met his eyesthrough
the clear glaze of his spectacles. "Come up to my office."

They followed her up the stairsin silence. In the middle of the class period the old stairwell — dingy
despite afew dozen coats of interior latex—was empty except for the four who climbed, two women
and two men. The Merlin's hand was on the door to her office before she spoke again. "It's cramped.”

"WEIl manage." Matthew took the door from Cardl and held it open for Geoff and Jewelswhile she
preceded them.

She paused before her desk, dropped off the cup, and fussed papers, then scrubbed her hands
together asif the photographs had left a stain. Matthew shut the door, the atmosphere creaking with the
pressure change, and their eyes met over Jewels head, adults deciding on safe conversation in front of
the children.

Card went to prop the ancient window open on apiece of board. "Y ou think it was Gharne."

"Thereweren't footprintsin the blood.” He shrugged. Hisred coet jingled. "And the Kelpiewasin the
city last night, not far from the scene. So | don't know what to think. But you don't think it was Her
Maesty'sfamiliar demon, do you?'

Sowly, Jewels |ooked from face to face, and then moved from be-tween them. Shelicked her lips
and stood by the wall. Geoffrey fell back beside her, took her hand, and clung.

"What purpose would Elaine haveto hunt your city, Magus?'

" thought you might know."

The Merlin laughed, low in her throat, and put her back to the win-dow. The morning light gilded her
high serene cheekbones and bur-nished her fine-grained skin. She flicked her beads behind her shoulder
and examined hisimpassive face, thetiny lines pulled taut againgt the corners of his mouth, and wondered
if he even knew how much hurt he was sheltering, or if his denid was complete.

Hell of athing to have happen to aMage. Lying to yourself was il lying, and their magic wasn't the
sort that liked self-deception. "Who wasthe girl ?* she asked.

"Ask these" His gesture included Geoff, who flinched, and Jewels, who stared back. "1 don't know,
mysdf.”

The Mage's eyes met the Merlin's, abrief contest of wills. Matthew pushed his spectacles up his nose
with oneforefinger, and pretended acam compassion he didn't fed. Fake it till you make it. Or until
you for-get how an honest reaction looks.

Card glanced at the young couple. "Not yet. But | will."

Y ou could ask the stones what they remember . . . Merlin.”

"Matthew."

Theirritation in her voice was genuine enough to bring him up short. | don't know." Thistime she
heard the honest worry and pain that un-derlay chalenge and sarcasm. "I don't know. What you saw,
gutted and eaten, the soft partsfirst — "

Geoff whimpered. Jewelstook hisarm with arustle of cloth and leaned againgt him, warmth



comforting warmth, but the Dragon could smell the fear and grief that rose from her pores, and what the
Dragon could smell, so could Cardl.

"—Jane's going to flip. Jane's going to start the whole damned war al over again. She's dready had
oneof her watchdogs calling me."

Card closed her eyesand let her head fal back againgt the window frame with asound like a
thumped melon. Autumn filled the room, cold and crisp, rich with the smell of leaf mold like the musk of
serpents. For amoment, it seemed a shadow fell over Card, like the overhang of an enormous head, a
head too vast to fit in her tiny office. The children stopped breathing. Matthew felt his own heart clench,
icelocked, at the Presence who came among them.

The Merlin extended her hand, silver bangles clashing. "L et me see the photos again.”

Matthew handed her the envel ope without comment and crossed his arms, keeping his eyes on her
face as she swept the glossies across her blotter in an arc. "What could it be besides Gharne?"

"Werewolves," Matthew supplied promptly.

"Y ou know better than that." Cardl tapped the top photo. "Could it have been done with aknife?"

"Therearen't any Faein New Y ork," Jewes said, lifting her head from Geoff's shoulder. "Thecity is
warded against them. No Fae, and we are mostly scared to go there."

Matthew laughed, aflat unresonant sound. "Y ou can't hang iron and rowan over an entire city,
Jewds."

"There aren't any wards?"'

"There are thousands of wards. They just don't work."

"Atdl?" A vein of excitement gleamed in her voice.

"Enough.” He shrugged, disgusted, and kept his eyes on Carel as she selected one photo out of the
half-dozen or so and carried it to the win-dow and daylight. "If you had any ideawhat Faerie was, what
it'sdone, you wouldn't be so eager to get down on the ground and roll iniit, kid.

"Y ou have your magic, Matthew Magus," the Merlin said. "It's easy for usto forget mundanity. And
there are worse things than Faeriein the world."

There was no shadow over her thistime, no scorch and hiss of the Dragon underlying her words. It
didn't mean the Dragon wasn't there; the Dragon was aways there. That was what it meant to be the
Merlin: to comprehend the Dragon Whose Pearl Was the Heart of the World, to understand the counsel
of the sdfish and violent mother of everything asthe spoken word rather than a mere savage trickle of
inginct.

Matthew never let himsdf forget it. ""What do we do?'

She glanced from him to the children and tilted her head. A braid dipped over her ear. "Areyou
expected home?"

Jewds glanced at Geoff. "We haven't got anybody,” she said. "Why?"

Carel showed her teeth. "Then no one will missyou if you comewith usto Faerie,” shesaid, and a
shock of joy went through Jewels as hot and cold asliquor.

"Morgan?' Matthew asked.

Card's senses weren't any more acute than anorma woman's. But the Dragon smelled the fear rising
cold and bittersweet and appetizing through his coat, although it never showed in his expression. " Scared
of alittlefire, Scarecrow?"

"l waan't planning on aday trip to Annwn."

The Melin'slips pulled tighter. "Not Morgan. Elaine.” She reached for the phone. "But firg, | haveto
cdl homeandtel my girlfriend I'm missing dinner.”

Chapter Five



The Ballad of Thomas the Rhymer

H ewasagray cat with one white rear foot, Rumpelstiltskin by name. A twenty-pounder,

cougar-bodied, lean and soft, and that one foot glimmered like amoth's wingsin the haf-dark ashe
picked hisway acrossared and ivory carpet, intent on asingle morning sunbeam that had dipped
between the drapes. He stalked the bright patch as he would have stalked a mouse, not deigning to
notice the three women and three men aready seated in or standing around the room.

Only two of them noticed him. One was Chrigtian, splendid and sllent with his curled red hair and his
eyeslikeacat's, green and hazel and tawny all at once, who leaned in the shadows beside the fireplace.
The second was Autumn, whose house and whose cat it was, and who watched Rumpel stiltskin's stately
progression as she closed her cell phone and sighed.

Chrigtian noticed that too, but Christian noticed everything. He smiled at her with only the corners of
his mouth and eyes, shy commis-eration. He cupped fine-boned hands around a steaming pottery mug,
and didn't speak aword.

"Carel?' Moiraasked, her voice bright with sympathy, and Autumn nodded. " That woman does not
appreciate you."

"Oh," Autumn said, "shedoes.”

"If she cameto circle wed be eight. One more makes nine. It would be niceto have nine."

"If Lily showed up oncein awhile." Jason, the high priest, crouched over aglass-topped coffee table
teaching tarot to a young woman by the decreasingly unusua name of Michadl. He placed another card,
com-pleting the crass, commencing the tower.

"Carel's busy supporting mein the style to which I'd like to become accustomed.” Autumn folded the
phone and replaced it in its pouch on the outside of her leather daypack. Her skirt did between her knees
and as she tugged the layers of gold and violet cotton gauze smooth she smiled around the irony of being
unableto tdl ahousefull of pagansthat her lover was busy because she wasthe Merlin.

"Wish | could find one of those." Gary—Gypsy, he'd tell you—Iooked up from his seat behind acard
tablein the corner. Hed laid silk scarves acrossiits surface and was methodically dipping crystasin
springwater and wiping them dry before laying each one on ascarf and winding it in two turns of
insulating silk. He usudly wore flannel, ragged jeans, and unlaced boots, ared-piped navy down jacket
zipped over hisbelly and barrdl chest when things grew cooler. But today in honor of the holi-day, his
grizzled beard decorated a silver silk shirt and neat black jeans tapered over black Frye boots.

A few strands of cut grass had dried onto the hedl's; Autumn's house had a deep, doped, narrow
backyard with a grove of white pine at the bottom. They'd raked the earth between the trees bare for the
bonfire— lega aslong asit was "primarily acooking fire," so they'd roasted marshmallows, and apples
and onionsin tinfoil with maple syrup, and the sharp garlic sausages that Gyp made himsdf—and held
crcleuntil sunrise.

There were smudges under Gyp's eyes, blue-black as bruises. Stay-ing up al night wasn't aseasy asit
used to be, dthough he comforted himself that they were dl tired. Tired, but anticipating a Denny's
break-last once the ritual tools were packed away. Enough grease could make up for a deepless night.
And Autumn made very good coffee.

Firg,” Jason said to Gypsy, without looking up from his cards, "be-come aleshian." Herode the
chuckles with a haf-hidden smile, black ponytail diding over his shoulder asfull of rainbows asaraven's
wing. He had a Jewish nosein a Grecian profile, and wore hishair pulled back sharply because strangers
asked if hewas American Indian when he did.

He was using the Thoth deck, bladed lines and smoky colors, and Michadl leaned forward to seethe
cards better. Straight dark locks drifted in feathers across her cheek, but she kept her hands folded
be-hind her back, and her hair clipped clean at the nape of her neck re-veaed shoulder blades moving
likewings under her Trogdor the Burninator T-shirt. "What'sthis one?’ she said, with abob of her
pointed chin.



"The Ace of Wands." Jason touched and straightened a corner of the card. "It representsyou in this
case, and indicates afiery youth, full of spirit and passion. A generdtive, cregtive force. Also, you havea
lot of court cardsand Mgjor Arcana.”

She watched his hands as he caressed the cards. "Is that unusua? It's handy how they have the names
or thelittle. . . summaries on the bottom."

"One of the many nice things about this deck.” He touched an antel ope-faced card, dick and webbed
with vein-blue symbols on a background the color of flesh. Ponderous horns spirded from the ani-mal's
head to the upper corners of the card. "The Devil," Jason said. "And here€'s the Queen of Swords, the
Queen of Cups, the Empress, the Universe ..." He grinned and looked up, catching her eye. "The
Lovers"

Moirachuckled. "Going to bring him by sometime, Michae 7'

Michael blushed and leaned back, and Rumpelstiltskin legped up on the coffee table, scattering the
cards. "And sometimes the spirits of the house demand their due,” Jason said wryly, and stroked the cat's
big wedge-shaped head before bending to pick abent card off the rug. It wasthe Magus, and he
smoothed it before he swept the deck together again. "Gyp, you hungry yet?"

Gypsy tied the last bundle of cloth and crystals, and dipped it into his pouch. "Ready to egt,” he
admitted, and pushed his chair back from the card table as he stood. "Pity Lily couldn't makeit.”

"Haloween isahigh Goth holiday too," Michad said. " She does have other friends.” She scrambled
up, crossed legs untangling with coltish speed, and turned to grab her Windbreaker from the corner by
the radiator.

Moirakicked Jason lightly on the thigh with a green suede boot, and said to Michadl. "Don't let him
get under your skin. He just likesto get arise out of people.”

Michadl put her back in the corner and did her hand down the silky Thinsulate-lined tunnel of her
deeve. She shrugged it across her shoul-ders and dipped her left hand into the other deeve. When she
looked up, Chrigtian was staring at her directly, silently, sharing one of his haf-grown smiles. It looked
like aninvitation, and so did the lean angle of hisbody as he propped one elbow on the mantd, long legs
crosed in dark bluejeans. ™Y ou don't think she's avoiding you, Michael ?*

Michadl met hislook frowning, with alifted chin, and held on until he glanced away. She zipped her
jacket, the long smooth sound of nylon teeth meshing like a paper sheer. Autumn, crouching to spare her
back when she swung her pack over her shoulder, saw the exchange, and wondered why it left her
uneasy, her pams clammy and cold.

The stare held no mysteries for Michadl. She stepped forward, her footsteps swinging like the stride
of abig, angry man, and headed for the door. " See you there," she called.

Chrigtian at her hedls, sheleft the rest behind.

The house was aramshackle old creature with ashabby front porch, three concrete steps descending
to agraveled walk before the drive. Crigp air surrounded them, filled Michagl's lungs as she breathed
deep, stepping to one side.

Asthe screen door banged shut behind Christian, she turned and kneed him in the groin. He doubled
and she swept hislegs out from under him, ahard well-placed kick that sent him sprawling off the stoop.
Hefédl slently but grunted when he hit, and rolled onto his back, hands raised in front of him, bits of grass
and grave dinging to indented pams.

Michae — " hesad, warningly.

She paused on the second step, her broad blade shining in her hand.

Stand up and fight," she said, the words curling from her lips on wisps of breath. The grimace on her
face was almost arictus. "Stand up, damnyou.”

Toolate," he said, and scrambled backward into acrouch. "Don't you think you'd better put your
sword away before somebody notices?'

She snorted. "Nobody notices an angel unless he wantsto be noticed. Christian.”

"He notices." A short jerk of histhumb upward, and then awince, as he looked down and brushed
sharp pebbles off the hed of hishand. " Sparrows faling and blades of grass. And He doesn't like you
getting involved the way you used to anymore, does He?!



Michael descended the last two steps asif diding on atrack, her blade glaring savage green-white as
shecut ar. The hissof collgpsing vacuum followed the dash; the sword annihilated what it touched.

"It might beworthit." Sheleveled the blade at Chritian. "Just this once. To make sure you leave that
girl done, ingtead of twisting her around your devil'sfinger."

Chrigtian blinked at the wegpon, and stood, dusting himself with careful pams, as casudly asif
Michael were aming afeather duster at him and not ablade composed of primal entropy. "Lily Liked
me," he said. "And you know what? That's your problem, Michael. Nobody likes you. Nobody ever
has. And | can teach Lily to use her power. Y ou wouldn't even permit her that."

"l havelove," Michadl said. "And that'sal | need. Or Lily needs.”

"Just like your God." He stepped back. She didn't follow, though the sword remained trained on him,
unwavering. "Just like Him to give po-tential and desire, and make the fulfillment asin. Bit of apractica
joker, isnt He?

"LeaveLily Wakeman alone.”

Chrigtian kissed the palm of hishand at the angdl. "Make me."

From the moment Matthew Magus emerged from the police station with the two human children
under his care, the stallion had known he would not serve the purpose. He and the poet retreated to the
green and relative comfort of Centra Park to seek another angle. Thomas—his cloak folded now into his
rucksack aong with hisflute—threw popcorn purchased with vanishing Faerie silver to amotley crowd
of pigeonswhile Whiskey stood, handsin the pockets of his trousers, and watched the children and the
carriages and the pretty girls. The carriage horses knew him, and shied or nodded as their natures
indicated when they creaked and clopped past. The mortal men were less aware, although more than one
of the young women turned to look and flirt and smile. " Could we not make haste, Whiskey?' the poet
said, when he couldn't stay silent another second. He cast asidelong glance at Whiskey, biting hislip to
hide impatience that Murchaud would have seen through. Murchaud would have brushed his hair off his
brow and said, 'Tis only time, and hast that to spare.

It wasn't thefirgt time held known this pain. But familiarity did not breed comfort now. You will live,
hetold himsdf gernly. You will live, and someday you will breathe again without pain.

If it werealie, he would have hated it less. But blood would pay for agood ded of truth. And were
he revenged on Murchaud's killer, the eventua easing might not seem like such abetraya, when it came.
Be-sdes, they said, when you plot revenge, dig two graves. He might not have to hed, if he was lucky.

The poet hurled another handful of corn violently, and the wind sheered it aside on concentric arcs.
Pigeons scrambled, skewbald and charcoa and gray with rainbow throats, and one that was white as
Lu-cifer'swings and lamein one maformed foot. The poet threw it apiecein particular. Hisam was
good.

Whiskey let his head droop, sun warming his nape. If he could but shrug on his stdlion-shape for a
moment and stand in the sun, the wind lifting his mane, the light warm on hiswhite hide and scorching
againg hisblack —"Make haste to where?"

Whiskey turned to stare as the poet crumpled the popcorn bag and twisted his hands around the
paper asif to throttleit. The poet frowned across the water as another carriage rustled past. "If | had
something of Jane's, | could trace her withiit.”

Y ou were Cairbre's student. And Morgan's.”

And Raeigh's, and Baines, and Dee's. Not dl at once." The poet dismissed them familiarly, the names
of acquaintances not recently seen. That spell you used thismorning?' The pass-unseen? A bardic trick.”

"Y ou learned nothing in Hell?*

Thomas hesitated, and glanced down between his knees, dim scarred fingers whitening on the paper.
"Y ou know, I'm not that other Thomas. It was more than seven yearsin the service of the Queen of the
Faeries. And | am not congtrained to the truth.”

Y ou learned witchcraft.”

Thomas nodded. "I was Lucifer's student aswell, though | no longer use those spells. But any
magicker can trace someone with abit of hair or blood; you needn't be awitch for that."



"Something of Jane Magas?'

"Some rag or scrap that belonged to her—as, for example, that pretty little bastard in the bloodred
coat, if heisher liegeman —I could find her withiit."

"Hésleft the city.”

"Y es, and hang me for an imbecile, I've no better ideas.”

Whiskey consdered. "I can think of nothing,” he said at |ast, and tossed his head.

Thomas picked hits off the bag and rolled them between hisfingers before flicking them away.
Pigeons scrambled, but were disappointed. "We should be doomed that she'd be thefirst to venture
Faerie's gates and leave not a scrap of hersdlf in the otherworld. Most of us, it tears strips off."

"She never wasto Fagrie. Or not o | knew of it. She sent her Magi, and stayed safe in the iron world
hersdf."

"Sorcerers and towers," Thomas said, disgusted.

Whiskey kicked earth. Less satisfying than pawing at it, and Thomas impatience waswearing at him,
raising the hair at the nape of his neck. He wished the poet paced. Anything would be better than this
stagnant fury, like scowling thunderheads. "Very like. We have got a scent of the policemen who came
for themurder."

"Y ou have a scent, mayhap. | did get alook at the two who liked each other least, the ones who were
not in uniform, but deferred to. Lord protectors of some sort, or commanders of the militia, | wot?'

"Moreor less." Whiskey had better things to do than explain the or-ganization of amodern police
force to an Elizabethan poet, even if he himsalf were certain he knew how it worked. His hands ached so
badly they tingled, and the pain was cregping up hiswrigts, and starting to in-fest hiskneesand hips. "I
thought if we found the police, since Jane's man was at the scene, then they might lead usto her.”

"It's not an impossible thought.”

"Oh." Whiskey blinked. Even his eyesitched with mortals and their doings. "1 lie.

"That'swhat devilsarefor,” Thomas said unpleasantly. "Tell me more.”

"l have something that belongsto Jane Andraste," Whiskey said, and grinned wide enough to show his
worn yellow pegsto the root. "Or something close enough for sympathy. | have her daughter's name and
soul.”

"Then why arewe limed to this park bench?'

"Stand up, Sir Thomas," Whiskey said. "Suddenly, | fed the urge to be afoot.”

"Y ou and mischief," Thomas answered. But he sood and cast the re-mains of the bag into the chained
can, which sighed afew particles of dust. "Well need a private place.”

"l know one. Unlessit's changed since | hunted here.”

The poet fell in dlongsde Whiskey. He cleared histhroat. "Do | de-tect ahint that the Fae avoid this
place?'

"The Daoine do, and the Unsedlie mostly fear the Queen.”

"And the undine we saw wasn't Unsedlie?’

"Oh," Whiskey said. "Unsedie enough. If she dipsin and supsthe blood of rats and tomcats, who'sto
know? If shetook ahuman life, things might be different. But thisis Matthew Magus home. And
Matthew Magus —your pretty bastard in the pretty coat, Sr Thomas — does not care to see Faein his
aty.”

"They stay away out of respect?”

"They'd respect better, if he enforced the rules as he should.”

The brief walking silence that followed was broken by alower tone. Have you noticed, Whiskey, that
we are observed?’

Whiskey smiled, bent over Thomas, and murmured in hisear, "Which one:

Acrossthe pond. A dapper but otherwise rather nondescript fellow in agray suit of clothes. Sim, with
dark hair. Don't these Americans wear anything with color init? It'sal black and brown and gray, unless
it'slaborer's clothes. And the cuts are very plain.” | see you've adopted trousers.”

Thomas shrugged. "They're comfortable. But these people dresslike Puritans.”

"They're American. What do you expect?’ Whiskey straightened up asif stretching his back and



flared his nogtrilswide. Warm morning air and women's perfume, the savor of horses and human swest,
asphdt and oil and vomit and dried leaves rustling under trees. And athick, cold thread likeironona
winter's night, like the raw red metd in rust and blood wegthering from balcony railings down the gray
faces of buildings, tearstains etched by acid rain. "Magus," he said without hes-itation, louder than he had
intended.

"Promethean”?"

"Aye" Whiskey answered. "l can smel hisring. It seems Jane Magahas found us."

"Then we don't have to find Jane. Where's your other observer, Mas-ter Whiskey?"

"By the boat launch.”

The poet turned casudly, asif they were setting out to complete awak delayed by their conversation.
"The Moor in the hat, with the newspaper?'

"The same." Whiskey laid his hand on Thomas deeve. "He's no moreamorta man than | am.”

Thomas examined Whiskey's objective as carefully as he could with-out seeming to stare, but saw
only awiry man, dark-skinned and light-haired, with sun creases thick across his cheeks despite the
broad-brimmed hat shading hiseyes. A mortal man, to al appearances, with no foxlight of feyness
around him. "Y ou're going to ignore the Promethean”?”

"On the contrary,” Whiskey answered. "I plan to lure him into adark corner, terrorize him, question
him, hold him under until he stops kick-ing, and possibly consume him afterward.” He shrugged, and
darted forward again. "Buit first, we have to ded with thisfellow, don't we?'

The poet cast alonging look at the Mage. "Dammit," he said. "Y ou'd better hurry."

"Don't worry, Sir Thomas. There's nothing | am looking forward to more than dragging Jane Maga's
head home to my midtresslike acat with amost particularly juicy rat. But it's unwiseto go into battle with
an unconsidered eement on your flank." He paused, and blinked long-lashed eyes at the poet. "Now
come aong. | thought you werein ahurry."

Jewd s laced her fingers through Geoff's and followed Matthew and the Merlin down broad dished
steps and across arichly green dopeto apedestrian crossing. A rurd highway diced the easternmost
edge of campus off the main sprawl, and behind the row of redbrick dormito-ries a steeper dope down
to the river was forested and laced with deer trails and poison ivy. They veered left, across atributary
brook in the bottom of awillow-verged gully, the last branches fluttering their length on a breeze that was
chill inthe shede.

When they emerged, the sun was warmer by contrast. Jewels and Geoff |ooked across aroad and up
the hill that had been visible from the Merlin's office window. Jewel s tightened her grip on Geoff's hand
and settled on her hedlsto look up. Mown grass settled long shadows in the danted morning light, and
the wind freshened. A horse whinnied, high and quavering, and the sound of hoofbeats echoed off the
bank and rolled back.

Altheawould have loved it, and Jewel s flexed her fingerstight against Geoff'sto stop hersdf from
thinking about it.

They rounded a curve in the road; there were barns and paddocks above and a pasture below, and a
dirt road split off from the asphdt, tending upward. Mobiles of iron horseshoes hung over the barn's
trac-tor doors to ward off the Fae, and Jewels smoothed her hair over her ears.

Geoff wondered how acultivated hill bound in by barns and dormi-tories, crowned with aknot of
trees and houses, could seem so high and lonely. And Jewdl s thought of Watership Down, which shed
never seen but had read about, and when she glanced down found hersaf watching Merlin the Magician
and thinking, She has beautiful skin. | won-der if she would let me cut her, sometime.

The Merlin glanced over her shoulder and met Jewels eyes. "Some-time, | might.”

Jewd s kept walking, acold sensation cregping from the cleft of her

buttocks to the base of her skull. The Merlin turned away again.

Bracdets did and caught on the hairs of her wrist and on her bones and



skin, jangling as she waved up the dirt road toward the crown of the hill.

Theway isclosed," she said. "Prometheans one, thorn trees zero."

"I'm the one who closed it." Matthew dipped his coat off. Hefolded it over hisarm, aflash of color
againg the autumn brown of the hillside that turned the head of ared-tailed hawk floating on the thermal
off the dope. The hawk sheered off when Matthew started up the Side road; thiswas game too big for its
talons. "l guess| can get it open again.”

"That blood of yours has more than one binding in it. | wonder what € se you've got that somebody
might bewilling to kill for."

Matthew paused, sun warm on the shoulders of his T-shirt, one boot on the blacktop and the other on
the badly graveled drive. The freshen-ing wind was unpicking his ponytail, and pae strands snagged in
the corners of hiseyeglassframes. The glass twinkled flatly and sand grit-ted under his boots when he
turned to glare a Cardl. "Y ou think Althea died because of me?"

Cardl shrugged, and caught hisarm when she waked past him. Re-luctantly, he alowed himsdf to be
tugged into motion, the gaze of the others scorching hisback. "I think it's possible. Y ou or Jane. She died
inyour city, and her death brought you out of it —sorry, kids." She glanced over her shoulder, swirl of
braids and clatter of stones, and shrugged her gpology.

"And shedied of my neglect," Matthew said. "Don't forget to men-tion that.”

Jawels swallowed. Geoff stiffened againg her grip. She squeezed his hand again, twiceto calm him,
and three times for the charm, and waited for the sigh and the sdeways glance. It came. " She wasn't
mest,’ Geoff said, though he kept walking. His matted black hair was dull in the light, but glimmers of
color likefire, highlights of copper and amber, sparkled off the roots. ™Y ou shouldn't talk about her—"

"Shewas meat," Matthew said over his shoulder, without turning. Jewels flinch didn't keep her from
noticing that the Merlin winced too. "To the Fae. Mortal meat, blood and bone. And if there was
something they wanted that her death or torment would pay for, no more than meat to appease the
dogs”

"They'd kill her just to get you to come to them?”

Matthew laughed like it scratched histhroat. " She'slucky al they did waskill her," he said, and shut
up, hard, but Geoff saw his broken hand writhe insgde the glove, acringe.

Card'sfingers paed as she clung to Matthew's elbow. "If you can't handle the truth, Matthew Magus,
it'sno surprise you can't handle your magic, either.”

He didn't answer, just jerked hisarm away. Jewels rose up on her toes and looked like she was about
to press, but she must have caught something of Geoff's understanding, because she settled back with a
sgh. Her lipsflattened and she shoved her hair irritably behind her ears, whereit stuck in greasy dflocks.
Her face was shiny and un-washed.

They climbed for afew minutes until they cameto thelittle grove, and the houses warded with hex
signsand rowan clustered among it. A black dog barked in awire run; Matthew didn't meet its eyes.

By onetreein particular, he crouched and pushed the leaves aside. "White oak," he said, and drew
hisfingers back asif something had stabbed thetips. An eectric shiver wrenched up hisarm. "Thereit
is"

Aniron railroad spike was rusted into the root, crusted ochre-red and driven deep.

"1 didn't bring acrowbar,” Carel said. She crouched beside him, ahand on his shoulder, and Matthew
felt her breath on his neck and her breast againgt hisarm. Her warmth and her shifting aroma—now
oranges, now vanilla, now peppermint and sandalwood—were tickles of distraction that were far more
welcome than he would have wished to admit.

You're not her type, hetold himsdlf sernly, and was then bizarrely flat-tered that she would forget
hersaf enough to treat him like a person, and not aman. They had been dmost friends, once, with the
porcupine friendship that was the best two wizards could manage, and hed mourned that more than he
expected once thingsfdll apart.

Or maybe it was Smply that she couldn't think of him as athreat be-cause he wasn't exactly aman by
her standards. She knew about the uni-corn. There was what she'd said, about blood and whatever—

Oh, Matthew thought, hisleft hand hesitating over the spike. What do you suppose that's worth,



Matthew Magus? Not to Carel: her idiomisraw power, earth and flame, not symbols. But to a
witch, or to a Mage? What do you suppose the virginity of a unicorn's chosen would be worth?

More than he could easily calculate. He knew what his blood and his brother's desth had bought.

He handed Carel the coat. She held it tightly folded over her knees, her charms and bangles rattling.
Geoff and Jewels stood breathing be-hind her, pressed together like owletsin the nest, eyes huge and
wild. Matthew flexed hisfist, kneaded the fingers together convulsively, and reached out to lay his hand
on the spike that, seven years before, closed adoor into Faerie.

Thejolt raced up hisarm again, locking hisfingers, clenching his shoulder muscle, and flashing across
his heart. Oversengitive, over-tuned. The same rawnessthat kept him from understanding haf of what his
city said to him, in the broken babble of its multitudinous voices, and the same undirected power that
crippled hismagic. Magician's Tourette's.

The problem wasn't denia. Unlessthat was denial too. He found it, found the magic under the shock,
thewit under the pain, found the rust and the blood and the binding. The power wasthere, but the craft
was naive, unpracticed.

He teased the snarl apart like a child's badly tied shoelace and the spike did into hishand, leaving a
smooth-walled, rust-stained wound. He looked up, gasped, and rose on the bals of hisfeet to stand, his
left arm numb and tingling. He transferred the spike to hisright hand, dip-ping it into the curve of
withered fingers, and shook hisleft arm.

Wordlessly, Carel offered the topcoat back. He took it and held the spike out to Geoff. "Hold on to
this"" he said. Y ou might want to dip it into your pack or something. Oh, and don't drink or eat anything
in Faerie, unlessyou get apromisefirg, or you won't be ableto leave."

Jewels nodded, knotting her handsto hide the trembling. Thisis hap-pening. Thisis happening.
"We should stay with you?'

"If you can." He patted her shoulder, absently. "Y ou'll seealot of magic. Manifest magic, not like
what you're used to seeing in our world.”

"I've seen Fag," Jewe sfelt bound to ins<t, but Geoff's question rolled over the end.

"Not likewhat you just did?"

"Child," the Merlin said, with asigh and the settle of her palms on generous hips, "what he did was
bardy magicat dl."

"Thanksfor the vote of confidence.”

Sheflashed him agrin. "It was Magery, sure, but their work isal bound up in symbols and materia
things. It'smagic for theiron world, and you see the results, maybe, but not the magic itself. A
Promethean spell—no, you don't know what a Promethean is, either, do you?"

"Firefromthe gods," Jewels snapped.

Matthew laughed. He knew dl this, rote and drill, and it was easy to recitein waysthat actudly talking
about what the Prometheus Club had done for him—and to him—before he destroyed it could never be.
"Morethan that. Taking fire from the gods, and bending it to the ser-vice of man. My order was founded
in the sixteenth century, and its origina members numbered among them somevery . . . notablefolk. Sir
Francis Wasingham, for example, who was Queen Elizabeth's spymas-ter. And William Shakespeare
too."

"You'rekidding." That was Carel, her brows beetled over flashing eyes. ™Y ou just made that up.”

"Cross my heart,” Matthew said, and the gesture he made with his ruined hand was so amused and full
of self-mockery that she believed him, or believed he believed it. "His plays are Promethean artifacts, and
the transcontinental railroads are ourstoo. Leland Stanford—" He stopped himsdlf, and shrugged. “I'm
making it sound like the Skull and Bones with magic wands."

"lantit?"

Heignored her, and Carel grinned. | should have looked him up years ago.

"Origindly, the Prometheans wished to protect England and Eliza-beth from Spain and the Catholics,
but Elizabeth did not live forever, and when she died, we needed another purpose. We opposed the
Wild Hunt. We brought Faerie and wild magic under control. We would have destroyed it for good, but
— " He stopped, restarted. "It was along war, and in the end we lost.”



Jewds stood with her arms folded, absorbing, the sunlight flickering through the bare oak branchesto
dapple her shoulders and her hair. Geoff leaned on her, fedling her taut attention, the near-craving she felt
for every hint and tidbit Matthew offered. He said, " So. That's the kind of magic we're not going to see.”

Itis" Heshrugged. "One of the seven categories. Magic of symbol, to which amost anyone can be
trained. Magic by gift, which isto say, there are some who are born specia in some way. And then there
ismeagic by initiation, where the power is earned by sacrifice. That's bought and paid for.”

Matthew's right hand rubbed the white cotton cloth over his heart for amoment before he covered the
gesture by shrugging into his coat. Geoff remembered the scar there, amid the black patterns of ink, and
didn't ask—but he caught Jewelslooking too, and knew she "was won-dering the same thing.

"What about witchcraft?' Jewd s asked, leaning forward, obliviousto her own shivers. Thewind cut
through her coarse-knit swesater. Geoff opened his coat and tucked her insdeit, under hisarm.

"Wicca," Matthew asked, "or witchcraft?"

"Therésadifference?'

The Mage smoothed stray strands of hair behind hisears. "'Y es. One, Wicca—modern
Pagani sm—you exercise through the manipulation of symbals. It's not so different from High Ritud
Magick, the Golden Dawn sort. Both Wiccaand Magick are. . . sort of hedge counterpartsto
Magecraft. Although those who follow those paths wouldn't be pleased to hear me say it.

"Als0, it helpsto be stubborn. That's afourth kind of magic'—he checked on hisfingers—"fourth.
Willmagic, power claimed through sheer force of persondity; exactly what the nameimplies. One
imposes oneswill on the universe, or on another creature, Smply by being . . . sronger thanitis.
Willmagic, you'l run acrossin Fagrie. It'swhat's be-hind the magic of bindings and namings, and if you
weren't both human creatures, 1'd caution you to keep your true names private. Names are tricky things.”

Jewd s nodded, face paler now, asif she waslistening and believing and—finaly—alittle scared.

"What about the changelings?' Geoff said, baling aknobby fist against the nylon lining of his pocket,
sted zipper teeth scratching hiswridt.

"Magic by blood." Carel twisted her bangles, listening as they chimed. "Magic by birth. Werewolves,
Fae, spirits of thewood and vale. Nothing any of us can touch; it'syours, or it'snot.”

"And glamourie" Matthew said. "Theart of illuson.”

Geoff said, "So those are the rules? Stay with you, and don't tell any-body my name, and don't eat or
drink?'

"Stay on the path." Matthew buttoned one button on his topcoat and turned away from them, toward
the white oak and the wild rose and bramble tangled around and behind it. " Stay on the path. Don't look
back. Never trust the guardian. That's dl thereisto know."

"That," Card said, amid aflash of teeth, "and nothing that walks into Faerie emerges unscathed, or
unchanged."

Matthew just nodded.

"Grab my hand," the Merlin said, and Jewe s did, holding on to Geoff with an arm around hiswaist.
He wrapped his hand around hers through the pocket lining. The wind lifted her dirty hair, and when he
looked down at her, some light seemed to sparkle and fill the shadows on her throat and the hollow
under her chin, asif she wore adress sewn with sequins or leaned out over water on asunshiny day.

The Merlin held out her left hand and laced it into Matthew'sright, her touch so ddlicate and warm it
didn't even hurt. "Open sesame,” she said. They stepped forward together, passing through the
thornbresk asif it had never existed.

The rea world turned to watercolor and washed away, just as Geoff redlized that Matthew had only
named six kinds of magic.



Chapter SIX
A New York Minute

Santed American sunlight, softened by smog and the curve of the earth, filtered over Bunyip's shoulder.

He turned another page of his newspaper, giving no sign that he was aware of Whiskey crossing the
green mown lawn to intercept him, or the earthly knight walking beside him. The paper crinkled under the
pads of hisfingers, denting where histhick, ridged nails dug into the fibers.

There was a surprising amount of water in paper, trapped.

Bunyip sighed. He missed his billabong — athough the women wan-dering adong the lakes de looked
like fine eating, and there was enough water and muck close by in the Meadowlandsto provide a
congenid a-mogpherefor dining.

Unfortunately, he had businessfird.

A shadow fell across him, and Bunyip folded his newspaper and settled his hat. Hetilted his head
back and met Whiskey's china-blue eyes, strange and unsettling in the darkness of hisface. Waleyed,
they cdledit in horses. It seemed to make Whiskey squint alittlein the sun.

"You'realong way out of the Dreaming, cousin,” Whiskey said. Thomas stayed at hisleft hand, quiet
and watchful, asif he understood the danger of the Situation.

"And you're along way out of the Ides,” the old man said. He tucked his newspaper under hisarm.
"Which iswhy I've come to have aword with you. Will you introduce meto your friend?'

Whiskey stepped aside. "Thomas the Rhymer," he said, making a delicate gesture at odds with the
sprawl of hisfingers. "Meet Bunyip. Bun-yip, True Thomas."

Bunyip roseto hisfeet, heaving himsdf up asif he weighed far more than hislong, spindly body
indicated. The poet thrust out his hand; Bunyip accepted, and for amoment the poet felt him otherwise,
thelong stick and twig hand resolving into adamp clawed flipper. The poet craned his head back asa
shadow cooled hisface. It wasn't atal woolly-haired man in ablack broad-brimmed hat that |ooked
back at him.

The head that hung over him was jowled like a mastiff and whiskered likea sed, flews clinging to
projecting walrus tusks. Black velvet skin, soft as ahorse's muzzle, drooped around eyesfull of glaring
planes of light like black opas. The neck was thick and conical—a sealion's neck, abull's—blurring into
shoulderslikeawall of meat. More black crushed velvet covered the massive muscles, and behind them
the pon-derous body tapered to ascaed and armored tail, the flukes arched over hisback. Bunyip
braced itself on one burly leg, which ended in aflippered claw, and extended the other ddlicately, acat
poking dust motesin a sunbeam.

The poet had shaken the hands of demons and queens and Ben Jon-son. He managed not to jump
back with ayep, but it was avery near thing.

A pleasure” the human said, as Bunyip shifted hisweight onto histail and extricated hishand from the
human's grasp without accidentaly crushing him to desth.

He smdlled ddlicious.

With that momentary brush of fingers, Bunyip brought them into the Dream. The human surprised him
again; they usudly panicked, trem-bled, curled into themsa ves when confronted with the richness of
chipped, shifting colors and lights. This human glanced around once, quickly, like astartled bird, and then
st his shoulders and crossed hisarms over his chest, breathing calmly. He had gone wide-eyed over
Bunyip's revea ed aspect, but mastered it in amoment, and he didn't seem overly perturbed by the
Ke pie's Dreaming shape, the wet-maned stallion pied white and black asamagpie.

He was shaman-stuff, then, and initiated. And perhaps not for eating, no matter how ddlicious he
smeled. Bunyip huffed through bean-shaped nodtrils, hiding his annoyance.

The poet stared at the monster in preference to the landscape. It could have been ariverbank in
Faerie, mud redolent and primeva un-derfoot and ferns and mosses rich along the bank. Concentrating



on the beast kept the jittering surge of his heart and the shaking of his hands from showing in hisvoice.

The water itself was cloudy green and asfull of light asjade. The whole place had a sense of
hyperredlity to it, an oil-painting depth and saturation of color, but if the poet looked too closdly, it
resolved itsdf into facets and flickers, pointillist dots. Unred, fractal, unsettling.

Much better to look at the Bunyip, who was preparing to speak again, with peculiarly fair wordsto
ease past those tusks and the flesh-ri pping teeth reveal ed when he opened his mouth.

"Also," Bunyip said, curling hisflukes under him, "I am never out of the Dreaming, becausethe
Dreaming iseverywhere."

Whiskey snorted and shook out his mane. Salt water spattered the poet's back and Bunyip's face.
"Am | hereto fence with you, Bunyip?'

Bunyip shifted hisweight, dithering, hisbulk leaving abroad chan-nel pressed in the mallegble bank.
When he moved, it was fast as amon-goose, aheave and atwist that sent his meaty shoulder barreling
into Whiskey's, histhick neck thrust over Whiskey's back, aresounding body dam that tumbled the
gdlion over in the mud and sent the man sprawling, diving out of the way. Bunyip thumped across
Whiskey's barrel and lay there, histusks lowered like daggers to press Whiskey'sthrottle. Pale silken
hide dented under ivory scimitars, as the water-horse thrashed and then froze, forehooves pressing, back
arched like arabbit straining at asnare.

"You're hereto answer to me," Bunyip said. "Y our demesneis un-managed, your subjects unruled.
And | see you without strength, and | hear you have been bound. But thereis no chain on you to say why
storms and calms intermingle without reason. So answer me: when the seas are wild or merciful, whereis
the will behind the wave?"

Helifted histusks and rolled back, like the tide, and left Whiskey mud-covered, struggling to hisfeet
as splay-legged and shaky asacolt. The stalion put himsdlf between Bunyip and the poet, while the
poet, less smutched, a so stood.

"l have no heart for it." Whiskey's hooves sucked on mud, each one aplop like frogs jumping. “There
isno death in me now, and the horses of the seaare deeping.”

"You arefailing,” Bunyip said. The poet walked dowly, |etting Whiskey's broad barrd fill the space
between him and the Bunyip. He did not like the monster's lantern eyes.

"Areyou hereto eat mefor it? Because I'll fight."

Bunyip paused, his heavy head bobbing on the truncated cone of his neck as he lurched and turned.
He eyed Whiskey speculatively, and Whiskey watched, ears up and neck arched. Mud and algae clung
to the shaggy hair feathering his ankles, splashed up bicolored legs. He didn't seem to notice.

"No," Bunyip said, arumblelike rocks rolling under water. "Not yet. But Rainbow Snake—your
Mist, the Dragon—is concerned. The spir-its of the seaarerestive, and it id your fault. Toocdmin
places, too wild in others. It's not just sirens freed of Promethean bindings running ves-sals up on rocks,
though thereisthat. But the seaitsalf goes unhelmed, and the sacrifices taken by the deep are not
prepared to the Dragon's liking, and storms rage unchecked, and wrecks are found and looted. Dragons
do not like their stolen treasure stolen in return. And when the archmage redlizes you're not at your work,
Whiskey, shell turn it to her advantage.”

| have custody of amorta soul,” Whiskey said, an admission that still wrenched. He sscomped one
hind hoof, earstwigted flat. "Should | damniit for your convenience?'

That's rubbish." Bunyip's shoulders hunched and his head went down. His black body undulated as he
heaved forward. "Y ou should damn it for your duty.”

Whiskey's earsflickered. He didn't move, four hooves square on the bank, tail rippling. The poet
stroked the stallion's shoulder; warm skin quivered under histouch, but he never would have known
otherwise that Whiskey trembled. "And if | don't?"

Bunyip's heavy head siwung back, jowls swaying, eyesflashing gold and green. "Then | shal kill you."

A flicker of light and asplash and Bunyip's scaled length vanished down the bank into the river, and
they stood in the park—after night-fal, awhole day gone in Faerie—with a cold wind rattling leaves over
sdewaks and prickling gooseflesh up the poet's neck, and every black iron lamp burning bright.



Monday afternoon, Felix Luray had fretted athumb across the iron ring on his right middle finger and
tried not to curse as his prey vanished into thin air like the spirits that they were. By Monday evening, he
was drowning his sorrowsin sake and caterpillar roll not far from Madison Square. He was asender
man, tall, habitudly dressed in expensive gray suitswith avaguely Edwardian air that made him look out
of place without abowler pressed over his coarsaly waved iron-black hair.

He was just Sitting back from the counter, replacing his spoon in an empty bowl, when asandaled
footstep on the goza mats and a scent like dragonsblood incense turned his head.

The woman who looked back at him stood out as unusua evenin New Y ork. She wore blousy
vermilion trousers and an ivory vest tiff with mirrors and silver embroidery, and her ams and face and
her chest in the gap of her collar were lined with shiny, knotted scars like strings of black pearls.

The cricket in its bamboo cage by the cash register chirruped and whirred.

"Felix Alexander Luray," she said, her words twining sibilantly through filed teeth. Beads and bangles
clashed on her wrists. Her golden earrings twirled, flashing reflections from hammered facets. "l can't
imag-inewhy | didn't think to check for your corpsein Faerie, once-Mage.”

He pushed a bill under square crackle-glazed pottery and stood, giv-ing her his shoulder. It made her
smiledmost as much astheiron ring on hisright hand. "Did they let you keep that? Or did you haveto
get another one made? Maybe bought it mail-order, from one of those placesthat advertise magnetic
jewdry onlate-night televison?'

"Kadiska," he said. He nodded thanks to the chef, who was eyeing his new companion and hefting a
cleaver in one cdlused fist. "Threelittle, four little, fivelittle Faein New York in aday. Surdly, that can't
be a coincidence.

She shrugged one-shouldered, the gesture rolling a sharp-edged col-larbone and shoulder blade under
her vest, lifting the chains around her neck. Her shadow coiled and spread a cobra's hood on the floor
behind her. "1 only knew about the one," she said. "But once | saw you watch-ing him, | could hardly
ress avigt for old time's sske.”

"All the catsin Katzengtein," he said. " Do you have somebody hold-ing your tail up too?”

"If | do, | hadn't noticed.” Her eyes were a strange, mossy color in the squint of her smile, paler than
skin like polished cocobolawood warranted. The color shifted, lichen gray-green-brown. A color he
knew; one that marked her an enemy.

Asif he hadn't known that aready.

Her sandals scratched the goza mats againgt the terra-cotta beneath. She shuffled, asif unused to
walking in shoes, and nodded thanks when he got the door for her. A brushed aluminum push bar clicked
under hisfingertips. The door was painted with hex signs and ward signs from three cultures, and a
garland of zigzag Shide gtrips swung againgt the glass, bronze and iron coins wrapped in prayers dangling
between the paper charms. A straw rope twisted with tassels hung over the lintel: Shimenawa.

Felix looked at the Fae and put a question on his face. Before the Dragon, Shimenawa had been
used in shrines, to mark the passage be-tween the sacred and the profane. But they also provided a
barrier to spirits, which isto say, the Fae. It should, he thought, have kept anything Fae out of the
restaurant, even the changelings that made Seekers.

She dropped her ear to one shoulder, and reached out to brush one of the paper-wrapped iron coins
as shewalked by. "We never did let you know everything we could manage, Murchaud, Aine, or me. I'm
dill a Seeker, Fdix. Though of the Daoine, now." She stuck her fingertip in her mouth. "Born mortd. It
takes more than alittleiron over acradle to keep me at bay."

And you're here to sted me away to Faerie?"

Youd like that too much. Tell mewhy I shouldn't make sure Jane rinds out you'rein her city,
once-Mage." Kadiskakicked out of her san-dals as soon as she reached the sdewalk, and let them
dangle from one hand.

Felix consdered her question. "Do you think sheld react any better to your presence?”’

The Fae turned to examine her reflection in awindow smeared with neon. "1t dill hurts, doesn't it? The
way your archmage shrugged you off like an outworn coat, took up with aboy whose chief qudification
was being one of two brothers with so much magic the Fae would find them seductive?



"Congdering what became of Matthew and Kelly Szczegieniak, and Jane and al her plansfor the
overthrow of Faerie and the uplift of the Magi?' He paused; she knew his thoughtfulness for mockery.
"No, it doesn't sting so much asdl that. It could have been me she gaveto your Cat Anna, after adl. Me,
and not that poor idiot kid."

"That idiot kid." More mockery. He smiled through it. They walked through streetlights, their shadows
stretching and retracting. Hers had tufted ears that twitched or flattened at any sound. "He had somefire
in him. And his brother has some sted. How doesit fedl, once-Mage, to walk in a city where abroken
Magus standsin the place that wasright-fully yours?'

"I've gotten used to it,” helied.

"When | was Unsedlie," she said, as pededtrians parted to let them pass, and Felix twirled hisiron ring
around hisfinger, "I had some-thing to do with Kelly Szczegidniak. And a Prince of Faerie named
Murchaud, who had something to do with Prometheus. And some-thing to do with the Unsedlie Fae, and
Jane Maga. Y ou remember. | do not think you took it so gently then, when Jane turned her back on
you."
"Did you teke it gently that you had something to do with Kelly, as you say, but you never got your
hooks into the brother?' The pebble he kicked off the path skittered into the lawn and vanished.

"Jane never offered us him. She kept the strongest for herself, and kept him al mystified asto who
her dlieswere." Shelaughed, and tucked abraid back under the kerchief wound around her head. "Ah,
but you knew that, didn't you? I'm sorry."

Trying too hard: that one scarcely stung. "It hurt then. But if she hadn't used Matthew, | would have
died with the rest of the Prometheans. Instead | stand here on their grave, and you can call me mocking
names, Kadiska, but I'm whole and Matthew is broken. Oh, don't give me the innocent
look"—wide-eyed and incongruous, in aface with filed teeth and so many careful scars— "wewere
aliesonce”

"I liked you then, Fdlix."

"And now you work for Elaine.”

"She who was Elaine. Murchaud's daughter, and a better Queen than the Mebd ever was. Aine, or
the Cat Annadsewise"

"Because she's sronger?”

"Because she'skinder."

"What do the Fae know of kindness?'

"Nothing," Kadiskasaid. "But sheisnot so Fae asall that. Almost amortal woman, once, before she
sold her name and her soul for athrone. Her mother's as morta as any Promethean, and Murchaud
carried Lancdot's blood. Morgan's a changdling child, Elf-fathered but of iron woman born. And
Lancelot was amortal born, adopted as a pet by Aine after having been orphaned in awar. Elaing's
moreiron than moonlight. And she freed me from Aine the Cat Anna, who would have sold al Fagrieto
your Jane. There are no knotsin the new Queen's hair.”

"You sgy that asif it matters”

She shrugged, and paused for awak signa before leading him across Fifth Avenue and past a
wrought-iron railing, onto the walkways of Madison Square Park. She tossed her sandasinto adrift of
hostas. Dry |leaves rattlesnaked across the pavement. "Merely making conversation. Why does it matter,
Fdix?'

He thought about lying to her, but when oneswork istied up in sym-bols and true names, asmdl lie
laid in the foundation can twist astruc-ture entirely: Jane's mistake, with Kelly and Matthew. Her planto
conquer Faeriedl lay on her betraya of the brothers, and look what it had won her.

| want what I'm owed." Hefiddled hisring again.

So does Aine. Or what she thinks she's owed." She smiled when she turned to him, the scleraof her
eyesflashing white, light filtered through the half-bare trees. She patted his shoulder, offering aglimpse of
the curve of her breast and a berry-black areola as her vest swung open. Gold shone on her wrist. He
half hoped someone would try to takeit from her. It wasthe sort of night where he might enjoy watching
somebody get killed. ™Y ou think you can buy your way back into Jane's graces by bringing her



Whiskey's head on astick?’

"Once-Mageisnot atitle! gladly wear."

"No," she said, thoughtfully. "I would imagine not. Don't try your luck with the water-horse, Felix."

"Because he's bigger than me?" Dryly, aflash of wit. Hed enjoyed her, in the old days, when Hell had
brokered an uneasy detente between the Unsedlie and the Prometheus Club. Before Jane's change of
heart. Before Matthew Szczegieniak, and the end of the war.

"Because I'm here to watch his back.”

The city held its breath around them, brisk late-night traveler, wino on a bench with the Post spread
over hisface. Do not disturb. Thiscity wouldn't talk to Felix now.

He curled hisnails out of hispalms. Of course he didn't missit. What sort of idiot wanted adragon's
attention? What sort of idiot wanted the Dragon's attention? Matthew was welcome to it, chapter and
verse. Fdix didn't need it any longer. New Y ork City with its thousand-chambered heart wasn't his
anymore, and hadn't been since Jane An-draste decided Matthew made a prettier sacrifice.

Any other city would be better.

Any other city wouldn't curl and drag in his bones. Promising so much. Delivering adragon's heart,
whenit gave anything a dl.

Lily dept past three.

She awoke with sticky face and lashes adhered from leftover makeup, her cheek pressed to adingy
pillowcase dabbed with last night's lipstick and eydiner. Sunlight had crept through the heavy cur-tains
and warmed her ear and the side of her head, and when she reached up, half-aware, to push theirritation
away, acracked fingernail snagged in her hair and tore to the quick.

She yelped and pushed herself up on her ebow, examining the drop of blood on her fingertip. Sticking
it into her mouth converted her curseto amumble. She briefly considered burying her face under the
pillow and deeping until dark, but an insistent pressure in her bladder con-vinced her otherwise. She did
her legs out of the tangle of unwashed flannel, didodging Max the piratical cat from her backside, and
padded to the bathroom to swill down two Cortef with apamful of tap water and contemplate waxing
the soft dark down on her upper lip. The sound of running water followed, and asigh.

For his part, after asomewhat ungainly leap to the floor and a better one back up again, Max
regained the portion of sunbeam that spilled across Lily's bed. The bed was actudly abattered and
repurposed—~hut once darkly gorgeous— fainting couch, which didn't trouble the cat at al. He
bulldozed the pillowsinto amore congenid prospect with his head and settled among them, purring in the
sun that bleached his glossy coat from black to darkest auburn.

Hewas fast adeep by the time the mobile tel ephone on the unrefurbished Shaker end table that
served as anightstand rang. Lily scurried from the bathroom naked, droplets of water and body jewelry
flashing like sequins sprinkled across her skin. She wrapped agreen towe around her plum-colored hair
one-handed and fumbled the phone up beforeit quit beeping out its off-key version of "How Soon Is
Now."

A flat stedl disk with an anodized red caduceus soldered to one side flashed from aheavy bangle as
she dapped the phone againgt her ear. "Hello?!

"Hdlo, Lily. Did | wakeyou?'

Despite hersdlf, she amiled at the voice. " Christian. No, Max handled the waking. And | bet you
haven't even been to bed.”

| had breakfast with the coven and then went in to work for afew hours. We missed you last night.”

Moirawas asking for me, | takeit?"

Afraid you might dip out of the snare. Y ou went Gothing?'

I'm tempted to open aclub mysdf. Or maybe just shoot every third DJ. Pour encourager les
autres. Y ou know, to buy some new music or something." She caught sight of hersdlf in the mirror
propped against me far wall and paused. Gooseflesh pimpled her skin and her smal brown nippleswere
crinkled with cold around circular barbell piercings of green and black titanium. Her ribswere sharply
defined by the shad-ows between them. Eat, shetold hersdlf, and frowned. "I should have cometo the



Sabbat."

Y ou should have. Gypsy brought the food.”

Oh, man. Y ou know how to torture agirl." He coughed, and she smiled. She could almost hear him
blushing, and her hip bones were sticking out too. She wondered if he was one of those shy boyswho
got dl toppy when you got them backed up against thewall, or if hewas quiet all thetime. "Hey,
Chrigtian, you want to get dinner tonight?"

He paused, afaint clicking reveding that he was consulting hisPDA. "I'd love to. What time?”

She checked the time on her phone, which necessitated pulling it away from her ear. Max had
cracked open pumpkin-colored eyes, and was Saring a her through the ditswith uncanny fdine intensity.
She mouthed words a hisreflection. Three hundred years ago, you'd have gotten me hanged ad a
witch.

He smiled at her. Black cats were the devil's watchglasses, or some-thing. Maybe toothbrushes, given
the way histail could bottle up.

"l have aclassat six. Afterward? Chinese? And if you want, I'll get you into Ceremony. It's Monday
night — I think Object 775 might be playing unless| have my dates mixed up.”

Thistime hedid laugh, rich and dark and amost out of character in its chocolatey irony. "Y ou were
just bitching about the bad music at Goth clubs, and now you want to take me to a Goth club?

Shelet thetowd drop uncoiling on the warped wooden floor, where it lay exhaing warm moisture like
aserpent on asun-heated rock. Be-hind the drapes, the window was fogging, and her hair tumbled over
her shouldersin snarls of violet and black and rose, rose-red. " A foolish consistency is the hobgoblin of
litleminds. .

Christian never disappointed. He cleared histhroat and finished for her, in atonethat did from
portentousto teasing. " '. . . adored by little statesmen, philosophers, and divines. With consstency a
great soul has smply nothing to do." And are you agreat soul, Lily?' She smiled againgt the phone. "If not
me, then who?" "Good girl," he said, and that didn't annoy her. "I'll pick you up at seven thirty."

"Harvard Square Sbux?' "Please. Algiers”

"Algiersitis. Cheerio!" She thumbed the phone off with ashaking hand before she went to find her
leather pants, which she was sure were somewhere in the pile on the floor.

* * *

When they emerged from adark tunnel that Jewels could never say ex-actly how she entered, it was
like stepping into awatercolor. In, into, and through, to come to the other sde—like finding the world
behind arain-washed window of fish-eye glass, suddenly thrown wide. She clutched the Merlin'sfingers
tight in her left hand, Geoff'sin her right, and tried to remember to breathe in between blinking back
tears.

They emerged into Faerie at the top of along sweeping hill not un-like the one they'd Ieft behind in the
iron world, but on five timesthe scae. It ‘was pring here, the grass underfoot the shade of glass stained
green with ferric oxide, the sky overhead like cobalt blue. The colors had that same pure transparency so
concentrated they might tint the light thet fell against them. Even the air smdlled different: swest, faintly of
rain, with an overtone Jewds at first thought might be the Merlin's lusive perfume, but the wind was
blowing the wrong direction.

Despite the breeze, mist clung like a gauze gown to the curve of the hills. Geoff let his coeat fal closed
as Jewe s stepped from under its black leather wing. She paused on the crest of the hill, hands by her
gdesto pin her skirt to her thighs, leaning into the wind that snaked her hair in writhing tendrils. The
Merlin's beads clattered as her braids swung, and every charm on Matthew's coat jangled like harness
bells. Only Geoff was unruffled by the wind. It picked at theratsin his hair, but snarls and denim and
leather defeated it and it spurned him. "Which way?"

The Merlin gestured through the swirling mist, the scent of sandal-wood and roses following the
sweep of her arm. "Into the valley and down to the sea," she said, and then planted her hands on her
hips. "I hopeyou dl brought good walking shoes."



Jewdswas gill slanding, staring, breathing so deeply that therise and fall of her ribs showed under the
loaned-out swesater. Geoff nudged her, and she turned to him and grinned, her eyesbright as sunlit water.
“’Uptheary mountain,’" shewhispered, " 'Down the rushy glen, / We daren't go a-hunting, / For fear of
litlemen—""

She jumped as Matthew's strong arm in its velvet deeve came around her shoulder, hiswithered hand
scratching her arm. She would have stumbled, but he held her up. She snuggled into the embrace, and let
him move her.

"Don't forget therest of the poem." He shepherded her down the hill.

"They golelittle Bridget

For seven yearslong;

When she came down again

Her friendswere dl gone.

They took her lightly back
Between the night and morrow;
They thought she was fast adeep,
But she was dead with sorrow."

Repressed anger rattled hisvoice, acontradiction to the warm protectiveness of hisgrip. Jewels saw
him catch the Merlin's gaze, and the Merlin looking down—and she aso saw Geoff drop hischinto hide
an expression that was torn hafway between worry and jedousy.

Which wasfine. She stuffed her handsinside the drooping deeves of the swesater, the roughness of
scarsdong theingdes of her wrigts catch-ing her fingers. Jewels didn't mind being wanted. But she
didn't belong to anybody, and it was best if Geoff didn't forget it.

And best if shedidn't let Matthew dismiss her the way he so obvi-oudly would like to. She pressed
her shoulder into the curve of hisarm, and turned to study his profile as they waked. He seemed intent
on the mist-shrouded distance; she pitched her voice teasing rather than accu-satory. "You really didn't
want to tell me about witcheraft, did you? The not-Wiccakind. Don't think | didn't notice you ducking
that half of the question.”

Matthew paused, and made adecision. ™Y ou know any fairy tales? Bluebeard? Y ou put the key in the
lock, you can't ever get the blood out again. One-way gate. That's a power by initiation. Bought and paid
for with asacrifice. Shamanigtic power issSmilar, dthough the nature of the sacrifice varies.”

She paused, thoughtful, and kept snuggling. " So you can learn power on adream-quest, or —" She
touched the knotwork of scars around her hairline.

"Yes. If you go about it right. Sundance, forty daysin the desert. Rit-ual scarification, sure. The
powers tend to be unpredictable, though." "So what do you sacrifice to become awitch?' ™Y our body.
Sexudly spesking. To the Chrigtian Devil." "Y ou say that like he'sred," Jewels said, and Geoff said,

"Y ou mean therere others?"

Matthew's grin was alittle cold. Jewelswasn't sure she liked being the target of that much cynica
mockery. "You believein Faeries, and you don't believe in the Devil?' "I've seen Faeries," shesaid.

"Touché, Matthew," the Merlin said. And then she turned her —wicked grin on Jewels. "And I've seen
the Devil. So | can assureyou, heexigts.”

Jewels subsided, but pursed her lips when she thought that over. A little later, she pitched her voice
low and asked Matthew, "And isthat what you did?*

"What | did?'

She blushed red-hot. "With the Devil. Y ou know—" His outright laughter turned the Merlin around,
and brought a curi-ous glance from Geoff, who stared with arched eyebrows but stayed back. The Mage
doubled over, leaning on her for support, hiswhole body shaking. He had anice laugh. Uninhibited.

"Oh, God, no," he said, findly, releasing her briefly to lift his glasses and cuff tears off his cheeks.
"Quite the opposte, | assureyou." That got him asharp look from the Merlin, but he didn't bother to
explain, and Jewelswas il blushing too fiercely to ask the next question.



At least Matthew took her elbow again, if he didn't rest his arm across her shoulders anymore.

They waked through mist that never quite touched them and never quite reveded the horizon. The
way wasrolling, the path that Cardl and Matthew followed faint. Geoff trudged beside them obediently,
sub-dued and trying not to stare. Shapes |loomed from the fog on one side or another: embankments,
gnarled trees, once adry stonewall in very good repair despiteitsair of mossy abandonment. They
splashed through aford and gained the embankment opposite, and dl the while Matthew kept hishold on
the Otherkin child—not redlly achild, not precisely, but not any older than his students, either, and
thinking of her asachild kept other interests from emerging. Better to indulge hisold, harmless crush on
Cardl; she was safely impossible anyway.

"How far isit towak?' Jewels said, when some of the tension seemed to have glided off Matthew's
body. He didn't answer, but the Merlin did, after abrief thinking pause. "That depends.” "On wherewe
cameout?'

"On whether the Queen wantsto see us," the Merlin answered. "We could be waking forever if she
doesn't — ah. And apparently we're wel-come.”

Jewe sfollowed her pointing arm as the mistsrolled back, unveiling asunny prospect: along line of
beeches edging an airy wood, dl frothy green and slver with spring, and the viridian sweep of alawn up
to aturreted fantasia of acastle. Towers snapping with banners glowed against an azure sky, golden
stone so tranducent ripples of twisted light showed in the shadowsit cast. A cobbled road curved up the
hillside, joined by the path they followed. From the murmur of waves and the tang of salt, not too far
beyond the palace was the sea.

Matthew stepped away from the girl, pretending not to notice when she pouted after him. He settled
his topcoat and pushed escaped strands behind hisears. "Well," he said, shoving his handsinto his
pockets, lick-ing hislipsasif that could get the taste of acid off histongue, "herewe go again.”

Seven years out of Faerie. Seven years crippled, seven yearsin hid-ing. Seven years pretending he
hadn't lost anything more than he could stand to lose. That it wasn't his choice that had destroyed friends,
adlies, acquaintances, on behdf of the ancient predators held spent hislifefighting. Seven years chill and
alone, pretending he hadn't walked out of Faerie as broken as anybody else who dared its gates. Seven
years, and here he was back again.

When they were hafway aong the road, the flat clack of hooves greeted them. Jewels, who had
taken Geoff's hand to mollify him, squinted to distinguish two big shapes clattering abreast over the
cob-blestones. Theridersreined their animalsin and turned them, bowing and snorting, to greet the
travelers without the sun at their backs, al-though she did not know if it wasimplicit threat or courtesy.

She saw tall narrow-faced black horses with ridersin outlandish cos-tumes, as elaborate as anything
inaTudor painting. Both men were dark, black-haired where black meant the true color and not poetry,
but otherwise as undike as gpple trees. The one on the left was burly, bearded and stern, hishair long in
ringlets over the layered patchwork cloak curling from his shouldersin aheavy drape of brocade, velvet,
slk, and humble homespun. A cased harp rode at his saddle and a sword upon his hip, and the hands on
the reins seemed shaped to man-age either one.

The one on the right was of moderate talness and moderate breadth, paer of complexion. Hisskin
wasivory, redhead-fair, his eyes green enough that the color was bright the width of aroad and the
height of ahorse away. He sat his mount straight as a sword blade on along-stirruped American saddle,
and he wore black velvet, adoublet and breeches dashed with flame-colored silk taffeta, rubies and
carnelians sown about the standing collar. A silver circlet crossed his brow, amost vanishing under the
gloss of long bangs parted to reved earsthat lifted to a delicate point.

Jewels gasped, and crowded into Geoff'sarms.

The Elf-prince's horse curvetted. He gentled it with ahand againgt its mane, then bowed in the saddle
likeaherad inan old movie. "Matthew Magus. And my lady Merlin. And master and miss, whose names
are not known to me" — Jewelsthought his gaze and his coal little smilelin-gered on her scarsand her
pointed ears with amusement, and she ground her teeth, feding grubby and smal — "1 am lan MacNelll.
My companion is Cairbre the Bard. On behdf of the Queen of the Daoine Sidhe, | bid you welcomein
our hal."



lan," Carel said, glad of her skirt as she dipped an awkward curtsey. She stepped forward when
Matthew didn't, extending her hand. lan leaned down from the saddle to clasp it, bony fingers strong.
"Wolf and heir. It's good to see you. Our companions are Juliet and Geoffrey. Y our mother'swaiting?'

Aye, and Morgan too." He shrugged, and when Cardl put ahand on hishorsgs silver bridle, he threw
her the reins and swung down with acoursing hound's leggy grace. He tossed hishead, flicking hair from
his eyes, and dusted his hands on hisvelvet. He didn't ride with gloves.

* * *

lan swept an eye over the travelers. The Mage was clad in some bar-baric finery that didn't seem out
of placein Faerie, the human boy was hung every inch about with animal hide and sted—in particular,
the pinslining the outer seam on his|eft trouser leg, and the closures on his coat—and the Merlin could
dress as she pleased, but the girl looked cold and unwashed, and lan wasn't about to feed any morta girl
with elf-cut earsto hismother clad in yesterday's dirty jumper.

Cairbre smelled angry, but then, Cairbre often did, and the sight of a Promethean —even this
Promethean—was enough to set the bard's teeth a-clench. But Cairbre would do as lan asked.

"But,” lan continued, "they're not so eager to see you that they can't wait on a bath and a change of
clothes. And then perhapsjoin you for amed, if you'll accept my safekeeping and a promise that the
hospitdity isagift, and what you accept here will not bind you. My word as the Queen's son.”

The boy's brow creased. The girl looked at Matthew Magus, and Matthew shrugged, returning lan's
scrutiny.

lan MacNeill. Matthew knew the name, dthough held never met the Prince himsdf. "Card 7'

"Hisword's as good as Morgan's," Cardl said. "How doesit fed to be back in Faerie, Matthew?"

"Strange," he said, and followed the Merlin and the Prince and his at-tendant up the path, Geoff and
Jewds at hed like cygnets behind aswan. " Stranger than | had thought it would be, coming back again.”

Chapter Seven
If | Should Fall from Grace with God

The Fae came to Boston. Not comfortably. Not commonly. But with atourist's curiosity. They

explored doorways and ancient graveyards sandwiched between office towers, and the tree-clotted
banks of the wide brown Charles. They were occasionally seen threading through the pack at rock
concerts and Red Sox games, and generally behaved themsaves with decorum. Their Queen had let it be
known that those who ventured into the iron world would follow mor-tal law or pay a price of her
choosing, and few were eager to discover what that choosing might be.

Even among the Fae, thereisa certain amount of awe reserved for the one ruthless enough to Sit on
the White-horn Throne, and the Queen's ruthlessness was not reserved for hersdlf.

Boston was bemused by the attention. There was concern for afew weeks over astring of suspected
supernaturd killingsin Cambridge and Somerville but, like the manticore reportedly sighted in Franklin,
they proved of human agency. The Beacon Hill vampire was another matter, however, and so wasthe
colony of redcaps that infested the Common one autumn. The detail s were never made public, but
enough suspicion and innuendo had crept through the city that wreeths of garlic joined the iron and thorn
hung on doors throughout the metropoli-tan area.



It was the age of wonders, and it had everybody who was interested in an uneventful life running more
than a bit scared.

Lily loved it. She made Algiers at seven fifteen and staked out atable. Teacame, and shewas
surprised to discover they offered afull menu. Sheld never been insgde before.

She was contemplating the merits of hummus and lamb sausage when Christian's shadow fell across
her table. "Maybe we should just stay herefor dinner,” she said, ashe did into achair opposite and let
his backpack thump onto the floor. Something clinked inside. Lily picked up the pot and warmed her
cup.

"What'sin the bag?" She amiled at him around the rim of her cup. He looked tired but remarkably
dert for somebody who must have been up for dmost thirty-six hours.

"Beads, mostly. Samples| didn't have timeto look over at the store. Y ou're sure? Y ou want to est
here?' He gestured around the Algiers, the college students and unpopular poets.

"l just suddenly redlized that | was dying for lamb kebab," she said. "And hummus. And enough garlic
to terrorize every vampire in Mass-achusetts. So yeah, | think 1'd like to eat here, if you don't mind.”

"Wel, | wouldn't have suggested it if | didn't likeit," he said. She no-ticed that the waiter brought him
Moroccan coffee without being asked, and he smiled and said thank you.

She dways paid attention to how people she was interested in treated the waitstaff—and how the
waitstaff treasted them.

She settled back in her chair, the casters scraping lightly, and rested her forearms on the table. An
enticing melange of roasted mest, garlic, coriander, and other spicesfloated on the air, dmost disguising
anin-grained aroma of tobacco smoke. Sheimagined if she closed her eyes she could pick out layers
and dratain the scent. Instead she smiled at Christian and leaned forward over her folded arms, watching
hisfaceto seeif he glanced down her top. The black crushed velvet was cut down to there, whilethe
brocade bustier she wore over it provided a there for it to be cut to.

"Y ou're not exactly dressed for Gothing," she said. Not that the jean-jacket and white T-shirt looked
bad on him—anything but, with the copper-colored ponytail spilling over dark-blue denim when he
ducked his head to look at the menu—but it wasn't club attire.

"Isthere adress code?' He didn't look up, but he might just have blushed alittle, asif held gotten
caught checking out her cleavage.

"Only when the Red Sox are playing,” she answered. "I'm not sure where else wed go, though.”

"Well, clubs aren't exactly conducive to conversation. Why don't we start out here, and see where the
evening goes? If it comes down to it, either you can dress me up however amusesyou, or I've got a
bottle of shiraz and abox of crackersat my place; we can watch Shaun of the Dead.” "1 thought that
wasn't on DVD until Chrisgmas."

He grinned. "It'snat. Officidly.”

"0000. Racking up the negative karmathere, Chrigtian.”

A sdewaysdant of hishead, and he put the menu down. He leaned forward, with an inviting air of
conspiracy, and murmured, "I don't wait well. | should probably tell you that in advance. So what do you
7'

"l should say, in advance of what? But | was never very good at coy.” She glanced up. The waiter
had noticed Christian's gesture with the menu and was dready coming toward them.

Chrigtian amiled a her—if you could quite cdll it asmile.

"Well, it'sagood band," she temporized. And then grinned right back. " So, want to show me your
samples?’

"Beg pardon?’

She gestured to hisbag. "The beads. Haul 'em out, let'shave alook. | can tel you what al the Gothy
girlswill want."

After dinner, they went for awalk. The night had grown cool. Chris-tian buttoned his jacket against
the chill after offering it to Lily. She, however, had a Russian goat's-hair shawl that crushed into a space
as small asapocket handkerchief thrust into aside-flap of her purse, and wrapped the cobweb knit
around her shouldersfor comfort.



That doesn't look very warm," he said. ™Y ou're so thin; you must get cold easily.”

She tugged the shawl tighter and said, "It trgpsthe air next to my skin. Isthisgoing to turninto a
lecture about taking care of mysdlf?' Not at dl. | saw you dive on that baklava. Y ou must burn it off— "

"It'sagood joke, that. By rights, | should be asround as| am tall. My endocrinologist thinksI'm a
goacedien.”

They grolled Sde by side, asif armin arm would be too much of an admission, stealing giggling
sdeways glances like children. Lily bought abag of popcorn and they shared it, salt and dick butter
extinguishing the last honeyed traces of the baklava. Sheliked the way Chrigtian licked hisfingersto clean
them, eyes half-lidded and the red red tongue peeking between digits long and pale as bones. Sheliked
theway he leaned close to her without saying aword.

Lily saw auras sometimes. Not aways, not something she could rely on. But oncein awhile, when
shewasthinking of something else, like the way ared-haired boy's freckles clustered up againgt his
hairline asif pushed there by a current, something would flicker at the edge of her vison, and shed just
sort of know.

Theway she knew now: that the long flickering cloak curling like burgundy-black bat wingsfrom his
shoulderswould vanish in daylight, that the shadows that wreathed him and crowned his brow would
blow out like a snuffed candleflame, aong with the glow that shimmered in the back of hiseyes,
brightening their hazel to amber. "Do you believein any of it?" she asked, surprising hersdf.

"Any of what?'

A steady, gppraising glance, and she met it with calculated forcefulness. "Wicca Thethreefold law,
the left-hand path. Do you think it works?'

She expected him to consider, but he shrugged and rolled his shoulders back, the unreal cloak fanning
and tattering on a breeze she couldn't fed. She stared a him directly and it vanished, long curling
streamers pedl-ing away to flutter down the street. Vanquished by attention, like so many mysteries.

"Yes. | dbsolutdy believe that magic can effect our will. | presume you're not asking meif | believein
megic—"

"Not inthisday and age."

"l didn't expect 0." He amiled, a streetlamp casting long shadows down his face, making his eyepits
skeletal. "So you must be asking if | believe we have any power over theworld. And yes, | believeit. As
much power aswerewilling to take responsbility for.”

"Maybe that's my problem, then." She kicked atin can. "Did you say you wanted to watch a movie?"

"l said | had abottle of shiraz."

"Lay on, MacDuff," she said, and made alanguid arm. "And damn'd be him that first cries, 'Hold,
enough!' " he answered, and took her wrist to lead her on.

They took the T back over the river, and she pointed out that if she stayed too late he would haveto
drive her home, because the trains stopped running soon. Something spined and too big for acat scurried
monkey-quick into the shadows as they crossed a street against the light. "Don't worry about it," he said,
and held her hand to lead her under the horseshoes and thorn branches hung over the apartment's front
door.

His apartment was on the third floor of agaudy, peding, converted Victorian with a practiced sense
of irony. Bluelight still flickered under the door of the second-floor gpartment asthey climbed past it, and
sheleaned on hisarm, straining to make out the television words.

Chrigtian dropped hisgrip on Lily asthey achieved thelanding. She stood aside and stared at the
door. "No wards?'

The boards were bare. Just brown wood with pedling varnish. He laid a hand flat over the doorknob
and pushed; the door swung open. "Anything | haveto fear, alittle iron wouldn't keep back. Welcomein,
Lily. Take off your shoes; I'll get thewine."

He latched the door behind them and walked toward the kitchen, shedding hisjacket across the spine
of aladder-back chair. Lily didn't hesitate about the shoes; the lace-up granny boots looked great with
the softly shiny superskin of her glove-leather pants, and they had good arch support for walking, but
heelswere heels and they didn't breathe. She did them across the old swaybacked floor and dropped



onto the futon with asigh.

He found her there when he came back, balancing glasses and a freshly opened bottle, the viny, vivid
scent of the shiraz twining the gpartment. She'd unhooked the busk of her bustier, and it hung open likea
vest over the velvet peasant blouse. Small breasts pricked natu-raly under the clinging cloth, lifted by the
sprawl of her arms. The leather pants pulled taut againgt ridged hips, conforming to the soft curve of her
belly and pudenda, clinging in the hollow of her thigh. The hide dimpled and stretched oddly, though, and
he smiled softly to himsdlf. That explained where the power came from. She was a crea-ture of the
chinks and intersections, neither bird nor maiden. There was power in transformations.

"Drifting off on me dready?' He set the wine and the glasses on the coffee table, and lifted her feet to
dide underneath them. She started to pull out of the way, but he held on to her ankles, and a moment
later she relaxed and let him rest her feet across hislap.

"If you're plotting what | think you're plotting, you'll have me a your mercy inamoment,” shesaid
deepily. She did her arm down from across her eyes and pushed up on ebow. "Pass me my bag,
Chridian?'

He did, without comment, and she rummaged around loose change, credit cards, condoms — fresh
today—a cased syringe, and amostly empty tin of Flavigny rose pastilles until she came up with her
pillbox. It was actualy an antique silver snuffbox, and Christian watched as sherattled it and dipped it
back into the bag without opening it. "Should | ask?!

" just wanted to make sure | had my hydrocortisoneif | need it."

"Allergies?’

"Not exactly." She jangled her Medic Alert bracelet, the crimson caduceus welded to ahammered
sted disk on astainless sted bangle Michagl had made to replace the ugly standard-issue one. "If you
ever find me incoherent and vomiting or dead to the world, theré's dways a syringein my bag. Just jab it
into the nearest available muscletissue. I'll thank you for it later.”

He nodded, and leaned forward over her feet and anklesto pour the wine. "Liquor's okay?"

"Liquor's pogtively indicated," she answered, accepting the glass be-fore dumping back against the
bolsters. The wine tasted of oak and black cherries, round and tannic. He flicked on the televison—a
smallish set on acherrywood cabinet that was much nicer than the TV deserved—uwith aremote control,
and Lily lolled and sipped wine while proletariat stiffsidentical to the living dead shuffled through their
routines.

And then she moaned, "Oh, Chrigtian — " as he balanced his glass on the other arm of the futon and
dug histhumbsinto the arch of her left foot.

She had big feet for such alittle girl. But she was heavy-boned for her height, with bony masculine
hands. Not at al surprising, though the curve of her hips and the jut of her breasts was convincing, and so
were her graceful arms. She pressed her foot into his hands, head arched back in abandon as he did
gtrong digits over her bonesand flesh. "Just ydl if | push too hard.”

"Got ajackhammer?' she quipped, then groaned heavily as he worked sore skin and tendons. "Oh,
God."

"Only in my off hours," he said, and bent over the task. She shivered and stretched againgt him,
surrendered, the movie forgotten in favor of the pressure of his erection againgt her calves. Hedid one
hand up her €ft leg, over the leather, and didn't stop at her knee. She caught hisfingers.

"Chrigtian, before you go any further, there's something you should know. I'm — " She hesitated,
searching, and he stepped into the breach.

"Not like other girls?" he asked.

Her hand tightened on his, and the light that soaked her skin gut-tered and brightened, a blown flame.
"How did you know?"

Not accusing, but curious, and he squeezed back before he answered. "The pants are very tight, Lily.
And you mentioned an endocrinologist. Are you pre-op?"

She haf sat up, but awkwardly, with the glassin her hand and her feet in hislap. "Not exactly. | have
congenita adrend hyperplasa Do you know what that is?*

"Not aclue" helied. All fairy tales aside, he couldn't really see into human souls. That would have



removed dl the chalenge, and besides, it wasn't his job to measure sin againgt virtue. But he was avery
good guesser, and not much else was amystery to him. Modern medicinein-cluded.

"I'mintersexed,” she said, bluntly, holding his eyes. He didn't look down, and he saw her smile.
"Whichisto say, I'm agirl—geneticaly—but—"

But," he said, and very gently disentangled his hand from her fin-gersand laid it across her crotch. She
pressed against him, her hips abroad, lean arch. Men didn't do that, didn't take her bravado at face value
and answer with their own. Didn't watch her face with inquiring eyes while deft fingers molded engorging
flesh, outlining, exploring through warm legther.

"Sop?!

"Not if | have anything to say about it."

"Y ou know," he said, as she purred and coiled into histouch, "once, you would have been raised a
magician or ashaman, for being born as you were. Maybe you found usfor areason.”

"Us?"

"The coven."

"Y ou talk too much.” Shelifted her armsto him as he turned and did from benegath her legs. "You are
abad, bad man."

"Not redly," he answered, meaning not a man and knowing she would hear not really bad. He set
her wine aside and moved his own to the cof-fee table, and then he kissed her, tugging an earlobe with
his teeth, flick-ing his tongue across the skin between her piercings. She tasted of sdt and earwax and the
bitter astringency of her perfume, and her combs and hair clips scratched his fingers when he cupped her
head in his hands and nuzzled over stark collarbonesto the knob of her sternum.

The old house shivered with her pleasure, the power awakening under her skin, cresked asit settled
its stout old beams and bawdy dowager facade. Her fingers disheveled Chrigtian's hair, took his pony-tail
apart and spread the locks over his shoulders, atranducent curtain of copper and saffron that turned the
wavering televison glow into stresked light through stained glass. She found the hem of his shirt and
tugged it up, her torn fingernail snagging threads, the shirt touding hishair more as she drew it over his
head and down hisarms. He sat back and untangled himself, dropping the shirt on the floor.

Theflicker on his skin wasn't just the television, though Lily couldn't seeit yet, and he had eyes only
for her. But the old house saw, and stretched under them, warming itself on the heat of her light, of his
darkness. She arched up and pulled him down, skin againgt skin inter-rupted by the cold steel of her
busk brushing his chest, the rucked-up velvet shirt. Her legs wrapped his and hedl's hooked knees,
pressing her groin againgt his. "Y ou'll have to teach me how to touch you," he said.

She grinned againgt his neck, her nails describing lazy spirdson hisback. "The penisisjust a
supersized clitorisanyway. What | haveis sort of in between. | havefaithin you."

"I'm glad someone does," he answered, and kissed her again when she giggled. Her joy filled the
room with hest; the old house offered warm drafts to caress her skin, to fan that trembling brightness.
She fumbled in her purse and came up with acondom in a bright foil pack-age. He pulled it from her
fingersand set it next to thewine. "I'm sorry. Wereyou in ahurry?

"No," shesaid. Heblew araspberry againg her belly. Shelaughed and pulled hishair. "But it might
comein handy later. And | wanted you to know — "

"That | could?'

"With me, anyway. Were dl unique snowflakes." She smiled through her irony and bit hisjaw. He
hissed pleasure; shetook the hint, pulling hair, rolling his nipples between her fingers until he gasped wet
heet againgt her ear.

"Harder," he said, and, grinning wickedly, she extricated a butterfly clip from her hair. She held it up
before his nose. "How hard do you want it?"

He closed his eyes and shook his head. "Hard," he said, and she pushed him onto his back astinny
shotgun blasts plinked from the television's speakers. Their weight on the futon bowed the old
floor-boards, and the old house yearned in to them with dl its shadows, swaying around their coupling,
humming asit sustained them in its embrace. She was so bright, moth-wing bright, flicker of strength like
the tremble of her pulsein the hollow of her throat, and the angel who held her was so weary, and so



dark in her armswhen heleft hismark upon her skin.
And the old house loved them for their tragedy as much asfor her brilliance, like acoronatralling a
fdling dar.

The protocols, such asthey were, for dedling with a Fae crime in the mortal world were smple. One
reported it to the Fae consulate, and the consulate reported it to the Queen.

But that was for places that were not New Y ork City, and crimesthat didn't involve a suspected
wizard asthefirst reponder on the scene. Not to mention the complicating factor of Ernie Peesefilling
out the pa-perwork, and the mayor's office getting interested so fast they must have roused the old man
out of bed before the body was cold.

That was probably Ernie's doing too. Suck up, kick down. If Ernie ever made captain, Don Smith
was moving to Connectict.

The autopsy was finished by noon on Monday, and Don finally made it home late Monday night.
Monette was in the kitchen ill, home from her shift at the restaurant, showered free of grease and
wearing atowe wrapped like aturban and along marigold caftan with fringe that tapped her ankles. She
cut flowersin the snk, under ice-cold water. Don paused to kiss his sister on the cheek as he went by,
en route to the coffegpot. She was arangy woman, rawboned, smelling of fake freesiasfrom her
shampoo. "Isaih," she said without looking up, "you drink that suff now, you be avake dl night.”

"l godeepjust fine" he sad, relaxing the careful diction of the middle-class accent he put on with his
tiein the morning and wore dl day, and for the same reasons he used his middle name on thejob. "What
you cooking up?'

"1f you be home for supper, there would be food for you on the table.”

"If nobody went got killed for just amonth, I'd be here every day."

She huffed and turned her back on him as he poured coffee. She re-placed the flowers on the white
cloth—covered shrinein the hdl, and the glass cylinder of the vase was chilly against her hands. She
straightened Statuettes and centered the white candle and the water glass. "Bad day?' she asked, finally,
bringing the old flowersinto the kitchen to dis-pose of.

"Littlegirl," hesaid. "Twenty-one." Unconscioudy he pawed a his chest through the shirt, pushing
asdethe untied necktie. Monette caught hiswrist and pulled his hand down, away from a scar too old to
have any right to itch. "Mamahome?’

"She home," Monette said. "In bed. Don't rub at that."

He dropped his hand as she opened the refrigerator. He could still fed it, atight inflexibility in the
center of his chest, a shape like a Span-ish Dancer mollusk or a centipede. Only asingle bypass, and he
was taking better care of himsdaf now. But the medicd leave and the divorce had taken it out of him.

And besides, his mother and Monette could use the help. And there had been room in the apartment
for another. Easier than finding hisown place, in New Y ork City.

"Got rundown chicken ready here," Monette said.

"Rundown andrice.

"] should warm it up?"

"Coldisfine," he said, and she fixed him a plate while he sat down and drank his coffee, then kissed
the top of his head and went off to bed.

A dream of opalescent eyes flashing shattered planes of color awak-ened him Tuesday morning,
fretful and cold, before the larm. He dept with the window open when he could, but that wasn't the
reason for the chill on the back of his neck. Sweat beaded his forehead over goose-flesh, and his hands
were shaking as he grabbed the edge of hiswater bed and swung hislegs out from under the burgundy
comforter.

"Shit." He hadn't had it this bad since Times Square—which wasto say, ever. He pushed himsdf out
of bed, carpet harsh underfoot, and redled to the bathroom to ingpect his clammy skin under green
fluores-cent light. He groaned. The frosted window by the toilet was cold, and he leaned his shoulder on
it while he got yesterday's coffee out of his system. His gut clenched and he gritted histeeth. The taste of
tooth-paste didn't soothe his nausea, but he brushed twice anyway, hard enough that pink curled through



white foam when he spat in the rust-stained sink.

It didn't make him fedl clean, and neither did the shower.

Hot water and steam eased his chill. But they didn't clear hismem-ory of those gigantic eyes,
observing, weighing.

Don had been a Times Square, when he was still another anony-mous figure in midnight blue. Don
had seen the Dragon. And more, the Dragon had seen him. Had noticed him, and bowed her great head
down tolook himin the eye. Hed falen to his knees under her regard, and he/d been proneto night
terrors ever since, and to knowing things he wasn't supposed to know. Like the fact that those two
scared kids had had nothing to do with the murder of Althea Benning, and that it wasn't just a
coincidence that Matthew Szczegielniak had turned up where held turned up, as awkwardly and
habitually close to the action as any Peter Parker or Clark Kent.

Any cop knows that there are people in his city who don't seem im-portant and whose appearances
are deceptive. They're campaign coor-dinators, quiet millionaires, the unacknowledged illegitimate
children of important men. They're the childhood next-door neighbors of senators. They'reinvestigative
reporters without ataent for self-promotion, whose scoops get appropriated by the guy with the
televison hair. They're the guys the mayor calsat two in the morning when the marti-nis aren't hel ping
him deep.

Don Smith knew who Matthew Szczegielniak was, when he wasn't ajunior professor and student of
English literature. And if Don hadn't known it just from shaking Dr. Szczegielniak's hand the very first
time he turned up unexpectedly and dropped afew shy and useful hints about some weird-ass crime, he
would have known it when he discov-ered who paid hisrent.

Jane Andraste was one of the people whose importance wasn't trans-parent, even now that she was
back in private practice and semiretired. At first Don had assumed Szczegiel niak was her much-younger
lover, akept man, arich woman'stoy. But there wasn't any evidence of that; they never spoke, and they
certainly never saw each other. And An-draste was widowed and Szczegielniak never married, and it
wasn't asif there was much of a scandal in aromance that couldn't even be called May-December,
athough August-November might come close.

So it wasn't that. And it wasn't political. But whatever it was, Jane Andraste had been at Times
Square too.

Don stepped out of the shower while wrapping atowe around hiswaist. The sky was till dark
beyond the window, and in the bedroom hisdarm had started pinging. He shut it off, hoping it hadn't
woken his mother, and sat on the bed in front of the open closet door considering his options.

Don had his own suspicions about Times Square, and Jane An-drasté'spart in it . . . and why shewas
supporting somebody who, as near as Don could figure, couldn't stand her but was willing to take her
money if it freed him up to investigate paranorma problemsin the city.

Don was agood enough cop to notice that she'd been paying Szczegieniak's billsfor years, long
before Times Square, and that sheld aso been paying medica cogtsfor Szczegidniak'singtitutionalized
brother, who had vanished without a trace around that sametime.

It didn't add up to murder, necessarily. But it added up.

And now herewas area murder, abloody murder, agirl in an dley half-eaten to the bone. And here
was Dr. Szczegielniak again, and a Fae connection, and Jane Andraste. Again.

And seven years after the day after Times Square, here was Detec-tive Don Smith waking before
sunrise with the memory of ablack iron Dragon stirring within.

The coffeemaker perked in the kitchen, which meant his alarm had woken Mama up. Don shook of f
his lethargy and stood. He found the black pants that went with hisblack pinstriped suit coat, and a shirt
and tiein complementary shades of roya blue, and stuffed hisfeet into his shoes before he went to check
hise-mall.

Mama intercepted him with amug of coffee as he was coming into the living room. He cuppeditin
both hands, breething steam gratefully, and she glowered up at him. Both of Tiyah Smith's children
dwarfed her, and both of them till obeyed her with indoctrinated immediacy.

"Y ou had abad day, Monette saying?"' Tiyah put her hand on his chest. "Sit. Let'stalk about it."



"Not muchto tell,” he said, perching on the edge of the couch. "I got amurder. | think thething is
magic, but they won't let me passit to the FBI."

"Why 907"

"Politics.” Don shrugged. "Y ou know how it goes." He sipped his cof-fee, rolling it over histongue.
"No glory for the city if it'sthe FBI who crack the case. Y ou know."

Sheld never sat down, just hovered—the way she did—and fiddled her fingertips against her
waistband. "And you don't want none of that glory?

"Just don't want to mess up something crucid.” Helifted the coffeeto hislips, but didn't tasteit. The
admission made him sick, ong with the unsaid word. Again.

Y ou good, my boy," Mamasaid. "But you must take achance again someday, Isaih. Y ou can't
alwayslook for the door out." She patted him on the head and brushed past him, bound for the kitchen.
"What you want for breakfagt?"

Donall lowered the coffee cup and thought about it, but his deliber-ations kept being diverted by the
unessy conviction that he'd just wit-nessed the opening salvo in another war.

* * *

Aine stood on the battlements of awhite castle in Fagrie and held up her hands to the moon. Itsblue
light drenched her, glistened off her glossy ebony hair and her ivory face and her lips red as blood
scattered in snow on awindowsill. Her gown drooped in sunflower-embroidered pleats from her arms as
sheraised them, her train puddling behind her feet in agold and green swirl. A tiara shimmered,
diamondslike dew in her hair.

She was the Queen of the Unsedlie court. She was Leannan Sidhe, afairy-muse with old blood on her
tongue. Thefangsthat dimpled her lip were not for show.

Shewaswaiting for something with wings.

It wasn't long in coming, hawk's body making a cross against the moon, though the sharp-edged
shadow it cast across her face was the shadow not of ahawk but of aman.

It landed on the battlements beside her, wings cupping air like a gar-gantuan pelican, the stag's head
tossed up asit checked. Cold light turned moss-green wings matte black and cast no reflections on the
fluted antlers adorning itslong-nosed head: a stag's head, except for the blood on its breath and the teeth
that glinted cold slver when it amiled.

"Cat Anng," it said. "l have doneasyou bid."

Aine reached up over her head and smoothed the lanceolate festh-ers at its nape. They might be
black in moonlight, but the margins were gilt. The peryton clucked and rubbed into her hand, talons
flex-ing on the white, white battlement. "Y ou have donewdl, Orfeo. What intelligence?"

"l saw no unicorn.” It settled feathers with arustle and turned its head to preen, careful of her flesh
and the razor-edged antlers. "There are Fae hunting the city. All that mortal mest, all so unwary."

"Aye. My children will not be forbidden the hunt. Let Jane Maga entreet with her daughter and the
Daoine. I'll not bend to Elaines command.”

"| do not think the archmage will have entreaty on her mind." Orfeo permitted Aineto stroke warm
velvet skin and rub between its eyes. She did so, as careful of her nails as the peryton was of its horns.

"Dear Orfeo," shesad. "Let Hell and Heaven and the iron world claw each other'sthroats, and bring
Elaine down with them when they fall."

"Welack for nothing."

Aine laughed brightly. "We lack agrest many things, brave one. Weve traded an overlord for a
mistress. But that's just a matter for pa-tience, with our new alies. And as you're content so long asyou
have meat, werein no hurry at dl.”



Chapter Eight
Madman Across the Water

JEWdS hadn't expected to be stripped out of her filthy skirt, swester, tank top, and sandals like ahorse

being untacked. It was disconcerting—but she was comfortable in her skin, ar-mored inink and scars
anddlver.

Shewould not show them fear. Not here. Not now that shewas, fi-ndly, here.

And she was s0 entranced by the chamber she found herself in and the creature doing the undressing
that she barely raised ahand in protest. She'd never been in a castle before, and she'd had the ideathat
they would be drafty, tattered places, with rough mortar and bits of stonework protruding at odd angles.
But the room they brought her to was cozy, alittle chamber under an angle of roof with two dormered
windows. Light prismatized through the bevels on dozens of watery diamond-shaped panes, scattering
rainbow splinters on the bed, the clothespress, and the wall.

The Fae servant that peeled her clothes off with long twiggy fingers never spoke. It was a creature like
adoll twisted of shredded ader bark, with aface that was mostly a suggestion of knots and undulations
except for quick aert eyes, soft as brown water under mottled lids. It unbraided her hair gently and
combed snarls away with acomb dipped in scented ail.

The Fae was hesitant to touch her at first because of the colors and metal in her skin, the confident
scars across her back and shoulder blades that delineated a phoenix arising in glory before atattered sun
whose rays were picked out in brilliant red and orange knotwork. The braid around her hairline extended
two of thoserays, ink twisting into scar at the base of her skull. Gently, the creature reached out one
ta-pered fingertip and aimed it at the loop of metal through her lower lip.

It didn't fed apins-and-needles prickle across the little space, and she seemed to understand the
gesture. "Silver," she said, touching it. "And therésno iron in my tats. The black islogwood. Y ou can
touch. . ."

It did, running afingertip down the bony edge of her scapula. The scarstwisted in dick ridges across
the softness of her skin, and it under-stood. Scars, like Kadiska's scars. Some morta alchemy. The girl
was wrong, though; there wasiron under her skin. Not much, but it felt like a current, atrickle, atickle.
Enough to tingle, not enough to burn. The Feelet its hand fal away, and she turned and smiled, showing
dots of color and more wire on her teeth.

"Bath?' she said, so the Fae showed her a corner opposite the bed, screened from the room, just
where it would get the benefit of the light through the southern window. She couldn't remember seeing
these dormers from the outside of the palace—though the smooth trand ucent golden sone was
right—and the gardens bel ow weren't the ones they had passed through. V oices floated up to the
window, women's voices, sounding pleased.

There were steps up the side of the claw-footed tub. She ascended, pausing at the top for the
different angle into the gardens, and found hersalf Iooking into the bead-shiny black eye of araven with a
drooping wing asit settled itself on the window ledge. "Shoo," she said, but she didnt meaniit.

Slick hair fell over her shoulder when she leaned down to brace one hand on the edge of the tub, and
floating rainbows spiraed from the strands as she dipped into the water. The scent of the oil refreshed;
roses and something Jewels didn't know the name of: dragonsblood in-cense, a deep resinous scent that
clung to her skin like smoke. Hot water stung the raw places her sanda s had rubbed on her feet. She
gasped, and jerked forward before she settled back.

The tub was arevelation, deep and broad, the bottom curved to ac-commodate her body. She sighed
and leaned back, the water rising to the points of her breasts, heat saturating her joints, relaxing her neck
until her head lolled againgt the scrollwork.

The raven watched, expressionless, asthe alder-doll Fae loomed alongside the bathtub and offered



the child a sponge dripping with scented suds. Shetook it, rubbery roughness dimpling under her
fin-gers, soap clouding limpid clarity when it dripped into the bathwater. The scent of roses grew
stronger, twining the air currents that wound in and out of the open windows. The raven flapped for
balance in afresh-ening breeze. Itsold injury twinged: it wasn't the wing, but the breast muscle, awound
long hedled but never forgotten.

Jawels rubbed the sponge down her left arm, shoulder to fingertips, and started to cry.

The Fae stayed with the human alittle while, concerned by the trem-bling shoulders, the flushed skin,
the mucous dicking her face and drip-ping into the bath-water. It stroked her hair back with tender
fingertips. Maybe the human wasinjured. It had never heard an EIf make noise like that, but animasdid.
They howled when they were hurt, squeaked and cried.

Shuffling splayed feet on spidery limbs, it retreated, found the door, and dipped into the corridor, as
the raven cawed twice and flapped and the human sobbed into her hands.

The Prince liked changdings, humans, mortas. Iron things.

The Prince might know what to do.

But the Prince was with the Queen, and by the time the Fae came back with the Elf-page Foxglovein
tow, the mortd girl wasfloating in the water with her long hair drifting around her, eyes closed, sereneas
aflower petd.

Matthew wasn't about to surrender his coat or his clothing, and after afirst hard stare when a
crackle-faced servant like a garden gnomein amud mask tried to undress him, none of the Fae asked.
There was awashbasin on a stand, and amirror behind it, and once he/d shown hiswould-be assistant to
the door and propped the handle with awooden chair, he crossed the carpeted floor to stare into the
looking glass.

His ponytail was coming unbound, strands falling loose around hisface. It gave him abad moment:
there was symbolism in that binding, just asthere wasin Cardl's braids and in the iron oxides and
magnetite in the pigments tattooed under his skin. But after an entire day, it wasfar more likely smple
entropy at work than any malign force picking at his defenses.

A ample, logica reason. Which didn't help the sick terror, sharp asafist clenching his heart. Hed
rather have walked into akilling zone than back into Faerie again.

But he couldn't dlow it to matter. He was here for Althea.

Deliberatdly, with willed-steady hands, he pedled his glove off and reached behind his head and
unbound the twisted wire and el astic bands holding his hair back. The strands swung forward, ends
beveled even with a prominent jaw, releasing a headache he hadn't even noticed he had. He frowned at
his hair. It needed washing, but he wasn't about to strip down and climb into atub. Still, that didn't stop
him from scrub-bing hair and hands in the washbasin, using hard yellow sogp scented with civet musk,
and cold water from a crackled blue pitcher that never seemed to run dry. He wasn't sure he wanted to
smdl| like aharem, but he desperately wanted to be clean, for reasons of comfort aswell asthaumaturgy.
And it wasthis or the steaming bathtub in dl its vulnera-bility, athought that was enough to make him
happy he hadn't eaten: his stomach heaved just thinking of it.

He compromised and laid his coat over the back of achair before struggling out of his T-shirt, which
smdled rather like held spent the night in a police gtation, even though he hadn't been wearing it a the
time. He washed hisface aswell, and then his chest and armpits, gri-macing when atrickle of cold water
wet the waistband of hisjeans.

Hedid smdll like awhorehouse. An expensive one. And he needed a clean shirt.

There was awardrobe beside the narrow canopy bed. If the pitcher never ran out of water—yes,
shirts and suits, shoes and underthings. He picked the plainest shirt out of the pile and pulled it over wet
hair, un-buckling his belt to tuck in the tails. When he combed his hair back into the ponytail and
resecured it—there was atrick to it, with only one working hand and a half—he noticed that the linen
was trand ucent, and the dark edges of histattoos showed through it as plainly as knife blades pressed to
the other sde of stretched lesther.



He did histopcoat back on, contemplated his glove before stuffing it in a pocket, and then picked
shed hairs off the comb and out of the washbasin. He wadded them up with hisdiscarded T-shirt. A
moment's thought, and he pitched the lot onto glowing coasin the fireplace, won-dering what hed
missed.

Greeny-ydlow flames were licking over the cotton when someone tapped on the door. He
remembered held barred it before he called "Comein," and went to move the chair.

It was Cardl, and she held out her hand with an empress grace, wrapping ringed fingers around his
left bicepsto draw him into the cor-ridor. "Y ou smell much better now. If your taste runsto small
predatorsin lugt.”

"| fedd morelike Shere Khan at the end of The Jungle Books," he ad-mitted. " 'Brother, | go to my
lar—todie!""

"Mmm," she said, and squeezed his elbow before sheled him down-dtairs. "Go get 'em, Tiger."

Mage and Merlin proceeded down the spira stair hand in hand, and from there she led him to aback
hall with an air of spotless desertion, asif people passed through only to clean. Cardl's stepswere firm,
though; she knew this place well.

The palace was not built for defense. The walkway they followed was ranked with bow windows as
wide as the span of aman'sarms. Some of the window bays held love seats, or dwarf fruit
trees—persmmons, lemons, quinces, and more exotic things—in pots. The prospect re-veded an
expanse of gardens lining white-graveled paths below abroad verandah, if castles had verandahs.
Matthew heard plucked strings and voices blown on agust of wind, and recognized lan, Cairbre—and
Mor-gan le Fey, her laugh like adagger point pricking his sternum.

He licked hislips, then glanced guiltily at Carel, who didn't seem to have noticed. The Merlin craned
her neck, footsteps eager enough to set her beads swinging, skipping like aschoolgirl.

They came through a fluted Gothic archway, the golden stone around the opening fretworked into a
trellisthat dripped blue, fuchsia, and vi-olet morning glories. Their pae herbaceous scent colored the air.

On the broad patio below, lan MacNeill lounged againgt white stone bal ustrades bes de two women
who took their ease on benches, asmdll table between them. The woman on theright, the Queen, was
dark and tall, broad-shouldered, sharp-chinned. Morgan, on the left, was astall but didn't hang so
sparely on her frame, and her hair was a plain ribbon-wrapped braid trailing heavy over her shoulder, a
gold-shot red so glossy in the sunlight it should have been leaving stains soaked into her blue man's shirt.
Two leggy houndslolled a her feet, the sllver oneraisng her chin in unison with Morgan's as Morgan
took note of Matthew and Carel coming down the steps from the trellised arch. The knife-prick in
Matthew's gut turned into a pulse of heat, but he disci-plined himsalf. Unicorn. Magic. Sacrifice. Carry
on.

Cairbre sat afew yards away, hislayered cloak furled over his shoul-dersto puddie on the flagstones,
amandolin with abeautifully inlaid face resting on his knee. He ran histhumbnail acrossthe strings,
pro-voking acleanrill of notes.

Card gave Matthew's arm one last squeeze before floating down the steps, leaving him behind. Her
scent, teatree oil and ylang-ylang, sur-rounded the Queen when she leaned down and boldly kissed her
on the mouth. And the Queen kissed the Merlin back, shameless and smiling.

Card's mouth was resilient, and bittersweet with fennel and myrrh from toothbrushing. Her lipswere
softer than other lips the Queen had kissed, and the Queen's cold heart warmed alittle at the brush of the
Merlin'slashes across the velvet of her cheek.

Only alittle, though. Love, like shame, was not something the Fae were made for. Thiswasthe
memory of love, the memory of shame. A love someone €l se had known.

Card kissed her anyway, for the bresth of humanity that might warm that Fae chill. Because mercy
and hope and faith were not Fae things, either. The Fae did not love, and they did not forgive. They
owned. But sometimes, the Queen could be coaxed to remember what it had been like, when shehad a
human heart. Could be coaxed to remember mercy, and love.

Once upon atime.

There were worse things than loving adragon.



The women leaned together, Cardl's hand brushing the Queen's hair, her braids fallings around them
like abeaded curtain. Matthew swallowed and averted hiseyes. . . and found his gaze transecting
Morgan's. Thewitch smiled at him, ateacup lifted in her sharp-tendoned hand, watching his reaction,
and treacherous memory suddenly superimposed — over the image of Cardl and the Queen kissng—
the tactile sensation of Morgan'sbody in hisarms, her cling-ing lips, the molding softness of her breasts
agang hisches.

He gasped, remembering too well, and then saw the witch's smile, the curve of her lipsand the
creases beside her eyes, and knew it for aglamourie.

It didn't ease the heat that flickered through him, imaginary tongue-tips over imaginary skin, or the
tightnessin histhroat. It had only been onekiss—

—but it was the only kiss he/d known, in a chosen, monkish existence.

And she was Morgan le Fey, whose love and whose lovers were leg-end. "Hello, Matthew Magus,”
she said. "Welcome back to Annwn. Welve missed you here.”

lan'stilted head and the ripple of notes from Cairbre's mandolin dis-agreed, but the Queen's son at
least smiled alittle before helooked down &t his hands.

"So what have you brought us, Promethean?" the Prince asked in a courtier's murmur as Carel leaned
away from the Queen.

"Morta children," Matthew said. "And | come to complain of amur-der, Y our Highness." The Queen
was listening, but he had been ad-dressed by lan, so it wasto lan he responded. "A mortd girl waskilled
inmy city, and | think the murderer was Fae."

"The otherscdlam kinright?'

"They'rewhat kin she had. There are blood rdatives.” Matthew dis-missed them with aturn of his
crippled hand, and he saw lan's eye snag on his rowan-wood ring. Rowan, and not iron. The Prince's
eyesflicked up to Matthew's, and Matthew was glad of his spectacles—which were sted!.

Best to get this part of the conversation completed before Geoff and Jewels arrived. "They don't want

Card moved behind the Queen's chair and leaned on her shoulderswith afriendly familiarity. The
Queen was content to watch and Sip her tea, the deeves of her gown swaying under the stiff weight of
pearl- and crystal-studded embroidery. She said, "Have you asked them what they want? Or are you
just speaking for them?"

Touché. The charms strung across Matthew's chest jangled counter-point to Cairbre's soft-picked
melody when he spread hisarms. "Y our Mgesty," he said. "Tell me you had nothing to do with the
death. Tell meyou know nothing of it, and Whiskey's presence in New Y ork was coincidence.”

The Queen didn't answer at first. She set her cup down on the saucer so softly that it didn't click, and
folded her beringed fingers together. And then she brushed Cardl's hands from her shoulders and stood,
one dippered foot and then the other, the gown'sweight making her rise very straight. She looked at the
Mage, his earnest eyes, the frown linesthat hadn't been at the corners of his mouth when last they had
met. When last they had met, in the dappled shadow of awillow on the bank of a man-made pond, and
she had won Carel away from him.

Or rather, when Carel had permitted herself to be won.

In the days when the Queen was the Seeker of the Daoine Sidhe, and when she dressed in jeans and
boots and wore chained souls braided into her hair. She smiled, and saw the recognition in hiseyes, and
won-dered if he knew what it had cost her to beat him, in the end. Him, and al the rest of them, the Magi
with ther ironrings.

"Do you remember what you said to me, Matthew?"

"When?'

"Thelagt time we spoke.”

"Y ou told me there are three chances, in Faerie." His gaze did side-ways, to Carel, who had stepped
back and to the side. She folded her arms, equidistant between them. Morgan stayed in her chair, and
the Queen saw her lay fingertips on lan'swrist when he started forward. | did. And thisisthethird time
wemest."



"Third, and lagt?"

"Third, and decisive." She reached forward, imperious. " Show me your hand.”

Silently, he held it out, three fingers curled usdess against the pam, tiff and frail assticks. Like Kely's
fedt, after Kelly had danced himsdlf nearly to death in Faerie. She touched him lightly, and teased his
fingers open, againgt their rigor, prickling gooseflesh over his shoulders. Sev-ered tendons had hardened,
clenched, bunched. He shivered where she touched him, flesh quivering in isolated placeslike ahorse
flicking away afly. It hurt, what she was doing, and the rowan ring on histhumb was uselessto hurt her in
turn. Matthew Szczegieniak had laid his hands on a unicorn. They had no power to do harm.

She lifted the hand and pressed it to her cheek, and his heartbest rose dizzyingly, adrendine humming
through his veinslike aplucked harp-string. He hadn't been afraid of her, before. He hadn't been afraid
of alot of things.

Card fdl back without speaking. lan watched as silently.

"Y ou said to me, '‘Come home, Elaine. Don't stay with the monsters now that you don't haveto
anymore.' Do you remember?’

"l do."

"And now?'

"And now you're Queen of the mongters.”

"Yes" shesad, with abloodless amile. "I am. And you're the ham-strung smith, aren't you, Matthew?
Crippled, flesh and heart. Lame asVulcan, or Weyland. Y ou remember Weyland Smith aswell, |
imegine”

"It'sdl paidfor, the blood and the transmutation.” Hisfolded fingers did down her cheek; he couldn't
quitefed the softness of her skin against the backs, but he brushed it with his thumb, and she leaned into
the caress like a cat. He returned the hand to his side. He would have stepped back, away from the
chdlengein her regard, but intransigence made him hold his ground.

She laughed. Behind her, Carel was pouring tea. "Playing with fire, Promethean. No, it was not one of
mine murdered your girl. Though itll make no difference to Jane. Has she Magi around her again?”'

Matthew shrugged. " She's barely gotten them through apprentice-ship. Don't your auguriestell you?”

"She'slost none of her wit at keeping secrets.” She turned away for amoment and accepted the cup
from Cardl, then extended it to him. Do you want another war, Matthew?"

"No," hesaid. "No. | do not want awar. Y ou know what she can do if she chooses."

He took the cup and the saucer, and hesitated. The steam smelled or fermentation, tannin, roses. He
didn't drink.

The Queen nodded. The Promethean juggernaut was atectonic force: it relied upon the manipulation
of history and the weight of collective consciousnessfor its power. It might take thirty yearsto
accom-plish its god's, and Jane Andraste would no doubt be dead before they cameto fruition, but if she
lived long enough to set the machinerolling again it could mean another four hundred years of cold war,
and Faerie would not withstand that. The Prometheans had paid agraver pricein the past war than the
Fae, but Faerie was worn to the bone by long years of attrition. The Queen ruled adivided and
exhausted kingdom, and the Prometheus Club had succeeded in one god: theiron world remained
largely inviolate, its preconceptions strong.

Faerie had to prevent asiege. They could not endure one.

The Queen gestured to Matthew's cup. "It'ssafe," she said. ™Y ou have my permission to come and go
asyou please, Matthew Magus, anywherein Faerie."

"Thank you," he said, and touched hislipsto the rim of the cup he'd taken from the Elf-queen's own
hand. The teawas hot, and faintly sweet, but not asif with honey.

"Wasit my grandmother's murder?' lan, his black-clad body sharp asa sundia shadow cast on the
white stone behind him.

"l don't think s0," Matthew said. "It doesn't taste like Jane manufac-turing support. She's ruthless
enough, but shewould be flashier.” And might yet be.

Theclink of chinaas Cardl stirred her own teastartled them out of the silence that dragged after.
"Maybe somebody is giving Jane an ex-cuse," she said, without raising her eyesfrom the cup and the



spoon. Her opals and silver and amber glittered on her fingers when she set the spoon aside.

Yes" Matthew said. The Prince was nodding too—asif he knew Jane Andraste a dl. "But why those
childrenin particular, 1 don't know."

Stll." The Queen paced afew steps away, her train shimmering be-hind her. Crystals caught rainbows
out of the sunlight and sprinkled them over her form. "We have an enemy in common, it would seem.
And from thelook on your face'—without turning—"you'd rather me safely on the other sde of the
war."

Whereyou belong,” Matthew said, and let the wryness drip off it. He finished histeg; it was good,
and hewas dry. They had spent along time walking.

His comment got aturn, alift of her head, and her face rearranged in an arrogant grin. "What do you
want, Matthew Magus?'

"Want, Y our Mgesty?'

"Want. That thing that's so much more pleasant than need."”

He blinked. The cup rattled on the saucer. He set them both aside. He fancied he heard the others
holding their breeth.

Such asmple question.

He shook hishead. "I haven't givenit alot of thought lately, Y our Mgesty.”

"Congder," shesad, "asking Migt for direction. If she doesn't eat you, you might learn something.
And if war comes again, Matthew Magus, those who won't choose aside will be the enemy of dl.” An
ironic statement? The last time, she and Matthew had both abandoned their 'sides.’ The Queen's amile
widened, and sheturned insde the helix of her gown, the train an elegant swirl.

"Oh, look," she continued, and lifted ahand in alittle girl'swave, fin-gerswiggling insde the pointed
deeve of her kirtle. "The children are coming.”

"Excuse me," Carel said, reaching into her pocket. "'l need to make acall.”

Of course, the Merlin's cell phone would work in Faerie. Matthew rubbed the line between his eyes.
He had to learn how she managed that.

Tuesday morning, Autumn got up early. November was tree-digging season, but the operative word
insummer help was summer, and the day off had set her behind. She checked her messages and found
no word from Cardl: unsurprising, as shed dept with her phone on the night-stand, and its warble would
have woken her. The big rickety bed they shared was cold with one personin it, even with
Rumpdstiltskin purring against the small of her back.

She cadled one of Cardl's teaching ass stants—the ambitious one, Wade —and told him Dr. Bierce
had been summoned hometo Texasto handle afamily emergency. "1 had no idea shewasfrom Texas,"
hesaid. "She doesnt tak likeit."

Not unless she wants to, Autumn thought, and thanked him for taking Cardl's classes.

He wouldn't mind. Hewas, after all, the ambitious one.

After she hung up, she showered, braided her hair, shoveled down abowl of Grape-Nuts and listened
to the forecast while the teakettle was heeting, then wrestled into jeans and a T-shirt, layering aflannd
shirt and a sweatshirt over that. It might warm up later, or they might get wind or alittlerain. Thistime of
year, therewas no telling what partly cloudy might mean. She grunted when she bent down to twist the
cords on her boots through the speed lacers: winter was definitely coming, be-cause her pants were
Qgetting tight.

She made sure she had her ID. Sheld stop at the school on the way in to work and vote in the dark,
before the sun came up and the lines got bad.

Fortified with sweet teain atravel mug, Autumn crunched through low-lying mist and across
frost-laced maple leaves, and tossed her pack behind the seat of her secondhand crew-cab Chevy. They
wouldn't be selling plants thistime of year, but she was|ooking forward to agood physica day digging
and moving trees now that the heat of summer was gone. If she had time sheld push some dirt around
too, and make new holesto plant more treesin tomorrow. It all had to get done before the ground froze,
and there were the hoop houses to set up too.



She had the big green pickup backed hafway down the fissured as-phdt drive when her phone made
itsnoise. In traffic, she would have let the call go to voice mail, but in the driveway she hit the brake and
left the transmission in reverse. Her arm snaked back and did the phone from its pocket. Sheread the
name on the display and had it againgt her ear by the second ring. "Hey, sweetheart. | called Wade for
you, and told him your cousin Cate blew up and you had to go to Texas. How's the weather in Hy
Bréas| thismorning?"

Card'slaugh rolled as musical as her voice, even over thetinny little speaker. "Still here. | just ducked
out on aqueen, aprince, aMage, and asemiretired goddessto cal and say | love you. How'sthat evil
cat?' Sulking. Do you know when you might be home?”

"How long have | been gone?'

Timeran differently in Faerie. Autumn pinned the phone to her ear with her shoulder and skinned up
the left deeve of her Windbreaker and her swesatshirt. " Twenty-one hours, more or less,” she said. She
let the cloth fal back asalate-traveling V of Canada geese honked over-head, gaining altitude.

"It's been about six here. | should be home very soon. I'll ask Elaine

to movethingsdongalittle.

"That'd be nice. We have that Hort Society potluck tonight, if you

canmakeit.”

"I'll do my best. What am | supposed to be cooking?' "Y ou're not bringing back Faeriefood for a
bunch of landscape de-signers.” Autumn put the truck in neutral and set the parking brake. She dumped
inthe driver's seat and kicked her knee up againgt the steering whed, leaning unconscioudy into the smadll
distant voice over

the phone.

"Aw, Morn." But Card waslaughing, silently. Autumn heard the clink of her beads as her shoulders
shook. Autumn closed her eyes and breathed deeply, |etting the sound warm her. Sometimes you waited
alifetimefor theright one.

Sometimesit only felt that way.

"Hey," Card said, and now Autumn could hear gravel crunching under her boots, and a soft passage
of notes in the background, under indistinct voices. "Isthat control-freak high priestess of yours il
try-ing to shanghal every passing pagan into her coven?'

"We don't say 'control freak." We say 'She hasn't processed her inse-curity issues.’ You are such a
bad leshian.”

"Am| redly?" Low and sultry, like theflick of fingers across the nape of Autumn's neck. Thistime
Autumn laughed.

"Theworst. Swhy | loveyou. You haveavictim in mind?" "For lesbianism?' "For Moira."

"Oh, yes. An old friend of mine rescued this skinny little Otherkin girl off the street. She's, oh,
twentyish. Hippie type. And wants magic so bad she can taste it when she closes her eyes. | was thinking

"She might fit in with Lily and Michad. Right. What's her name? Autumn's bregth clouded the
windshield. Sherolled the driver's-side window down and flipped the defogger on. The morning air was
gl crisp, the haze not yet burning off. She shifted the phone to the other ear, and watched the foundation
lights around the old house illuminate tendrils of mist between the maples and silver birches. It dmost
looked tangible sometimes, at night and lit from bel ow: shapeslike ghosts and wandering animas. And
sometimesreal deer snuck right up to the house, never mind the fencing, and devoured the irises. An
outlinethere, infact, had along horizontd line like an anima's back. If Autumn squinted, she thought she
could see the wet shine of eyes. Her right thumb hovered over the horn.

"Jewels." Carel paused when Autumn gasped. ™Y ou don't know her." Magic was coincidence, but
therewerelimits

"No," Autumn said. "But you're not going to believethis.”

"Whet?'

Autumn blinked at the fog-pae shape. It could be astray Angoragoat or ayoung llama. Therewere
peoplein the neighborhood with livestock, and livestock got out. But asit picked itsway around the



corner of the shed and paused by the cellar hatch, she saw it clearly: white as egrets, with burrs snarled in
itsslvery beard. It lowered its head and rooted among the leaves Autumn had heaped over the flower
beds and weighted with stones, using its horn to sweep the earth bare.

"Card, therésaunicorn egting your lily bulbs.”

Slence

"Cad?'

"Well," the Merlin said. "Whatever you do, don't go near it. Those suckers have atemper like you
wouldn't believe"

The raven with the draggled wing sailed low over the gardens. Roses glowed in warm whites and
colors, sde by sde with chrysanthemum and hollyhock and the high, wind-slvered walls of burgundy and
violet lilac bushes. The scent that scrolled from them under the warmth of the sun was heady and
powerful, thick enough to texture the air under hiswings. There was jasmine too, redolent and sweet, and
irisand crocus and lilies jJumbled together, a thousand seasons or none at dl.

Bright day in the Summerlands.

His shadow flicked across graveled paths and geometric hedges, across dl the bright flowers and the
scented fruit trees, and set arabbit scurrying before it realized he wasn't ahawk. There were people by
the golden palace, women and men, dark and fair, and more passing under the arbor to join them. His
gster'shair blazed like red amber in the sun.

The raven settled on Morgan's shoulder with a sngp of wings. Her hair was diding from the braid, so
the bird preened a strand behind her ear, whispering afew words as he did. The Queen had drunk at the
hazel pool, and the secret language of birds was plain to her, so the raven spoke softly and briefly.

The birds don't have the answer, he said, as she rubbed her temple againgt his head. Hisfeathers
rasped stray hairs out of place again, and it tick-led when he smoothed them. Bat they are asking.
Something winged will know. Oh, and the pigeons had an interesting story—

The stroke of her finger down hisbegk said, Tell me later. Shefound abit of cake on the table and
held it up for him, and turned to watch the young mortas and the page Foxglove progress down the Sair.
The Queen, flanked by her son, went to meet them.

"l am but an attendant lord,” Morgan said, mostly to the raven, but it was Matthew who gave her the
curious glance.

"A littlemodern for you."

"Onetriesto keep up." She grinned at him again, and he blushed and turned back to the newcomers,
pushing thetails of his patchwork coat aside to shove his handsinto his pockets. "Mallory's so dreary,
after thefirst two hundred years.”

Helaughed, of course, and shot her a shy sdeways glance that landed on her mouth more than her
eyes.

Shedmod felt sorry for him.

Jewels heart hadn't stopped beating staccato since the ader-twig Fae had returned with a dender
page—this one unmistakably an EIf of the storybook sort, if ayoung and furtive one—and they had
dressed her in suede trousers and boots that didn't chafe her sore, scraped feet at all. They'd put ablouse
with wild full pirate deeves and abrocade bodice on her, and they had combed her wet hair halfway dry
inthe sun and braided it in two tails down her back, with copper and verdigris ribbons and tiny dust-blue
sprigs of rosemary woven through, so it smelled thick and sweet and resinous.

Geoff, when they brought him to meet her in the hal, was dressed as he had been, except his hair was
wet and his shirt was clean. He gill had his backpack dung over one shoulder, and the Fae avoided him
and dl the steel hewore.

Despite the bulky jacket and the every-which-way eflocked hair, he seemed diminished, like awet
cat. His elbows pressed to his sdes, dent-ing the leather of hisjacket, and the light reflecting from it cast
blue shadows under his chin. He bresthed out as she came to him, his shoul-derslowering. "Youre
okay?'

"Yeah." She patted hisarm. Geoff was afunny creature, big-eyed and skittish asalemur, so phobic
about blood he couldn't watch Jawel s tend to her implements, but al lashing tail and clawswhen he



needed to be.

They followed Foxglove through the castle corridors—the ader-twig Fae stayed behind—and down
adifferent flight. The castle seemed de-serted. Jewels would have expected abustle of servants, but
other than the pitter-patter of abrowniein ragged coverals, rose briars pinning the side seams, she didn't
hear afootfall.

"It'squiet in the afternoons,” she said, and Foxglove gave her asmall soft smile.

"It'squiet dways," he said, tossing his head so hissilvery hair broke in locks across hisforehead and
around hisear points. "There are not many of usleft.” A peridot gleamed near thetip of theleft ear, a
citrinelower in the right. Geoff took Jewels hand.

They walked through along sun-dappled galery and out into the day. The Merlin waited there, the
Mage beside her: aso, the men who had met them on the road, and two women.

She recognized the beaked nose and blowing dark hair of the Queen of Faeries, though she couldn't
have guessed that the stern, wickedly beautiful redhead behind her was Morgan le Fey, two dogs a her
feet and that crooked-winged raven on her shoulder. Still, Jewels caught her bresth. Thisisreal.

Steps gritted under Jewels boots as she stepped down them, chin up, forcing her hands to hang
naturaly at her sides. The Queen came for-ward, her dark boy beside her, her train and deeves
spreading on the marble of the patio to glitter in the sun. It seemed she rose from the same substance, a
sculpted plinth with aliving woman trapped within. The bard on his chair never looked up, though
disapprova diffened his neck.

Jawels swallowed and glanced a Geoff. He winked—he must have been waiting for her to look —
and it made her fed better. And then she saw Foxglove stepping away from them and stooping before
the Queen, hishair diding over his bead-sewn shoulders. Trousers made a curtsey stupid, so Jewels
tugged Geoff's hand and went down on one knee too, asthey issued from the Sair.

She held her bresth, suede stretching across her seat and thighs, sun-warmth prickling the nape of her
neck, her streaked ashy braids diding over her shoulders, still damp. ™Y our Mgesty,” she breathed, as
Geoff ducked his head.

"Juliet,” the Queen said, when Jawe s was sure she was going to faint from lack of oxygen. "Geoffrey.
Ris"

They did, hair haloed in sun, the thready sweetness of the gardens cloying in ther throats. Geoff
regretted his coat, but he hadn't been sure of leaving anything in the room. He didn't think it waswiseto
assume, in Faerie, that one could return to get anything one left behind.

The Faerie Queen watched quietly, her dress tranducent with the sunlight behind it, her lipstwisted in
an odd and very human sort of moue. She reached out with abony graceful hand and touched the sil-ver
in Jewels ear, then tapped the pointed tip. Her own ears were barely danted at all—no more than
anyone's might be, and her features were not Fae. lan shifted beside and behind her. "Oh, kid," she said,
in broad Midwestern English. "Y ou don't want that, you know."

Jawels squeezed Geoff's hand for courage. His palm had gone clammy, his pulse trembling under the
skin as hard as her own, but he didn't let the fear reach hiseyes.

"Can you see my heart?' Jewels asked, her voice very clear consid-ering how dry her mouth felt.

"No," the Queen said. "'l can't see your heart, though 1'd bet Morgan could, or Cairbre."

She angled asmile over Geoff's shoulder, and Cairbre responded with asoft trill. It was afierce smile,
and lan transferred hisweight from one foot to another at the bard's answer. Thistime, in discomfort.

"Mother—" She stopped him with an upraised hand.

"L et her gpesk for hersdf.”

Jewels cleared her throat. "Then how do you know what | want?Y our Mgesty,” she added,
belatedly, and winced. Thiswas not, she sus-pected, how one spoke to queens.

"l know," the Queen said. She turned her back, the white gown twisting around her legs, and drew
her hair forward over her shoulderswith aswanlikelift of her arms. She dipped the buttons down the
bodice and let the whole glittering assemblage dide off her shoulders and breadts, taking her chemise with
it, baring her to thewals.

Even Jewd s gasped.



The Queen's kin was agolden alive, fine-grained and flawless over smooth muscle and bone. Except
for the patternless scars that criss-crossed her back in meandering lines, thick and white and stiff as
worm-tunnels through the green meet of aleaf, so there "was scarcely the span of two fingers between
them. They chipped her entire back into facets, and Jewels could see that they extended below her waist
and the length of both armsin beaded keloid lines.

The Queen turned to look over her own shoulder, and pushed her hair out of her eyes. She showed
the scars on her breasts and belly too: they weren't so dramatic, the pierced puckered stab wounds of an
old hart'stines, but they were enough that the Queen saw Matthew turn his head and flinch, his
undamaged hand clenching—in empathy, rather than in horror, she thought.

Thisis Faerie," she sad. "No one who enters comes awvay unmarked."

She saw the girl swallow, her dender throat convulsing. And then Jewel s raised her own hands,
unlaced the borrowed bodice she wore, without speaking, and shrugged it down her arms. She pulled
her blouse out of the waistband of the trousers and jerked it over her head, then threw both to the stones.
And turned, armsfolded over anarrow chest, colors glowing on her skin over the rise and hollow of her
ribs and spine. | was born in the otherworld," Jewels said. "Don't you think it's a-ready marked me
enough?'

The Queen sighed and did her chemise up her torso again, worming her armsinto the deeves.
Foxglove cameto help her, and Carel did her buttons up, smoothing the gown below her collarbones, the
arr even more full of Carel'srosawood scent than the scent of flowers.

Jewels had turned back before Carel stepped away, arms till crossed over her breasts defiantly,
without modesty.

That would serve her well. The Queen turned for amoment and found Matthew frowning at her. Hed
angled his head so the light glinted off his spectacles, hiding his expression, but the curve of tense biceps
under his coat and the pin-scratch between his eyebrows gave him away.

"Onyour head beit," the Queen said, twisting to look the half-nude mortal girl in the eyes. No Faerie
mix of shifting colorsthere: they were clear and brown as brook water. "It may kill you, child. But you
canday."

"Elaine!"

The Queen amiled at Matthew, and made sure he knew how fase it was. "What about the boy?' she
asked.

"Oh, I'mjust herewith Jewels— " Geoff sputtered.

The Queen talked right over him, watching Matthew's folded arms tighten across his chest. "Can't you
fed the power in him, Matthew Magus? Don't you want him for your very own?"

Matthew coughed, but if he would have answered, it was|ost under Jewels protest. "He's not
Otherkin."

"Otherkinis a joke," Matthew said, sharply. "Do you want to know what changeling children look
like? Elaineisone" he said, jerking the back of hishand at her. "There. Look at Morgan. She's one too.
An Elf-knight's bastard. If you were a changeling, Jewels, somebody would have come to kidnap you by
now—" He blinked, asif suddenly awak-ened to histirade, and settled back on his hedls.

Morgan stepped in. "Geoff'saMage. A Mage-in-waiting, anyway. He could be like Matthew, iswhat
the Queen means.”

"Geeg, | can hardly wait," Geoff muttered under his breeth, and Matthew couldn't blame him.

Chapter Nine
Babylon



Ernie Peese waited for Don after the briefing. Predictable, but not anything Don wanted to ded with

when the remnants of the nightmare headache till scratched at histemples, and be-fore his second pot of
coffee. Even when Erniewas smiling.

Especially when Erniewas amiling.

"And?' Don said, before Ernie could start the guessing game.

[t didn't, unfortunatdly, deflate him much. But Don would cheerfully use hisown height and bulk asa
weapon againg bullies, and he did so now, closing the space between them and forcing Ernieto tilt his
head and look up a him ashe said, "Those kids you let go aren't answering their cell phones. Service
unavailable. The girl's mailbox was full thismorning, but | guess nobody ever cdlsthe boy."

So maybe they went to the beach. Weve got addresses for both of them, right?”

For what that's worth. Do | actually need to tell you therésalot of people unhappy about this, Don?"!
Peese sighed and unfolded his arms. He turned to open up the space between them—atacit invitation for
Dontowak on. Hetook it, and Ernie kept pace.

Peese was a thoroughly odious human being. Unfortunately, he was aso a pretty good cop.

Don hated mora ambiguities. "Y eah, I'm getting my ass kicked too."

From the mayor to the chief and on down theline, everybody adding hislittle teaspoon of shit to the
avalanche. | got acal from aChristian Bergstrom last night." Peese shook his heed, just once, an
ir-ritated twitch. "Guesswhat heis?'

"Darel?'

"Persona assistant to former lieutenant governor Andraste. Y ou wannatell mewhat the hdll she's
doing involvedin the case?'

Don stopped. "Dammit. That Szczegielniak guy isone of Andraste's petstoo. What did Bergstrom
want?'

Peese drew up short haf astep after Don, and turned to stare at him, sucking his uneven teeth. "He
wanted to know if there was anything Mrs. Andraste could do to help with theinvestigation. And if there
was any chancethat it wasn't a Faerie murder.”

"Sowhat if it turns out not to be Fae? What else would it be?' Don stuck a stumpy finger in hisear
and scratched absently.

"Something that will fuck usup. | dunno — it goes to Washington anyway. If we rule out amorta
agency. And—"

Don's hedls clicked on gray-flecked linoleum tile, worn paler under scarred wax near the center of the
corridor. The woodwork was old, the floors new—on a system that considered 1950 new. "Havewe
ruled out amortal agency? Or isthat why you wanted to keep aleash on those kids?*

"If it'saFae crimewere off it. The mayor wants the city to haveit. It doesn't do him any good if it
goesto DC."

Of course Ernie knows what the mayor wants. Don kicked an imaginary can. "What, you studying
law nights? Going to run for DA? That's not acollar you can make, Ernie. They havethelr own rules.
Thefaster we hand this uphill, the better.”

Peese sighed and stuffed his handsin his pockets, and stopped. Don dowed down and turned
around, walking backward.

"I'vejust got afedling about those kids," Peese said.

"Well, I'll tell you what," Don said. "As soon as you want to charge them with something, I'll drive up
to Hartford and fetch them mysdlf."

He grinned at Peese and turned his back, pretending an urgent ap-pointment with the men's room.
Onceinsde, though, he only washed his hands and checked hishair and tie.

It was probably a Fae crime. It was probably a Fae crime, and he was afool to keep chasing it.

But maybe it was something ese.

Andif it was, Don thought he knew who to ask.



You don't just call people up and ask to talk to them. It'sineffective. They respond much better to a
face and afirm handshake and abadge. And it's harder to hang up on somebody when he's standing on
your lawn.

Cop work was alot like selling vacuum cleaners.

Don waked down the dished granite steps from the brownstone po-lice station and into amorning
much sunnier than the earlier overcast had promised. Long rayswarmed his scalp and shoulders, picking
out the odd gnarl of silver in hiswood-brown hair. The city breathed around him, athousand pulses and
rhythms blending seamlesdy into one gigantic best.

Hefollowed it down into the subways, and ascended into the light again near the gray-white
Romanesque reviva facade of the Museum of Natural History, where atropica butterfly vivarium was
that particu-lar winter's homes ckness-inducing display. It was anice day for awalk, and Don crossed
the street to pace under trees, along cobblestones, as he strolled south on Central Park West, handsin
his pockets.

That was where Whiskey picked up his scent and recognized it, even without the overlaid reek of
blood and magic from two days before. Thomas magic trick to locate Jane had worked, and led him and
Whiskey to Jane's building. Getting inside was more of atrick, how-ever, and they had spent sometime
watching people come and go, hop-ing to catch Jane leaving or somebody they knew to be visiting her
gaingin.

Whiskey nudged Thomas—the bard was half drowsing on awall at the edge of the park, under a
barren tree—and folded hisarms. "Our ship of passage has arrived.”

Pardon?' Thomas lurched upright, rubbing hiseyes. "I don't take your meaning.”

Whiskey's gesture was dight, an uncurling of hisfingers. "Remem-ber him?"

He would have been hard to forget: amassive, square-shouldered black man in awell-cut suit, who
was putting up a pretty good fight against amiddle-aged paunch. He was bigger than Ben Jonson, and
just as confident in hisrolling stride.

"1 do. Y ou think he's going into the tower?' Thomas nodded to an apartment complex acrossthe
dreet.

"If he doesnt, I'll be interested to see where he does go." Whiskey stood, and Thomas stood beside
him. The poet hung a glamourie on their shoulders, awhistled phrase of pass-unseen, and they followed,
Sdestep-ping midmorning joggers and commuters hurrying for their trainsin business suits and tennis
shoes. A minor hazard of functiond invighility.

Don found the building he was looking for and paused before the entry to straighten histie, frowning a
bit at the rippled smears of color diding across the glass behind hisreflection. The opticd illusonwas so
strong he actualy turned to see if someone was standing there, but the sdewalk was empty.

The doorman became cons derably more cooperative when Don showed him abadge. "Shal | cdl up
for you, Detective?'

"Just point me to the penthouse elevator.” Don had a pretty good ideathat he'd cal up anyway, as
soon as Don's back was turned, but it wasn't asif he had awarrant, or was even checking out alead.

Whistling, he followed the doorman's directions across amarble atrium to the brass-doored elevator
concealed behind a potted palm. The elevator was smooth and spacious, with brassrails and burled
wal-nut panding, but Don couldn't shake that ghosty fedling that someone was standing behind him,
garing over hisshoulder.

It figured awizard's tower would be haunted.

Jane Andraste waited for him in the elevator lobby when the doors scrolled back. Hed only known
her from a distance, back then, but the years out of the public eye had made a difference. She looked
frailer. An old woman now, in her pink Chand suit and low-hedled pumps, her hair gone stone-white
instead of iron-gray. But she was perfect and poised, delicate jewelry glinting at her throat and ears.

"Bringing trouble to my door, Detective—

"Smith," he said, and stepped out of the eevator. He had hisfolder in his hand; the ones with money
awayswanted along, hard look at the badge. But she barely glanced at it and stood aside, gesturing him



on, gesturing himin.

Whiskey and Thomas had followed him, cloaked by Thomas magic, crowding the far wal of the
elevator. They moved for the doors as quickly asthey could without noise and without stepping on
Detective Smith's hedls. The doors whisked closed behind them as Thomas swept his cloak out of the
way, and they entered asmall eevator |obby, white-walled and marble-floored, bright with sun from a
skylight. An archway led to abigger room beyond, and through it could be glimpsed stark modern
furniture and the corners of richly framed art.

"Trouble?' Don sad.

Jane brought her hands together and fiddled one cold iron ring. She halted when the elevator closed,
s0 abruptly Don dmost walked into her.

"Y ou can drop the pass-unseen,” she said, without turning. "1 know you're there, dthough what a
Mage I've never met isdoing in New Y ork, | havent the faintest. And walking alongside aWild Fae and
amortd man. What an interesting dliance.

The poet dmost choked on hisspell. "Archmage,” hesaid. "I'm aniidiot.” Because of coursethings
had changed in four hundred years, and what had worked a charm on Richard Baines wouldn't
necessarily work on Jane Andraste.

Helet his pretensesfdll.

Don had rounded when Thomas spoke. His eyes widened, and he reached, reflexively, under his coat
before he froze. He might have ex-pected dl sorts of things of Jane Andraste, but materidizing a
blue-eyed, six-foot-five black man in an immacul ate white suit—and a considerably shorter dirty blond
dressed for a Renaissance festival — hadn't been high on theligt. " Son of abitch—"

Jane folded her hands before her hips, demure asagirl. It should have been acollar of pearls glowing
at her throat, and not winking marcasites. "Oh," she said. "'l know you after al."

| have never had the pleasure of apersond introduction,” Thomas said. "l presume you are Mistress
Andragte.”

Y ou're four hundred years dead, on the books. Am | to understand the Master of Records was
mignformed?"

He stepped forward, gallantly, and made abow. "Perhaps alittle. But it is only because we are
enemies”

She smiled alittle purse-lipped smile. "Quite. And you, Whiskey. Brave to come after awizard in her
tower. | assume you are not here as Her Mgjesty's messenger?'

Whiskey scraped afoot across the marble floor and looked every-where but at Jane Andraste.

"Mmmm," shesaid. "I thought not. So if you're not here to bargain, then you are hereto nate.
Well, haveat me."

Don, who had been watching the conversation with the brow-furrowed attention of atennisfan at a
football match, stepped forward, his hand upraised. "Just one minute, please! Now, hobody'slaying a
hand on you, Mrs. Andraste. And | don't know who these people are— "

"One of them isnot precisely aperson, Detective,” she said, unbut-toning her suit jacket. She
shrugged it down her shoulders and let it dide from her wrists unregarded. In an off-white silk shell and
the trim rose-colored skirt, dack-fleshed arms folded over her chest to show the peridot bracelet, she
looked a peculiar warrior. But Don noticed that the big guy stepped back nonethel ess, and not asiif
shocked by her charge of intended murder. No, asif he were nerving himself to take her on, and wasn't
sure he had the muscleto doit.

Which wasridiculous; he wastwice her size. But his head went back and forth asif hewereahorse
trying to shake off abit, and hisnostrilsflared.

Jane reached up and pulled alock of hair loose from her chignon. It curled coarse and colorless
between her fingers as she combed them to the end, and pulled it taut. "Do you think | don't have the
power to doit? 1 know you carry her name, and | gave her that name, water-horse. By my hand and my
heart, by the name of your soul ..."

"Wrong choice,” Whiskey said, and grinned. "I've dready danced that dance with your daughter.”

He stepped forward, reaching for her wrist. Don grabbed his arm, squeezing hard enough that bone



should have ground on bone, and the tall Fae—he had to be a Fae—knocked him off like akid tossing
aside an unwanted doll. Don went down on his ass, diding on the stonetiles, shocked into ayelp. He
burrowed for his piece, fingers closing on warm metal and crosshatched black plastic, and had no idea
what happened next except the little blond guy made some sort of negligent sideways gesture and Don
froze, locked in place asif by an dectrical current. He pushed againgt it—dammit, there are not
supposed to be Fae in my city—and surely the semiautomatic was a big enough chunk of stedl to break
aFaerie enchantment, and hisfingerswere on it, and these two were going to kill Jane Andragteright in
front of him before he could ask her what the hell had happened to the girl —

He strained, fingers aching, every nerve and musclein hand and wrist and elbow stretched againgt the
spdll, asthe big guy in the white suit started to swell, to bulgein unnatura placeslike ahorror-movie
mongter, until he blurred and a spotted stallion snorted and pawed in his place, droplets scattering
through sunlight from his shaken mane. The creature's eyes grew huge, glaring like the bluefire closest to
thewick beforeit searsitsdlf into invighbility. He stepped forward, water flood-ing from his hooves,
wetting Don's shoes and trouser legs asit puddied on the stone. Beside him, the blond guy had yanked a
glittering blade from somewhere under his cloak and was advancing as well.

The horse reared up, an argument againg cathedra ceilings, ham-mered silver gleaming on his
forehooves. And Jane still stood calmly, ropy old-woman's arms folded again, that single lock of hair
drifting againgt her cheek as she breathed. The Kepie towered over her, and she saw his crushing
hooves and white-rimmed eyes.

And she brought him crashing to the tile with agesture of her hand. Enough,” she said. "Enough.”

Whiskey fdl like adiding mountain, marble splitting—splintering— under his hooves and knees. The
whole building pitched, aroll and drop like a seismic shock, and blood dripped dilute pink down his
fetlocks when he struggled up.

A hand raised, aflat palm, and she turned the poet's blade without even turning her eyes. She caught
hiswrigt, pressing iron to skin, and smiled when he showed no pain. "Morta man.”

Once" he answered, as she drew him close, unresisting. The strength she used was greater than her
own; she stood in her own tower, and the walls and beams and the deep rootsinto the earth themselves
were her strength, in this place. An darm rattled, distantly. Overhead sprinklerskicked on, two, four,
eight, dragging Jane's hair into her eyes, duicing off the poet's cloak and soaking his shoulders.

Children,” she said. "Children who don't observe the niceties.” Hewore noringsat al, neither steel
nor silver, and not on any finger, but every finger bore scars at the root, round and round. " Christofer
Marley," she said. "Excommunicate of the Order. What isyour purpose?’

"Y our destruction, archmage,” he said calmly, setting his hedls. Her touch was a command; he could
no more struggle againgt it than Whiskey could advance past the wal of her other, upheld hand. The
Prometheans dedlt in symbols and congtructs, real and imaginary. There were forms, as sheinssted, and
shewas enforcing them.

"Tdl mewhy, Chrigofer."

"That isnot my name anymore, madam. Nor am | numbered among the Prometheans, not for some
littlewhile now."

"It'smy placeto say whoisor isnot so numbered,” she said. Shelooked him in the eyes, and smiled.
"So tell me, Christoferus Magus, why isit that you seek my death?”

He heard Whiskey breathing like a pipe organ, leaning, Straining against the archmage's magic, his
hooves dipping on the broken stone, rat-tling and cracking it. But they werein her tower, and as soon as
she had noticed them, they had been doomed. Jane Andraste was a Promethean archmage: in her tower,
she could draw on the strength of al those who swore fedlty to her. Shewas all but untouchable here.

Stll, there were forms. And Jane Andraste was not the only one who could exploit forms. There was
oneway to force her out of her tower, and to force her to rely only on her own strength to defend
hersdf. All it required was that the poet challenge her asan equal.

The poet released his blade, winced when he heard it clatter on stone. The anger held been
swallowing for seven long yearsflared hot, dimmed, and blazed like blown cods. "The Fae do not have
souls. When they die, they die, maedam.”



"And?" Quizzicd, eyebrowslifting under wet white hair.

"We had alover in common, you and |. And heis dead by your doing.” And Kit—he supposed there
was no point in caling himsalf anything eseif everyone he met was going to recognizehimina
heart-besat, even if it wasn't his name anymore —Kit let his unrestrained hand dart to hisbelt. There were
glovesthere, soaked burgundy legther, and he had them dipped free and in his hand and was striking a
sharp, wet, stinging blow across her cheek before the archmage could flinch. It left awelt; hewas not a
man for gtriking women, but he did not pull thisblow.

Jane Andraste gasped and staggered back, one hand raised to the weal on her cheek, and let go Kit's
blade arm.

"l await your seconds,” Kit Marley said, and turned his back, and stepped away, acurt, imperious
gesture that he would pay for later, beckoning Whiskey to his sde. He was dmost to the eevator when
her voice pursued and collared him.

"ChrigoferusMagud ™

He stopped and turned. "Madam archmage.”

Her hand drew back. She hurled something to him, aglittering some-thing that flashed silver inthe
glow through the newly cracked skylight. His hand shot up, and he caught it: red power twined through
iron and platinum, clear in his otherwise eye. "Your ring," she cdled across the broken stone. "My
second will find you in the morning.”

He smiled, and dipped the ring onto his smallest finger, whereiit fit tightly enough to chafe. "'l shall 1ook
forwardtoit," he said, and having seen the detective do it earlier, made short work of summoning the
ele-vator and commanding it to open.

When they were gone, Jane glanced around, watching the water run over the cracked stone, and
remembered the police officer sorawled on thefloor. The spell Marley had used to immobilize himwasa
good one, but an old one, archaic. It wouldn't have worked anywhere but here, where Promethean
power was concentrated—as her own attack on Whiskey would have failed e sawhere. Promethean
magic was either very subtle—the ability to see things, to convince persons, to create resonances—or o
vast in its effects asto be nearly undetectable. For-et for the trees.

Jane untangled the spell with afew passes, and offered the police-man her hands. He looked
ashamed, but he took them, and as he did she happened to glance into his eyes.

Jane peered into the abyss, and Mist gazed back at her, a complacent monster sharpening her claws
on stone. And Jane looked down.

Hello, Detective Touched-by-Dragons. "Y ou wanted to ask me some questions?’

| understand,” he said, extricating his hands from herswithout trying to hide how they were shaking, "if
now isn't aparticularly good time."

Matthew had to walk away. There was agarden down there, graveled paths for walking, and he
needed to be somewhere € se. Somewhere awvay from Jewels and her butterfly flurry of delight and
questions, her carved-up back, and her saturated eyes. And you have do much latitude to throw
stones, Matthew Magus.

Unconscioudy hisfingersfretted the cuff of hisshirt, scratching at the ink-labyrinthed skin beneath. His
marks were different. They had a purpose. They chained power.

And herd chain power too. Inadifferent way.

He frowned and put one foot in front of the other, pretending he didn't hear the boots crunching along
the path behind him until Geoff gave up and called out. "Matthew?™

He dowed his step, but didn't halt. "What do you want?"

"Areyou dl right?"

And that stopped Matthew. He turned, and frowned at the kid. Geoff's pants jingled when he walked,
as bad as Matthew's jacket. Seigh bells, Matthew thought, and laughed.

It wasn't apleasured laugh. "No," he said. "Y ou know what your girl-friend just did is seven kinds of
dumb, right?"

"It'swhat she's dways wanted.”

"Likeakid's book about amagic kingdom."



Geoff paused, and tilted his head asif he wereredly thinking it over. Beside them, tranducent in the
sunlight, banks upon banks of daylilies mounted, rioting in tiger shades. "And a the end of the magic
books, the children go back through the wardrobe, or Dorothy goes back to Oz, and they're stronger
and wiser for their journeys but no time has passed in the real world, and they're ready to grow up and
take charge. But that's not what Jewels needs, you know?'

Matthew kicked at the gravel and started walking again. " Those are bad books. Wéll, they're very
good books, but that's not the point. They're wishful thinking. Besides, if you read on in either series, the
children inevitably go back to the magic kingdom. The authors may preach responsible adulthood, but
deep down, they don't believeinit. They can't makeit stick." Hetook a deep breath of the dense air of
Faerie and shivered at its swest, heady strength. "Books are lies. All books are lies, but the books that
say you can walk out of Faerie un-scathed are more so. It's not that you come back and not a moment
has passed —it's that you're gone amoment, and fifteen years have gone, and everyone you loved has
forgotten you."

Geoff squared his shoulders. "How about Peter Pan?"

“| am an English teacher, you know."

"Yeah, I'm finding that out. Answer the question, Matthew."

"Peter Pan getsit right,” Matthew said. "The book, not the movies. Y ou can't haveit al; you haveto
choose. Theiron world, or Faerie. Y ou can't have both, and once you visit one, you can't return
untouched. The otherworld is greedy.”

Geoff lifted his chin, settling hisweight, hipshot with hishandsin his pockets, and Matthew et him
command the moment, stopped and turned. Geoff said, "Some of usare born in the wrong world. Born
the wrong species.”

He wasn't talking about himself. Matthew could see that his gaze was past Matthew, over his shoulder
and over the garden and on Jewels, if she hadn't moved from where Matthew had left her.

Some of usare,” Matthew said. " Sometimes people are born the wrong sex too, or missing alimb, or
with amathematicslearning dis-ability when dl they redly want out of lifeisto be aphyscig. It'ssad, but
it happens." His epaulets jangled. "Every one of usisaminor tragedy. Most of uslearn to cope.”

Geoff's snort of disgust was forceful enough to knock Matthew back a step. The Magetilted hishead
quizzicaly and spread hishands. Well, keep talking.

Geoff shrugged and brushed past him, hesitating only for a parting shot. "Waell, what's your minor
tragedy, then? Y ou seem pretty blessed to me."

His bad luck that Matthew knew the answer. "My minor tragedy? | never wanted adamned thing to
do with magic, kid."

Pity," said athird voice, arough contralto that prickled on spider feet acrossthe back of Matthew's
neck. Morgan's hand followed, warm between his shoulder blades, undeterred by the talismans strung
around him like ornaments on a Chrissmas tree. ™Y ou used to be so good at it."

So maybe Geoff hadn't been looking at Jawels after dl. Morgan smiled a him first, and then, for a
little longer, a Matthew. "Am | inter-rupting?'

She knew shewas. And by the blush on Geoff'sface, he didn't care. "What you said earlier. | could
beaMage?'

Matthew swallowed to ease adry mouth. "A good one.” "Thanks," Geoff said. He pushed his hair out
of hiseyes, and now he wad looking at Jewels, past both Matthew and Morgan. Matthew turned to
follow hisgaze, an excusefor asddong glance a the witch. She was smiling right a him when he
looked, freckles crinkling across the bridge of her nose. "But no thanks," Geoff finished. "Not my scene.”
"At least one of us has some sense.”

Morgan laughed. "He knowswhat he wants. And you, Matthew Magus? | overheard what Elaine
asked, and have a question of my own. In seven years, have you decided yet whose side you're on?"

He knew what she meant. When last they met, sheld given him achoice, and held refused her.
Refused her to go hometo acity he didn't trust, and awardenship he didn't want, and avow that hed
betrayed. "No," hesaid. "I don't know what | want."

"An honest man. There had to be onein Faerie." Her hand grew warmer. Shelet it dide down his



spine. "Do you want to find out?"

"Areyou offering to tel me?' More sharply than he might have, if Geoff had not been watching,
blinking wide light-colored eyesin con-fusion.

"No," shesaid. "I'm not dl that interested in what you want, Matthew Magus. But aslong asyou're
here, you could always take the Queen's advice a step further, and go and ask the Dragon how to berid
of that magic you carry, if you truly wish it gone.”

He shouldn't tell her. She was far morelike an enemy than an dly, no matter how sweetly she smiled.
But there she was, and here hewas. And even if he couldn't trust her, it wasn't asif he had anything to
lose. "I can't contral it," he said. "Not sincethewar. | can't do adamned thing with it that's more
complicated than tying my shoes. When I'm out of Faerie, I'm haf drowning insgnd dl thetime.”

"l can solvethat riddle" shesaid, lifting her hair over her shoulder, smoothing it behind her ear. "All
you must do isstay in Faerie, then.”

Felix Luray arrived too late. As he stood on the grass of Centra Park, watching the Kelpie and the
Mage follow the cop into the archmage's tower, he twisted hisring in frustration. Hed wanted to speak
to Jane before she found out from other sourcesthat hewasin New Y ork, but if the water-horse was
here, then Kadiskawas likely just behind him. She might choose to keep her own counsd, or not.

He interlaced his hands behind his back and dowed his breathing. Thiswasn't adisaster — or even
proved a setback, yet. And the informartion he had now would at least buy an audience, if nothing more.

Meditation would pass the time. And perhaps he could find his own way back to the heart of New
Y ork, without Jane Andraste. He tilted his head back and fixed his gaze on the penthouse where she
lived now, the one that had been a Promethean meeting hall and ritual space in brighter days. Things
changed, but the city pounded along, underfoot, overhead, protean and powerful.

Like the city, the beast has many hearts. As many hearts as there are empires, so one might swell as
another shrivels. As many asthere are mountains, as many asthere are treasons, as many asthereare
pearls. Even the beast cannot know the truth of her soul. All books arelies, and all storiesaretrue.

Felix pressed bright-polished oxblood loafersinto the grass and felt the blood and bedrock
undernegth, found the old mad power running there and invited it in, invited it through. The beast wasa
rough lover, and the Promethean discipline had been to keep it chained, caged, channded, tamed—a
tiger in amagic show. But those chains were bro-ken now, and what had once been demands upon its
power had become supplications.

Felix was not comfortable with surrender. But helet it happen, laid himself open and gritted histeeth,
and thought about the wild young city thrusting under hissoles. "Fallen, fallen, is Babylon the great,
that hath made all nations drink the wrath of the impure wine of her passions.”

Not yet, though. There was blood in this dragon yet. And that was part of the secret too. There were
many Babylons, one for every fracta heart. Felix found New Y ork in hismemory, as he had first seen
her on a sun-drenched morning in 1973. Hed known no onein America—not asoul. Hed goneto
Central Park because that was what one did, and been alittle dizzied by the sun and the bell-bottoms
twined with amarteurish satin-stitch embroidery and the pretty, long-haired, soft-bellied girls with nearly
nothing on.

The prettiest girl had atransstor radio on the blanket beside her, tuned to WNEW Through
synchronicity or destiny, it was playing Paul Smon's"American Tune" when Fdlix wandered past. Hed
stopped, thunderstruck —and the city, or the beast, had reached inside him and made him aMage.

Not long after, Jane Andraste—heartsick and furious and building an army to win her stolen daughter
back from Faerie—found him and trained him. And then she'd taken New Y ork away from him, but she
hadn't been able to take his power, even if it wasn't the equa of hers— or her darling Matthew's.

Felix heard the city singing, millions of threaded melodies, amassive, surging fugue. . . and it would
not sng to him. Helaid himsalf open, nails driven into his pams, eyes clenched tight ashisfists, and the
power rolled over and through him and took no notice of him at all.

He opened his eyes and took one deep, raw breath that he wouldn't call a sob, only seconds before
he felt the wards around Jane's tower ring like a steel drum hammered hard.



Felix knew the way up. Asacrackle of discharged energies till rat-tled the apartment complex, he
adopted vaor asthe better part of dis-cretion, crossed Centra Park West against the light, leaning on his
luck hard and bending it in the process but not quite breaking it, and made the doorman think he was
flashing abadge as he gdloped past. The €-evator awaited.

Thefunny part was, he thought—impatiently counting flashing num-bers—that he wasn't sureto
whose defense he was charging. Or what he thought he would do when he got there. He held on tight to
hisluck dl theway up, white-knuckled with the grip.

It was over by the time the elevator doors opened. Jane, her cream-colored blouse plastered to her
skin and reveding details of her lingerie, was helping the equaly soaked cop to hisfeet, and neither the
Kelpie nor his associate was visible. She turned at the ding of the elevator, frowning in expectation of
building security, and stopped dead as Felix put his hand on the door to prevent it from closing in his
face. He killed the sprinkler system with asigil sketched left-handed on air, and picked hisway across
shattered tiles, wet marble dust gritting under his shoes.

"| see my assistance wasn't required after all.”

"Felix," she said, the detective forgotten as she squatted to pick up her soggy jacket. "What on earth
areyou doing here?'

"Well," hesaid, asdryly aspossible, "I cameto day amongter for you, but | hope you'l settle for the
key to amurder mystery." He ges-tured to the cracked stone and dripping sprinkler heads.
"Thaumeaturgicd error, or equipment failure?'

"Pitched battle." She hadn't moved, hedls set and jacket clenched in ringed fingers. Do tdl mewhat
you want."

He stopped, not quite willing to push past her to enter her space, and aware—if Jane wasn't—of the
weight of the detective's atention. "1 want what | want," he said. "My place at your right hand, asthe
cliché goes"

"Power.”

"That'swrong?' The arched eyebrow and the wrinkled nose belied a coldly sardonic smile. Same old
Fdix.

No," she admitted. "One second. Let me call the dlarm company and tell them it was amafunction
before | wind up paying for aladder truck."

She turned away and fussed with her cell phone briefly—damp, but functional—and then turned back.
"And you think you can buy that? Y our old job back?"

I think | can earnit,” he said. " Should we be talking so frankly in front of your friend?" His gazeflicked
to Smith, and away, back to -Jan€'s face. Earnest and friendly and nothing more than a cal culated
surface, amirror reflecting expectations.

Donwont tak," she said, and made it so with a gesture. Whatever had touched him—and she meant
to get to the bottom of that at her ear-nest convenience—he had no mastery of it. Which made him
vauable. It tickled her bones, atingle of excitement in her fingertips. For thefirgt timein seven years, she
felt hope, like abrush of feathers on her hair. Fuck the vultures, her poor, scavenged, haf-taented
gpprentices of whom only Chrigtian had any potentid at dl.

Prometheus was not dead.

Jane said, "Weve found common ground for an dliance, haven't we?' And Smith nodded, confirming
her assessment.

Felix wet hislips. Double or nothing. "The murder,” he said. "The Otherkin girl."

Jane hadn't expected him to know. It showed in the faint relaxation across her cheeks, the dight
flattening of her smile. "What do you know?"

"Something for nothing, Jane?"

Her hand flicked dismissively beads rattling on the turn of her wrist. "Y ou want New York. | can't
giveyou New York. It doesn't like you anymore, Felix. It doesn't even like me.”

"It wouldn't have a choice, would it? If Matthew were gone?'

"Whoa," Don interrupted. "What you're going to say, don't say that. Felix, that's your name? Fdlix,
don't say that."



"l don't mean murder,” Felix said, tiredly. "More like asacking. Or arelocation. Jane, | need
something after the manner of aguarantee!

She thought about it. "Prometheus.”
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"You dill havethering."

He smiled, and held up his hand.

"Right," she said. "Detective, you should probably go now, unless you plan to arrest somebody, or
you have awarrant you haven't hap-pened to show me."

"Oh, no," Smith said. "That dead girl's my problem, Mrs. Andraste. I'm staying right here."

She turned, and frowned. "It's a Fae matter, Detective."

"It'samurder," he said, and crossed hisarms.

Felix held histongue, though the drip of water grew louder in his ears each moment. Findly, Jane
snorted, flicked strings of hair from her eyes, and clapped her hands together like Pilate calling for abowl
of water.

"Onyour head beit," she said, and even Felix dmost didn't see the manipulation. "Well just haveto
extend your jurisdiction. Dondl Smith."

"Yes, maam? Brows beetling over watchful eyes.

"Do you solemnly swear, avow, aver, and affirm that you will uphold justice in the service of
humankind, that the Promethean flame of art and science may be evermore preserved in the furtherance
of that ser-vice, and the sacrifice of the fire-bringer remembered?’

Smith thought it through before he answered, and Felix, for amo-ment, wasn't sure which way hed
choose. But then hislipsthinned and he nodded, dowly, thoughtfully. "To serve and protect? | can
promisethat. Isthat al thereistoit?

"That'sdl thereistoit,” Jane sad. "Fdix, givethat ring of yoursto Don. I'll get you anew oneina
minute. Don, welcome to the Prometheus Club. And now Felix will explain who killed your murder
victim. Won't you, Fdlix?'

So easy. Aseasy asthat. Fdlix pulled hisring off and dipped it on Don'sfinger like awedding band. It
fit, just barely, asthey dways did — despite the size disparity in their hands. "Peryton,” he said, over his
shoulder to Jane. "A bound one. Fae. | don't have the name of its mas-ter yet, but | will."

How'd you find that out?"

Because New Y ork doesn't like me anymore doesn't mean | can't hear when | chooseto listen. |
called up the memory of its shadow in the alley, and its claw marks on aroof nearby. There aren't too
many monsters with an eagl€stalons and aman'sreflection.”

"Nothing Matthew couldn't have done."

Felix smiled. "If you hadn't intentionaly limited hiseducation. Admit it, Jane. Y ou missed me."

We need better weapons. We need dlies. | have half-trained appren-tices, not warriors.”

| beg your pardon,” Don said, "but what's a peryton?”

The soul of amurderer reincarnated as awinged, carnivorous stag,” Jane said. "Not a pleasant thing
tomeetinandley a night."

Not pleasant at dl," Don said, remembering shredded flesh. "That's what we're up against?”

"No. We're up againg itsboss. By the way, Fdlix?'
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"Now that there is a Prometheus Club again, | need a second. For adud. Or ese you may find
yoursdf rather abruptly with adifferent archmage than you bargained for."

Damn, Felix thought, with dull findity, asthe strings snapped taut. Don Smith wasn't the only onewho
didn't see Jane digging the trap until hetumbled intoit.

"How do you fed about atrip to Faerie in the morning?”’

Tengon flowed from his neck as hefindly let go of hisluck. "It ssemsto methat I'm the only man for
thejob."



Chapter Ten
Devil in Blue Jeans

M ichadl looked cold. She was standing on arooftop when Fionnghua a—a white swan skimming

through cold rain, over the ice-tipped branches of the trees—found her, her arms crossed and the longer
ends of her hair whipped forward in cords around her jaw and throat as wind and wet turned the A-line
bob into a plastered cap. Michad stared through netted tree branches that made a stark damp silhouette
in the Streetlights. Her head was dipped as she watched something at ground leve, the line of her neck
doping grace-fully, and she didn't seem cognizant of the rain that rolled down her spine and plastered her
T-shirt to her bony shoulders. Only her crossed arms gave any hint of discomfort astherain did down
her face, scatter-ing from her eyel ashes each time she blinked.

She stood ill asagargoyle, grim and prescient, poised above her prey. She neither turned nor
flinched when the swan's wings folded be-hind her, and Fionnghualarose from a crouch, her mantle of
white leathers clutched tight at her chest in white fingers. The rain soaked her feathers and draggled her
hair in ragged spirals down her cheeks, streaming in rivulets over the pale, naked skin underneath. Unlike
Michadl's, her flesh prickled up in goose pimples, and ashiver raitled her teeth.

Cold after Hell," the angel said, with the manner of one offering an observation to an empty room. She
didn't turn, and her folded arms dropped to her sides, palms againgt her thighs, smoothing the jut of her
shoulder blades under her soaked shirt.

"Cold cut Hdl, I'd rather say," Fionnghudaanswered, and came to stland beside the angel. She might
look like askinny girl in awhite tank top with thewords IT'S ALL MUSCLE printed on the front, but
Nuaaknew who wore that form, and no one would notice them here. No one would ook up and see, as
long as Michad stood beside her. Angdls passed unnoticed through the world. "Still unsmiling, | see. Is
thisyour sorm, then?"

"Itisnot serving," Michael said. She extended her right hand, aflick of her fingers, the rain tumbling
off them. In the Street bel ow, two fig-ures entwined, kissing in the shadows at the edge of astreetlight,
obliv-iousto therain.

"Wouldn't you like to jJump down there and put your sword through his heart?'

Michael sghed. ™Y ou know the answer to that."

"Y ou don't haveto obey."

Sheturned to glance at Fionnghuala then, her mouth wrenched side-ways by an expression that could
have been despair, if despair was not asin. "No one has to obey. Lucifer also was an angdl once.”

Fionnghudashrugged. "And is Hislove and regard worth so much?"

"Youvebeento Hdl. Youtdl mewhat it'sliketo live without it." Michagl'sfingersflicked,
sgnificantly, to the street below. "The oneswho don't believe are such easy prey.”

Fionnghuala peered down. She recognized the man, but not the woman, and she knew from Michadl's
wordswhat must be transpiring. "Doesit matter when they can't be damned?’

Michadl turned and gave Fionnghuaa an eyebrow, frowning. ™Y ou were. And how isit you are out of
Hel now? Or come you on Hell's errand?”

"Can't you see my heart, angd?'

"The Lord thy God gave thee free will, cresture.”

"The Lord my God," Fionnghudasaid, "came along abit after | did. The fact that my story was
consumed in His doesn't change what | was before that. And don't play the innocent with me; it was
aways you who walked among humans. Y ou know uswell enough to know that too, Prince of the



Presence. Isn't it beneath an angd of the Lord to bait an old woman?”

"Any other old woman, perhaps." Michael never smiled, they said. She hadn't ance Lucifer fell. And
s0 Fionnghuaacould only cal the changein her expression asoftening. She turned back to the clinching
couple. "You didn't answer my question.”

"Shelll catch achill and dieinthis" Fionnghuala said, the rain freez-ing on the ends of her hair.

"Shewon't get cold with that oneholding her.”

Fionnghuala frowned, and tucked her chin into her feathers. "The answer is no, Michadl. No, I'm not
damned. Damned is different than sold, and God does not condemn for acts of pity."

Michael did not answer. Silently, they watched the lovers kiss and break gpart, but not too far. The
man pulled the woman ingde his em-brace, and kissed her again. She laughed out loud and clung to him.
Michadl raised her eyesto Heaven; astinging curtain of rain froze on Fionnghualas festhers and melted
on her skin, and pelted the lovers below.

Fionnghuala shivered, teeth chattering, huddied under her cloak, and waited. There was more than
patience to dealing with angels, but patience was avery good place to start. Ice crackled under her toes
asthey passed beyond pain and into numbness. Roof gravel bit the soles of her feet.

What does Lucifer want?' Michadl asked, finaly, after five hard minutes of rain. Warmth cupped
Fonnghuaas shoulders, living feath-ers over the frozen feathers of her swvanmay's cloak. She leaned into
it gratefully, protected by acurve of broad jade-colored plumage, Michad'swing like aheron's.
Forgiveness" shesad.

Michael snorted and drew her under the one arched wing. She was cold and clammy beneath her
cloak. It wasn't Lily who needed to worry about catching her death. "1t's hisfor the asking."

He doesn't think he'sthe only one at fault.” She shrugged, and found hersdf dry and warm. "He has
hispride."

"And pride goeth before afal.” Michagl peeked at the swanmay side-ways, and accidentally met her
eyes.

Shedidn't flinch. She amiled.

The angd's eyes flared warm and green through the tangled briars of her hair. "Prideisthe one thing
Hewon't contend with,” Michad said. "Hisword islaw. He doesn't compromise.”

"1 know," Fionnghudaanswered. Under the shdlter of Michad'swing, she lifted her hair from the
collar of her cloak and spread it out to dry in netted tangles. The couple were ill kissing in the Street, as
if they enjoyed the orm and the cold. "And the Morningstar has never mastered the art of humility. Y ou
know, though —He'd get on better with peopleif He negotiated once in awhile.”

"That'swhat the storiesarefor,” Michagl said. "Y ou may tell the Prince of Liesthat his message has
been received, and will be consid-ered.” Reaching out, she darkened the streetlight over the lovers heads
with a pop and a shatter of glass.

Matthew had never seen the Dragon face-to-face. On television, on the newsin the daysleading up to
the Promethean assault on Faerie, he had seen the images over and over until, like an Escher print, they
lost their value as representation and only the pattern remained. But by the time the Dragon descended
on Times Square, he had been in Faerie.

If he had stayed in New Y ork, it would have been different. If he had stayed in New Y ork, with Jane,
he would have been in Times Square. He would have seen the Dragon.

If he had stayed in New Y ork, Faerie would have fallen, and Wey-land Smith's hammer could have
done nothing to prevent it.

He watched Morgan walk away—toward the woods rather than to-ward the Queen—her dogs
trotting at her hedls, and her raven winging ahead, and he sighed. Geoff waited until the sound of gravel
crunching faded, and rubbed his nose with the back of hisknuckle. ™Y ou two've got history, | takeit?"

"No," Matthew said, without looking away from the witch's retrest-ing back. "Not as such. Do you
hear that?'

Whatever it was, Geoff didn't. But he followed Matthew anyway, asthe Mage set off in pursuit of
Morgan le Fey like ahound on thetrail or arabhbit. "What are we listening to?" he asked, hustling to keep



up. Matthew wasn't particularly tal, but he could move when he put amind to it.

They hastened dong the pae gravel path Side by sde with their coats belled out by their speed. What
Matthew had heard—hoofbests crunching gravel —was soon clear enough to everyonein the garden, as
aman's head and a horse's ears appeared over the hedges and flower beds. They came into the clear a
little beyond Morgan, who paused in the path with arms spread wide as if to make wings of the deeves
of the gown she was not wearing.

Old gestures betray us. Matthew caught up to the witch and her dogs before he stopped, Geoff just
agtep and ahaf to hisleft. He knew the horse, but not the man in abard's bright, waterlogged cloak —
athough thering on hisleft pinky finger was familiar, and something about the cast of hisfeatureswas
more than accustomed, like the face of someone known as a child grown to manhood.

Morgan let her handsfal just as Matthew added another thought: She makes it seem that we heel
like the bounds.

"Kind Kit," she sad, reminding Matthew of an emissary of Hell named Murchaud and a conversation
onasdewak in New Y ork. He knew who this had to be—thinner, ten years older than in the famous
portrait, his beard redder than his hair.

"Morgan," Christopher Marlowe answered, and bowed stiffly from Kelpie's back. "And thy
companions, my queen?’

Morgan glanced over her shoulder, an artlessturn of her head shift-ing hair that had come unbraided.
"Sir Chrigtofer,” shesaid. "May | present Matthew Szczegielniak, aMagus of the Prometheus Club. And
Geoffrey Bertdli, amortd man. Matthew and Geoffrey—"

Sir Christopher Marlowe," Matthew said, swinging wide around Morgan's red hound. "The
knighthood camein Faerie, | presume? And you wearing one of the archmage'srings.”

Areyou her second, then?' Kit said. He pushed damp hair from his eyes before swinging aleg over
Whiskey's rump and diding down hissde. He dusted his hands on his soggy cloak and extended theright
oneto Matthew, cautioudly. Whiskey stood silent and stern as a blue-eyed statue behind him, his knees
00zing blood from a hatch-work of shallow cuts. Kit continued, his hand hovering in midair, "Y ou arrived
in better time than | had anticipated. My gpologies, sr Mage, to have kept you waiting. | made what
heste | could.”

Second? No," Matthew said. He held up hisright hand by way of apology and saw Marlowe's eyes
widen. It was ameasure of hisday that he found himsdlf standing in agarden in Faerie, making smal talk
with Kit Marlowe, and his chief thought was embarrassment that he could not shake the man'shand. "I've
had nothing to do with her inyears. . . . Sir Christopher?”

"Aye, Mathew Magus?' The poet took his hand back, tilting his chin up to examine Matthew with a
wicked humor in hissquint. He turned briefly to Geoff, but whatever he saw didn't hold him, and his gaze
set-tled on Matthew again.

"Y ou're implying you've challenged Jane Maga? To aduel ?' Marlowe smiled, sharp and sweet and
utterly disngenuous, and Morgan le Fey began to laugh. "And neglected to arrange for seconds, | take
it? Where are you going to find one on such short notice, Kit?'

Marlowe looked down at his hands, and then gave her awider, dyer grin. "I'd thought to ask acertain
sorceress of my acquaintance.”

She was going to refuse. Matthew knew it asclearly asif it were spelled out in city Signs and portents.
With asick sense of inevitabil-ity, he stuffed his handsinto his pocketsand sad, "I'll doit, Sir
Christopher.”

Kit jerked asif shocked. "Y ou know me not." "Only by reputation,” Matthew said. "But | know
Jane." They regarded one another. The gaze stuck, and held, and Marlowe nodded once. "So beit."

"Well," Morgan said briskly, "that would solve the Promethean prob-lem. Welcome back from Hell,
Kit." Stepping forward, she leaned down and kissed him quickly on the mouth. Then she settled back on
her heels, crossed her arms, and glared up at the piebad stalion. "And you, water-horse? What have
you doneto your knees?'

The animal nickered, ears settling forward. ™Y ou should see the other guy," he said, a strange deep
mellifluous voice to come from an animal'sthroat. Maithew bit hislip hard against comparisonsto Mr.



Ed, and when he looked down, he saw Geoff doing the same.

Until Marlowe dapped hishands on histhighsand said, "Aye, she walked away without a scratch,”
and gave them both an excuse to laugh.

He was aman who knew his audience too. He waited for the chucklesto die and turned back to the
witch, and crossed hisarms over hischest. "Well, Morgan,” he said, "aren't you going to introduce meto
our Queen?'

For the second day in arow, Lily woke up smug, clean, and not the least bit sorry. Christian'swhite
cotton sheets smelled of copa and frankin-cense. Sherolled over and did an arm around hiswaist,
pressing her faceinto hisdisarrayed hair, inhding hisaroma: sdt, sweet, and warm human animal.

He murmured something unintdlligible and leaned into her arms, turning his head to face her. "Good
morning, sunshine," she answered, and kissed him, trying to spare him her morning breath until he
wrapped hisarm around her neck and pulled her down for something alittle more lingering and thorough.

"How did | get so lucky?" she asked, when helet her go.

"l don't think it'sluck," he said, arranging himsdlf to make apillow of her shoulder. "I think it's power
finding itstime. I think we were looking for each other."

"Okay, Feerie magic isonething. But do you redly beievein dl tha giggly new-age stuff?"

"l own amagic shop," he answered. "I'm not a complete hypocrite. Yes, | redly believe. And | can
show you some of it too. Y ou have the potentid to be very powerful "

Another time, and she would have laughed. But there was a certainty in hisvoice that was different
than Moiras cloying need to be somebody specid, or Jason's pedantry. So she stroked his hair off his
forehead and said, " Then show me."

The sun drifting through Chrigtian's batik curtains seemed to dim alittle as he sat up, the sheetsdiding
down hisbelly. Light trickled through hishair, haloing the edges gold. He turned, cross-legged, and the
house encircled and drew close around them, asif leaning in. Inter-ested. It had seen other loversinits
weary mortd years, but these two, with their secrets and the runnels of life so vivid under their
skins—they wereintriguing.

Chrigtian laced his fingers together, palms out, backs toward his chest, and exhaed a painstaking
breath. And on that breath, the sheets dithered off her body and Lily floated into the air. "Chrigtian!" she
yelped, and thrashed and clutched at his hands. He caught her, steadied her—aitting tailor-fashion in
midair now, nude as an angd — and held her handslightly, firmly, in hisown. "Breethe. Think about
breathing."

She obeyed, focusing her attention away from thetickle of vertigo in her belly and the cool air currents
caressing her buttocks and thighs. "I'm flying." Her voice was slf-conscioudy level, but her hands grew
swegty in hisgrip.

"You'relevitating," he answered. "Flying requireswings. Do you be-lieve me now?"

"Will you drop meif | say no?"

She did mean it asajoke, atranstory smile breaking through her lip-bitten concentration. "Now do it
on your own," he said, and loosened hisgrip but didn't pull back his hands.

"Whoa!" she yelled, and grabbed again when she started to rock in midair. "Don't do that." More
gigglesfollowed hard on the demand, bubbling out of her depths, only dightly hysterical. He dready felt
the strength in her answering, the core of energy learning by his example, ready to follow, ready to
Learn.

He amiled.

He hadn't had one likethisinalong time.

"How?' she asked. The air was cold. Her hair was cold on her neck, il alittle damp where shed
dept onit, and gooseflesh bristled the hairs on her arms and legs so she felt the breeze more now, the air
dir-ring over her skin.

"Relax,” hesad. "If you fal, youfal onthe bed, and I won't let you hurt yourself. Okay?"

"Okay." She shivered, but held hersalf steady. She closed her eyes and took three deep breeths, and
without opening them again said, "I'm asrelaxed as1'm going to get, Chrigtian.”



"All right," he said. "What you need to do isfed that power in you. That euphoria. Do you haveit?'

" think 0."

"Doyou know!"

Lily listened. The sunlight glowed flesh-red through her eyelids, her body rocking on air currents and
theforce of Chrigtian'swill. She remembered hiskiss, the rain pouring over them that should have chilled
her to the bone and had felt like a baptism instead, washing her skin, washing her soul. Therewas
something like that down there, something potent asthe sunlight and cleansing asthat rain, arestless
energy. "l know," she said, because she did.

"Then know this" Christian said. He dmost didn't sound like Chris-tian; his voice was deeper, more
mélifluous. Sheleaned toward it, Sght-lessin the radiance. "That power isyour birthright, Lily. Thou art
God, and it doesn't take a sevenfold kiss to make you so—only your own de-cision asto which rules
you will and won't choose to abide by. And the law of gravity isone of those rules.”

She cracked an eye, squinting through her lashes, her face laced with shadows from the wild snarls of
her hair. "Roadrunner physics, Christian? Magic's onething. God isanother.”

"Why do you think the Church forbidsit?" he said, his voice mock-ing and reasonable, dl at once. "If
you knew what you were, you wouldn't need them to talk to God for you. Y ou'd know whereto find him
when-ever you wanted. But there's a price. And so you choose to accept their judgment that you are
poor little children. Not gods, not angels. Sheep in need of a shepherd, and about as smart and moral as
sheep, aswdll: can't even be trusted to do what's right because it'sright. No, it's God and the Church
holding the devil over your heads like ahousewife on Vaium squeaking, Wait 'til your father gets home!'

Chrigtian!" She swayed, shaking. A draft rustled through the gabled bedroom, and sherocked in
midair, her breath quickening to amoan. Her hands flexed, big hands that creaked hisknucklesashe
held on tight. "Don't yell & me.

| wasn't yelling," he said, but softened hisvoice. "I was explaining. if you want this power, you haveto
take respongbility for it. Y ou need to put that childishness down right now. Y ou have freewill. You
have freedom of choice. 'Do as thou wilt shdl be the whole of the law." can you be trusted to make your
own bed and take out your own trash, or do you need God shaking his stick at you?"

| don't know," she said, her eyes wide open. She swallowed, but settled back into place and eased
her bone-aching grip. "'If everybody just did what they wanted— "

"Grown-ups," he said, "also do what they should do. Without being told. What they should do, even
when it's not what they're supposed to do. Even when they get punished for it. Grown-ups don't need to
be threat-ened to get their chores done.”

"You don't think it's. . . condescending ... to say that anybody who acknowledges ahigher power is
an undisciplined brat? That's more judgmental than | expected of you. ..."

Hesmiled. "Not at dl," hesaid. "But | think we can do better for a God than one that's paternalistic
and suffocating, don't you? Leave that onefor the angels. They'reinto being told what to do. Now let go
of my hands, Lily, and hold yoursdf up.”

She st her jaw and jerked her hands back all at once—and flopped onto the bed like alanded fish,
laughing until she choked, giddy unto hysteria He pulled her tight and kissed her neck and stroked her
back, hisbody warm and smooth in her arms.

"Wdl, | fucked that up," she said, when she stopped coughing. Shelay under him, panting, her hands
clenching and unclenching on the sheets.

"Nonsense," he said, and kissed her mouth thistime. ™Y ou're doing great. Come on. Let'stry it again.”

"Sure" shesad. "Just let me go pee and take my pills.”

A smiling man dressed for adinner party wandered through the bright November afternoon, twirling a
slver sed-headed cane and tipping his hat to the ladies, unaware that a shadow tracked him. Padding on
lynx feet, tagting the air with a serpent'stongue, flittering across walls and tree trunks on a spider's eight
bristled legs, it moved unremarked, with-out hesitation, through the park. Its eyes watched Bunyip from
the shade of every withered leaf and blade of grass, a bee-vison kaleido-scope that would have dizzied



most.

Custom can inure one to stranger things.

When the crowds thinned and the evening cooled, Bunyip tucked his cane under hisarm and drifted
west asif headed home dong with everyone else. He passed under a sere wooden wisteriaarbor on the
L ake's southwest edge and paused to catch a glimpse of shoebox towers like God's own dominaos lined
up beyond the treetops, hazy in thefailing light. Those haunting shadows coa esced, and when he turned
back, a running woman caught his attention and he turned to watch her go.

Too much temptation. And she was aready running. What predator could resst?

He never seemed to move much faster than atroll, but her strides opened no distance between them
as hefollowed her over grass' and through rustling leef litter, down a dope to the western bridle path.
Her black braids bounced and her footfalls thudded dully on the packed clay trail, echoing from
fern-hung boulders as she came up on the rugtic Rift-stone Arch, in the shadow of the Dakota but
conceded fromits view by high embankments. Shetrotted under the bridge, vanishing in blue twi-light,
her running shoes squelching in mud.

The perfect place, and now Bunyip hurried. He wanted to catch her under the gray micaschist, press
her back on rough stones and taste her fear for amoment or two, fed the rumble of her heart in her
chest. He wondered if she was brave enough to fedl her death or if her pulse would stop when he
touched her, like afist-clenched bird's.

He undulated forward, mud cold and dick under hisbelly, his clawed flippers churning broad tracks
aongside the smooth curve pressed by his abdomen. A sharp thrust, acrashing lunge after her flegting
shadow in the dimness. He called out, aweird bitternlike wail that crashed and reverberated in the
confined tunnel to startle and confuse her. She turned, crouched, hands raised before her face.

Shedid not look afraid.

A cabled shape writhed underfoot and snapped around him in brusgue convulsive flexion. The coils
wrapped hard, aking cobras man-thick body wrought of shadow and glamourie twisting, thrashing him
to the ground. Scales rasped scales, belly to belly, scraped, scarred, did. He thumped and rolled, flippers
scrabbling mud and shadow-stuff, dashing as they'd dash flesh. And then he was on his back, stunned
with theforce of thefdl, awoman's small face hovering and her filed teeth smiling while the coils of the
shadow-serpent tightened around his neck. Her left hand was uplifted, poised. A glimpse of knapped
black-glass blade flecked with pale crystal s showed between curled fingers, and something big flared
shadow-ears like tent flaps behind her and trumpeted mockery.

"D'you think | could steal aBunyip's shadow?"' she asked, in an off-hand manner belied by her own
panting breaths. "If | cut it off with my little knife? Y ou're big and strong. But I'm smarter, and Sister
ndovo isstronger, isn't she? So maybe | should just give you the cobra, and the spider bite, and not have
to worry about you anymore. Littlefishie."

He writhed and snarled. Her coils ground tighter, bending back his scales, tugging his pdt. She'd
pinned one flipper in her coils and bound the other with her right hand grown magicaly powerful, but
even the dephant's strength couldn't hold him long. She'd been wiseto trick him, to catch him off guard
and surprised.

He let her think she'd cowed him, and surrendered in her grip. "What do you want, Kadiska?" " Stop
following the water-horse.” "What is that to you?'

She reached past him, past his tusks and staring opalescent eyes, and laid the blade of her obsidian
knife againgt the path. 1t tugged asit pricked his shadow, and he winced. "He belongs to my mistress,”
she said. Hissof her breath, warmth of it on his cheek. "And if she ever de-cides she's done with him,
hesmine”

"Oh." She might be strong—just as strong as her sister-shadow, power shrugged around her
shoulders—but she was little, despite the cobracoils. "That's no path | can walk, Seeker.” "What mean
you?"

"1 mean heisfailing hischarge, and if he cannot keep it, then onewho can will. | carry the word of the
Rainbow Snake." "Assassnate him." A nose-wrinkled snarl.

"|sthere another way for power to pass from hoof to hand, in Faerie?' He said it wryly, quietly, and



when he saw her lipstwitch in answer, he dammed both flippers upward, hurling her back and
sde-ways, toward the hand with the knife. She clutched after him, coilstightening with dl her stolen
strength, but he had aready pulled on his man-guise and dipped free, shoving the coils down and lifting
hislegs clear, heaving himsdf to hisfeet. A twist of thighs and hips and he stood upright, and then shifted
again, reared over her, balanced on hisflukeslike a breaching cetacean, flippers spread wide to embrace
and crush her before she could throw her shadow-coils round him again.

He came down like atsunami, expecting to meet her strength for strength, € ephant shadow to
elephant sedl. But she was gone, rolling away, cat-shadow quick as she somersaulted aside, mud
smeared in her braids and down her back, caked clots on her cheek and her thigh. Claw-quick flash of
her black knifeand arip like caught and shredding skin.

Herolled, reared back and howled, thrashing in the tunndl like a gaffed fish as she skittered away. The
shriek rose over the city, rang, resonated, churned, turned heads and shattered windows. Trees swayed,
their last shop-worn leaves sailing free. Dogs howled on Staten Idand. In Jersey City, babieswoke
crying, and wouldn't be soothed.

Kadiska stood up with Bunyip's black shadow twisting and squirm-ing in her right hand, and watched
him contort on the muddy New World clay. Helay ill, findly, moaning his pain as Kadiskafolded the
shadow small and tucked it into the bottom of her pocket, weighing it down with the knife. She folded
her arms over her chest, smearing the red eastic of her sports brawith till more mud, and waited until
Bun-yip wasdlent.

"Go back to Audrdia," she said. "Theresnothing in New Y ork for you. And another thing. Y ou tell
Mist that if she wants Kelpie, she can come and get him hersdlf. And if you want your shadow back" —
she smiled, with al her teeth— "you can go and get it from Elaine.”

lan'sirritation al but colored the air around him. The Prince paced, ig-noring the Kelpie and the Mage
and their gathering coterie at the bot-tom of the garden, stedling Sdelong glances a the Merlin and his
mother and the girl who stood beside them, so earnest and strangely un-cowed.

lan's placein the court was complex. Hisfather, Keith MacNeill, was the Dragon Prince—the
champion touched by the Dragon and doomed to sacrifice and horror, hisown life forfeit for the lives of
whatever nation he fought for —and his mother, who had been Elaine Andraste MacNelll, wasthe
Queen of the Daoine Sidhe. But the Mebd —Ilan's great-grandaunt (and the wife of Elaine's father) who
had been Queen before— had named lan her heir, not Elaine. Elaingsintervention had left lan more
human and Elaine more Fag, and it had spared |an the em-brace of the White-horn Throne.

And cost him hislover, and his daughter. For which he had for-given her.

Perhaps.

Soit wasn't unusud that lan wasirritated and restive in his cold mother's presence. Nor was it unusual
to find him pacing, adark world flung in orbit about her pale, Sationary star. But the anxiousnesswas
something new.

"The girl's not that pretty,” Cairbre whispered under his breath as lan swung near. Too soft for the
Queen or the Merlin to overhear, and far, far too soft for the girl. But lan'swolf ears madeit plain, and
he paused with onefoot in the air and set it down dowly. His hands un-folded and fell to hissides, pdms
turned againgt histhighs asif to con-cedl glistening swest.

The Elf-prince shot the bard a green-eyed stare. "It's not about pretty,” 1an murmured. "But why does
she get to stay and play Barbie-dollsin Faerie, when she hasn't aglimmer of strength?”

"Because she wantsto?' Soft, so soft, Cairbre'slips barely moving and the sound no more than a
brush of breeze across lan's neck.

lan gritted histeeth, thefirst sharp edge of canines cutting his gums. "That tune's not so pretty in my
mother's earswhen it's her son that playsit.”

Cairbre's hand brushed his elbow, strong as oak ticks. "Sheisless consigtent than another might be,
in her place.”

" She doesn't love anything. She'sthe Queen.” But ether the hand on lan'sarm or spitting out hisown
venom calmed him, and he managed to settle back againgt thewal and fold his hands over hisarms.

"And you so much want to be King and sit in that chair?* Cairbre's mildness was deceptive. lan



checked, but didn't see mockery on hisface, or find it in his scent. To al gppearances, he wasn't even
looking at lan. His regard rested on the Queen.

Not quite. But lan didn't say that. Because he'd managed, suddenly, to put anameto hisrage.

"If she's staying, then,” he said, "well, let her stay." He stepped forward, passing by Cairbre, and
paused before the Queen. He made a bow, and addressed her when she looked down. "Mother."

His curls broke at the ngpe of his neck, showing pae skin unadorned by acollar, and shereveled in
that nakedness before gesturing him to rise. "Are we so formd, then?"

"She'sto be of your court?' 1an asked, not so quietly that the morta girl couldn't overhear.

"What ese shdl | do with her?" Light, and mocking.

lan met her gray-green eyes, dark and soft as mossin shadows, and waited for the colorsto shift to
chocolate and autumn while he bit histongue. "Give her to me," he said, and refolded his hands.

If she had been the Mebd, her fan would have been open between her fingers, flick-flick-flicking a
little wind. But she was Elaine, or she had been Elaine, and her hands stayed curled loosdly by her Sdes.
Her high court diction would have told him she mocked, if the frankness of her scent did not. Do you
think that . . . seemly, lan, my son?"

"What caresthe court for seemly?' Herolled one shoulder. "Give her to me. Unlessyou think I'll
misuse her. Unless you think I'm not owed something for what I've lost. Unlessyou'd rather make her a
lady-in-waiting. Waiting for what?"

The Queen angled herself away from lan, staring over his shoulder. "Did you hear that, Juliet?"

White-lipped, the girl nodded. "What do you want of me?"

lan turned to look at her. "What are you good for?"

Her smile startled him, white and bright as awolf's. lan stepped back at her voice. "I can cut you. Or
pierce just about anything you want, if you're not afraid of alittle pain.”

‘She's not pretty,” the Queen said, such a sharp echo of Cairbre that 1an laughed.

"l brought her in," he said. It wasn't exactly alie, and he stared the Merlin down when he said it, asiif
shewould chalenge him, but she just tilted her head and smiled, and let her beads swing. The smileon
her lips could have meant anything, and that was Cardl dl over.

Jewds voice clipped the silence short. "Is pretty al you care about?"

"My mother is making an assumption,” lan answered. "Do you want to stay in Faerie, Juliet?"

To her credit, she paused. Her gaze tended sideway's, seeking out the boy with the badly dyed hair.
"Hewon't want to," she said. "He doesn't like blood.”

"l wasn't asking about him." And a Fae wouldn't think of him. Iron girl, thisland will kill you.
"What do you want?"

"To gay." Sharp and flat, and she hadn't paused to think about it, just dapped it down in chalenge.
"Not to stay and go? To come back and forth? To go up and down in the world, and seewhat is
good init and what isnot?" lan felt Cairbre's eyes on him, Carel's, hismother's. It didn't matter. All that

meattered wasthe girl.

"Can 17" Jug that. Can | stay and go? Can | travel back and forth?

"Y ou cannot live here," lan said, and raised his hand when she would have protested and told him that
the Queen had said she could stay. "Y ou can't. Not yet. My mother the Queen has said you can stay,
and her word islaw. But even her word cannot keep you dive and safe here without power to call your
own, Juliet. And when | look at you, | can see that you were born without power. Faerie will destroy
you."

She shook her head, raising her voice over his. Her hair flowed in wood-pale waves across her
shoulders, bresking into stray curls and locksin thewind. "I'm not — "

"Without power. Andtheliesyoutell yoursdf will seeyou eaten dl the fagter, here.”

"Y our mother said | could stay, Y- ... Your Grace."

Highness, but he didn't correct her.

"It was what you wanted," the Queen said, with atip of her head as Jewel s turned toward her in
supplication. "But lan is probably right. | promised permission to stay, Juliet. Not protection. If you
cannot pro-tect yoursdlf, you will not live.”



There is always more than one test. Jewels swallowed, and settled the bubble of fear in her guit.
"Butif yougivemeto ... to Prince lan?"

"I'll protect you," hesaid. "And you'll serveme.”

"And youll teach me?' Fine and defiant.

Hesmiled. "1 won't forbid you to learn.”

Her pause was long. She peeked at Carel. Carel spread her hands. "1 know somebody who could
teach you alittle of the old rdigion. It would be a gtart.”

Of course she could. She might spesk quietly, but awolf's ears could hear even what the Merlin
whispered into her phone.

Another slence, this one soft and pregnant. Jewels sucked her lower lip into her mouth and rolled it
between her teeth. An unattractive habit. Cairbre laid his mandolin aside and smiled. "Wdll, Juliet
Gor-man? It'sarare thing you're offered, permission to walk into the mor-tal realm and then back out
agan. It's not something helll extend to you twice. I'll promise you that."

Sheturned the other way, aflash of light in her eyes, and found Geoff, walking toward her, arose
gem in his hand. His face trans-formed when she smiled a him, and she looked quickly down. "My
Prince" shesaid, "l accept your terms.”

Shelifted her dight chin and smiled shyly. lan bresthed deep on the rush of rdief diding through him.
Held won. A brief match, and one that the Queen hadn't cared to fight him on. Or Cardl, or Morgan, for
that matter. Héd won thegirl.

Shewasjust agirl. Alive or dead, it shouldn't matter. But it did. He pitied her, in hisfoolish human
heart.

And the power of standing up to his mother and having her agree to his choices mattered more.

Yes, lan thought, as he glanced over his shoulder and winked a Cair-bre. Yes. | want to be King.

Chapter Eleven
The Gypsy Laddie

Asthe sun set and amoon like a Spanish doubloon usurped its place in the sky, the scent off the

gardens shifted and sweet-ened, jasmine and honeysuckle replacing the amost-rancid richness of rose.
Eterna day gave way to endless sunset, soft blue twi-light laid over everything, and then — sudden asa
set change—there swas moonlight and an indigo velvet sky rich with stars, like no sky Jew-els or Geoff
had ever seen.

Dinner reved ed another manner in which the Queen was unlike her predecessor. Kit in particular had
expected they would make their way insde to grace the long tables in the Great Hall. He had been rather
wickedly looking forward to finding where he sat in the Queen's estimattion: above the sdt, or below it.
But the new Queen was as American as she was Fae, and she summoned the page Wolvesbane and had
platters and plates and more chairs and small tables brought out to the patio, where they could dine
afresco, cooled by the evening breeze.

It was a pleasant change, much like Faerie after Hell. Not that the games here were any cleaner, but
flowers and soft music were an im-provement over any devil'staste in decor. Not that Faerie wasn't also
Hell, after its own peculiar fashion, but the Queen's chosen exile from God was more humane than
Satan's, or even Lucifer's.

Morgan had a subtle hand in the table arrangements. If Kit had been willing to dance asled, hewould
have found himsdlf gtting with Cairbre and Geoffrey—whose name reminded him of another Geoffrey



entirely, so that he wondered what had become of his old acquaintance—but in-

stead he managed to arrange a conversation between the boy and the e egant-necked woman who
they said was Merlin the Magician, and ex-cuse himself to the place a Morgan's table that Morgan had
intended for Cardl.

He seated himsdlf there, Whiskey on hisleft hand and Matthew on the right, and Morgan directly
across, while the Queen sat with Jewels and her son. An unsubtle manipulation: Morgan would know
very well what he was up to. But then, they'd played this game of old, and after answering the Queen's
ill-concealed hunger for whatever news of Keith MacNeill that Kit could give her, Kit found he didn't
have the heart to Sit and look at her. Not when he could see her father in the shape of her mouth, in her
arrogant nose, in the powerful bones of her hands.

S0 herearranged things to suit himself, to play spoiler both to the in-terest he suspected Morgan had
in the boy Geoffrey and to her cat-and-mouse pursuit of the unexpectedly generous yellow-haired Mage.

Petty spite aside, they needed the time to conspire. Kit wanted to know Matthew Magus before he
trusted him to guard his back. Besides, he felt a certain kinship to anyone whom Morgan le Fey was
working that hard to bed.

Matthew ate awkwardly, thefork in hisleft hand and the knife pinned under his right thumb. Kit
resisted the urge to cut hismeat for him, and instead turned to Whiskey. "Y ou are not overmuch
interested in your supper, water-horse."

‘It does not satisfy,” Whiskey said, pushing the peas around his gold-rimmed chinaplate.

" "Tisno fault of the chef's.” Kit smiled. "Not that | can detect, at any rate. | wish you a better appetite
inthe future." He spped hiswine. "Matthew Magus, | am curious.

Matthew looked up. It was an effort not to stare, and finding himself addressed, he indulged. "Curious
asaca?'

"And aslikdly to dieof it," Kit answered complacently. "I mean not to intrude— "

Intrude." Matthew snapped hisknife across his plate.

How does a Promethean cometo Fagrie?’

I might ask the same of you," Matthew said. His hand ached. He hated eating in public. Every bite
was an epic of concentration. He reached for hiswine, hoping the alcohol would easethe pain, alittle.
"But you left us, didn't you?"

"l was expelled,” Marlowe said, with asidewise smile a Morgan, who was applying hersdlf to her
plate with apparent unconcern. "At the prick of aknife.”

"Mine came on thetip of aunicorn'shorn,” Matthew answered. "Y ou want to know why | said I'd
second you."

"Not to put too fineapoint onit," Kit said. Matthew smiled at the pun, only aflicker, but it eased the
tightness across Kit's chest. "Yes, of course.”

The bread was more manageable. Matthew could hold it well enough right-handed, and butter it with
his left. Whiskey was doing something similar, bresking off bits of bread and soaking them in the juices of
hismeat. "If Jane Andraste weren't archmage, | might have a reason to come back.”

"Or lack reason to stay apart?'

"If you prefer.” Their gazes crossed, and locked until Morgan cleared her throat.

"Shouldn't your opposite number in thislittle pavane have sent her dog by now?'

Kit looked up a the moon. "I should think. Unlesswe're faster than the morta world today?"

Thewitch poured wine. "Perhaps he's lost on the borders.”

"Perhaps.” Kit swirled hiswinein crystd, and buried hisnoseiniit: plumsand oak, radiant as sunlight
onloam.

Morgan toyed with her fork, turning the warm, heavy silver over and over in her hand. "Perhapsyou
should go look for him, Sir Christopher, if you're so eager.”

"Perhaps| will," Kit said. "After dinner.”

He enjoyed Whiskey's chuckle. But Matthew pushed his plate away and made asif torise, his|eft
hand tightening on the arm of hischair. "I'll go. If someone will tell mewhere I'm likely to meet him and
draw me amap. | am your second, after all. And know the forms," he contin-ued, ending Marlowe's



interruption before it properly got free of the poet'slips. "Probably better than you do. I've only been to
New Y ork recently, not Hell."

But Marlowe's hand, which he had raised, continued out. The poet stared at Matthew's shirt, or
maybe at his chest behind it, and half stood to catch the laces at Matthew's collar. Marlowe steadied
himself on the table edge while Matthew stood till, alowing the poet latitude to con-tinue his action.

Which appeared to be tugging Matthew's shirt open and staring at hisink. He touched ablack line
with afingertip, his skin warm on Matthew's flesh, and drew it back. "Therésironin this."

"That was the purpose,” Matthew answered. "It'sarmor.”

"It'smore than armor. Morgan?”'

Shedidn't look up from cutting her meset. "Oh, aye, I've seenit. Nice work, no?"

"1 know these patterns.”

"They're Promethean symbols," Matthew said, stepping out of range of Kit's hand. ™Y ou would."

Kit let soft-washed linen dip through hisfingers. He shook his head and sank back in hischair. "No,
you don't understand. I've worn the like. Painted by the hand of Prometheus himsdlf. Where did you
come by those?"

"My brother and | both had them," Matthew answered, hoping Mar-lowe wouldn't see him shiver.
"What mean you ... | mean, what do you mean, ‘the hand of Prometheus himself?" It was far too easy to
get tan-gled up in Marlowe's archaic diction, especialy with everyone else around code-switching.

The voice at Matthew's shoulder that interrupted wasn't exactly a voice. It was morelikethe
immediate and vivid memory of someone hav-ing spoken, moments before.

‘Indeed, Kitten. Whatever do you mean?.

Matthew, trapped between his chair and the table, turned so abruptly that he spilled hiswine.
Whiskey intercepted the tottering crystal with inhuman speed, crimson splashing his hand and arm. He set
the glass back down, and lifted his hand to his mouth to sponge the remaining droplets away with his
tongue.

Whiskey knew better than to look up and meet the Morningstar's star-blue gaze.

Matthew was not so well-versed. And in fairness, didn't know who he was dealing with at first. He
looked, and caught his breath at the shadow-crowned beauty of the being who confronted him. Someone
stood at hedl on the stranger's |l eft; Matthew barely noticed him.

:Sir Chrigtofer, Queen Morgan, Kelpie,: the entity continued. :1 am content to see you dl well. And
Matthew Szczegielniak. | am pleased to make your closer acquai ntance.:

Matthew just managed to shut his gaping jaw. He made alittle bow between the table and the chair
and stepped free. "Y ou have me at a dis-advantage, I'm afraid.”

"S0 he does everyone,” Whiskey murmured into hiswineglass.

The beautiful stranger twisted the toe of a glossy black boot on pale marble and folded his hands
behind him. :If I am not mistaken, my dear Kit was about to offer introductions.:

Matthew's heart quickened when the stranger smiled a him. An-other Elf-knight? he wondered.
And then Kit disentangled himsdlf from the table and stood, and Matthew realized everyone dsewas
standing too — even the Queen — standing silently, asif at attention, having made no sound at dl other
than the scrape of chairs and the rustle of cloth. And Matthew aso now redlized he knew the man who
hovered at the stranger's left hand like a coursing dog about to dip the leash.

"Felix," Matthew said, rolling his shoulders under his jacket to make the talismansjingle. Hewore his
city on hisback like asnail. Felix he could handle. One-handed or two. "Sir Christopher, | would hazard
aguessthat your enemy's second has arrived. Did you retrieve him at the border, sir ... 7

The angd smiled. :Morningstar will do. Unlessthere's another name you prefer, Matthew Magus. |
have so many. Kit?:

"Of course, introductions,” Kit said, stepping close enough to fed the warmth of the devil's radiance.
"Lucifer Morningstar, Matthew Magus. | hope you don't expect meto believe that timing was
coincidence, old Snake."

I love your pet names, Kitten.: Caressing, asif he meant it. A lover'stones.

Felix smiled and turned his ring with histhumb, and said nothing that hisfolded hands couldn't say for



him.

Kit forced alaugh. "Matthew, forgive mewhen | say that | hope very dearly that you two do not get
dong.”

:Nonsense,: Lucifer said. :We're going to be tremendous friends. Matthew, my hopes are smpler than
Kit's, | hopeyou'll permit meto ex-amine your hand?.

"My hand?' Matthew could hear the thick stunned stupidity in hisown voice.

:Theruined one,: Lucifer said, as Fdlix hung behind him, apilot fish off the stern of ashark. :Perhaps
we can makeit beautiful again.:

Matthew caught Kit's warning glance, sharp enough that it cut the seductive sapphire haze of Lucifer's
regard. "Thank you," Matthew said. He pushed his glasses up his nose with histhumb. "I'd just as soon
not owe you that."

Lucifer dghed and winked over Matthew's shoulder at Kit, lifting his shoulders and letting them fall
again under black velvet. It was the most beautiful, negligent gesture Matthew had ever imagined. :What's
onething, moreor less?.

"Sill," Matthew answered, with ashrug of hisown, afar lesslovely, more avkward one.

'Yes dill.:

That breathtaking smile. Literdly. Matthew had to stare down at his shoesto get air in past the pain
that filled hislungs when hetried to look the Devil in the eye. Something warm pressed his shoulder:
Marlowe, unexpectedly, standing beside him like abrother warrior.

Lucifer's smile caressed Marlowe aswell, and Matthew felt him shudder. It didn't fed like ashudder
of pan.

:Asyou wish, Matthew Magus. For now, then, I've brought you Felix Magus, who waslost dong the
way. Soif you will forgive my haste, | must be about the errand | delayed to fetch him. Good day:

The Devil excused himsdf with afaint, gracious bow, clean of any hint of mockery, and turned toward
the waiting Queen. And Fdlix Luray stepped forward, extending hisright hand exactly asif he'd
for-gotten that Matthew couldn't accept it, and said, "Do | have the honor of addressing the second of
Chrigtoferus Magus, late of London?"

Matthew squared his shoulders and nodded, and didn't bother to show Felix hishand. "Y es, Felix.

Y ou know that you do."

A traditiona ratatouille takestime, and. there are just enough burners on the average stove to manage
it. When the dish is congtructed classically, the eggplant, zucchini, and green pepper are cooked
individualy, and added to arustic tomato, garlic, and onion sauce only at the end of preparation, to alow
the flavorsto meld without muddling. The dish is seasoned with herbes du Provence: basll, fennd,
lavender, marjoram, rose-mary, savory, tarragon, and thyme.

Gypsy looked upon cooking asaritud.

Whichisto say, hisinterest was more practica than ceremonia, and he was willing to sacrifice liturgy
to pragmatism. He started with one pan, heavy-bottomed and well-oiled, not cast iron—because of the
acid in the tomatoes—but copper-clad sted. Asthe ail heated, filling hiskitchen with the memory of
seven thousand Cretan summers, he diced onions, no motion wasted.

The oil shimmered in the pan, and when he glanced into the bottom, he scryed those summers: sunlit
ladsin fierce competition, their bodies gleaming with Homer's "liquid gold”; Solomon and David; sun,
stone, drought, silence, and solitude; the olive-crowned heads of athletes and warriors, Athends stern,
helmed countenance.

With both hands, Gypsy shoveled diced white onionsin and stirred them with along-handled oaken
gpoon. Thevisions vanished in ahiss of piquant steam and afew drops of oil pattered the white and
green tile backsplash. Onion for autumn, onion for healing. He lowered the heat: a sauté, not asizzle.
Garlic next, when it wouldn't burn, its pun-gent raw scent mellowing to sweetness asit melted into the
gilding onions. Exorcism and relief from nightmares. A spell to keep witchesat bay. He smiled,



appreciating theirony, as he brushed papery skinsinto the compost bucket and wiped his blade.

Hisknife was good sted, with ablack wooden handle, sharpened until the blade did through the crisp
flesh of bell peppers without awhisper of resistance. He only had one knife.

He only needed one.

Peppersin, cooking gently so there would be no bitterness. And then the tomatoes, out of thesink in
the colander where held | eft them drain-ing. The coring and scalding and peeling could be donein
advance. Summer was over, S0 he opened a can of tomato paste and added two spoonfuls for the flavor.
Wolf-apples, deadly nightshade's sweseter brother, gift from the Americasto the world. Olive oil floated
in rose-tinted lenticular dots on the lightly smmering surface as the tomatoes melted. Salt and pepper. He
brought herb bottles down from a cabinet well-removed from the stove, where he kept them in darkness
to com-pensate for theridiculous clear glass.

Before the herbs, ataste. Too much acid, so he added a pinch of sugar—brown sugar, to sweeten the
tongue. And then he opened the jars one a atime, and measured into his pam.

Basi|, to summon scorpions—although probably not in Massachu-setts, whatever Pliny said—and to
ensure prosperity. Fenned—nhe crushed it in his ceramic mortar before sprinkling it into the pot—for
sweetness and cleansing. Fenndl, too, to drive off witches. Gypsy choseto interpret that as maign magic,
asymbol of witchcraft rather than witches per se.

Besdes, hewasfond of fenndl.

Lavender, rolled between hisfingers before he laid it in three gentle sweeps across the surface of the
sauce. Lavender, sharp and sweet, the blossoms releasing their acrid, musty scent when he crushed them.
Lavender for peace, for purification. Lavender for dreamless deep, and thyme for purification too,
purification and courage and protection and the powers of the mind: each one another pass of Gypsy's
knotty left hand.

He sang as he cooked, sock-footed in his kitchen, standing in the angle between the chipped ename
face of the gas stove held salvaged from a condemned house in Woonsocket and the pine-green painted
cabinets with the dightly crooked doors held cut and hung himself. 1t would do for an incantation.

After thyme he added the savory — mental powers again—and the marjoram, for protection and
hedth. And then rosemary, rolled be-tween both palmsto break the needles, silver-gray, redolent of
summer and hope and pine. Rosemary for remembrance, rosemary for youthfulness, rosemary for all
things honest and true. Rosemary to bind and rosemary to ward. Rosemary over the crib to fend the Fae
away.

He scattered the crumbled |eaves across the sauce, and stirred gently. Nothing left now but the
tarragon, which he bought fresh becauseit logt itsflavor inthejar. It would go in at the end, after the rest
of the vegetables, but he stripped it from the stems and chopped it now, hisknife glittering in the
overhead light.

There was no magic in tarragon. Oh, some hardy soulswould say it was cleansing or soothing, for
polishing chdices or banishing unwanted obstacles, for averting the bites of venomousthings. It had none
of these powers. Gypsy suspected that to say otherwise was pity for the nervous, woodly little plant with
no virtue but sweetness.

Therewas no magic in tarragon. But it tasted good, and he inhaed itslicorice aromaas he swept it
from his cutting board into a bowl, for now, humming another verse. No history, no images shimmered
over the blue and white rice-grained ceramic as he turned his attention to the zucchini and the aubergines.

There was no magic in tarragon. Its French name was esdragon, thelittle dragon, fromthe Latin
dracunculus. Gypsy pushed the floating pieces of eggplant and green squash down in the sauce with the
back of his spoon, sampled the sauce one more time, and covered the pot to wait while it cooked on
down.

The spell was award, acome-hither, asimple thing meant to protect and bring trust, ease
communication. It worked like the charm that it was. The heavy old harvest-gold phone rang before he
had finished cooking. He answered on the second ring. "Hello, Autumn.”

"Dammit." Shelaughed. "'l know you don't have cdler ID on that old rotary did — "

"Magic," he said, and then laughed and spoke before she could redl-ize she had had no reason to call



him. "Hey, aslong asyou're on theline, are you and Carel doing anything for dinner tonight?"

"Tonight?' He heard arustle as she sat up straighter in her chair. She might have been dozing over the
paper. "No, um, | mean, Carel'snot home yet. And | was just contemplating making supper out of an
orange and abag of Doritos, actualy.”

"Wadl, don't do that,” he said. "I made stew and bread, and | have no-body to help me et it. My date
stood me up. So what do you say? I'll be over in about an hour.”

"Y ou don't have to ask metwice," she said, and laughed a him when he made quick excusesto get
off the phone.

He'd noticed something, when sheld dropped by Moiras house the night before to talk to Moira
about the friend of Cardl'swho might beinterested in the coven. Something new. He'd dways liked
Autumn. Shewas atough girl, in a crunchy-granola sort of way. But one thing she'd never had was any
real power.

Gypsy'd been able to see power, intermittently after a sun dance on one hot North Dakota day in
1975, and consigtently since the Dragon. And Autumn had never owned any of her own, though she'dd
carried afaint nimbus like glitter-dust on her skin, brushed off from Carel.

But now ... It still wasn't power. Not her power, anyway. But now looking at her made his scars
warm, and he had to know: what she'd seen, where sheld found it.

Whether it had changed her.

He bundled the stew into the car, dtill initsbig ename pot. Autumn didn't have awoodstove like
Moiras, but she had awarm and cozy kitchen, with abig oven for heating the bread and the ratatouille in
its blue-flecked enameled pot. It shouldn't take long; the stew retained alot of heat, despite transport.

Autumn made honey-butter with ahand whisk while Gypsy set the table with mismatched stconeware
bowls she'd bought in Provincetown. He ought to have felt guilty. But he could gtill seetheaura,
something else's power like ascatter of snow on her shoulders, and her air of dis-traction had thickened.

There was nothing wrong with buying alittle insurance.

When she turned around and brought the honey-buitter to the table, Gypsy took advantage of the
opening to rescue the bread from the oven, using a pair of teatowelsto protect his hands. He set it on
the cutting board and fetched out the ratatouille while Autumn went to find a bot-tle of wine in the rack
down in the cdllar, then spooned the stew care-fully into the bowls.

The one hed picked for himsdlf was rough and unfinished on the bot-tom, the artist's name
pin-scratching the palm of his hand. The glaze was arich variegated blue that had feathered cloudy white.
The flaws added to the beauty; it was ashameto cover it with food.

He sat down to wait as Autumn came back up the cresking stairsinto the kitchen, awaft of coal,
moister air following her. She set the wine bottle in the sink and wiped the dust off. Gypsy got up and
handed her the corkscrew from the rack beside the fridge before she reached for it. "What did you
pick?'

"A Pinot Noir. | should have opened it sooner, but | supposeit can air out in the glassaswell as
anywhere”

"Heathen," he said, cheerfully, and pulled two wineglasses out of the hutch.

"If | wasn't, wed dl beintrouble." She worried the cork from the bottle and laid it aside, joining him
at the table amoment later. Shelifted the glasses out of his hand one at atimeto pour. "So thismust bea
new girlfriend?'

"Pardon?' Gypsy paused, the bread knifein his hand.

"Nobody who'd eaten your cooking would stand you up,” she said. Shetook her seat as he diced the
bread, and held out her hand for the hedl. The aroma of rosemary, garlic, and olive oil steamed from the
cut surface, filling the kitchen, and she sighed and bresthed deeply, closing her eyes. "Not that I'm
complaining of the errors of others by which | benefit.”

Gypsy dipped aknife in the honey-butter and smoothed it over the rough crumb of the bread. Not
enough milk, alittle too much oil. He chewed dowly, an excuse not to talk. Autumn's silence as she dug
into the ratatouille was gratifying.

"Y ou should open arestaurant,” she said, when she paused in her me-thodica eating long enough for



aspof wine. "l bet you heer that dl thetime."

"| thought about it," he said, cutting himsalf another dice of bread. Autumn had the good honey. "But
who wantsto work that hard?"

"l own anursery,” shesaid, with adry hafway laugh. "I'm the wrong one to ask."

"So what should | be asking?' He stretched hisfeet under the table, sock heels dipping on worn
linoleum. The warm draft from under the refrigerator blew across histoes. "Carel'snot redly in Texas, is
she?'

She stopped with adice of bread hafway to her mouth. " Setup,” she said.

"Y ou wound me."

Shedidn't laugh. Her hand trembled as she baanced the piece of bread on the rim of her bowl.
"Gyp-"

"l can see something'swrong, Autumn. Ever since you and she got to-gether, there have been things
you haven't been telling anyone. | worry." He gave detailed attention to the movements of hisfork ashe
teased out a cube of eggplant and speared it through. "I'm just looking to be afriend.”

She grinned gtiffly and gulped wine. And sat back in her chair, loose joints in the wood complaining,
and folded her arms. "What'sin the ratatouill€?’

"Eggplant, zucchini, tomatoes, and herbes du Provence." He answered with his mouth full, and took
another bite. "And asmall blessng. Pocket-szed."

"Uh-huh." But she picked up her fork again. The seduction of good food, and warm company. "Y ou
wouldn't believethetruthif | told it to you.”

'l do believein Faeries. What else do you need?’

"Hah!"

Autumn.” Helet hisfork clink on the edge of the bowl as he rested it. Look. Y ou're shedding fairy
dust every time you move and you're obvioudy worried sick about Carel. And whatever else you've got
going on. Would it kill youto tel me?’

Widl, Cardl might." But she didn't close the door any tighter than that. Instead, she kept eating, and
got up for seconds when she reached the bottom of the bowl. He wasright. She could push it aside dl
she wanted, dig trees until the cows came home, work her hands blistered — and she would till be left
standing helplesdy on the sddlines, the princessin the tower, while Carel rode off to awar she couldn't
even describe.

Autumn did not fancy hersdf a Penelope.

Standing before the stove, her back toward Gypsy, she closed both hands on the pull bar of the oven
and sighed. "Funny you should men-tion Faeries" she said.

She turned, hands crossed behind her back, and leaned on the oven door. Gypsy watched her, |etting
hisarmsfdl to thetable. "Don't set yourself onfire"

"The burnersare off." Shetook adeep breath, tasting it, and let it out again. "Hell, Gyp. Have you
ever seen aunicorn?”

It isnot many timesin one'slife that one can count upon the Devil to make obeisance. But there he
was, knedling before the Queen, shadows acirclet on hisgolden hair. She touched his shoulder, where a
wing should have been, and bid him rise.

"Y ou don't actualy comein supplication,” she said as he rose to hisfeet, so close she could fed the
breeze his body made uncoiling.

He bent over her hand, brushed it with hislips, and stood, lips quirk-ing. : The forms must be
observed.:

"Must they?"

:If not us, who? Y our mother sends greetings, Y our Mgesty..:

"Shewould." The Queen began waking, bringing him along with agesture. She glanced over her
shoulder and caught Cardl's eye. The Merlin moved forward, falling into step at the Queen'sleft hand as
Lu-cifer did on her right. "And you are nothing but her messenger?1 find that unchancy.”

His smile was unbearable. She would have glanced away from its brightness, but she was Queen.



Instead, she lifted her chin and smiled in return. She had felt worse pain, now and again.

:Angels have always been messengers, Y our Mgesty. Don't | seem acommon sort of errand boy to
you?.
The Queen could amogt stop her hands from shaking. "An uncom-mon one, maybe — "

"Then let's have the message." Carel, more plainly than the Queen would have dared, for after al she
owed Lucifer no fealty now. Keith had settled that debt forever.

:The Prometheans think they own me, Mistress Merlin. They dso think they own Him.: Polite asthe
very devil, not to say the name of the Divinein Faerie.

"And arethey right?' Cardl's earrings spun as she flipped her braids over her shoulders. She had long,
strong fingers, lightly fleshed over the bones.

:After afashion.: Something flashed behind him, asweep of white feathers, glazed bluein the
maoonlight. : Insofar asthey work to control al stories. Jane Maga wished you to know that she does not
welcome Fae intrusonsinto her domain.:

"Hardly arevedion.”

The Queen heard it thistime, and there could be no doubt from Lu-cifer'shaf smilethat hedid, as
well. Carel was defending her; that notein her voice was aflat territorial growl. "And?" the Queen asked.

:If you deliver her the miscreant, along with Master Marlowe and her other runaway Mage, dl is
forgiven.:

Under the jasmine arbor, the Queen paused. "Did she happen to pass dong areason why | should
turn her prodigas over? Or does she ex-pect my filial devotion to carry the day?"

:She said to appedl to your better ingtincts.:

"Therésalost cause. If | had better ingtincts, they'd tell me to pro-tect Matthew and Kit, not hand
them over for . . . what, reeducation?' The Fae formdity dipped into unadorned Midwestern English.

The Queen's steps picked up speed. She lifted her hem to dlow her-sdlf aswinging stride, out of
placein the silver-gilt gtiffness of the gown as her face and posture became animated. Carel was not as
tall, though more practicaly dressed. She hurried to keep up.

Lucifer paced them easily. When the Queen turned to him, astare that layered ice over hest like the
core of the sun, he balanced himsdf to astop with hiswings, unveiling them broad and worthy in the
moonlight.

:She offers peace,: the angel said. :She offersan end to the war.

The Queen stopped so short her gown overbalanced her. Cardl's quick hand on her elbow saved her
an upset, though it cost her some dignity. She turned, gravel knobby through the soles of her dippers. "A
true end. Not a cease-fire."

:Gestures toward an eventud dliance. Promethean and Fae.: Weve won out of your service,
Morningstar. Would | blithely wak in again?

Rose-pink lips caressed the amile thoughtfully before helet it out into the air. :Shewill rebuild the
Prometheus Club, Y our Mgesty. She'sbegun doing it dready. And though you rule athousand yearsin
Faerie, you will not reign forever. Think of war. Think of your son.:

"When do | think of anything else?" the Queen asked. Cardl’'s hand tightened on her elbow. She
turned, away from Lucifer and his tempta-tions, and glanced back up the path and the doped flight to the
assem-bled Magi, mortas, and Fag, dl of them pretending they were not sneaking glances at the Devil,
the Merlin, and the Queen. Marlowe stood gpart from the others, arms crossed, one foot kicked up as
he leaned on therail. He was watching Matthew and the English Mage with the gray-ing black hair, their
heads bent close, as they argued the terms of the duel. Can he beat her?

That was what it came down to. A deal with Jane, or aded with Marlowe &fter he defeated her. If he
could defest her.

If the Queen waswilling to help him destroy her mother.

Lucifer folded hiswings

“I'll think onit," the Queen said, quietly, turning. She waved both Lucifer and Carel away when they
moved to follow her. "Leave medone," shesaid. "And send me Whiskey. I'm going for awalk.”



Chapter Twelve
| Guessthe Lord Must Bein New Y ork City

|1
Y ou know, Fdlix," Matthew said, "I haven't thought of you inyears." It was acalculated cruelty, the

more so for itstruth, and Maithew felt alittle guilty for not didiking himself more when he could apply it
with such precision. "Y ou haven't changed a bit."

Felix rubbed his nose with one finger and offered a pinch-mouthed amile. "If wereindulgingin
pleasantries, Matthew, the only response | can makeisthat you have changed rather alot.” Thefinger
flicked left and right, indicating Fae and devils and misplaced mortals. "1'm sur-prised to find you in such
mixed company. What happened to the boy who wanted to see them al dead like the parasites they
ae?'

"He reassessed his opinion that the iron world was any better,” Matthew answered. He pushed his
handsinto his pockets to hide the way his fingers wanted to tighten, and pretended arelaxed douch.
"And you? | imagine you've been busy? Going up and down in theworld, asit were?"

Asitwere" Felix answered. He seemed genuindly at ease, amused, while it wasdl Matthew could
manage to keep his own voice from shaking. He didn't want to face Jane, even indirectly, and he was
a-ready regretting having told Marlowe held stand as his second.

On the other hand, it wasn't asif he could have lived with himsdf if he d |eft the poet to face her done.
Sometimes aman had to get in-volved.

Felix cleared histhroat. "Are you with me, Matthew?"*

Matthew nodded, forcing his attention back to the conversation at hand. He would rather have been
anywhere e Tilting a windmills. Y ou nameit. " Janes the challenged party,” he said. " Choose your
damned venue. WEll be there."

"The Arthur Kill," Felix said. "The marine scrapyard.”

"Damn," Matthew said. A heck of achoice, and not good for Kit, whose familiarity with modern naval
technology might not be strong. He couldn't come up with an immediate reason to dismissit from
con-sderation, though, and the crumbling ships had been used asaMage's dueling ground before. "All
right. Thisweek." Thelesstime Jane had to prepare, the better.

"Next week," Felix answered. "Think of it asaconcession. It will give you timeto familiarize your man
withthe. . . turf. And maybe shake the dust of Faerie off your own boots. Ad it were."

Matthew glanced at Kit, who stood under the arbor, arms folded, stu-dioudy ignoring them. "What's
wrong with you, Felix, isthat you're too goddamned small and too goddamned smug. Y ou never cared
for any-thing but the power, and it wasn't enough, and now you're like a—a spurned lover, and I'm the
other man. And it'stwenty years ago now. Let it go."

"Y ou redly think I'm motivated by envy? How about justice? Fair-ness? Y ou only ever wanted
revenge."

Matthew took the hit well, he thought, though it stung enough to si-lence him for amoment. He
grabbed aquick breath, and shot back, "Y ou should have been born aFaerie. You'd havefit right in."

"Funny you should say that," Felix answered, cheerfully examining hisfingernails. "Consdering where |
findyou."

"Sunday,” Matthew said. | should not let him bait me.

"Sunday,” Felix agreed.



Marlowe hadn't moved in minutes. He stood allittle gpart from the oth-ers, near animmense
burgundy-blossomed lilac that embraced the balustrade, shading and scenting one entire corner of the
patio. Theleathery hearts of itsleaves brushed his shoulders, their shadows sharp as bladesin moonlight
that laid the patio brighter than a candl€lit room. The blossoms nodded over his hair, heavy stems echoing
his bowed neck. Out of earshot and nearer the wisteriatrelis, Matthew and Felix stood closer than they
wanted to, the devious breeze that teased afew strands out of Matthew's ponytail powerless against
Fdix'sdicked dark waves.

The table the Queen had occupied was empty. Jewels and Geoffrey sat sde by side now, hishand
resting on her forearm asif she needed the reassurance more than he did: ablatant lie. Jawels leaned
againg him, upper arms brushing, but her attention was firmly fixed on lan, whose black-clad form made
aknife-cut slhouette againgt the golden stone of the paace wall. Cairbre crouched beside the bench on
which held played, packing his mandolin carefully away—thick velvet wrap-pingsinside the hard wooden
case—and Morgan and Whiskey Hill sat at their table, toying with trifle and port as Merlin and the Devil
re-turned. "Shewantsyou," Carel said to Whiskey.

Whiskey nodded and set his ngpkin aside. Three steps from the table he shifted midmotion, showing
Lucifer dl the regard he might afence pogt, clearing the steps with indifferent power. Lucifer stared after
the water-horse as he cantered in pursuit of hismistress, al collected grace and dig-nity. Then the Devil
looked up and caught Kit watching, tucked a stray curl behind one ear — a picture of innocence— and
beckoned. And Kit, squaring his shoulders under his particolored cloak, went before he paused to think
if hewilled it or not. He fdt the eyes upon him as he moved: Felix Luray, Matthew turning in his chiming
coat, Carel reach-ing out to brush his deeve and letting her hand fall before it clove the sllence Kit wore
like acat's bared teeth and prickled fur.

He stopped short, and Lucifer took the last few stepsto close the dis-tance between them. :He does
not care for my presencein Faerie.:

Kit chuckled and lowered his voice, hoping to keep hiswords for the angd aone. He felt the strength
around his shoulderswhen L ucifer en-compassed him with awing, for al he didn't seeitsarch. "Few
enough do, | warrant. Art leaving?'

:Art following, when | do?:

Thou hadst thy use of me," Kit answered. He turned in the lee of the angd's pinions and folded his
arms atop the balustrade, looking over the night garden. The crunch of Kelpie's hoofbeats faded into the
distance. Enough and more than enough.”

Lucifer laughed dmost sllently, hishair escaping around hisfacein coiled tendrils, hisface creasing
beside the nose and eyes. : Thou'rt prideful asl, Kitten.:

"Aye, and for dmost aslong. Mayhap I'll be archmage, an | win the combat. Would it please thee?"

:And so comest thou on aspira, from mastered by Prometheans to mastering them?:

"Therésacertain poetry init." Kit turned to the Devil. "And, asthou didst but now proclam, | am
prideful asthee.”

:Aye,: Lucifer answered. :Thou dost thee the Devil. Thereisadetailed pridein that.:

"Methinks|'ve earned familiarity.”

.But thou aspirest to virtue now?.

Kit shrugged. "Virtue untested isno virtue at dl. Thou knowest | loved thee. The Devil can seein
human hearts”

:Ah. Would that that were so.:

Lucifer sghed, eyes downcast, and Kit cleared histhroat. "So tell me—"

Polite attention, astirring of invisiblewings and alift of agolden brow.

" —is it better toreignin Hell?"

:No,: the Devil answered, with rare, plain honesty. :But then, | am thy Lucifer,
thou-who-wert-Christofer Marley, and not John Milton's Satan. Thou wouldst achieve adifferent answver
in another story, gr.:

"Y ou came back for me. Back through history."



‘What'stimeto the Devil ?.

"I'm sorry."

:Think not on't.: And Lucifer stepped away, leaving Kit's shoulders cold with the brush of aswan's
hard feathers. : There are worse images to be made in. Ah, and thy second appears to have made thine
arrange-ments. Wilt speak with him?.

The Devil furled hiswingswith aflick Kit heard, though he saw nothing but ashift of shadowsin the
moonlight. Matthew peered wor-riedly through his glasses. The Mage had paused just outside of
Lu-cifer'sreach, and he stood there, fingersrippling againgt hisjeans. "Y es, Maithew?"

"Sunday the seventh,” Matthew said.

" Twill serve. Where?'

"Not Manhattan," Matthew answered. "Nor Faerie either. Rossville, Staten Idand. I'll take you there
leter.”

"Good," Kit said. He rubbed the back of his hand across his mouth, and looked away. "I'm going to
find adrink.”

It was odd, Matthew thought, that it didn't seem more odd to find himsdf standing on averandah in
Faerie, kitty-corner to Lucifer Morn-ingstar, watching along-dead poet stalk away. What am | doing
here?

Hedidn't quite know. HEd lost everything, in Faerie. And gone back to Manhattan because it was
what he knew, what he'd been raised to. He just kept doing what he'd been doing because he didn't
know what else to do, and passion and devotion—to accuse he had believed in—had become habit as
tired as any moribund marriage.

"A measure of amisspent life," he murmured. Well, hewas due amidlife criss, wasn't he?

Magter Marley?.

"No," Matthew answered. "I meant mine. Y ou know, he's not what | would have expected, if you had
told me | was going to meet Kit Marlowe."

‘They cdled him Kind Kit, you know.:

Matthew laughed and brushed histopcoat open with histhumbs so he could shove hishandsin his
pockets. "I had heard it was meant as mockery."

Lucifer'swings rustled, and now Matthew could see them, manifest in the darkness. The Devil smiled.
‘Hewas never lessthan kind to me.:

The next day was Thursday, and Don knew he was going to have to tell Ernie something. Don
planned to take the subway in, theway he always ad, but the sdewalks chilled hisfeet through leather
soles and he needed coffee first. Hed have to trade in his loafers soon enough, but for now, he was
reluctant to let go of summer. Evenif it meant cold feet in the morning.

Monette and Mamawere both till in bed when he got up. Breakfast was Starbucks from the shop
near the precinct and a self-ddlivered lec-ture to take better care of himsdlf. He paused outside to sip his
latte and contempl ate the pigeons and the pedestrians, thewind icing hisneck. A black-haired girl with
Snow White skin turned and smiled at him with-out bresking stride, agirl inayellow skirt, sunflower
barrettes framing her face.

It struck him odd. Middle-aged black man in asuit doesn't get smiled at so often by awhitegirl his
daughter's age, even if heisdrinking afour-dollar coffee. Not unless she's on thejob, and she didn't look
like she'was on the job.

NY PD was the only metropolitan police department in the US with an international counterintelligence
presence. In enforcement strength, the department numbered more than thirty thousand officers, the
pop-ulation of agood-sized suburb unto itself. Most days, Dondl found that acomforting thought, asif
the sheer mass of the armies of the law must have ardativistic effect on the fabric of society, bending it
toward what was right and honest. The brotherhood. The thin blue line. We hold these truths to be
self-evident. . .

But in the shiver of recognition that spidered up his spine, he found himsdlf entirely done.

It was ahunch, a stark absolute certainty with nothing under it but ingtinct. Don durped the last gulp of
latte, tossed a cup light as ashed insect husk into a keep-your-city-clean barrel, and waited for the street



traffic to fill up the space between them before he followed her on down.

What the hell. He could call if it looked like he was going to be late.

Theresdua hest of the coffee cup still warmed his palm, but the ring Felix Luray had pressed on him
retained nothing of it. It was cold, cold and tight, a serpent wrapped around hisfinger, condricting. He
clenched hisfingers againg it, squeeze and release. The cold soaked to the bone, demanding and
reassuring. Another compact. Another oath. New dlies.

He needed a different brotherhood now.

People hunched in their jackets, steam drifting from their lips, the manhole covers, the subway grates.
And maybe that was what it was about the girl, besidesthe warning chill in hisring. Barelegs, askirt like
agarland of danddion fluff, her hair dl down her back in adark cascade, restrained by those plastic
barrettes. She wore marigold Converse All Stars laced up her skinny ankles, the holes frayed where
the grommets had been picked out, black socks bunched around the tops.

She doesn't look Fae. Buit, then, what did Fae look like? Anything they wanted, Don supposed.

Hefollowed her around the corner, watching her avoid the subway grates as she trip-trop, trip-trap,
trip-tropped aong the sdewalk. The ring was an ache up hisarm to the elbow joint, cold or pain
conducted by the bone. She turned onto Sixth Avenue, and he was definitely going to be late. He
checked the time on his phone and winced. The desk was on speed did, and he used the phone to hide
his face while varying his dis-tance and keeping the bulk of the crowd between him and hisquarry. The
skirt made her easy to keep track of, asthey whispered like a breeze through the city.

And what am | supposed to do if | catch her?

Something snagged, something caught—asif aslk thread brushed on a stucco wadl, tugging. One
thread, and awhole stocking laddered. The city wore them like a garment, brief decorationson a
persisting being. But just now, the snag and ravel brought afocus of attention into the street, the eyeson
cornices and drain spouts observing deepily, agleam behind the lashes of animmense, drowsing beast.

They wound through the dance of the streets like children playing tag through a pavane. The rawest of
gpprentice Magi, somber in navy woal, followed agirl bright as a spatter of paint through labyrinthine
ways that could not be solved by the expedient of keeping one'sleft hand on thewall. In this maze, that
solution would only walk onein cir-clesendlesdy. A different sort of maze, New Y ork: onewith a
thousand ways in or out, and a hundred hearts, and more than one minotaur.

Thegirl inyellow needed no scroll of yarn behind her. She was seek-ing aman, as girlsin mazes have
for centuries, and her own magic was more than enough for finding him, even if she hadn't known that
he'd await her at the tangled intersection of Bleecker, Carmine, and Sixth Avenue.

The tree-edged West Fourth Street basketball court hosted a desul-tory cold-weather handball game
and Don paused to watch it for amo-ment—and beyond it, the girl, through two layers of chain link. She
extended one hand and trailed fingertips aong the wire, jerking them back and knotting thefist in her skirt
asif sheld been scorched. The cold locking Don's hand into afist intensified, and he had quickened his
pace, intent on catching her up, putting a hand on her shoulder, and turning her around to ask her a
guestion or two, when acompletely un-expected silhouette detached from the onlookers by the fence
and fell into step dongside her: Ernie Peese, hands in pockets and aknit cap pulled over hisears, thetip
of hisnose ruddy. He rubbed at it with the back of hishand as Don hesitated, fading against the trunks of
dender, leaflessmaples.

Ernie and the girl moved fast. She had agood stride; she kept up with Ernie and from what Don could
see of the conversation, the exertion didn't distress her at al.

He wouldn't get close enough to overhear, unfortunately. Tailing the Faerie girl wasrisky enough.
Ernie would make himin asecond.

It explained some things, though. Like how eager Ernie wasto prove that Althea Benning's murder
hadn't been a Fae crime. Of course, Ernie talking to a Fae didn't mean anything, except that a Fae was
impolite enough to come to New Y ork, and thought she had some reason to talk to acop. Maybe a
Faerie would be as worried about retaiation as ahomicide detective. Maybe a Faerie would snitch, if
she knew some-thing a cop should aso know. He thought about what Jane had told him, about a
monster with amurderer's soul, and the murderer who had sent it to do hiskilling for him, and left agirl's



guts spread out on the waking stone of New Y ork City.

Maybe a Faerie wouldn't want another war ether.

Don didn't know.

Which waswhy he was till watching Ernie and the girl, keeping the basketba | court between them
and ignoring the cold pull in hisring, when another joined them: atal man, a broad-shouldered man with
atrim black beard and a deek black ponytail, wearing boots and black trousers and aretro patchwork
jacket closed with leathern toggles at the front. He wore a guitar case dung over his shoulder, and he
forgot him-saf enough to bow alittle, or perhaps the reflex was too ingrained, though his hair stripped
back over his ears hid the most obvious evi-dence of his heritage.

Don knew him at aglance. Another Fae, and one better known: Cairbre, the bard of the Daocine
Sidhe, who rode at the right hand of the Queen. Don had seen himin Time magazine.

Curiouser and curiouser, Dondl thought, and withdrew behind atreeto cal Jane Andraste. Cdl him
crazy. He was sure she/dd want to know.

He was scrolling speed-dia numberswith his thumb when the phone buzzed in his hand like ahyped
rattlesnake. He aimost dropped it. Duty beckons.

The archmage would have to wait. Another girl had been murdered.

Sensble folk do not gallop a horse bareback through treesin the dark of the night. They don't discard
their court gowns over alilac bush and cling like aburr in the cresting mane, shifts rucked about their
thighs, brown legs clasping prickling hide. They don't close their eyes and duck their heads and let the
horse run, amilk-white shade bending between the smooth boles of silver beeches, apale, thundering
outlinein the leaf-shadowed dark.

But Whiskey was not an anima who stumbled, and no rider fell from hisback until he chose to throw
her—and the Queen, not even then.

And Whiskey could seein the dark.

He stretched out, running hard, ears up, hooves a staccato on crack-ing leaves and litter. He was
broad-barreled, his gait as smooth as brown river water when he chose to make it so, and the Queen
didn't need stirrupsto keep her balance. She had the strength of her thighs.

They crested ahill, twigsfouling the Kelpi€s feathers, the bright stresksin hismane and tall flashing as
he and hisrider broke into moon-light dong the ridgdline. The scent of running water rose from the gully
on the left. It would be a crashing descent through gorse and briar down the bluff, and the Kelpie
hesitated, silver horseshoes striking thick, blue sparks from exposed flint. He danced sideways at atrot,
legs scissoring, then curvetted as he straightened, hoofbegts caroling like bells, the echoes ringing from
each sde. The Queen rode the short skipslightly, then settled back, did down hiswithers, relaxed her
grip on hismane. He dowed to an amble, dmost a shuffle, click and clatter of meta on stone dulling as
he crossed to chalk and stony, mossy earth in the shadow of awind-stunted tree.

Histhick neck arched, ripple of hot muscle under the Queen's hand as he turned and nosed her knee,
tickle of whiskers and amoist pink nose spattered with dark freckles. He huffed warm air across her
skin, welcome as the night breeze cut her shift and chilled sweaty skin.

"Ride on?' he asked, rgoicing in the clasp of her legs, the caress of her hands.

"Here," she answered, and did down his shoulder before held quite halted, hopping a step or two
aongsdewith her hands ill in hismane. "A word in your ear, Uisgebaugh.”

He shuddered when she said his name, aflinch that trembled the ten-der skin of hisneck and
shoulders. "Do not forbid me Jane Andraste. It's gone too far for rescinding.”

"Do you think | carefor her?' The Queen leaned her shoulder on Whiskey's shoulder, and found
hersdlf, amoment later, snuggled under the heavy curve of hisarm, his solid naked flesh dick with clean
swedt.

He bent and lipped her hair, tangled with beech leaves and sticks. She smelled of husks and sorrow, a
wintry smell for the Winter Queen. He wondered what would happen to her soul, if he should die. Surely
it wouldn't revert to her, not unless he could find away to make her accept itsreturn. It would be his
then, for more than safe-keeping.



Immortaity beyond the body. Eternd life. Once, he would have said honestly that it had never
tempted him. "But you're unhappy, my Queen."

"Kadiska brought me something," she said. She reached into the pocket of her shift and drew out a
flat, black, tightly folded tatter. "After Carel went to fetch you. Uisgebaugh — "

He knew what she held. He snorted. "Vixen. Say it."

"Who's hunting you, Uisgebaugh?'

"Noonel can't handle," he said. He turned her in hisarms and kissed her forehead, her nose, her
mouth. "Or, apparently, that your Seeker can't handle for me."

"My Seeker," she said, and kissed him back, alingering glide or tongue between clinging lips. His
mouth was soft and warm, histeeth wide plates of ivory. She flicked her tongue-tip across them. She
leaned into hishands. "Y our paramour.”

"Cdl her andly," hesad. "Put that thing away.”

It vanished into her pocket again. Her skin did under his palms as he lifted the shift to her shoulders,
slken and moist between the waxy lines of her scars. Her hair came with it, tumbled over her face. She
shook it back as he went to his knees and tugged her palms away from her body, dipping the deeves
over her hands. "Y oure angry." He nuzzled the humid joint of her belly and thigh, the shift dropped to
onesde.

"Not with you." Hishair between her fingerswas like lamb'swool, springy and fine.

"Jane?" A guess, hazarded between kisses.

"Lucifer,” she answered. Shetouched his cheek, his neck, his shoul-ders, her head bowed over him,
her body palein the moonlight. He bal-anced her with dark human hands, silver rings curved around the
second joint of each thumb. "And then | tell mysalf theré'sno point in being angry at the Morningstar.”

"But in opposing him?"

"Alwaysapoint to that." She shivered. The feather-light brush of horn-callused fingertips acrossthe
backs of her knees, hdf tickle and half delight. "Uisgebaugh — "

"Can't you seel'm kissng you?'

"Thenwait. First that word."

He settled on hisheds, handsfolded in hislap, al demure gtdlion fa-sity. Tilting his head back, he
regarded her, pae eyesweird in adark face. "'l await my lady's pleasure.”

"] can't protect you from Migt," she said, her fists at her sides. The wind prickled gooseflesh across
her and snarled her streaming hair. Moss dented softly underfoot. "1 cantry. But | can't guarantee.” |
never asked your protection, my Queen."

A lie, but shelet it dide by. "Y ou have duties.” Take back your soul, and | will complete them.” And if
| order you?' Order me?'

Tokill," she said. Her left hand unfolded. She reached out and pointed. If Whiskey had stood, he
would have seen the ocean glinting like hammered metal beyond the beechwood and the palace far
below. He didn't need to stand to feet it. "To fulfill your nature. To servethe sea.” The gesture closed,
her armsfolded over her heart. Y ou're thin, Uisgebaugh. Thin and worn.”

"Take back your soul," he answered. "Take back your name.”

"You'deat meif | did."

He wouldn't. At least, he didn't think so. But she didn't need to know that, and besides, one never
could tell how things might change. It was not in his nature to be dways blue and cam. "Set me free."

"Givelanthethrone?

"Hewantsit."

"Hethinks hewantsit," she said. She sighed and dropped to her knees, a sharp rock gouging her
kneecap. The pain barely registered. "He thinks he wants dl sorts of things."

"Then let him choose his own mistakes,” Whiskey said. It was an old argument, the sort married
couples have, where they can mouth both sides of the debate while knowing nothing will ever be
resolved.

She sighed and reached up, and touched hisface. "Do you love me so much?'

"Don't befoolish, mistress. Nothing Fae can love." And that was half alie aswell. But then, he wasn't



Fae. Not quite, not anymore. "What does L ucifer want from you?"'

"Dominion," shesaid.

"Beddesthat.”

"The Mage and the poet, bound up in satin ribbons and delivered to my mother.”

"That's Jane's price, not the Devil's. What does he get in return?”

"A treaty,” she said. She shrugged. Helaid his hands on her shoul-ders and felt therise and fall, and
pulled her againgt him. She moved closer, swaying forward as he went back. The twigs and soneson
their mossy bed bothered him more than they did her. He brushed them away with ahand before lying
back. "Peace under the dominion of Hell."

"I think not," he said. Her buttocks filled his pams, a soft weight, more scars. The night was cool, and
shewaswarm. "Back the poet. Y ou'll get the same, without the Devil. We have that in common; Mas-ter
Marlowe'swon free of Lucifer too."

"Marley was dead to begin with," she quipped. "Morgan sayshe'saMerlin, or was once, in hisown
time. Could he be ill?*

"No," Whiskey said. "And no doubt glad to be free of the Dragon's hand. He's outlasted her
atention.”

The next question weighed on the Queen more. "Can hewin?'

"l don't know," Whiskey answered. "Can you afford to let him lose?' He drew her down astride him.
Shetasted of flesh and the sea. Her breasts rippled as she moved over him, the ocean in awoman's
body, wave upon wave in the endless deep. She moaned and held tight, her fingers clenched on his
hands.

No struggle, thistime. No surrender. Once she would have fought herself, a piquant edge of rage on
the seduction before she acquiesced. He missed it, missed the challenge and the hunt.

But the Queen knew what he was, and what he had been, and how far he had falen. He was her
anima now.

Chapter Thirteen
Chasing the Dragon

| an and Cairbre had gone to bed at midnight, when neither the Queen nor her steed had returned,

leaving the mortal and angelic guestsin Morgan's care. Lucifer took hisleave with atilted head and a
wing cupped in farewdll, to see Felix homejust as Matthew was considering how best to disentangle
himsdf from the Devil.

And asfor Matthew, he went from Lucifer to the Merlin and leaned down to speak in her ear. "If |
did want to find a Dragon, where would | look for one?"

Care grinned a him through her fingers and took him by the elbow under the morning
glories—replaced at sunset by moonflowers, now fading as the sky grayed—and said, ™Y ou're not about
to do something dumb.”

"Because anything Morgan and Elaine suggest must be dumb?’

"Because I've done my share of dancing with dragons.” She scratched thetip of her nose. "Ther€'s
nothing a dragon can do for you that you can't do for yourself, Matthew. There's nothing she can tdll you
that you don't already know. And Morgan only agrees with people when she has an ulterior motive."

Matthew leaned a shoulder on thewall and folded hisarms. Leavestickled hisneck. Hisface itched
with the need to shave, and he blamed his light-headedness on adrendine and exhaustion. " So what's her



mo-tivethistime?'

Carel amiled over his shoulder. He didn't have to turn to know she was amiling at Morgan le Fey.
"Fifteen hundred years," the Merlin said. "And no one's ever been able to answer that question. | think
sherather enjoys playing the cipher.”

Matthew followed the Merlin's gaze. With moonset, pages had lit lanterns and set them adong the
balustrade. Morgan stood beside one such, straight-backed as apillar and flanked by lazy hounds, a
glass of winein her hand. Marlowe lounged opposite, sorawled in achair, one knee drawn up and the
other leg extended, his head back and his chin lifted. It put Matthew uncomfortably in mind of adog
showing itsthroat, and Morgan's smile wasidly predatory.

"Shewantshim,” Matthew said. "And he knowsit too."

Card laughed, richly throaty. Matthew followed her as she strolled to atable that till held ahalf bottle
of wineand an unused glass. "What's so funny?"

"Foolish mortd. Mind if we share?'

"Not at al," he answered. The wine breathed a deep scent onto the air, cutting jasmine sweetness. He
could tasteiit in advance. "'Y ou're dodging the question.”

"Shewants you. He'satoy. She's gotten her use from him." Carel poured and passed Matthew the
wine. "And he knows it too," she mocked. "See what he hasin his hand?'

Her eyes were better. Or sheld dready known. "Something dark. A flower?"

"A pansy. From Elaine's garden, which was the Mebd's garden be-fore. 'Unwilling love.' I'll wager
therésahigtory there."

Matthew sipped the wine. It was sweet and dark. "She's Morgan le Fey," he said, and handed Carel
back the glass. "There's always ahigory there.”

She laughed. "And what's the history that has you standing as his sec-ond, Matthew? That was an
abrupt decison.”

He let the breath go dowly, once the tightnessin his chest reminded him that he was holding it. ™Y ou
remember Kdly." With tremendous clarity.”

Janekilled him." Matthew turned and stared down at Carel until she dragged her gaze off Marlowe
and turned it on him. "That's how she built her fucking bridge.”

And you never did anything about it."

Matthew smiled, cool bitterness. "Lady Merlin," he said, and held out his hands, the strong one and
the broken, "I touched aunicorn.”

She looked at hisface, at his hands, back a hisface again, hiseyes hdf invisible in the shadows
behind his spectacles. Shelicked her lips. "Eadt," she said. "Follow the stream. Mind the troll. Through
the beech-wood, past Morgan's cottage, into the hills. East until you reach agorge. There's a cave under
theivy. Mig livesthere”

"That will take dl day," he said, when he was sure sheld finished speaking.

"YoureaMagein Fagrie" shesad, negligent. "Tell me you can't manage apair of seven-league
boots."

"“Thank you."

"Don't thank me," the Merlin said. "Shelll probably just eat you. And take afriend. Somebody to drag
the body home."

"Do | have any friendsin Feerie?'

"Y ou have Sir Christopher,” she said, with abrushing gesture. "And he lookslike he could use a
rescue.”

Acrossthe patio, Kit knew that he was watched. He didn't turn, how-ever. His eyeswere on
Morgan, side-lit by the lantern. More than half a century since held braced Morgan le Fey, and the edge
hadn't gone off it. He doubted that it ever would.

Especidly when Morgan smiled at him, as she was smiling now. "I would have been thy second,” she
sad, her handsfolded in front of her belt.

"Aye." Kit twirled the love-in-idleness between hisfingers like the sem of awineglass. "l imagineyou



would have welcomed the chance or alittle vengeance. ‘Tis dear work, replacing atool so worn to the
hand as Murchaud.”

"Christopher.” Disappointed, with acold tilt of her chin. His crudty cut alittle, though held never
believe he could hurt her. It wasn't in Kit to understand that love and control could be warp and weft of
the same cloth. But then, he'd never understood, had he, that she had loved Arthur too, and Accolon,
and Mordred—and Christofer Marley him-self—even when she drew her power from their obedience,

Morgan let her handsfall apart and crouched between her hounds, resting her elbows on her knees.
"Hewas aso my son. Dogt think thou didst love him more than his mother, Sr Kit?"

" 'Contrariwise,' " Kit quoted, letting his head arch againgt the back of the chair, eyes staring upward
into the graying morn, " 'if it was so, it might be; and if it were so, it would be; but asit isnt, it ain't. That's
logic'"

"They will keep letting you read.” Morgan reached out with a splay-fingered hand and let it rest on
Kit'sankle, over the cloth of histrousers and the leather of hisboot.

Helifted his head and let his other foot drop to the flags, iron nails thudding on marble, but didn't
pluck hislimb away from the witch. "Hell and Faerie have extensve libraries.”

"And you've aBard's memory."

"Latin grammar school,” he said, and dmost smiled. "God bless Henry the Eighth, and keep Great
Harry'srotten corpse 'til Judgment Day. Can | remember Ovid for four hundred years, I've no fear to not
recal Lewis Carroll after fifty."

"And yet you il affect that ridiculous accent.” She smiled. One of her dogs twitched in hisdeep,
whining, claws scrabbling stone.

Kit laughed. "It comes and goes.”

"And what wilt thou do, now that thou art without service, Master Marley?'

I will not serve. Twill make apleasant change." Her hand did up hisleg and his eyebrow rose with it.
Footsteps. Matthew was coming up behind him. Morgan, who must have seen the Mage approaching,
gave no sgn. Kit flicked the flower at her. It tumbled end over end until she picked it fromtheair.
"There can't be any use thou hastn't put meto a-ready."

No love for remembrance?"

"I'll send thee awresath of rue," he said, and shook hisleg out from under her hand as he stood. She
dtayed in her crouch, grinning up at him with achild's smile crinkling her eyes and plumping her cheeks, a
long lock of hair falen over her eyes. He bit hislip and stepped aside, forbidding himself the heet her
touch engendered, if helingered onit. Aye. I'll give thee remembrance.

Matthew," he said. The blond Mage drew up ten or twelve feet away asKit turned to face him. "Tdll
meyou've cometo takemeto. . . Staten Idand.”

"No," Matthew said, his gaze flicking from Kit to Morgan and back without comment. Morgan stood,
straight-backed as ever, and with-drew against the balustrade, removing herself from the conversation.
Matthew greeted her anyway, before turning to Kit. "Good morning, Morgan. Sir Christopher, I'vea
favor to ask.”

Kit stepped forward, opening his hand, sweeping it away from hisbody in a broad, stagy gesture that
gpread wide his cloak and tossed it over his shoulder. Matthew turned to walk alongside, enough taller
that Kit craned to see more of him than his shoulder and the line of his cheek and jaw. "Ask it."

"I'm going to consult an oracle. The Merlin suggested | might bring company.”

"What oracle would you consult?"

"The Dragon," Matthew answered.

"Oh," Kit said, and turned to retrieve his pack from where held I eft it beside thewadll. "Yes, | know
theway."

The path was as Card described, and Kit and Matthew walked it with strangely light hearts. Gray
mist curled between pewter trunks, smoky and strange in the danted light of the risng sun, and the litter
underfoot was scrambled asif by the passage of something large and hurried. Matthew dropped one
knee beside the path where the bank was soft and traced a shod hoofprint as broad as his outspread
pam. He glanced up at Marlowe and shrugged.



Marlowe shrugged right back. "Even a queen wantsto run away oncein awhile.

"Egpecidly aqueen.” They began walking again.

"Theresatroll,” Kit said, when they'd come within sight of theriver, and Matthew answered, "The
Merlintold me," and they grinned at each other like truant schoolboys.

" She said something about seven-league boots aswell.”

"Could speed our trave," Kit admitted. He undung his rucksack and rummaged under theflap,
retrieving along black feather, each strand lustrous. A little more digging produced a chamois pouch that
clicked softly when Kit handled it. He tucked the feather between two fingers and poured a handful of
semiprecious sonesinto his hand. Before re-turning the rest to the pouch, he picked out anearly flat,
square-faceted piece of tourmainized rock crystal the size of adollar coin. The quartz was transparent as
apamful of water, the tourmaine crystasrayed through it from one corner unusudly limpid and adeep
coniferous green. Kit returned the pouch to the pack and the pack to his shoulder, then blew on the gem
and hedit to thelight.

"I've but one feather,” he said. "But quartz is symbolic of reception — even put to Promethean uses, in
radio—"

Matthew's brow beetled. "How do you know about crystal radio sets?*

"Murchaud went to the teind in the year of your Lord nineteen hun-dred and forty-eight,” Kit said.
"And wedid get tdlevisonin Hdl."

The worst of it, Matthew decided, was that the mad poet was as se-rious as broken glass. "And the
tourmaine? We don't use that much.”

"Noonedid," Kit said. "It'sided. A stone with no weight of symbol-ism, onewhich, to the ancient
magicians, might aswell not have existed. And one that can acquire astatic electrica charge. So, you
see, | can take this stone’ —and he demonstrated — "and this feather, and transfer avirtue from the
feather to thejewd, and from the jewel to asubject.”

"Subject?’

"Victim," Kit amended with awink, and cupped the feather and the stone together in his hands. When
he drew them agpart, the feather had vanished. Matthew, who had been looking for adeight of hand, had
seen nothing.

That's not Promethean magic.”

No," Marlowe said, crouching to tug up histrouser cuff and dip the stone inside his boot. "It's not
witcheraft, either, or soryteller's magic. But it owes something of processto dl three. Come on, take my

Bemused, Matthew did so—hisleft hand, Marlowe's right—and found himself striding along beside
the poet at a comfortable and con-siderable rate of speed. Marlowe's hand was dry and smooth,
calused acrossthe grip, aswordsman's or a portsman's hand. "Witchcraft?' Matthew asked him, asthe
treeswhirled by.

‘Shocked?"

"A little" Matthew admitted. The low-hanging branches never seemed to strike hisface, though
he flinched at the first three or four. "So is Faustus agory from life?"

Marlowe glanced at him, breaking concentration amoment, the corner of his mouth curled up behind
the beard that was so much red-der than his hair. "Never kidnapped apope,” he said. "Though | killed an
Inquisitor once. And would again. No, rather, cdll it an example of lifeimitating art. | chose witcheraft,
Matthew Magus, because the Promethean arts would not avail me, and because my soul was aready
damned for being too fond of my sins of heresy and sodomy to repent them, and because | had aready
sold Lucifer my name and my fame for other considerations. So you see, | had nothing |eft to barter the
Devil, and God does not bargain.

Kit's voice came out raw and soft, stripped of passion inits honesty until it rang with aparody of
innocence.

"I'm sorry," Matthew said, because it was dl he could think to say.

Kit flickered aamile. "Don't be. It was pleasanter than you might ex-pect, and it dl cameright in the
end. Moreor less. And unlike God, the Devil comeswhen heis prayed to. But it doesn't matter; | don't



do that sort of thing anymore.”

" 'Nor will we come, unless he use such means/ Whereby heisin danger to be damn'd. / Therefore
the shortest cut for conjuring / Is stoutly to abjure the Trinity / And pray devoutly to the Prince of Hell,' "
Matthew quoted, ducking needlesdy under another |ow-sweeping branch as they broke out on the breast
of ahill.

They staggered to ahdt as Marlowe stumbled. "Y ou know it?"

"| teach it,” Matthew replied, regaining his baance. He shook loose of Kit's suddenly moist hand.
"Well, if | haven't been listed as amissing person by now. | was not expecting to spend aweek in Faerie.

"An English teecher.”

"You'd prefer asturdy vagrant or amasterless man?'

Kit stared for some seconds, then laughed and pushed his hair back with hisleft hand. "Oh, area
relief to tak with. Matthew Magus, what-ever of mine idiot scribblings do you teach, there's another
three hun-dred years of it in Faerie. And afew stray bits by some other men, that may not have survived
inthe iron world. The Puritans and the Prometheans were not in al ways our friends.”

And you have a talent for under statement, Master Marlowe, Matthew thought, but he didn't say
it. "Other men?'

Kit dropped his chin. "Ben Jonson and Edmund Spenser and Will Shakespeare, and al the poor
doomed Toms, Nashe and Kyd and Wat-son. | saved what | could — "

Matthew's mouth went dry. He spoke dowly, so there could be no mistake. "Those are namesto
conjure with, Sir Christopher. And what do you want in return?”’

Kit knew it was madnessto trust this creature so easily. It was Matthew's sharp good |ooks and the
lonely amile, and the air of cam that surrounded him and never seemed to touch the Mage himsdlf, and
Kit did not fool himself otherwise. But he had always been agambling man. "It'syours,” he said, with
enough gravity to indicate that he under-stood the generosity of his offer, and did not takeit lightly. "No
bar-gains. It's not the sort of thing that ought be bargained for, and I've hoarded it long enough. And that
should see you safely landed, if your patronage is spent in Faerie, seconding a secondhand Mage.
Morgan knowswhereto find it, if | do not survive Jane."

"If you don't survive Jane, I'll have bigger problemsthan afew missed classes," Matthew said, seeing
his opportunity. "Tell me about Morgan.” Marlowe grabbed his hand again, and they charged down the
hill. 1t was dmost like hang gliding, except Matthew's feet brushed earth be-tween each enormous
bound, water sparkling asthey cleared the stream in a prodigious leap, though they never quite seemed
to takeflight. What would you know?* Marlowe asked.

"Is sheawitch?'

Isshe Lucifer's you mean?' "Yes"

No," Marlowe answered, with a hang on the end of it that told Matthew there was more to come.
"No, not precisely. She'swhat we used to call acunning woman. Not redlly awitch, not redly abard.
Not a priestess or a Promethean, either. Her magic isin stories, and in the intersections between stories,
inwhat she can make aman do without his understanding why, because of who sheis. She knows her
own leg-ends, and she. . . ridesthem, like a gladiator astride ateam of horses.”

He glanced at Matthew, asif to be sure Matthew understood, and Matthew nodded, encouraging.

Kit's voice came to Matthew strange and attenuated over the rush of the wind. " She has many
hounds, Matthew Magus. Y ou do not wish to be one.”

" She has nothing to offer me," Matthew said. He noticed Kit's bitter, answering smile.

"Shelll find something, if she thinksyou have aught to offer her. | am just atoy, at thisjuncture. She
teases me because it amuses her, but like a cat, she'd be after fresh prey wereit presented.”

Matthew remembered her mouth, her kiss, and wished he dared blink. At least Kit would likely think
the sting moistening the corners of his eyes was from the wind. "What does she want?'

"With you, or me?'

"Ovedl."

"Power," Kit said, and dowed at the edge of the beechwood. He pointed through the treeswith his



freeleft hand. "See? There's her cot-tage now.”

It was arugtic affair, thatched stone tumbled over with roses. Matthew took it in a aglance: awarm
meadow, a path, buzzing bees and an empty paddock with the grass grown high and tasseled gold dong
theralls. "Why show methis?'

"So you can find it again when you want it."

"Andif | don't want it?'

Marlowe laughed at him, acrue joy that made him beautiful. Y ou will."

They traded alook, light hearts gone to quiet in the heat of morning and the insect hum. Matthew
cleared histhroat, unwilling to loft wordsinto a silence so heavy. "How isit you of al people walked out
of Faerie unmarked, Sir Christopher?”

Matthew had thought the previous spate of laughter atransforma-tion. If it had been, thisonewasa
seizure, and Marl owe was choking, doubled over, one hand on his knee and the other on his mouth by
the time he was done.

"Oh, Matthew," he said, sinking down between his hedls, red-faced and breathing hard. "Oh, if only.”

Nimble fingers opened the lacings at Marlowe's collar, baring a pale chest, collarbones and the
shadow of ribs visible beneath. And under them, over his heart, Matthew saw awhite, sharp cicatrix, a
pale crigp outline of aHebrew letter, mem. A brand: the skin wastaut and hairless. Most driking, athin
horizontal line bisected it, distorted the edge.

Matthew recognized that scar, angled so asto dip between theribs. His fingers shook as he opened
his own collar, |eft-handed, baring flesh and black ink charged with iron, and his own thin, perfect white
car.

"One on the back too?" Kit asked, bright-eyed.

Matthew nodded. "Not aunicorn?*

"No," Kit said. "But nearly. Angdl." He stood, and shrugged. "Y ou get your Christ symbolism where
you can."

It broke whatever tether held Matthew's trembling hand at his collar. Helet it fdl to hisside and
sgghed in relief, and then chuckled, shaking his head.

They gtarted forward again. Somelittle time later, they came out of the trees longside the stream, on
agrassy moor that bordered ahigh, stark hill—the first in aserried rank of hillsjust likeit. Downs, londly
and empty, their silhouettes more ragged than the smooth curve of Horsebarn Hill, and agloomy mist
tangled around their shoulders, though what Kit and Matthew had just left behind at the edge of the
wood had become broad midday. Kit dowed their pace, and let go of Matthew's hand. "Not too much
father.”

He crouched to dip the stone from his boot, while Matthew set his hands on his hips and |ooked
around. The cold landscape did not invite visitors, but he could see the path, wending beside the stream
into a gorge between the downs, as promised. He breathed damp air scented with moss and chlorophyll.
"So Morgan wants power."

Morgan wants control of herself.” Kit scratched behind his ear. Control of her story. She dways has

He stopped short, and Matthew turned to see what had distracted him —and froze asiif his blood had
crystalized. The hillsde was pae brown and yelow-green, high-summer colors contradi cting spring-sour
arr. And there on the brow of the elevation, surrounded by soft gray mist and watery light, gleamed the
small white shape that had arrested Marlowe midsentence. "Oh."

"Y ou summoned him," Marlowe murmured. "He heard you speak.” "She," Matthew said. "She'sa
jenny.”

"Y ou've seen her close enough to know a stalion from amare?' The poet didn't take his eyes off the
animal. Five hundred yardsif she was an inch away, and she stood out as crisply as a mother-of-pearl
figurinein astained-glass window. Wheat light there was caught her, glittered off her shoulder and horn as
if someone on the ridge flashed amirror into the vale. Matthew could feel her looking back at them,
could fed her vast bottomless eyes and her shivering feral presence, could fed her warm, solid flesh
agang hishand.



"Close enough,” he said. " She put her horn through my heart, Sir Christopher.”

"l cry theemercy,” Marlowe said. It had the sound of something mouthed by rote, an gpology out of
habit. He was not hearing his own voice. And then cracked disappointment. " Oh, she'sgone.”

And s0 shewas. Matthew breathed deep, and looked down, blinking asif sheld left an afterimagein
her brightness. He stood for amoment, silently, as Marlowe scuffed his palms on histrousers. The silence
was bresthtaking.

"Y ou're sure that was your unicorn?' Marlowe said, findly, when it seemed like sound might carry
agan.

"Hard to tdll at adistance," Matthew said. It fell flat. It felt cheap. But there were no words for the
achein hisbread, likeawild thing pulling itschains.

"That explainswhat Morgan wants with you, then. She desireth aleash on everything, up to and
including Lucifer. And since | didn't suf-fice, you could be thet, very well."

"Lucifer? Me?'

"A Promethean Mage bound to aunicorn?* Kit asked.

"Yes, but—"

Kit placed awarm hand on hisebow. " "What would be now the state of us/ But for his Unicorn?

Y ou listened not to what | said regarding Christ, Matthew Magus."

"Sir Christopher—"

"Kit." Kit," Matthew echoed. "I'm not a Chrigtian.”

"Neither isMorgan, but she's not the sort to et worship interfere with damned practicdity.”

"Andyou?'

Kit turned and smiled a him, sunlight through the mist that rolled dong their path. "Oh, aye, | am that.
Both Chrigtian, and damned.” He pushed hishair back again. The damp air annedled it in strings clinging
to hisbrows and his cheeks. "Come aong, Matthew Magus. Y our Dragon awaits."

They picked their way downstream aong the dirt path, which wound between cracked flint and
granite boulders, worn testimony that the water ran high in flood season. Kit went first, sure-footed and
possessed of two good hands, and Matthew followed less nimbly. The cliff Carel had described loomed
before them, alouring face roped with thick vines, green and glossy in the mist rising from the stream. Kit
drew up beforeit, and Matthew paused a hissde. If he hadn't seen the outline of the mouth behind the
vines, hewould havefdt it. A warm draft, dry and scented like heated stone, turned the leaves on thelr
stems and brushed afew stray strands of Matthew's hair againgt hisface.

"Coming?"' he asked Kit, who wasin the process of leaning against a boulder and folding hisarms.

"I'll pass, if it'sdl the same," Kit answered, asif bored to tears by the prospect of bearding a Dragon
in her lair. The prickle of humor in hisvoice gave him away. "1 shdl stay right here."

Stay intheold sense. | will wait for you. Matthew smiled as he turned away and squared his
shoulders, that blank fear lessening for the firgt time since he'd stepped through into Faerie. What an
unlikely place to have found afriend.

He pushed the vines aside and entered the cave, while Kit pretended not to watch him go.

Hisfirg thought was that hed been foolish not to bring aflashlight. The tunnel was broad, the floor not
precisely flat underfoot because it was worked in a pattern of briars and tended to a downward dope.
The light through the heavy foliage obscuring the mouth wasfiltered and dim and Matthew could tell the
cave went along way back.

He rested the knuckles of hisright hand against the wall and began to walk, diding each foot forward
and testing hisweight againgt it before trusting the floor. He could call light; hefdlt the potentia like anitch
in hisfingertips, but he didn't trust his own strength, and he didn't wish to disturb what dwelt here any
more than necessary.

He'd see how far he got in the dark.

And it grew very dark. The blackness of cavernshasaqudity dl itsown. A texture. Timeis
suspended in that darkness. The space between heartbeats grows enormous. Matthew felt it, the
dumbering awvareness that surrounded him, thewarm dry air stirring hisclothing.

Thereisacurious phenomenon known to meteorology asthe foehn effect. Dry air cooled by aglacier



becomes a katabatic wind, which isto say that the heavier, colder atmosphere drains away from the
peaks. Sinking from the mountain dopes, thisfrigid exhdation istransmuted through the dchemy of
adiabatic compression into a hot, ionized dragon's-breath reputed to provoke madness, wickedness, and
scknesswhereit blows. These winds have names. Chinook, Srocco, Koembang, Smoom, Samiel.
And those names are Sories.

Matthew, descending like Inannain the darkness, bresthed the mother of them dll.

It was good that he trailed his hand along the wall, for the passage curved on the broad pleasing arc of
agrand saircase, spiraling down. His sweet was not al from thewarm air. His neck felt clammy, and his
heart jostled painfully againgt hisribs. It seemed avery long time before he saw afaint red glow aheed,
painting thewall, picking out the detals of reief carving that his numb knuckles and shod feet were too
insens-tive to discern. The dark-adapted eye picked out new brightness easily and a scent arrived
aongside abitter sun-baked smell, aminerd reek with overtones of heated metd, of petroleum and
juniper and incense. Rosewood, sandawood, dragonsblood, myrrh.

He'd been smdling it for sometime, he redlized, as some atavistic awareness hated hisfoot in midair.
Fear coiled and did in hisbdlly, ris-ing behind his pounding heart to close histhroat. Static asahareina
lamper'slight, reduced to abunny's defense: stare, crouch, gather. Be ready to run.

He heard the predator breathing.

Just around the curve.

Matthew inhaled shalowly through his mouth, through the panic in his bowe's, and dropped his hand
away from the wall. One step at atime, he closed the distance between here and there, moving into the
light. Into the presence of the Dragon.

It would have been arrogance to consider himsalf prepared, and he knew that. But standing there,
framed in the high, arched gateway to the abode of the mother of dragons, her carndlian glare painting his
face with blinding brightness, he understood thet it was arrogance even to come here. Arrogance merely
to force her acknowledgement of his ex-istence. Arrogance to so much asalow himself to cometo her
atention. The sort of arrogance that would be paid for sooner rather than later, he feared.

He took abreath, and came the last five stepsto the cliff edge.

Thetunnel didn't open out at ground level, and for that he was grate-ful. Instead, he had aview of a
chamber big asafootbdl dome. It seemed at first firdit, dthough there was no firein evidence. The cods
across which the glow crawled were the scales of the Dragon herself.

She hung from the cavern's domed cathedra ceiling like an enormous bat, furled in massive wings,
drowsing over the banks of her treasure. Matthew steadied himsdlf on the lip of the tunndl |eft-handed
and craned his head back to observe her dumber. She seemed to shift before his eyes, her cabled hide
scaled and ropy asironwood boles, the skin shimmering under char-dark scales with an ember heat. Her
head was pulled up between her shoulders, her eyes closed. The fog diding around her glowed rosy with
her furnace light.

He swalowed the fear in histhroat, and tried to find hisvoice. "Mist?"

The name cracked coming between histeeth and fell broken at hisfeet. He swalowed painfully and
sad it once again, failing his attempt to draw abreath. "Migt!"

One eyedit. The wingsfanned wide, stirring the hot wind, two long fingers on the leading edge
grasping at air. The pops as her joints re-sponded to the stretch resounded like the cannonball thunder of
river ice breaking.

Matthew flinched. The bat wing morphed, smoothed back into her shoulder, one spiny five-taloned
foot on atwisted pillar of aleg reach-ing to the floor. Claws flexed deepily through heaps of misshapen
coin and cracked, discolored jewels, marred by the heat of her flesh. She arched her back, long and
lithe, wingless and then winged again—thistime with athird set of limbs a her shoulders. Her sturdy neck
elon-gated into a snaky curve as she dithered to the cavern floor. Her back feet released their grip only
after her front half was securely on the ground, weasdl-lithe, unholy gracein abesast the size of ajetliner.

The thump of her hind feet striking knocked Matthew into the cav-ern wall. He braced himself,
scrambling back from thelip. She could bring the whole cave system down with a breath.

She settled on her hauncheslike agargoyle, wingsflicked tight, and brought her muzzle down beside



the opening. "Matthew Szczegid-niak," she said. Her voice was a mountain's voice, abass choir or an
arrangement for violaand cello, adozen voicesin one, degp and dow and dull asiron even asit sparked
rich brutal harmonies. "Mage," she said, turning her head to ingpect him with each eyein turn. "It was
your folk who bound me here, before | was freed. Have you come to make amends ?*

He hadn't thought of it, but an gpology cost him nothing. He bowed low and spread his hands, feeling
like amountebank in his gaudy finery. "On behdf of what remains of the Prometheus Club, | do, O
Dragon.

"Pain talk suffices," she said. The dizzying stench of charred mest washed over him. "Y ou do not
gpeak for Prometheus. Or for the Prometheans.”

"l am one-quarter of them,” he answered, swallowing againg hisris-ing gorge. "My saying soisas
good as anyone's. And | am sorry we, bound you. | did what | could to end that binding. Not without
cost.

"Magus, you disturb my rest.” Her nostrilsflared. Her bresth curled his eyelashes and scorched his
eyebrows until he could smd| the burn-ing hair. He might have sammered. He might have apol ogized
agan.

Instead, he opened his mouth to speak, and said nothing, because he redlized that he did not know
what heintended to ask for. He dmost squeaked on asharp, hystericd giggle, becauseit also occurred
to him that if there were anything more dangerous than lying to dragons, it was probably waking them up
without avery good excuse,

He managed a painful inhdation. The breath that should have settled him reeked of Migt. A flawed
plan, obvioudy.

"Spesk," sheingdructed, and coiled back just alittle, asif to give him space. Or perhapsto gtrike, like
asnake. There was that anticipatory tautnessin the curve of her neck. A low hissfollowed theflicker of a
tongue. "Matthew Magus. Ak."

Matthew braced himself, tugging histopcoat closed. He couldn't hear the jingle of taismans over the
rasp of the Dragon's scales on gold, but it would have to do. He might be abad Mage, a broken and
didoya one, but he was Promethean and he had his pride. There were so many questions. How do |
heal my magic? How do | free myself? How do | stop Jane Andraste? How do | protect theiron
world from Faerie, even now?

He opened his mouth and unfolded his arms, and the question that emerged was not the one he had
intended. "How can | stop being aMage?"

Mist laughed like waves breaking on rocks. Her tail writhed, rettling, over gold. "Die. Matthew
Magus, ask again.”

His scars twinged and Matthew stopped. Just stopped. He pressed the balls of hisfeet to the floor
and admonished himsalf to courage. Cold fear-sweat waslost in the dripping heat. Supid, hethought,
and Answer me, these questions three.

One down.

Two more |ft.

He pushed his hands into the pockets of histopcoat and thought, while the Dragon smiled a him
through sulfur-stained teeth aslong ashisarm.

Morgan le Fey had told him what to ask. And the Queen of Faerie had too. Leaving him one question
of hisown. A wasted question, now.

Think like a Mage, damn you, hetold himsealf, and closed his eyes. The Dragon was too much, too
present, too real. He couldn't think and look at her, both. Shefilled him up, dammed him againgt hisown
edges like Water in the vessdl into which is dropped astone. He held his bregath to dear the scent of her
from his senses; the hot iron was gone and now al he could smell was summer, roses and jasmine and
fresh-clipped grass. Morgan and the Queen had told him what to ask.

Andwhat if he didn't want to ask their questions?

Wil

That had been his problem all dong, hadn't it? Being too biddable. So he knew the answer to the
Queen's question, and to Morgan's. What he wanted was hisfreedom, hislife untouched by Prometheus.



Kdly back, hale and sound, asthey had been when they were boys and Matthew had worshipped him.
Thingsthat, short of aded with the Devil, he could not have.

What he needed was to want something else. Something attainable.

Except—and here was the true irony—having identified his problem as one of being too obedient to
thewhims of others, Matthew now couldn't think of anything elseto ask.

Amazing, the clarity one could obtain while standing on the doorstep of a dragon.

He opened his eyes.

Shewaited 4till, fire pooling in her maw as she yawned e aborately, wreathing her nodtrilslikea
dancer'strangparent veils when she closed her mouth again. Her vast eyes gleamed with planes of color,
blue and green and alucent, vitreous vermilion like fire opas. She smiled at him, and didn't spesk, and
her heet stung his skin like too much sun.

And then he grinned. What the hell, he thought, pulling his hands out of his pockets. He hooked the
topcoat tails back with histhumbs. He knew when he was beaten. If he was just going to stand here and
vacil-late, he might aswell play to type.

"What do you think | should ask?'

A pause, asif the Dragon considered. She bowed her neck, her whiskered chin resting on the stone
by Matthew's feet, her pupil level with hisface as she turned her head. The heat was a pressure, pushing
him back, and whatever numinous strength rolled off her wasthe only thing that allowed him to stand his
ground. His breath rattled in and out; he heard himsalf whimper.

"What should | ask, were | Matthew?" she asked, mildly asawoman, modulating her choir of a
voice. "Istha your question?'

"Nearly," he said. "Answer the question you wish | would ask. | com-mend myself to your mercy.”

"A dragon'smercy isaficklething," she said, the echoesrolling around him.

He shrugged, fasely insouciant. "Soisaunicorn's.”

"Yes, that." Shedidn't draw back, but she did appesar to hesitate. He waited, swesating until his shirt
clung to his chest and back, showing no impatience as he cycled amantra through his head. Perhaps no
one could outwait a dragon, but he suspected that a show of impatience would provide no advantage.

He was aMage. He could stand up to a Beast. No matter how it ter-rified him.

He was ill waiting when she drew back—not far—and opened her mouth. He prepared himsalf for
the reeking hest of her breath, but what followed was a summer breeze, asredolent of flowersasthe
Queen's garden, ruffling his hair and soothing seared skin. "'Y ou were close the first time," she said.
"Close, but too limited in your vison. Itisafalure that will much afflict you."

"It'safailurethat dready does" he said. Y our Merlin said you would probably eat me.”

She chuckled. He did step back from that, echoes shaking dust into his eyes. Dugt, but no pebbles:
the tunnel was solid enough for aDragon, at least. He blinked furioudy, diding hisfingers under his
gpectaclesto wipe his streaming eyes, leaving dabs of skin-oil smudging the lenses.

| probably will. I eat most things, eventualy.” Tranducent fire curled up her muzzle. "Do not ask how
you can be free of your magic, Matthew Magus, for you cannot be free. Ask rather how you can
encompassit, how you can learn to use your gift so it no more cripples you.”

Matthew nodded, and hunkered down on his hedls. He reached up, left-handed, and tugged hishair
loose of the ponytall. It fell about hisrace in swesty tangles, cloudy droplets spattering from the soaked
ends. No wonder the cavern seemed to swirl around him. He put his hand on the wall for support. "Tdll
me, then," he said. "How can | encompassit?’

The Dragon'stongue flicked, forked tips fluttering inches from hisrace, asif she could taste his swest.
"I have never said thisto aMage be-fore," she said. "But you are too much surrendered, Matthew
Szczegid-niak. Y ou have given yourself over to the magic, to the voices of your city. Y ou have kept
yourself soft, receptive, as you were taught, accepting even where it wounds you. And it has availed yovu;
the strength of your city fillsyou. But if you do not ruleit, it will ruleyou.”

Her voice was plain, matter-of-fact, suddenly unornamented. It shocked him. He had expected a
lecture on meditation, on openness, on fegling the flow of the power and letting it direct him. "I can do no
harm," hesad.



"Control isnot harm. Matthew, you are aman and aMage. Y our des-tiny liesnot in surrender, but in
struggle. Kick, claw. Stand up.”

He stood, boothed s gritting on stone. "Migt," he said, carefully. "Are you telling me to go out and get
lad?'

A dragon's shrug was an epic undertaking. "It couldn't hurt,” she said, and folded her wings. "Now
leave, asyou have your answers, and may you have pleasure of it, Matthew Magus.”

He bowed and backed away. It didn't seem right to turn his shoulder to her until he was around the
corner and out of sSight.

The path up was easer. He was climbing toward light.

When he pushed aside the hanging vines, Marlowe was till waiting for him, and from hisglance a the
sky—where the sun was still hidden by clouds—Matthew's descent had taken less time than Marlowe
hed anticipated.

The poet folded hisarms. " She didn't eat you?”'

"Apparently not."

"What did shetdl you?"

Matthew wiped the swest from his face with the back of his glove, and stuck hishair behind hisears.
It remained plagtered there. " She told me I'm insufficiently phalocentric,” he said, filling hislungswith a
deep breath of cold, misty air. "Come on, let's get some lunch. And then I'll take you to Rossville.™

Chapter Fourteen
An Englishman in New Y ork

Whi skey dipped the shadow from the Queen's pocket and into his own while she wasn't watching. He

brought her shift to her, folded over hisarm, and once shed struggled into it he combed hisfingers
through her hair to pick theworst of the twigs out. "Y ou're going back to New Y ork?' she asked,
without look-ing at him. The sunrise gleamed cold on her near-black hair.

I will." He planted hisforelegs, hands hardening to hooves, and leaned his head on her shoulder so she
might fedl the weight of muscle and bone. His mane spilled over her, coarse hair stresked white and
black, aslong as her arm. "Since my Queen will not hear me, | will de-fend her asbest | may.”

If your Queen heard you, she would not be your Queen for long, lit-tale treachery."”

Idedlly." He backed a step and snorted, shaking hishead asif afly buzzed around hisears. "I'm not
hunting Jane Andraste now."

You'l be there when Marlowe takes the fight to her.” She might have been talking to her shadow, for
al the attention she paid him. There had been atime when she wouldn't have turned her back on him, in
fear for her life.

Oh, aye" hesaid. "That | will. But I'll confess mysdlf curious that something Fae stalks mortalsin New
York City. I'd have alook and seeif | can trace the hand behind the killing." Who do you suspect?' He
didn't answer for amoment. The sun inched higher, warming their shoulders, two white-clad figuresin
sark relief againgt gray stone and scrubby trees. "I suspect everyone,” he said. "Thou art a popular
Queen with some, and thus the more hated by others. A conqueror deeps not easy."”

"No. I've noticed that." She turned, quicksiver, and smiled a him. "Whoever acted got their will,
wouldn't you say? Faerie and Magi in open confrontation?”

"No," hesaid. "I don't think they got what they wanted. Y our throneisin no danger yet."



"Only fromyou."

He shook his mane and pawed. A spring trickled from cracked stone where his hoof hammered, a
thin line of water pure asrain. She closed the space between them and reached up to drape an arm over
hiswith-ers. He turned and lipped her hair. Hiswhiskerstickled, and she pushed hishead away.

"Youthink my throneisthetarget.”

"] think you are, so long asyou St that throne.”

"Proclaim me no false mysteries, then, Whiskey. Y ou think it's Aine stalking me.”

"l think it's logic and sense to abdicate, lady, and accept my vow that | will neither harm you nor see
harm come to you, once you have reclaimed that which you forced on me." "And feed lan to that thing."

"Hewouldn't mind," Whiskey sad. "Hesawolf. HEd surviveit." The Queen sighed. When she
closed her eyes, the sunlight lit her whole world red, silhouetting the capillary patternsin her eyelids.
"And! if Sir Christopher and Matthew manage to overthrow Jane Maga, and they grant me an dliance
anyway? Well ferret out our enemy then — "They'd grant oneto lan too."

"Probably,” she said. "But would he know how to manageit?' For that, Whiskey had no answer. He
stood, tail stinging hisflanks, and regarded her with high-pricked ears. And she shrugged and dis-missed
it. "Mgedty," hesad. "What if lan isthe enemy?'

"All the more reason to keep him off the throne." Said with atight, bitter smile. And then she
shrugged, and passed her hands over her body—shift and tangled hair and bare feet—and stood before
him in riding breeches and awhite button shirt, her hair braided back over her ears. "Go on," she said,
with adismissve gesture. "I'll make my own way back.”

He didn't argue. He whirled and plunged down the steep side of the hill dmost on his haunches, brush
abrading his chest and belly, a bram-ble scraping athin raw line across hisforeleg. He splashed into the
rocky stream and the cold water stung the cut.

Spray dashed around him, flashed and shattered in the light. Whiskey reared, warm sun and chill
water on hishide, and let himsdf collgpse into the cold immacul ate stream, his blood and bones melting.
He crashed down, an unexpected waterfal, wetting the banks, and then dipped away, free, running
downhill to the sea, hisfather and hisflesh, and from there to the wide ocean and all itstributaries.

When he stood up again, it wasin New Y ork. And Kadiskawas wait-ing for him, at a shady bench
on the sere, autumnal banks of the Cen-tral Park boating pond.

"Y ou've been watching for me." He settled on the bench beside her, hiswhite raw silk suit dry asif he
hadn't walked out of the lake, wear-ing the shoes he hated even in winter.

"| asked the shadows," she said. She wore a quilted coat today, red and gold and crusted with
embroidery, and she was throwing crumbs of popcorn to the fish in the lake. Their mouths made popping
circleson the surface, ripples spreading faster than the iridescent discs of grease that diffused from each
bit of waterlogged grain. "Just got here.”

She looked like she'd been there for hours. She leaned againgt him, bursting her paper bag with her
pam. "Did Elanetd! you about the Bunyip?'

| already knew about the Bunyip," he said. He put an arm around her shoulders. She turned and sank
filed teeth into hiswrigt, above the bone, blood blotting the cuff of hissuit jacket. A quick nip, piercing
the skin, leaving her mark like aring of red pearls on dark flesh. He tugged sharply, left hand in her braids
shaking until she opened her mouth and drew back.

Sheturned, smiling, her mouith lipsticked with blood. He gave her one last rattle and let her go. She
snuggled back againgt hisside. ™Y ou are too thin.”

Hedidn't answer. He stroked her braids, listening to the jangle of coins.

"Youfal us Whiskey."

"I'mfailing no one but mysdlf.”

"On the contrary.” Shelifted hiswrist to her mouth and licked away the blood congedling in streams
across the hedl and the thumb. Her wet, rough tongue ferreted stringy red from the lines braceleting his
wrigt; his blood was musk and salt, seaweedy. ™Y ou give the Prometheans more advantage than they
have dready. It's neglect, and you know it." She smiled, and let hishand fal. He didn't argue, just
watched as she turned toward him, her eyes narrowing. "You. are not doing your job."



"My job?" A braying snort. "Faeisnot a professon.”

"No. It isan obligation." Her tongue curled across her lip, eradicat-ing alast trace of red. "The seais
blood. Blood isthe sea. Y ou must be what you are, Whiskey, though what you are be terrible.”

He untangled his arm from her shoulders. One of the pockets that hadn't existed when he wore his
horse-shape, hiswater-shape, produced alinen handkerchief: an antique thing, afroth of yellowing lace
and ivory cloth. He could not remember the face of the girl he had taken it from. A redhead, he thought.
Maybe ablonde. "Isthat a Seeker speaking?'

"Or ahuntress" Shetipped her head in dismissa as he bound hiswound. "Bunyip isright. Y ou've
gone soft. Humans manage their evils burdened by souls, and none can say that their beasts are less
beastly thanyou ..."

"Aye" he said. He stood, and tucked the edges of the handkerchief in, forming atidy package. "Their
mortal, human beasts are beastly enough, when they do not have Fae to blame for the teeth in the night.
But when | waswhat | was, Kadiska, it wasnot . . . evil. Terrible, per-haps'—he hesitated, asif
savoring the word —"but the sea, asyou say isblood. And evil isan iron concept or an angelic one, of
no concern to the Fae. But now | have asoul, and | would as soon not sin.

"Mm." She paused, considering. Her shadow |ashed atail and flared a hood behind her when she
stood and paced, the short fluid steps of a caged panther, stalk and wheel and stalk again. She did not
look at him, her head bent, considering. She would not bow to convention, insofar as shoes. "Coward.
Out of alittlefear of Hell, you give avay strength.”

"Likewater," he answered. She didn't laugh. Whiskey drew one foot onto the bench and clasped his
hands around the knee. "' Get Elaine to take the damned thing back, pussycat, and | will be dl the monster
Mist could wish of me”

Donal Smith was straightening histie in the window beside the revolv-ing door when Felix walked up
Central Park West, northbound under asky like adate casket lid. The creases laddering the back of the
detec-tive's blue suit coat informed anyone who cared to know of hours douched at a desk.

Felix paused behind him. Don's eyes did sideways in the reflec-tion and he straightened up before
Felix cleared histhroat. "Long night?'

"Thelongest." Don tugged the hem of hisjacket ineffectudly, and sti-fled ayawn againgt hispam, his
Kevlar vest chafing his armpits as he moved. "What brings you here, Kemo Sabe?"

"Returning from errantry in far lands," Felix said. He ushered Don through the door. The doorman did
no more than glance at them. Jane must have left ingtructions. "I'll share the rest upstairs.”

No point in telling the same story twice," Don answered.

They shared the elevator ridein slence, Fdlix straight-backed, hands folded, and Don deepily
studying histhumbnails. " She knows you're coming?' Don asked, as the penthouse aert dinged.

"Totheminute." Felix softened histone with asmile. "Figured that put, did you?'

She do this sort of thing alot?!

Shel'sagreat beiever in efficiency.” The doors did open, and Felix stepped ouit.

Thistime, Jane wasn't waiting for them. Workmen were in evidence amid amayhem of plagtic
sheeting, ladders, and marble dust. One of them caught Felix's eye and gestured a path around the edge
of the room; he nodded and obeyed, Don still following.

The inner door swung open as he came up on it, and Jane's papery-skinned hand drew a sheet of
tranducent four-mil plastic asde. She beckoned them into her home.

Even having seen it once before, Donall found his awe unabated, though he conceded it behind
professona cynicism. Felix's reaction was at once more open, and more pained.

Jane had taken the greet, empty, echoing chamber that had once been the mesting hall and mystic
center of the Prometheus Club, and turned it into adomicile. Asif she could not bear to leave the place
where her Magi had gathered before they had fallen—or even, in particular, bear to change it much—the
vast sunlit space Felix remembered was still undivided. Soft music threaded from concedled speakers,
sup. plied by a deek |aptop propped open on a coffee table. Here and there, clusters of blond wood and
ivory raw sk furniture huddled under pot-ted palms and ficus, circling Caucasian and Afghan carpets



hand-knotted from burgundy and gold and white and indigo wool. The floor underneath was pae
hardwood, broad expanses visible between the conversationa groupings, its stark pallor ameliorated by
the glittering-eyed shapes of coiled and tendriled five-toed dragons, crafted from in-laid cherry,
purpleheart, olive, cocobola, and other colored woods. Orchids and cacti clustered near the windows,
aranged in pale-glazed pots with restrained smplicity.

A few drategically placed paper-and-lattice screens broke sight lines. One of them concealed adoor
that led to service facilities, including what had once been the Prometheus Club's coed locker room, and
arestaurant-sized kitchen. Another screen provided a private nook for Jane's bed.

It was acalm, soothing room. All that open space, dll that airy bright-ness. Room for hundredsto
gather, if they didn't careto Sit.

All that comforting pallor made the black, twisted hulk in the geo-metric center of the floor seem so
much more uncanny. It could have been the carcass of asteam locomotive, warped and bent from some
unimaginable exploson.

Didocated, out of context, dominating the single enormous room Jane lived in, it wasthe wreck of a
wrought-iron sair.

"Tea?' Jane asked. She shut the door firmly behind them, and en-gaged the darm as her sound
system offered up tinkling Tchaikovsky-

"Please" Felix said.

Dondl pulled his gaze away from the ruined gtair. "Coffeg, if you haveit?'

"l can get it," she answered. Felix could not resist reaching out as they walked past the fused lump of
iron and stroking one hand over what remained of therailing. He remembered it asit had been, alovey
thing, aspiral astight asanautilus shell, as aunicorn's horn, amaster-piece of the Promethean
Art—beauty, function, science, and magic wrought into one devastating artifact.

It filled him with agrest, bewildering homes ckness to stand in thisroom again, so changed and so
changeless, and it wounded him hot and deep to see what Matthew had done.

Hisfingers brushed metal. He expected roughness, the ambient warmth of iron. Cold spiked and
writhed under hisfingers, ashock that made him snatch his hand back asif something small and
venomous had sunk teeth into it.

"Itsdtll dive" hesaid, stupidly, looking &t hishand.

"Matthew severed it," Jane said. "He didn't unwreak it. Nothing short of his death would manage that.
Hisblood isbound up init, hisand Kedly's. The bond between them makes aroad to Faerie.
Though"—athoughtful hesitation as she turned to examine her favorite sudents handiwork —"the way is
tangled now, and dark.”

She smiled over her shoulder, and Felix swallowed a chill as he and Don followed her behind a
screen. "That'swhy you've been protect-ing him."

"Dont beridiculous,” Jane said. "I love dl my Magi. Even the way-ward ones. Chrigtian, are you
there?'

| amindeed," agentle voice answered. Fdix stepped wide of Don and Jane to see who spoke; it was
ared-haired, hazdl-eyed man in aplain white shirt and apair of jeans, who rose from Jane's
cream-colored sofato extend his hand.

‘Chrigian Magus," Jane said, "Fdlix and Dondl Magi. Chrigtian is my apprentice of longest standing.”

"Not yet Proved?' Felix asked.

Next year | ascend to full status,”" Christian said. "I've heard agrest dedl about you, Fdlix."

Felix amiled, showing teeth. "I wish you luck in your trid.” Some-how, he managed to modulate the
wrath out of hisvoice when he turned to Jane and continued, "Matthew is standing second to Marlowe.”

"Hah!" Jane threw her head back hard enough on the laugh that strands of her careful bun did down
around her ears. Shetucked one back up, and let the other fdll. "I should have known. All the better. The
arrangements are settled, then?!

"Asthey'relikely to be. Sunday in Rossville”

"I'll look forward toit,” Jane said, as she led them through the door. The enormous kitchen wasfar
beyond her needs; afew small appli-ances clustered in one corner of the stainless sted and



black-and-white granite countertops. Only one burner on the stove showed signs of reg-ular use, and
besideit rested astainless stedl Russall Hobbs electric kettle, atoaster oven, and a Braun coffeemaker
with the usua acces-sories. "Christian, be alove and get the beans out of the freezer, please?’

He did as she ingtructed, and measured them into the grinder too. The whine of the blades defeated
conversation for amoment. Then he said, "There was another murder yesterday. A young woman named
Nancy Rivera”

Shetook the cylinder from his hand after he unplugged it, and tapped it into a paper filter, clearing the
blades with aforefinger while Felix ran water into both pots. A warm, earthy aromarose from the
grounds until she siwvung the basket closed. "Related?!

"Fae," hesad. "Not the same animd, | don't think. Something big. Wet. With claws. The girl looked
like sheld lost two separate fights, the first one with arhino and the second with atiger.”

"Bunyip,” Fdix said. Janelooked at him sharply.

"Not our usuad mythos."

"l saw it talking to the Kelpiein Central Park earlier thisweek.

"And you didn't mention anything?"

"There hasn't been alot of time." Felix rubbed athumb across the band of hisring. Dondll felt echoing
cold in hisown fingers, while the other gpprentice, Christian, fetched cream and rattled cups.

"Wdl then." Jane took the pot from Felix's hand and poured water carefully into the coffeemaker, a
gparkling, trembling stream. "That cer-tainly helps us make our case againgt Elaine.”

She sounded disappointed, and Donall felt aflush of affection for the old woman because of it. No
matter what, she wanted to think the best of her child. He picked up the beans from the counter and
turned to put them back in the freezer, and stopped with his hand on the door. "Oh."

"If that was meant to be reassuring, it failed utterly,” Felix said, when Don let the resulting Silence drag
on alittletoo long, broken only by the hiss of steam from the coffeemaker.

"ThisMéatthew?'

"Matthew Szczegidniak," Jane said. "My former gpprentice.” "He wasthefirst person at the scene of
thefirst murder,” Don said, with rea unwillingness. It wasn't hisjob to like people. It was hisjob to
arrest them. "We questioned him as awitness, and he took those two Gothy Otherkin kids home. And I'll
tell you something else. Before | got called to the scene yesterday, | had my thumb on the button to call
you."

Jane didn't turn away from her contemplation of the thin brown aro-matic stream drizzling into the
bottom of the glass carafe. This was magic, and sheloved it. She rested the backs of aching fingers
againg thewarm glass. "Out with it, Dondl."

"| followed my ring," hesaid. "And | saw acop | know on astreet corner, talking to a couple of Fae.
Onel didn't recognize." It left him cold ingde. He squeezed hisfingers around hisring, and asked himsaif
gernly whether it was worth protecting a cop who might not be such agood cop after dl, if the price was
alittlegir'slife. Dammit, Ernie. Tell me there'd an innocent explanation for that.

She didn't spesk. Chrigtian filled up the sllencefor her. "And the other one?’

Elaingsbard," Dondl answered, and tried not to fed like atraitor for sayingit.

Her firgt timeinto shadow, Fionnghuaa had ridden awhite mare decked with bells, the Morningstar
riding beside her. Thistime, only the click of her shoes accompanied her, like the tapping of dainty
hooves. Dainty dippersfor adainty foot.

She descended the long stair straight-backed and unmolested, her cloak shimmering faintly inthe
darkness. It was dl the light she needed. Fionnghuadaknew the way into Hell, and the oppressive stillness
in her would have told her she was on theright road, even so. The lonelinesswas an achein her bresst, a
hollowness like a scooped-out heart, a gasping stillness that echoed when shelistened into it. No
lightnessfilled her, no faith. She had no hope, and she had no song.

God despised this place, and she could fed Hisdisdain as ashunned child feelsa parent's scorn: like a
thornin her pam, like astonein her bosom. Hell isnot merely the absence of God. It isthe knowledge of
Hisdisregard.



For amoment, as she dways did when she came to this place, she pitied the stiff-necked Lord of
Hdll.

She emerged on basdlt paving stoneslong as a coffin and wide as agrave, the black rock as
sharp-edged asif they had just been laid, mortarless, without space to dip aknife blade between. A road
curved be-fore her, down to a span of bridge over acam green river. Beyond it rose a spired and
twisted castle like some barbaric wrought-iron crown, Hell's banner snapping from every tower. Gules,
simple: the red of flame and the red of blood, the red of roses and the red of afox's brush. Win-dows
glinted like rough-cut diamonds in each minaret, reflecting light though no sun shonein the coiled sky
overhead.

Fonnghualas footsteps scouted in advance, the echoes resounding in layers, some crisp and some
curved as she crossed the bridge. Tip tap, tip tap. No point in trying to sneak. Lucifer knew she was
returning. And here came a horseman now, clopping along on ared bay caparisoned black and leading a
slk-gray mare. Fionnghuaa paused beyond the bridge, amused by the heavy cloak flowing from his
shoulders—dense, soft wool lined with silk so dark ared it gleamed purple where the shad-ows fell —
and by the archaic breastplate, and the gauntlets on the big hands gentling the reins. At least he wasn't
wearing ahelm. Hishair curled over his shouldersin fussy ringlets. The horse dipped hishead asthe rider
reined him to ahat, and stood, whuffing softly, calm asif he gazed over green filds and not the hollow
pasturage of Hell.

"Y ou haveto stop letting the Devil dressyou, Keith," Fionnghuala said, folding her arms under her
cloak. Featherstickled her neck as she shook her head. "Y ou look like a Direr self-portrait.”

"Except not going bald," he answered, and leaned down to offer her thereins on the maresbridle.
"Wheat brings you back to Hdll?*

"A message for HisMgesty," she answered. Her shoes were unsuited to riding, but she swung up.
The mare barely noticed the weight across the saddle. Fionnghuala had boneslike abird's. The horse
turned will-ingly, though, at the caress of the reins on her neck, and Keith wheeled his broad-chested
steed the opposite way and brought him pardld.

"l wish you wouldn't do this," Keith said. "I knew what | waswalk-ing into. Y ou shouldn't risk
yoursdf for me"

The gray mare shook her head. Fionnghuaa eased her grip onthereins. "Therésno risk. I'm merdly
playing messenger, as befitsawinged thing. He told you?"

"Why would hefail to? Any lever he can lay hishand on. Y ou know how heis"

"Yes" Fionnghuala answered. The green scent of the river followed them uproad, and she could hear
the logt souls singing from its shalows. It was one thing to go to the teind, willing or unwilling — another
en-tirdy to do the Devil's bidding once he had you. The old snake had a knack for getting what he
wanted, though. "'l was surprised he took you. Dragon Prince."

"Don't remind me," he said. The sideways glance he shot her revealed pae eyes under shaggy ginger
brows. He'd kept his beard clipped close, though held let his hair grow, and it did give him a Renaissance
ar. "Not dl the perfumes of Araby—"

She knew him too well for the mask of dignity to fool her. "It'shardly a Little hand," she said, tartly.
"What use has hefor asoul aready damned?’

Keith chuckled, keeping hisrestive horse to a stately walk. The gate loomed faster than he wanted,
anyway: agreet dligator-jawed portcullis, tal enough for a cargo train to pass through. Of course, there
wererailroadsin Hell.

‘Itsamord victory if you gowilling?' Keith said. "Better ask what use he has for a Dragon Prince,
Nuda"

"What's a Dragon Prince for? Lucifer consders conquest.”

We're not for conquest,” Keith answered. "We're for sacrifice. Last stands and being the stone the
hammer shattersitsalf upon. Alasfor the stone, it does not survive the experience.” Strong shoulders
rolled, straining the strgps on the breastplate. "1'm till waiting for the sacrifice. History isn't done with me
ya"

The mare swerved at the pressure of Fionnghuala's knee, and brought her rider close enough to Keith



that she could lay ahand on his gauntlet. Her fingers looked ridiculous there, laid on scaled iron, and
when she squeezed she could not dent the armor.

"Thelast defender of Hell," she said, and let her hand fdll to her saddle.

"Bests Camelot,” he answered.

They shared agrin, and rode side by side under the high, fanged gate. The horses were whisked away
amogt before Keith could offer Fionnghuala his cupped hands to dismount, invisible servantsleading
them to airy stables deep with straw. The Devil isahorseman.

They crossed the courtyard side by side, asthey had riddenin. The

great doors stood open before them. Striking against the dark stone of

the palace, they were broad dabs of paewood, pied with irregular

patches of satiny charcod and silver: spalted oak, lovely in itsrottenness.

"|sthe master at home?"'

"Of course," Keith said. She had always seemed arock to him, an iron "woman with her iron hair.
Even herein Hell, she stood as straight as an angel. He stripped off his gauntlets and laid them on atable
inthe hal; another invisible servant whisked them away. Convenient toy. "Heswaiting for you. And the
tableislaid. He said to ask if your old room would serve, and to say he kept it for you."

"There are athousand roomsin my father'shouse," Fionnghualasaid, not hiding theirony. "Am 1
meant to stay long enough to need a bed?

"Traveler'srest,” Keith answered. He offered her an elbow, and she accepted, light on her toes,
long-necked and lithe.

The hall was broad, the flagstones dark and silver date strewn with rushes, the walls tapestry-hung.
"He kept my room?' "Aye," Keith said. "Did you ever serve him?' "No," she answered. "Not ashe
wished. | never did." "Murchaud did."

"Murchaud had hisreasons." Her shrug rippled the spread of her cloak like wings. "Hell's not so bad,
| understand, after Faerie. And Murchaud never had arelationship with God to forfeit. So no, | didn't
serve him. But we were, | suppose, after afashion, friends. Asmuch ashein hislondiness can cdll
anyonefriend.”

Her footstep hesitated. At the same moment, Keith paused and stepped away from her, clearing a
space to swing the sword he wore at his hip, should the need arise. He wasn't surprised by who strolled
out of the shadowsto greet them, and neither was Fionnghuaa But he didn't pull his hand from hishilt,
athough he bowed giffly to the den-der, red-haired man who came forward, one hand extended.

"Speek of the devil," Keith said.

"] didn't know the Morningstar had guests,” Christian answered, tugging his gloves off onefinger a a
time. Helaid them on an end table, where they vanished as smoothly as Keith's gauntlets had, and
shrugged out of hisdenim coat aswell. "l would have dressed for company.”

"I'm resident,” Keith answered, settling on his hedl's, easing his shoul-ders and neck. "What bringsyou
to our haf of Hell? Shouldn't you be out going up and down in the world?"

Chrigtian amiled. "l wasinvited. For the masque. All Hell is coming, and perhaps even Faerie. Marley
isleaving us, going back to the Snow Queen. Y ou didn't know?"

"Alwaysthelast to," Keath temporized. "And Lucifer'sthrowing him abal."

"l imagine he's sending invitations as we speak. Perhaps that's why he's summoned you, Nuaa."
Chrigtian acknowledged her with abow. Or hasit to do with your assignation with Michadl, the other
night?'

Of dl the gories, he wasthe devil sheliked the least. Dante's Devil was easily avoided, anidiot god
ceaselesdy gnawing, crouched on hisidiot throne. Milton's had a certain urbane bravado, for dl his
groaning wings and reek of brimstone. Lucifer was what he was, broken and beautiful. . . .

Chrigtian was the youngest, cat-cruel and cat-clever, the master of bad deals and worse bargains, a
cinematrickster. At least the Morn-ingstar loved what he destroyed. Christian went &t it for the sheer joy
of maice

| am but amessenger,” she said. In another shape, she would have tanned her wings and hissed; it
camethrough in her voice. "And | have amessageto deliver. If you will excuse us?'



"Of course." He nodded and turned to watch them pass.

She hurried, and Keith kept up with her, their cloaks fluttering behind them, dark wingsand pae.
Neither one liked wearing the weight of Christian's gaze.

"Michadl offered abargain?' Keith asked, when they were out of earshot.

Fionnghuaahitched her featherstighter about her shoulders. "Michad offered nothing new. If Lucifer
would bend his neck, his Lord would love him again.”

"In four thousand years," Keith said, rubbing the line between his eyes, "you would think that one of
them would have grown up alittle

Fonnghuaa'slaugh was anything but ladylike. "Asbelow, so above," she said. Shetook hisarm
back, and squeezed his elbow hard. "I've missed you."

"And | you," he answered. "I'm adog on achain here, and you know how this place weighs your
soul." He covered her hand with his own for amoment, as they paused before another great set of
spalted oaken doors. These were carved in elaborate filigree, and glimpses of the room beyond could be
seen through the open-work. 1t was along room, richly gppointed. Someone indistinct, al in black with
golden curls, stood at the far end, head bowed before the fire. Keith lowered hisvoice. "Have you seen
Elane?Or lan?"

"Not of late. | can bring them amessage, if you like."

"With their invitation to the ball?"

She snorted. He stepped forward, leading her, and the doors eased open on silent hinges. On the right
was a cozy nook of three or four chairs and a settee arranged around alow oval table. On their left stood
along table laden with scented platters. Three places had been set, one at the head and one on either
sde, and the vast empty length stretching below it sent Fionnghualas loneliness aching across the bridge
of her nose.

Lucifer did not raise his head asthey came forth. He stood before the fire, shoulders hunched under
histight-folded pinions, one hand cupped loosely around the bell of aglass, and Fionnghuaacould see
that his eyeswere closed, the corners pinched asif he addressed someinward pain.

He's a snake. But it didn't siop her from pitying him.

"Morningstar,” she said, stepping away from Keith MacNelll as the Dragon Prince released her arm.
"l bring amessage from Michagl." He didn't move, didn't flicker afeather or raise one fine-boned hand to
stop her words. She thought of Christian, smug in the empty, echoing castle, and Michael with foresty
wings bowering the girl in therain. It was in-formation, and information was currency.

Andif shedidn't trust Lucifer, she called him afriend. And shedidn't like Christian & dl. "And there's
news, aswell, old Swan."

And perhaps | know a way around Michael's obduracy.

He straightened, wings fanning for balance as he turned, and held his glass out to her with the single
faint lip-print smudging the rim. He amiled like a shark as shetook it, the grief vanished asif it had never
been. "Please" hesaid. "Nuda. Drink. Y ou havetraveled far."

Chapter Fifteen

Please Come to Boston

Rumpel diltskin finaly resolved that Gypsy wasn't an immedi-ate thregt to the health and well-being of

all concerned around suppertime on Thursday, after the assemblage had broken for deep and daylight
duties and reconvened to continue discussion of uni-corns and Faeries and points between. The cat



celebrated by dipping from hisusud vantage in the halway behind the wrought-iron plant stand to twine
the big man's ankles and beg for crumbs of cheese, which Gypsy fed him whenever Autumn wasn't
looking. Rumpelstiltskin pushed them around on the carpet with soft white-rimmed toes until he was
satisfied they weren't going to bite him back, then consumed them with agreat show of satisfaction and a
flipping tail-tip.

Gypsy sat in Autumn's usual armchair with apile of reference books beside him and Cardl’s ThinkPad
open on hisknee, the sound dialed down to counteract the tinny MIDI filesinfesting haf the Web pages
he surfed. Autumn, her hair held out of her face with the back of her left hand, sprawled on thefloor,
where she drew charts and family trees on a big sheet of craft paper with repurposed dry-erase markers.
All threelifted their heads when the front door swung open, cooling the house with a draft.

"Cad?'

"I've brought company,” Carel cdled back. "Isthat Gypsy'scar inthedrive?. .. Oh, hi, Gyp."

"Hey your own sdif," he said, and set the laptop computer aside be-fore heaving himself to hisfedt.
And stopped hdfway, blinking, while Autumn kndlt up, and Carel and her company appeared in the hall
doorway. "Y ou weren't kidding."

Three children clustered behind her, two boys and agirl. Well, Gypsy alowed, children might bean
uncharitable description. Y oung men and ayoung woman, twentysomething. A black-haired boy,
den-der and well-made. The second boy a Gothy type with his dye job show-ing red at the roots, and
the girl ash-haired and contrasting hippie chic with the scars and piercings decorating her flesh. She mede
Gypsy'sold scarsitch, in particular, which was odd because there was nothing to her, metaphysicaly
speaking, and he could see the power dusting the boys as if they'd been rubbing their hands over soft,
slvery schist and the flakes of compressed mica had coated their fingers and pams.

Carel, as she aways did, glared with power like the codsin ablack iron furnace. She hesitated in the
doorway, met hiseyes, smiled alittle, and then turned her attention to Autumn. " Sorry there wasn't more
warning,” shesaid. "l didn't think to call. Autumn, Gypsy, I'd like you to meet lan MacNeill, aPrince of
the Daoine Sidhe; Jawe s—the young woman | spoke to you about on the phone, Turns'—Autumn
winced at the nickname, but couldn't hide her smile— "and Geoff.'

"And who's Geoff?' Gypsy said, collecting himself enough to finish rising from among the books, step
over Autumn'slegs, and extend his hand.

"Nobody in particular,” Geoff answered, but he wasthefirst oneto put out his hand. Hisgrip was
firm, alittle coal, asif he had been not wearing gloves outsde. The safety pinslining the outside seam of
his pants jangled as he stepped back, giving way to the girl.

She smiled as Gypsy took her hand, careful of her bones, and shook it lightly. No shock of power, no
initiation, for al her scars, but he saw the sdlow yelows and violets that swirled around her and knew her
inner bruising and her pain. He set her back on the shelf like a china cup; there was adeep crack there
that would take more skill than histo mend.

Autumn had risen to her feet and come up behind him, making sooth-ing noisesto the girl while Gypsy
introduced himsdlf to the Prince. The young man seemed amused, and Gypsy supposed he'd broken
some protocol shaking hands with the othersfirgt, but he'd never had much to do with royalty. Gypsy did
notice theway the girl kept one corner of her attention on the Prince no matter where she was, even
when Au-tumn led her to the sofaand ins sted she and Geoff sit.

Gypsy released hisgrip and leaned back on his heds, huffing into his beard as he planted his hands on
hiships. "A housefull of the Fair Folk," he said, and turned to his hostesses. "When you told me Carel
was Merlin, Autumn, | didn't think you meant it literaly.”

Card looked up sharply. "What's she been telling you?'

"It'smy fault,” Gypsy answered, as Autumn lifted her hand, paused, and said, "I'll just make more tea’
over her shoulder as she brushed past Ian and fled the living room.

Card gmiled a him. "I knew you were trouble from the minute | met you.” 1t could have been worse.
It could have been Moira, or Jason, God forbid. She actudly didn't mind Gypsy knowing. But she
hoped he hadn't been telling. "What'd | miss?'

"You've been in Faerie" hesaid.



Cardl shrugged, as good as an admission with an EIf intheroom. "I get around.”

Gyp laughed. Rumpddtiltskin, normaly shy in the presence of strangers, came and rubbed himself in
loops around Cardl's ankles, sniffing and purring. She squaited to pick him up, and hislong limbs gangled
over her shoulder and out of the cradle of her embrace, an arm-ful of cat and more.

Gypsy sad, "Mostly, we've been trying to figure out whether it's a portent of some sort that Autumn
saw the unicorn. And no, we haven't told Moira. A thing."

"Well, that'sarelief then," Carel said. She dropped her chin for the cat's convenience, and smiled as
he hid his pointed face against her neck.

Thetension that had held lan static by the doorway snapped and he came into the room and selected
achair, confident and in command.

Jawels had dropped her head, and with her face and hands concedled in the fall of her hair, was
listening to her cell phone messages with an expression of concentration. Four and ahalf days worth: she
hadn't checked since Sunday night.

"Actudly,” Card said, "it'sjust aswell you're here, Gyp. Y ou see, Jewd s has been accepted in
service by His Highness' — she nodded to lan, asthe cat bumped her chin hard with the crown of his
head — "and she needstraining.”

"How do you teach somebody to survivein Faerie?’

lan settled himself on one corner of the sofa, not far from Jewels. "I can teach the lady that,” he said,
crossing hislegsand folding his hands. "But | cannat ‘prentice her in mortal magics, for | do not know
them.”

"And| do."

"Better than Moira, anyway,” Carel said. "And Autumn hasn't alot of interest in anything beyond
meditation— "

"l heard that!" floated from the kitchen.

Carel amiled. The cat squirmed in her arms, and she let him down. When Gypsy looked at Jewels,
though, she was frowning at her phone, and Geoff had his hand on her shoulder and was leaning forward.

She must have felt hisgaze. "I haveto cal that cop,” she said. "He's | eft three messages.”

"Peese?' Geoff said, with awince,

"War," she answered. They grinned a each other, leaving Gypsy completely logt. "I'll call himina
minute. I'm sorry, Gy-Gypsy?'

"Gyp," said Gypsy.

"Gyp," she echoed, with another ghosty smile. "Y oureamagician?' I'm aPagan,” he said.
"Shamanidtic tradition. | can teach you some-thing, sure. If you can tell me something.”

Sheleaned forward, swalowing, her hands folded over the warm plastic of her phone. "I'll try."

He pointed to her forehead, blunt finger and a bitten nail indicating the line of scars braided like atiara
across her brow. "How'd you man-age to get scarred up like that and not earn any power of your own
yer?”
Her chin went up, her hair shaken back from her face, dipping be-hind the points of her much-pierced
ears. "l don't know," she said, blunt confession that pleased him.

Well find out,” Gypsy said, asthe phonerang. The landline, not anybody's cell.

Autumn dodged in from the kitchen with ateatray in both hands, and did it onto the table beside the
telephone as Card starting forward. "It'sLily," Gypsy and Card said, in unison.

Autumn’s hand paused over the handset. She glared through the vell of her hair. "I hate it whenyou
do that."

Lily had something she wanted to talk about—whatever it was, enough to make her voice flat with
emotion —and didn't seem deterred when Autumn told her the house wasfull of strangers. "I'll be over
assoonas| pick up my car," shesaid. "Want meto get a couple of pizzas on the way? It'd do me good
to be around people.”

Autumn cast ajaundiced eye around the room, as Jewels leaned to-ward Geoff and mouthed You
don't suppose she means Lily Wakeman, do you? "Pizzasounds like agreet plan. Make sure you get
oneveggie; I'm not sure everybody's a carnivore.”



Lily laughed, asif Autumn's voice had eased whatever it was weigh-ing her down, and hung up.
Autumn looked up to see the dender boy with the eerie green eyes hovering a her ebow. lan. "'l beg
your par-don,” hesaid, "I couldn't help but overhear. Y ou saw aunicorn?'

She nodded, setting the phone back on the cradle. 1 did.”

lan touched her elbow, lightly, leaning in asif to catch the scent of some perfume she wasn't wearing.
"l know aMage you should talk to. He knows afew things about unicorns.”

Detective Smith said he needed to talk to her as soon as possible, and that he'd cheerfully drive out of
the city to do it. Jewels, the back of her hand pressed to her mouth and the phone pressed to her ear, its
trans-parent lime-green plastic cover clinging like akissto her cheek, hes-tated longer than she should
have. It was Thursday evening. Held think sheld been ignoring his cals for most of the week. Sheld have
to find an excuse—or just plain tell him where sheld been.

She couldn't bring him to Carel's house. And she needed an advan-tage, the advantage of home turf.
It didn't matter how nice Smith was, how much of arelief it wasto hear hismusica voice on the phone
and not Detective Peese's nasal tenor. But—she checked the display on her phone just as Detective
Smith cleared histhroat—but it was Thursday And there was probably abusto Springfield. If she
couldn't convince somebody to drive there.

"Have you ever heard of aplace cdled the Rathskeller?' she asked, ignoring Geoff's stare. "'In
Soringfidd?"

Don, thumb-punching on his PDA with reckless speed, had not. But the girl knew the street address,
and it was easy enough to find the Web site and Google amap. "I'll bethere at ten," he said. "'l hope
you'l rec-ognize me.

The laugh that answered, though made tenuous by the crackling mouthpiece of her phone, was more
relaxed—more mature—than he had expected. "Y ou're hard to miss, Detective.”

Ten o'dlock—which left him with barely enough time to shower, change into something that didn't
look elther dept in or too conservartive, collect hiscar, fight the last half of rush hour over the Triborough
Bridge, and start driving north, if he wanted to be there in time to have alook around before committing
to the arrangement.

He told the shift lieutenant where he was going and why, filed his pa-perwork, arranged amidnight
check-in, and hurried back to his gpart-ment, stopping at a coffee shop along the way.

The drive was no worse than it had to be, the weather cooperating and the steady stream of
headlights south and taillights north dispers-ing dowly as he left Farfield County. The highway was
featureless by night, broad lanes of well-maintained blacktop picked out in reflective paint, and it took
him lesstime than it seemed it should to reach Hart-ford. Springfield wasless than an hour up 91 after
that.

It was a postage-stamp city, a skyline you could take in at a glance, without detail or complexity. A
cluster of afew boxy curtain wall build-ings and one ol d-fashioned stone office spire dwarfed by its
modern cousins lounged on alow bank of the broad, brown Connecticut River, and onceinits cluttered
greets, Donall had no difficulty finding the ad-dress, dthough it did take afew circlesthrough the
one-way corridorsto locate parking. He turned the collar of hisleather trench coat up — he hadn't worn
itinayear and ahaf—and did from behind the whed into achill night, the tang of early winter frosting
the sour scent of garbage.

The boots got worn more often. And were more comfortable be-cause of it; the coat strained across
his shoulders. He knew from the People passing out front that he was twenty yearstoo old for this place,
but he was hoping held get made for a creepy guy trolling for ingppropri-ate women rather than an officer
of thelaw. He checked the tuck of his black turtleneck in the side window, squared his shoulders, and
went to meet his doom.

It was as loud as expected. He felt the bass line through the sdewa k cement half ablock away. The
faded red and yellow sign on the cinderblock front of the old warehouse advertised LAZER FLASH.
The ghosts of festive colors haunted its facade.

When Don followed Jewels instructions and walked around back, he found aloading dock with



two-pipe sted railing up either sde of the stairs and aong the length of the cement. Y oung people
huddled there, some skinny and some voluptuous, their hair spiked or ratted or alowed to tumblein
sheer ebony and carnelian waves. Embers glowed by their fingertips: the smoking lounge. The breeze
snaked through the reek of clove and Don sneezed, climbing the gairsto enlist intheline.

Thekids queuing werekids: hefigured if he started checking 1D, he could probably collar haf the
freshman class of Springfield College. The bouncer wad checking—most of it fake or borrowed. Don
had hisready—NY driver'slicense, in the wallet without the shield—when he got up there.

"Eight dollars,”" the bouncer said, bored. Don had six inches height on him, and the girl just before was
waved through without paying. But Don wasn't wearing acorset. He paid.

The main entrance seemed to be asdlly port just left of the big, rusted loading bay doors. A sign hung
to hisright, hand-painted purple on black. A gleaming violet neon script capitd R illuminated it.
RATHSKELLER.

"Thismust bethe place,”" he said to himself, and so he passed within.

In the darkness he stepped right, asif the percussive wave of the music had brushed him out of the
way. Alongside the door, againgt the sedled loading bay shutter, where he could scope the place for a
minute or two before he walked out in it. His hand dipped into the pocket or his jeans and found a
cracked hard plastic case, from which he with-drew custom-made earplugs.

They werefor the shooting range. He praised a couple of random deitiesin passing that the plugs had
still happened to be stuck in his jeans, and seated each onein turn. It lowered the deafening rattle of the
music to an uncomfortable roar, and gave him time to ingpect the venue. His ducked head and hands
cupped before his face presented the con-vincing illusion that he wasindulging in acouple of fingernails of
blow.

The Rathskeller had been alaser tag labyrinth before it became a dance club, and the reminders of its
former employment were evident. Salvaged fire escape stairs rose to agrill-work ba cony that
circumnavi-gated the vast chamber, chained to the ceiling and braced by frequent pillars. Thefar side of
the space was one long bar, worked by three bar-tenders.

Also on theleft, adrop led to adance pit, reached by two broad steps carpeted in leopard print. The
far left wall was astage, complete with maniaca DJ and towering speaker stacks. The dance floor was
an in-candescent darkness writhing with bodies, a Bosch painting wrought animate, cluttered with forms
made mutant by strobing crimson light and e aborate clothes. Black-painted pillarsin front hosted two
men and awoman chained in various states of dishabille. One of them was offer-ing himself to be
flogged, ten knotted ropes braided into ahandle clenched in histeeth and hopeful tears staining his
cheeks. The dancers were far too busy just now.

The walswere cinderblock, matte-black, and the surred, intention-aly disorienting fluorescent
designs|eft from the club's previous incar-nation smeared them in greet, random whorls. On Don'sright,
the leopard-print carpet extended under a seating area composed of repurposed cast-iron lawn furniture.
Beyond even that, aportion of the labyrinth remained: a plywood maze three storiestal, confounding
with mirrors and disconcerting with switchbacks. The booths, such asthey were, were Stuated inits
recesses, and other things went on in shad-owed and curtained corners. Everywhere was the groan of
leather, the hush of velvet, the glint of plagtic.

Right now, the best-lit part of the club was a patch of newspaper-clad concrete near the labyrinth,
which was set off by still more two-pipe railing, this painted dull crimson and crowded with onlookers.
Don couldn't have missed Jewelsif held meant to. Wearing asmock and a surgical mask, she
commanded the middle of that bright spot at the back of the room. She bent over the back of a haf-nude
young man who hunched in turn over the back of areversed chair, ablue plastic-handled scalpd in her
right hand, making hisred blood run. The boy she said wasn't her boyfriend was nowhere in evidence,
but another young man had been permitted insde therail and leaned againgt it, armsfolded, watching. He
made Don's Promethean ring cold, but not sharply so, and whoever the young man was, he had no
goparent diffi-cultieswith theiron.

Don stuffed his hands in his pockets and dipped between tables, to-ward Jewels and her acolytes,
pressing agains the current of tension that hung on the air. The shirtless boy was Caucasian, hair ratted



around hisface, his eyes closed and histeeth clenched as he pushed out tightly controlled sobs. Jewels
worked with absolute concentration. The teeming crowd, the breath-held observerslined up dong the
gdlery rail, the thumping music and the shouts of the drinkers and the bar-tenders might have been the
murmur of wind through long grasses. She never glanced up, even when Don eased his bulk between two
curva-ceous velvet-clad women and claimed therailing directly in front of her and her subject, where he
couldn't see too clearly what she was doing.

He could smdll it, though. Over the perfume of the ladies hed nudged aside— one darkly redolent of
grave-swet lilies and sharp with ylang-ylang, the other musky rose and myrrh—an abattoir savor
threaded the air. Attenuated chrysanthemum streaks curved around the boy's pale, corrugated torso,
drying on his chest. Don imagined hisback must look like afireworks display in reverse, dark on bright.
It wasn't much blood, though.

He wondered what Jewelswas carving on his skin.

She set the scalpel asideonaTV tray covered with paper and picked up something €lse. Her hands
deft in red-daubed vinyl, she moistened a cotton ball in some viscous substance and stroked it into the
pattern or "wounds, her lips moving as she murmured to her client, or maybe her-self. Don couldn't
imagine that either one could hear what she was say-ing over the music.

She patted him on the shoulder at last, and stood back, stripping her glovesinside out. The boy
remained where he had been, eyes easing open alittle at atime, hisface flushed strawberry bright in
patches on skin like bone.

Someone nudged forward a bucket. Jewels pulled off mask and smock, and they went in on top of
the gloves. The recapped scalpel followed, wadded in the paper from the tray. She crouched, murmured
something in the ear of the boy, who was still aswim in his endorphin cocktail. And Don, nerving himslf,
dung aleg over therailing and moved forward.

He expected to be grabbed, intercepted. But no one reached out for him, and instead he found
himsdlf the center of attention, bathed in aflood of incandescent light, towering over askinny child witha
Faeri€'s ears pricking through her brown-blonde braids. "Y ou wanted to see [me," he said asayoung
man came up to them.

"Comeon," Jewels answered, stepping away from the blood and the bleeding boy. "Weve got a
booth. Thisislan. lan, Detective Smith."

Sheld meant to rattle him. Make him run agauntlet, force him onto her turf. He followed her, coat
swinging around him; they resembled a mantling raven pursuing some twig-and-bent-grass creature. lan
brought up therear.

The Bertelli boy was holding down atable insde the maze, past two clinching couples and an
argument, and a shortish girl with violet hair was sprawled on one of the wooden benches, her back in
the angle of the corner, adrink cupped in her hands. She rocked her head in time to the music, eyes
closed, and Don thought Jewel s looked sour-faced over Geoff's attention to her.

It was quieter here; the walls baffled sound. The booth had two sides flanked by benches built into the
wall and the other two but-tressed by chairs. Once Jewels placed hersdlf in achair, she managed
introductions without shouting while the men sorted themselvesinto seats.

Areyou sure you want to talk in front of &l these people?' Don asked, when held waited for her to
regain her drink and click nearly melted ice againgt her teeth.

Unlessyou have awarrant,” shesaid. "These arefriends.

But Don thought the guilty sdeways glance that she shot Lily said something else. Not athrest: she
was on edge, but not scared of them. Don didn't know what to cdll it yet. He waited, folding his hands,
re-ssting the urgeto fiddle hisring. She was at ease here, at home. Not at al the trapped fey thing shed
been inthe interview room.

Jewels set her drink aside. Y ou wanted to talk to me, Detective Smith,” she said.

He smiled and awarded her the point. "Interesting place you've got here," he said, with avague
gesture of hisleft hand. Somebody tromped overhead, dancing or running through one of the twisting
corridors on the second level. "What you were doing out there— "

"Thisiswhere| work," she said, tracing afinger through the luke-warm condensation that had |eft



rings puddied on the tabletop. "One of the places. Thisismy job."

"Cutting people?’

"Decorating them." She shrugged. "1 wouldn't expect you to under-stand. I'm trained — "

"Y ou seemed very confident.”

"She'sgood,” Geoff said, leaning forward on his elbowsto intersect their conversation. "Well-known.
Respected. Y ou don't get the kind of buzz Jewels gets unless you do good work."

Don held up hishand. "'l wasn't questioning that. Isit an gpprentice-ship sort of ded ?"

"Modtly," she said. "And most people are too squeamish to do agood job. So yeah, | found aguy
who did body modification, and said | wanted to learn.” She looked down and counted on her fingers.
"SX years now."

"She studied with Sergel,” Geoff said—if that was the name, exactly, under the music. Don could tell
he was supposed to recognizeit. More, the purple-haired girl — Lily—did. Her head tilted with reluctant
respect.

Jawels dismissed it with ablush and downcast glance, but she was pleased. "Ask me what you
wanted to ask me."

"1t makesmealittle nervous," Don sad, leaning back with folded armsthat got hisitchy fingersalittle
closer to the butt of hisgun, to come all thisway to talk to you about your friend's murder and whether
the agency behind it was Fae or mortd, and find you hanging out with achangding.”

lan smiled pleasantly. "I've just met thelady,” he said. Thefirst words out of his mouth, and Donall
was surprised by the light sweetness of his voice and the gentle Scottish burr. " She came to my mother's
court for assstance in solving the murder. And | am that. Assstance, | mean.

"Y our mother's— " Don had never experienced the sensation of being dumbstruck before. His mouth
opened and closed, until he swalowed and tried again. "Y ou're that lan. lan MacNeill."

A lingering condgtriction in Don's chest released pain he hadn't even redlized he carried. There was an
explanation for Ernie's clandestine conversation with the bard. " That'd what your mother's courtier was
doingin New York."

lan looked uncomfortable. "I beg your pardon?"

"Queen Elainesbard,” Don said, aware that he was volunteering too much and gambling anyway. |
saw himin New Y ork City. Meeting with ahomicide cop who's working the murder of Althea Benning .
.. and another Fag, awoman."

"What did shelook like, the woman?"' lan's hands had gone still on the table, and his voice was very
cam.

"Black hair, very pae skin. Maybe five-ten, not over one thirty-five. She was wearing yelow, and
barretteswith sunflowers.

lan'slipsthinned. "I don't suppose you can draw?’

"Not good enough for that." Don licked hislips, and cast asideways glance down at hisring. What
assurances did he have that Jane was on the right Side? In retrospect, his agreement to help her seemed
hurried, unconsidered . . . unwise. He was not usually so quick to choose sides. “Can you draw?'

"Asamatter of fact," lan said. "Passme apen.”

Lily provided one, aviolet rollerbal, and afolded sheet of paper with ashopping list written on one
sde. lan hunched forward over the table with hislong-nailed fingers twisted through his hair, supporting
his head as his other hand scratched with the pen.

Don tried not to stare, but it didn't take more than afew linesto convince him. "Different hair,” he
sad. "Different clothes. But that was her.”

lan capped therollerbal and handed it back to Lily. Jewelsleaned over his shoulder, one hand resting
on hisarm, obliviousto his raised eyebrow and sideways glance. "'1've seen her too.”

"ulig?"

She leaned away from lan. "In New Y ork. On Halloween."

Thank you," lan said, and crumpled the paper into his pocket.

Don, in the process of reaching for it, frowned. "I take it from your reaction that your mother didn't
send anyone?”



"Not Cairbre," lan answered. "Curious ..." He paused, looked up, and jumped to hisfeet sharply
enough to rattle the table. Jewel s squeaked and grabbed her drink. "Aunt Nuaal"

Don hadn't seen her arrive. He glanced up, and there she stood, a pale woman in—perhaps —her
vigorous sixties, her gray hair tangled in wiry waves around her shoulders, wearing awhite button-down
shirt and indigo jeans, as out of place asadovein arookery. "Y our father sends his greetings, Prince
lan," she said, with anod.

lan's hand went to his mouth, covering his expression. "Only his gregtings?*

"And hislove," shesaid more gently. "And heinquiresif you sill wish to claim your throne, when you
have had timeto think on it. Also, his master wishes me to extend an invitation to you and your family, to
at-tend amasgue in Hell tomorrow, as afarewell to Master Marlowe." She seemed to notice Don's
gartle when she said Hell, and smiled at him with the corner of her lip as she extended a sedled, folded
paper to lan, who accepted without comment.

The woman glanced around the table, fixing each onein turn on her gaze. "And you, Mary Wakeman,
who calshersdf Lily . . ." she said, when she paused.

Lily pressed into the corner, pulling her drink againgt her chest. "Who told you my name?"

The gray-haired woman smiled. "That isn't the matter now. You and | need to talk, my dear, about
your choice of paramours. Please, come with me."

Whatever it was— Lily'swhole name, so blithely delivered, or the old woman's grace and poise, or
the way her voice (harsh, not melodious, but resonant and deep) cut the noise in the club asif it were
mur-mured direct in Lily'sear —Lily got out past Geoff, who did from the booth to facilitate her passage,
and looked from Jewelsto lan and back again.

Jewels was the one who nodded. "WEell be here."

"Thanks." She scooped her wrap out of the booth, just in case, and fixed a hair clip as she stood,
fedling the music shiver through thefloor. Laibach, and the DJwas stressing the syssem withiit.

Sheld gone by Autumn's house with the intention of talking to her about the possibility of disentangling
hersdlf from Moirawithout losing contact with othersin the coven — You, and Michad, shed planned
to say—but then Gypsy was there and between the two of them they'd broken it to Lily about Jewels
wanting to comein and learn something of the arts, and Jewels had turned out to be somebody she knew
from the club scene and kind of vaguely didiked, and Geoff somebody she knew rather better, if a
yearlong flirtation culminating in ablow job in adark corner of the how-defunct Blackthorne, when held
been tending bar there, counted for anything.

Goth clubs did not have along median life span.

But held been sweet, and from his sideways glances, he remembered \ it too.

The evening's conversation had somehow, after explanations and di-gressions, evolved into the three
of them and a couple of Fae of Jewes acquaintance going out clubbing on Fetish Night. At firdt, Lily's
self-discipline had been strained not sneaking her own sideway's glances at the Fae, but soon enough
sheld forgotten to find him magical, and had just enjoyed sharing with Jewesin the ungtinting and
ever-s0-dightly competitive attention of two attractive men.

And shedd been flying that morning.

Sometimes, it seemed asif everything in lifewent magica al a once. Synchronicity, or perhapsthe
hand of Fate.

Y ou should know," Lily told the stranger after they had stepped aside, "that I'm not interested in
persona advice from strangers. Or judgments. Especidly judgments.”

The older woman leaned close. She dipped ahand into her pocket, and brought out something that
looked like a popper, amyl nitrate, alit-tle twist of paper that bulged in the middle, except it was silver
and Chi-nese red ingtead of white. "I'm not here to offer advice, my dear," she said. "I'm Fionnghuala, by
the way. T'were rude of me not to offer aname.”

Shetried to pressthe popper into Lily's hand, and Lily pulled away. "I don't want that."

"You need it," Flonnghudasaid. The girl's hands were cold, but the swanmay caught them —so much
larger than her own—and folded the fingers around the scrap. "It will take you to Hell. You, and a



compan-ion, if you choose.”

"A ...companion?'
Fionnghualasmiled. "It'straditional to bring a date to aparty. Y ou pop the paper open, and breathe it
in—'

"1 know how they work," Lily said. She tucked it into her pocket, in-tending to flush it when the
opportunity presented itsdf. "Why would | want to go to Hell?*

"Because that iswhere your lover will be, tomorrow night." Fionn-ghuaaheld out an envelope of fine
linen-pressed paper, sedled with dark red wax. It was amazing what agirl could accomplish with the joint
cooperation of an archangel and the Prince of Lies. "Heresyour invitation, my dear.”

Chapter Sixteen
Everything Goesto Hell

The invitation was on thick, soft, high rag-content ivory paper with an embossed crest. Geoff ran his

thumb over it before flip-ping it open with histhumbnail. It felt morelike stiff cloth than paper, rich and
knife-creased. "I can't believe I'm agreeing to this. Y ou want to take meto Hell."

Lily grinned, lounging on the settee in her cramped gpartment, a clove cigarette glowing in her hand.
He needed to get over that thing about Jewels. And Geoff hadn't agreed to join the exodus to Hell until
he'd found out that Jewels was going, as lan's companion. "Who ese could | ask? Without having to
explain the whole kidnapped-by-Faeriesthing?'

To somebody who hadn't explained it to you first?" Between him and Jewels and lan, sheld managed
to more or less build a narrative of where he/d been and what he'd done. He handed her back the paper.
one struggled for amoment in the three-inch heels of her granny boots, the red metallic fabric of her skirt
whisking around her ankles. Auto-matically, Geoff reached out to steady her, and she accepted, letting
him pull her to her feet. She wore a corset over the skirt; once she was up, it pressed her spineinto
aignment and made her fed aslight and sus-tained as when Christian took her hands and coaxed her into
midair. "It'sfunny meeting you again thisway."

Kismet," he sad, with ashrug. He was kitted out himself in Gothic finery a vintage tuxedo with frayed
cuffsthat made him look like arefugee from the Addams Family, his hair freshly re-dyed that morning so
his ruddy eyebrows looked even stranger on his pallor, eyeliner and lipstick asdark asabruise. A mask
hung around his neck: Polichindle. "Arewe going?'

She glanced out her window at the sunset. "Yes" she said, and tucked the invitation into her corset.
Sheretrieved the twist of paper Fionnghuaahad given her, and weighed it in her palm. It felt warm, the
paper crisp and crinkly when she pinched the ends. " Ready?"

"Thisisdlly," Geoff sad.

"You'retelingme" Lily answered, and broke the capsule under their noses as he leaned in close.

Geoff had closed his eyesreflexively. He braced for bitter unpleasant-ness, but what diffused through
the air was pleasant, the degp musty scent of old leavesin autumn, the richness of pollen, the warmth of
moist earth tilled over in the sun. His eyes widened, his head went back —

He found himsdlf staring over Lily's shoulder, at Hell.

It wasn't anything that he'd expected. No lava pits, no lakes of flame, no writhing souls nor demons
with pitchforks. That dead-leaf scent swept around them, ruffling their clothes and lifting the hair on their
necks. They stood in aforma entryway, atall tapestried room bright-ened by soothing gadights, cut



flowers—roses and lilies—banked like snowdrifts dong the walls. That scent grew enervating asthe
other faded.

They were donein the room, but Geoff thought he knew which way to go. More roses strewed the
path. Hetook Lily's hand; they shared aglance, and she laughed. It sounded strained. "I have abad
feding about this" Geoff muttered.

Lily nibbled her lips, staining her teeth with lipstick. "If | want to learn magic, | need to do this.”

Geoff felt the need she spoke of, and something worse and colder underneath: sucking pressure like a
vacuum, an emptiness that turned the flowersinto funerea wregths, the faintly heard musicinto adirge.
The sensation wasn't . . . crushing so much as haunting, as coming home to an empty house that
shouldn't be. He squeezed her hand and stepped forward, Lily's skirt rustling alongside, but she sensed
his hesitation. As they came to a cross-corridor where the foot-bruised carpet of roses tended |eft, she
stepped forward and took the lead in turn.

They rounded another corner and now came upon a great Gothic doorway which soared three times
Geoff's height. The doors stood open, guarded on either side by winged figures as still as Satues, that
shed radiance al about. Beyond the doors were people—a paltry gath-ering for such agrand ball.
Gently, Lily tugged her hand free of Geof-frey's swesaty clasp, and presented the invitation to the angel on
theleft.

Or, not precisely an angel. As she handed him the paper, she saw theridged claws, sharply curved
over thetips of each finger, and the way hiswings dripped feethers when he moved, reveding gray
membrane underneath. A masque, she thought, as Geoff pulled his own hook-nosed disguise up and
settled it over hiseyes.

"Y ou may pass, Mary Wakeman," the disguised demon said, return-ing the invitation. His voice was
mellifluous, soft and dmost cloying. Feathers shed like snow. Goose feathers, and some swan: the Prince
of Hell was not above humiliating hisown. "And your guest aswell."

"Thank you," she said. She stepped forward, but he barred her path with one horny hand.

Y our mask, Mistress Wakeman."

"Oh!" she said, and unhooked it from the waistband of her skirt. As Geoff was Polichindle, so she
was Harleguin. She tucked the dastic under her hair, took Geoff's elbow when he presented it, and
salled forward.

Mary?" he murmured in her ear.

She made aface, her skin moving againgt the inside of her mask. Mary Theresa. But I've been Lily for
years."

Ah," he answered, il sotto voce. "Un nom de Goth."

Shedidn't quite snort.

The expected crowd wasn't—not so much of one, anyway. Some two dozen figures, afew Geoff
recognized from Faerie: the Queen, the bard, the Prince of Hell himself. They clustered in groups, waited
upon by more faux angdls. "Hdl'shdf empty,” Lily said, unable to remember at the moment if it wasa
quote.

| don't think the damned wereinvited," Geoff said, asaservitor angd paused with histray. Geoff
handed Lily ared wine, and paused with another in his hand. "Have you seen what you've come to see?’

"No," shesaid, turning dowly, hed and toe. "I havent ..." She paused, and quickly sipped her wine,
rolling it across her tongue until she fdlt able to speak. "Isthat him?"

Geoff followed where she sared. "Yes" hesaid. "ltis”

Lucifer Morningstar held court dongside acurved, smdl stage with-out asingle musician oniit, from
which sweet mel odies neverthel ess flowed. He was clothed in white from head to toe, asuit of archaic
cut that displayed his caf in hose and a high-heded, buckled shoe, a coat of brocade silk and matching
breeches cut closeto theleg, argent as his mantling wings. Silver buttons up each thigh that held tarnishin
their creases, dark as the shadow of his crown. Even the leather of hisrapier carrier was white, the
buckles silver. But the swegpt hilt of the sword suspended from it was eegant, practica sted, the arch of
the guard reminiscent of ostrich plumes, and though he wore awhite velvet mask, the hand that rested
noncha antly on his pomme wasinnocent of any glove.



The conversation wasidle, painfully so. Lucifer scood with the Queen and Cairbre —the Queen
costumed as Eostre, with flowers twined through her long dark hair in place of the soulsthat the Mebd
had worn there, and Cairbre in a conquistador's helm and breast-plate, wrought from silver rather than
ged. Matthew the fallen Mage stood nearby, not actualy costumed, but still resplendent in his gaudy
coat and clothes borrowed in Faerie. He did not speak, and seemed to turn dl his attention to the drink
in hishand whenever Lu-cifer glanced a him.

Such apretty thing, and so flawed at his heart: it made the Devil's fingersitch to mend him.

The Queen's patent unwillingness to show distraction, on the other hand, amused him. She tensed
each time someone entered the ballroom, but she would not turn, and she would not ask after her
husband. Such pride, and yet the pride of folk who were not angdl's, be they iron folk or moonlight, was
barely pride at dl.

She didn't notice when Christian's witch appeared, the mortal boy on her arm, and she didn't notice
when they turned thisway and that, accepted wine from atray, and retired to a corner to observe. The
Devil noticed, though. Everyone waswaiting for something: an arrival, ade-parture. It made apleasing
sort of alegory.

Asfor himsdf, Lucifer waswaiting for the poet. The Devil didn't turn acdlf for just anyone.

Nor did he wait for just anyone, either—however fashionable their lateness might be. Still, aripple
sweypt the sparse crowd of guests and the attendant demons, and Lucifer turned on hisjeweled shoeto
find the source, dready smiling.

His poet would never disappoint him.

Theinvisble musicians seemed to take a bregth, to pause for amoment, and then ahigh, skirling lift of
violin and flute picked Kit up and swept him into the room. He'd spent what seemed haf alifetimeon his
cos-tume—time held no meaning in Hell, even less so than in Faerie—and he knew every eyein the
room was upon him.

He'd left his bard's cloak in hisroom this once, and wore rose-red, a doublet and breechesin an old,
old style. Hismask was red aswell, sequined so it scattered light as he advanced, alone, among the
revelers. They drew back as he came forward, and there was nothing to conceal what he wore
harnessed on his shoulders: the sooty haf-furled wings, like avulture's, the feathers charcod and inky and
black. And much better made than those sported by the befeathered demons: Kit'swings did not shed a
trail like bread crumbs behind him when he walked, for trampling underfoot.

Every guest watched as Lucifer came forward, abandoning his con-versation with no more than a
heedless turn of his head. He cameto Kit on amoment of indrawn breath, as every eye watched, every
mouth gtilled. And Kit stood smiling, arms crossed, and let the Devil cometo him.

Y ou wanted amasgue,” he said, when Lucifer was close enough that an unraised voice would carry.
"Isthis costume enough, Prince of Lies?'

Lucifer paused, hiswings fanning out to each side, the draft bending hisfeathers. Y ou look the very
devil,: he said, to be heard, and then lowered hisvoicealittle. :If you wanted wings, | would have seento
it.:

"Only if | asked."

‘Well, yes.: That was the dance. The Devil smiled, and came up an-other step, side-dipping, encircling
them both in the bower of hiswings—white living things that made Kit's black feasthers a sad mock-ery. :
Repent of thy sinsand be free of me, thou-who-wert Christofer Marley ..

Kit didn't uncross hisarms. He leaned back alittle, looking up at Lu-cifer. "Of my sins, | repent fredly.
It iswhere God and | differ on the meaning of the word, alas, that cannot be mended. Have you cometo
wish me luck, on Sunday?"

:Wilt use my magic, warlock?. He smiled through the locks of hair that did forward under his hat.

Kit reached out, brushed the ingde of awing with the back of hisfin-gers, felt theliving shiver of skin
under feathers. "How many timesmust | refuse thee, Morningstar?”

‘We are dike.: Feather-tips caressed hisface, and Kit shivered in turn.

"We have our differences.” Kit stepped back. "'l thank you the farewell, Morningstar.”



Lucifer folded hiswingswith aclap. :Joy you init,: he said, and made abow that swept him away.

Kit watched him go, and finaly unfolded hisarms, breething shdlowly. "All Soriesaretrue,” he
murmured to himsalf, about to turn and find aservitor angd of hisown.

A voice a hisshoulder sartled him. "That's the bitch of it, wouldn't you say?

Matthew. Kit exhaled in relief. HEd jumped, and dmost tripped him-sdf on the overbaancing
shoulder frames. And then there wad aglassin hishand, and the Mage was grinning at him. Kit saluted
him with liquor. "Unfortunatdy, | think were dl but crushed under the weight of them."”

"You love him." Matthew jerked his chin after Lucifer. He swallowed and covered his mouth with the
back of hishand, asif in disbelief of what hed said. The ladderwork of hedled piercingsthat climbed his
ear was sharply reveded when he turned in profile.

Kit pinched the bridge of hisnose asif hiseyes stung, but didn't drop his gaze. "Of course| love him.
I made him. And he came back through history to remake me. Y ou don't get to fall out of love with the
Devil."

"But Lucifer? Not Mephistopheles?!

"Goethe."

"Ah." Matthew fel slent, contemplating the vagaries of metatextua polycreationism. There might bea
paper init. He cleared histhroat. "He's dressed the fallen as angdls. Unholy Barbie dolls.”

"l beg your pardon?' Kit sipped hiswine.

Matthew echoed the gesture and looked back at him, directly into hiseyes. "Never mind, Kit. You're
going to tell methisisapreludeto Ar-mageddon, aren't you?"

"Armageddon?"

"Y ou know. The end of days, the seventh sedl, the Revelation to John—"

"Oh, that old thing. Different John, did you know?"

"Redly?'

Marlowe shrugged. "Bit of abreak in style, for one thing. And were they written under Domitian;
athough it isbut adight century after the death of our Lord Jesus Chrigt, that John would have been a
patriarch worthy of the Hebrews at the time. Of course, | wrote the plays of William Shakespeare,
according to some, and he was so much akinder soul than I—wall, it profits us not. Anyway. Fal of
Rome. Over and done with, and on to the next apocaypse."

Matthew rubbed hisleft thumb againgt the fingers of hisleft hand, asif checking for theringshe no
longer wore. It fill startled him, every time, to find hisfingers naked. "What if alot of people believeit's
true?'

"Thenit'strue.” Kit's eyes seemed unaccountably drawn to the mo-tion of Matthew'sfingers. He
dropped his gaze and restrained himsdlf from touching the scars on his own hands, the ring Jane had
returned to him. "The Prometheus Club has been trying to remake God for some four hundred years
now. With greater success, or lesser. 'The Lord thy God isajedous God.' Y ou just get one started, and
He tendsto get consumed in another. The Pagan stories are easier to work with, these days."

Soit could be an apocaypse. In the modern sense.”

Well know when the Rapture happens” Kit answered. He stretched hisarmsout, fingers
interlaced, and cracked his knuckles. "Until then, | wouldn't trouble myself with it. We have more
immediateworries"

“Thedud?'

"Thedud."

The grand balroom in Hell's palace was no smple, airy space, but rather an arched cavern flanked by
tapestries and arras and secret tun-nels, side chambers with fainting couches and retiring rooms, al the
better for intrigue and assignations. Few guests stared into the vault of the ceiling for long; the black
stone, sculpted in buttresses and arches and al the soaring shapes of a cathedra, neverthel ess presented
atremendous sense of weight asif it were all balanced like aboulder on aknife-tip and could tumble at a
carelessglance.

In one arras-draped a cove stood Keith MacNeill, dressed in an Elf-knight's green silks and velvet,



with Morgan le Fey a hisleft hand. When sheleaned forward, atrickle of gadight from the ballroom
traced the slver a her temples, limned her hawklike profile and caught on softness under her chin. "Go to
her," Morgan said against Keith's ear, her hand on his shoulder as she rose on tiptoe. Her voice would
not have carried farther.

Keth shifted. "Isit fair to gpproach her publicly?’

"|sthere anything fair in what we do, Dragon Prince?'

Heturned, and looked at her. "Better might you ask if it isdl so foul, he said, and pushed the arras
asde before she could return fire.

All the room was silent when he entered. Alone, for Morgan stayed behind.

Nuaa could joke, but the fact of the matter was he did |et the Devil pick his clothes—and was more
or lessgrateful to him, because the crimson sk lining of the green velvet cloak rippled heavily "when he
moved, swirling around the heavy blade dung between his shoulders, and he knew he cut afigure he
never would have managed on hisown.

The sword wasn't Caedfwich; Caledfwich waslost in the Dragon'slair. But it was acomfort al the
same.

All around him heads turned, attention focused by the sketch played out between Kit and Lucifer
transferred. Morgan's craft, borrowed for the occasion like Lucifer'swardrobe. If Keith practiced a
thousand years, he would never match either of them for gamesmanship. But a prince uses the tdents of
those at hand asif they were his own, and SO seems more accomplished than aman has any right.

If hdswise.

Keithwas at least trying to prove he could learn. And so every face swung with him, in unison,
sunflowers coursing the sun. Every face but one: the Queen of the Daoine Sidhe, stiff-necked, did not
turn.

lan was crossing toward the Queen and Cairbre— Jewe sfollowing very quietly dongside, her eyes
wide behind a feathered mask—when Keith's gaze caught lan's across the room, awolf's awvareness
passing between. lan's mask hung around his neck, his shoulders bright with jester's motley, each stride
swingingwith bells Yes, 1an said, an answer to the question Keith had sent with Fionnghuaa, the words
asplain asif hed pricked his ears up and waved the banner of histail, laughing like awolf invited to run.

Keith nodded. Make it so.

lan picked up his pace as Keith dacked alittle, wolf and his get, the perfect instinctual coordination
that served the hunt. 1an's hand rested on Cairbre's elbow. Jewel s breathed deep, once, and folded her
arms, forcing hersdlf to watch lan. Waiting her cue, if he had onefor her.

She didn't return the smile Geoff sent her across the room. He wasn't, frankly, certain shed seenit,
and hetold himsdlf sternly that she didn't want him, didn't need him, and wouldn't thank him for the help if
he went to her.

He managed to keep his boots nailed to the floor.

The Queen aso did not move, did not turn. She did not acknowledge her son with anod or aword,
even when he cut her bard away and |eft her standing aone by the dais upon which no musicians played.

Keith paused three steps behind her and one to the | eft.

"My lady," he said. Sword cleared sheath in the same gesture that |eft him on one knee, head bowed,
the blade laid flat on the stones beside her feet. Rose petdls swirled away in the draft and fluttered down
once more. "Will you look upon your servant now?"

Shewasslent for along while. He thought, any moment, that he would hear the scuff of her shoesas
she stepped away. And then, without turning, she sighed and dropped her chin and said, "A servant who
can't obey? What good isthat to me?"

"Try meand find out. Or step on the blade and break it, and I'll an-swer you as ahusband to his
wife"

No chill inhisvoice. Hekept it level and fluid, and every word was like aquill under her skin. She
clenched her hands on thetails of her red silk coat, crumpling the white and yellow flowers embroidered
along the hem and up the placket. Turning, she placed each booted foot like a horse afraid of snakes.
Shelaid one atop his sword, hed on theflat, but did not press down.



"You look well," shesaid.

He could have et the sword hilt fal to the flags, reached out, caught her foot in both hands. Drawn it
up, and kissed her ankle just below the bone. He answered without lifting his head. " The Prince of
Darknessisaclotheshorse.”

She snorted. Her hair fell over her shoulders when she dropped her head, releasing the aroma of the
liliesbraided into it astheir petas bruised againgt her coat. "1 meanit. You look . . . quite beautiful "

He sucked air between histeeth. She stank of musk, agtallion'srut. "Must it dways be briars between
U

"Always," she said. Shelifted her boot from the blade, and st it back on stone. "Beginnings have
ends, and knives cut.”

Shetraced an infinity symbol with her toe on the stones, lifting her foot before the sgn was complete.
The scattered roses crushed and did, moist patternsleft behind. Keith sheathed his sword without
looking and stood. He held out his hand; she extended hersin turn, upturned. Open, expectant.

Theantithess of her expresson.

He uncurled hisfingers, and let the bruised peta's of some shredded white roses shower her pam.
"Not just knives," he said. And he stepped forward, and kissed her on the mouth.

Shedidnt fight him. No, but she was stiff at first, resstant, dl the flowers garlanded around her
mangled by histouch. He didn't care; it didn't matter. He turned, and leaned her back, and kissed her
until her hands came up and clutched his velvet-clad shoulder and his hair, and she kissed himin return.
Her lips were chapped. His beard pricked her cheek. He stepped back, findly, gtill holding her by the
shoulders, and the applause dmost drowned out her voice. Every pair of eyesin the room, still upon
them.

And Keith had finally learned how to play a scene.

"Asyou defended Faerie, so will you Hell," she said.

Helet the frustration twist hismouth. "And die of it," he said. "Asyou've reminded me-"

"It'swhat Dragon Princes do. | understand better now. | am more ruthless myself—"

"Yes," hesad, and did his hands down her arms before pulling away entirely. "And will Fagriego to
war for Hell? When the time comes?”

"Did Hell go to war for Faerie?' Shelet her breath hissfrom her nos-rils, cold again. He amost saw
thefrost dew her lip. "1 think not." She lowered her voice and stepped closer. Heads bent together,
speaking softly, without histrionics, they made afar lessinteresting center of at-tention. She turned, and
paced away. Hefollowed. "Heredlly thinks this isthe timeto reopen that argument?”

"Hehas," Keith said, with asdf-dismissing wave of his hand, "se-cured the services of a Dragon
Prince. Hopeless causes a speciality.”

She sighed, and looked at him, and he looked right back. "Infuriating man.”

Somewhere, he found a smile that was positively sunny, and gaveit to her. "Hey. There's hope for
your heart yet."

Her frowning regard, arms crossed, was punctuated by drifting heat and the unexpected stink of
brimstone. She turned to investigate, but Keith had aready located the source. HEd been smelling it for
amog aminute. It was only the hot iron miasmathat accompanied adightly younger devil than Lucifer
Morninggtar, the bright air groaning under the shadow of hiswings as he descended, flameslicking
around hisflesh.

Hiswasafumarole air, the devil of Milton. He settled amidst the crowd, unattended by familiar
demons, and cast around himself. "And where is my brother?' he asked, quite pleasantly. Aninvitation
fluttered in manicured claws.

Whoisthat?' Acrossthe floor, lan paused with his hand on Cairbre's deeve, in the act of drawing the
bard into one of the privy dcoves. They had left Jawe s behind, with ingtructionsto stay out of trouble.

Carbredidn't turn. "Anocther story of the Devil," he said. "Nothing to concern oursalveswith." He
pushed an arras aside and entered the dark cubby. A pointed arch paned in diamonds looked over avast
and empty sea, or perhaps an abyss only. With no moon to cast reflections, it wasimpossible to tell.

"Many devils?' lan asked.



"Onefor everyone, some would say.” The bard held the tapestry for aslong asit took lan to step
within. "l hold it isalesser number, or Hell would not seem such alondly place. And | know what you're
about to suggest ..."

lan folded hisarms and leaned back against thewall. He could have claimed the velvet-uphol stered
seet by thewindow, but it held no alure. "And why not? What'swrong with it?"

"Do you think be would let himsdlf be played that way?" The brush of the back of Cairbre's hand
encompassed the palace they stood within, the realm that sprawled around them, and the lord of al of it.
"Do you think hewouldn't notice, if you tried? Like a sparrow playing off hawks againgt each other.”

"When one hawk's on your tail ..." lan answered, and let it hang there. He joined Cairbre at the
window, and they gazed down over the end of things. " "And al was without form and void, and
darknesswas upon the waters,' " 1an muttered, and grinned behind his hand when Cairbre flinched at the
scripture, cupping scarred fingers over hisear. "What did you in New Y ork with Aine?"

"Y our Highness?' Cairbre raised an eyebrow in profound innocence, turning away from the window.

"The Cat Anna. The Queen of the Unsedlie Court. Y ou met her in New Y ork. Would you demean
yoursdf with ali€?'

"l was|ooking after your interests," Cairbre said, after thinking it over.

"By consorting with my mother'senemies? | should turn you into atree.”

"Y our mother usurped your place—"

"Which | will dedl with on my own, & the proper time."

"—and shekilled Hope," Cairbre finished.

That brought the Prince up short, as Cairbre had planned. lan's lover, Cairbre's daughter. Dead in
Times Square.

lan's arms stayed folded and his chin dropped, a stubborn gleam in his green eyes. "As soon say she
killed Murchaud. Her father and her granddaughter. No, though | could have hated her then. Those
deaths are the Dragon's— "

"l cannot,”" Cairbre said, meditatively, "seek vengeance on adragon.”

"And must you have vengeance?'

"l need it. If you were the Elf-knight you play at being, you would not hesitate. And you deserve the
throne, my liege."

lan grasped Cairbre's shoulder. "It's treason to say that. And treason to call methat.”

“Thenlet it be treeson —"

"No." lan squeezed, hard, hisfingers narrow on Cairbre's meaty shoulder, and drew agrunt. "I'll
handlethat in my own time. Stay away from Aine—"

"Isthat an order . . . Your Highness?'

Not my Liege. Not thistime. Therelief went down bitter. "Y es. Can you be trusted to obey it?"

The bard stared a him. "Whelp," he said. "What aKing you would have made."

lan reached out and dlid the curtain back, releasing their close atmos-phereinto the cooler drafts of
the enormous ballroom. "I'm my mother's heir.”

lan and Cairbre were not the only onesto note the figure out of Paradise Lost gyring from therafters.
A couplewho had paused by the entry in particular paused to watch, the woman bird-thin in adressthe
color of smoke, hung from one bony shoulder in an amost Grecian style. The silk was no softer than the
wegthered skin it exposed; Fionnghualalooked very different with her hair upswept and dark pearls
gleaming in her earlobes, but the feathered cloak she wore like the richest stole toiled any chance she
might have had of remaining incognito. It draped her shoulders more softly than ermine, the blood-dark
slk-and-velvet lining dinging to her form.

Michael, muttering darkly to herself, had changed her appearance somewhat. Shewas at her easeina
man's pearl-gray cutaway coat over ajade waistcoat that matched her pinions. Her hair was greased
se-verely back, agreen velvet ribbon trailing over her shoulders and ablack silk bag adding theillusion of
fullnessto atiny, dmost hypothet-ica ponytall. She wore her wings manifest, agreat bowering archway
of feathersthat rose over her and framed her dight body, and arapier gleamed at her hip. The carrier



hung mostly concealed under her waist-coat, the cutaway faling clear of the scabbard. It could have
looked ridiculous, a heedless jigsaw of eras and styles, but her carriage made it sublime.

Fionnghuaawas drinking champagne. Michagl was not drinking. "1 should not be here.”

"Y ou promised you would speak with him," Fionnghuala answered. She stepped closer to Michael
and lowered her voice, but her eyes never left Lucifer, who wasturning in adow, ddliberate circleto
greet the black-winged mongter closing on him. "It isto al our benefit if they speak, Miched. If He
pushes Lucifer far enough—"

"The sgnificance of the Dragon Princeisnot lost on me." Michad ran her nailsaong the rapier'shilt.
"And the question of benefit is ill open. Some of usdon't mind fighting."

The devils bowed to one another, one cruel-eyed and smoking, rose petals Szzling under his
footsteps, the other white and fair and wearing acrown of dancing shadows on his brow. Around the
room, guests stepped into the shadows, crowded againgt the walls. Findly, the the-ater they'd cometo
witness.

"Do you think they'll brawl?*

"It'sthe Morningstar's party,” Michad said. " Satan will purr and pro-voke, but he would only be
humiliated if he started something here. Which isnot to say that he won't arrogate any attention he can
muster.

"Y ou don't suppose he was invited, do you?

"Why not?" athird voice interjected. Nualaturned her head, aready knowing who sheld see.
Christian had come up behind them silently, dressed as a pop-culture superhero, boots and glovesand a
scarlet body stocking reveding his physique, amask that did nothing to conced hisidentity shadowing his
eyes.

He continued, "1 was. Perhaps he congdersit's better to know where the Devil isthan leave him lying
about unattended.”

" Perhaps he means me to think he is gathering support to renew hiswar with Heaven,” Michael said,
without any sign that Chrigtian had startled or discomfited her. She might have been expecting the Devil
to spesk. "Would you fight?'

"I'm alover,” Chrigtian answered, fiddling his mask. "And you two are blocking this doorway far more
effectively than you are my love life. Perhaps we could step to one Sde?!

Michadl glowered; Fionnghuala placed the angel's hand on her own elbow and led her aside. "Do we
give way before devils?' Michael asked under her breath. Chrigtian'swink said he heard it, but he passed
with ahint of abow.

"We do when we're causing afire hazard." Fionnghuaa's cloak rus-tled and hissed whereit brushed
Michad'swings.

The archangd didn't laugh. But she did send asingle, searing glance over her shoulder in the direction
of the other devils. "Pray let usgreet our host and the guest of honor, that | may receive my measure of
scorn from each and we may be away."

Fionnghuaa nudged Michael, adisrespect bred of familiarity, and when she glared said swestly, "It's
not just Lucifer who is prone to mo-ments of arrogance.”

"Maybe not," Michael answered. "But | know how to hold my tongue to my betters. When | can find
them.”

They turned to follow Chrigtian. The other guestswere till gathered the walls, attempting
unobtrusiveness or having Smply forgotten to reclaim the center of the balroom. In particular,
Fonnghuaa noticed that Marlowe and the blond Mage, Matthew, were engaged in a head-bent
conversation with Lily Wakeman and the boy she had brought aong, the morta from the dance club.
None of them seemed to have no-ticed Christian's entrance. After Satan's arriva, perhaps the guests
were exhausted, and Michael had been mistaken for another servant in angel drag. Now, though, heads
turned, voices gtilled.

Lily did not look. If anything, she bent closer in her four-cornered conversation, asif she meant to
physicaly step between Matthew and Geoff. The former was lecturing—ypracticaly haranguing—the
latter. Matthew's low tones were more than compensated by the violence of his gestures; even Kit found



it politic to lay one hand on Matthew's shoul-der, asif to soothe a nervous horse. Matthew was not
pleased to find Geoff in Hell.

Geoff, surprisngly, was holding his own. Whatever responsibility Matthew considered himself to have
assumed for Geoffrey and Jewels, they were nat, in the final analysis, Matthew's problem. And Geoff
was unwilling to place himsdlf in the position of becoming Matthew's prob-lem, thank you very much.

Fionnghuaaturned her attention that way, allowing Michael to sweep her dong, and stared at the
back of Lily's neck.

It took thirty seconds of concentration, but Lily's chin came up. Her head turned, her expression
slencing Matthew midsentence. He shut his mouth and shoved his handsin his pockets.

Flonnghuaa squeezed Michadl'sarm. The angd tugged her glare free of the Morningstar and
glowered until Nualajerked her chin at Lily and the men. The angdl's wings fanned, half embracing Nuala
like an upended bathtub trapping a madonna.

"Watch," Fionnghuala said, squeezing her arm. "Thiswill work much better than bresking lightbulbs
with your brain.”

Lily's nogtrilsflared as Chrigtian covered the distance remaining and paused beside his brothers, taking
Satan's hand. The judtifications thronging her belly failed as swiftly as she could invent them. But I'm
here, shetried, afine stab at denia denied when logic answered, You're not embracing a bat winged
devil ad a friend.

I will think about this later. Abruptly, she didn't want Christian to see her, to know shewas here. It
felt like an enormous betraya to have come. Crushed rose petas cloyed, asif the air writhed with
invisble maggots, dizzying.

Lily glanced around, reflexively, to see who might have noticed her staring, to get her eyes off
Chrigtian before hefdt her dismay. And found the gray-haired woman of the previous evening staring
back at her, beside agreen-winged ange "who wore an egrily familiar profile, an aquiline nose and a
contemplative frown.

"Michadl," Lily said, and felt her knees go wesk asthey hadn't when she saw Christian on promenade
in Hell. "Fuck me. Iseverybody | know adevil?'

"What?' Matthew started to turn, Kit beside him. Geoff stepped for-ward, but whatever he was
about to say died on hislipsas Lily squeezed his hand, and reached out and grabbed Matthew's with her
other one.

"Takemehome," she said, turning her back on Fionnghuala, and Michael, and the whole glorious
mess. "Get me the fuck out of here. Take me home now."

Chapter Seventeen
East Village Buffalo Poppy

To his credit, although Geoff cast alonging look across the ball-room toward Jewels and her new lord,

he never once looked as if he was about to abandon Lily. He gritted his teeth and nod-ded gamely, and
turned toward Matthew with afrown. "Can you get us home?'

Theimplied trust surprised Matthew. Kit's surpriseran paradld, though he hid his smile behind his
hand. He hadn't expected chivary from this ragged-haired, lovesick boy.

And then he checked himsdlf. A boy who wasn't so much younger than he, Kit Marlowe, had beenin
Rheims, where he had first become a pawn of the Prometheans. Scholar, cobbler, poet, spy—it was
easy to forget, in four hundred years of living, in and out of Faerie, in and out of Hell, that twenty-five



yearswas not so very little. "I'll take you home," he said, releasing his grip on Matthew'sarm. "Let usfind
amir-ror, shal we?'

"A mirror? What do you need amirror for?"'

Marlowe patted Matthew on the shoulder, and Matthew found him-sdlf grinning in naked relief;
notorious rakehell, sodomite, and playboy he might be remembered as, but lately Christopher Marlowe
wasthe only person who seemed willing to touch Matthew without some impli-cation lying predatory
behind it.

"I'll teach you atrick,"” Marlowe said. His gesture swept up Lily and Geoff as he turned. "Follow me."

Kit knew hisway around Hell. They left the ballroom behind quickly,

eluding the scent of flowers and the strains of music with afew sharp turns down dustless corridors.
There were no roses and lilies here, just long hallways broad enough for a procession, empty of
everything but perfectly placed statuary, well-framed paintings, and the occasiona chair crafted of rare
hardwoods and upholstered in silk and brocades.

He led them to an empty room, one where the furniture was covered in dustcloths and the art on the
walls draped againgt light. He lit the gas lamps with awave of his hand and gestured to Matthew to shut
the door. "We won't be disturbed here."

Geoff had ahand on Lily'sarm, not so much directing her aswarm-ing that small patch of her skin
againgt theinner chill that huddled her shoulders and bent her head. She straightened as the door clicked
shut, small breasts swelling over the top of her corset as she breathed deep. She shoved her mask up
savagely, disarraying her hair, reveaing vio-lently kohled eyes.

"Hesaid | had power." She glared at pinned Kit. " Show me how to useit. Christian wanted me, and
Fonnghuala brought me to Hell, and" —she shook her head—"it's tangled up somehow. It'sgot to be. |
didn't pick it, but I'm in this"

Kit smiled. "I suspect I've walked in on the third act of your drama," he said. "But asonewho'slain
down for adevil mysdf, | can say that there are worse things.”

The words struck her like apan of ice water in the face. She blinked, swallowed, and it took a
moment for her to get her tongue reorgani zed around whatever she had been about to say.

"1 beg your pardon?' When all dsefailed, her grandmother Mary would have said, good manners
never deserted one.

"Chrigian," he said. "That's what you were brought here to see, weren't you?”'

Lily nodded, dry-mouthed, wishing suddenly she hadn't been so quick to dispense with her mask.
Besde her, Geoff stripped his off, let-ting it dangle from the strings. It had pinched the bridge of hisnose
red. "He's been teaching me magic.”

"Witcheraft," Kit sad, kindly. "I've used it mysdif."

"Christian?" Matthew said the nametoo fast, ssumbling over it, and Lily stared at him. "What does
your Chrigtian look like?"

"Red hair," Lily said. "A few freckles. Good-looking. He wasin my coven —"

"Jane's gpprentice,” Matthew said.

And Kit covered hisface with his hands and laughed. "Bloody hell," he said, and looked at them both.
"He'sadevil, Matthew. Theyoungest. Lily wasright, anditisall interlinked.”

Matthew found no words. Geoff, however, convinced that whatever he was saying was as Supid as
everything e se hed said snce Sunday night, managed to add, " Someone named Fonnghuaa sent her
here. She came with amessage for Prince lan, aswell, and invitations for both of them.”

"Which till doesn't explain why you walked into Hell," Matthew in-terjected, amuscle dong the sde
of hisjaw jumping in unconscious counterpoint. "Just after being fortunate enough to get clear of Faerie

His anger was ashield for fear, though, and Geoff took alittle pity on him when he redized Matthew's
hands weren't shaking with wrath. Geoff folded hisarms. "Lily needed me. And you seem to come and
go asyou please.”

Matthew kept histone even, but didn't lessen the mockery. "Lily needed you? And what would you
do to defend her, given you want noth-ing to do with magic? Or did you tag along when you learned



Jewelswould attend?’

Lily bit her lip. Shetook a breath, and said, instead, "And what's your interest in how Geoff spends
histime?'

It brought Matthew up short. Shorter than she had intended, be-cause he paused and winced,
cocking his head. There wasasilence, asif he consdered her question and thought it through, before
answvering carefully.

"Geoffrey has power," he said in acam, professorid voice. "So do you; sodo |." He glanced at the
poet, who had leaned againgt the wall and folded his arms, waiting with every evidence of patience.
Marlowe straightened and tipped an imaginary hat as Matthew named him. " So does Master Marlowe.
The price of Geoff's power isthat hewill be used for it, controlled and directed, manipulated and
seduced, raped if that'swhat it takes. And if he doesn't want it, his choiceisto get the hell out, and tend
his own garden. Isthat clear enough for you?"

"And if he chooses not to?"

Kit stlepped forward, reinsarting himself into the conversation. Hetook Lily's hand in hisown and
turned it over so the backs of hisfingers were exposed. Aniron ring on one; on the others, only scars.
She yanked her hand back.

"Beforelong,” Marlowe said, "like you, like me, like Matthew here— he won't be offered a choice.”

Asif on hiswords, shefdt the slence, the loneliness come crashing back. The emptiness of Hell. Hell
is not other people. It'd no one else at all.

It Silled her.

And while shewas still, Marlowe reached out left-handed, and whipped the pall from a standing
mirror with aplayer's gesture, swirling heavy dust through the gadight. He let the shroud fdll to the floor,
and beckoned. "Y our hands, please?"

Lily stepped forward obediently. Thistime, Geoffrey hestated. "Where are you sending us?'

"Bogton?’ Kit ventured.

"Will that get me closer to whoever killed Althea?!

"Althes?' Lily said. "Althea Benning? Dead?"

Matthew sighed, and Geoffrey nodded and ducked his head. Lily stood, mouth open, until Matthew
forestalled her with an upraised hand and said, "I could warn you again—"

"Matthew," Geoffrey sad, "shewasmy friend."

A smple declaration, cam and serious. Matthew felt the boy's sincer-ity like pain, athumb pressed
into the hollow of histhroat. He drew breath to respond, and Geoff cut him off, histone gone dry with
salf-mockery.

"l understand that I'm risking my body, my sanity, and my immorta soul. And | don't care. Y ou'rethe
only person | know who has a chance of finding out who — " Geoff stopped, gagged by aviscera
memory of the smdll of blood and spilled bowels, his voice skying as fragile compo-sure cracked.

He waved off Matthew's concerned gesture with a brusque right hand and pinched the bridge of his
nose. "I'm—I'm staying," he said, when he got a breath. " And what about you? Y ou're so damned scared
of thisdl youcandoisyel —"

"It was my job to keep her safe,”" Matthew said, and shrugged. " Scared doesn't enter into it."

Matthew rubbed his eyes, profoundly tired. "I can't promise to pro-tect you. If you get involved in
this, it will probably get you killed. And we might very well get killed in our own private little war on
Sunday, o now's not the best time for signing up apprentices.”

Helooked at Marlowe, and Marlowe pursed hislips. "Well," he said. "On the other hand, if we don't
get killed on Sunday, we're going to need apprentices.”

"Whatever," Lily said. "Look, | dready fucked the Devil. Do you think I'm scared of alittlewar?'

The shifting cold in Donah's ring was unsettling. The detective could have spent al hisdegping and
working hoursin pursuit of those shadows. And he did spend too many of them that way, until hiseyes
burned and the achein hisfeet and legs rose above background noise to become the pri-mary concern of
his conscious mind. His back hurt. His neck hurt. He didn't know who to trust, and when he did deep, he



dreamed of dragons.

And today there had been another body. Just like the last one, muti-lated and chewed. A
twenty-two-year-old girl with ababy and a hus-band and an office job.

It wasn't as Smple astalking to Jane made it seem. Histrip to Boston had left him confused, but it felt
like the sort of confusion that led to eventual enlightenment. There were factionsin Faerie. The tendency
wasto think of the Elves as monalithic, implacable. But that was the sort of mistake, when dealing with
enemy powers, that got one into messy littlewars.

He figured now that he'd ssumbled acrossa sort of turf war that had spilled over into the iron world.
Jewd s and Geoff—and Peese had been right to suspect them, damn him —might be dlied with one
faction. The ones he'd seen them with at the Goth club.

The question was, was Matthew part of that cabal, or another? And what about Peese?

Uncomfortable to admit that Don himsalf had become embroiled in yet afourth conspiracy. He could
half convince himself that it wasn't ar-rogance, that it was what the dreams demanded, what duty
demanded. And he haf didn't careif it was arrogance, anyway. Somebody was going to haveto run
interference between cops and Magi. Somebody was going to haveto . . . liaise. The world had aready
changed.

Magic was aone-way gate.

Don caught himself haf adeep at his desk, rubbing histemplesin one hand, and forced himsdf to his
feet. HEd be no good to anyone if he didn't get some rest.

Hetook atrain toward home, but never found his bed. He was as-cending from the subway when a
bright spike of cold drove through his hand, anicicle plunged between the bones. He clutched it against
his chest, gasping. More pain, enough pain to demote the other aches and painsto irritations. The night
was jewd-bright, the city gleaming tawdry and brilliant. Something was happening.

Pain brought adrenaline, and adrendine brought energy. He charged up the stairs, startling afew
late-traveling commuters, one hand on the stedl banister, seeking like a compass needle. Hed started
taking better care of himsdf since the surgery, and this was the payoff, now; he was bardly panting when
he hit the street. If he lived, maybe hed run the Marathon one of these years. Crazier things happened.

The cold was asfierce as that which had charged hisring on the night of the second murder. Hed
gone two more steps before his cell phone rang. He growled, stepping into the corner of the subway
entrance, out of the pedestrian flow. " Smith."

Don. It's Jane." She pausedto take abreath, to cement her thoughts, and he cut her off.

| m after something Fee," he said. " Something big, moving in the city. Gottago, cal you ba—"

It'll wait." Her voice froze histhumb halfway to the red button. Come and see me. Now, tonight. Take
acab."

He opened his mouth to argue, and closed it with asnap. " See you in fifteen minutes," Jane said.

Y ou ever seen ablack man try to hail acab in thistown?' He closed the phone one-handed before
she could snap something direin return and turned around to trudge back down the stairsto the
sub-way, hisring jabbing pins and needlesfrom his hand al the way up to his shoulder before subsiding
to dull discomfort. Thetrain would be faster than hailing a cab, whatever Jane thought. And ahell of alot
lessfrudrating.

As Don jogged through crowds on asubway platform, four of the sources of his pain and that
maddening chill stepped through the reflec-tion of adark shopwindow, and stood dusting themsalves and
glancing thisway and that on the empty Street.

"In Halloween costumes, no less" Matthew said, rolling his eyes. At least Marlowe had ditched his
wingsin Hell — and followed Matthew's advice about where they should come out. Matthew wanted to
be close to his home base, but not in it, in case anyone had left him any surprises. "My gpartment's up the
block. Well find something to change into there.”

Lily looked doubtfully at Matthew and at hersdf. "I'm finelikethis," she said, as Marlowefolded his
arms and Geoff said nothing at all.

"Isit wiseto return to your lodgings?' Marlowe asked.

"We'reready for them if they try anything," Matthew said. "And | don't intend to discuss plansthere.



That canwait for asafer space. | wouldn't put it past Jane to bug my apartment.”

Kit glanced sde-ways at him, and Matthew gestured the poet to walk alongside. He did, with Lily
and Geoff completing the square. Lily waslooking up, head craned back, until Geoff touched her arm.
"Youll look likeatourigt," he said.

"l amatourist," she answered, but after that she kept her eyesto the front as she walked. There were
gill afew people on the street though the wind was blowing cold. A dark-haired young woman in bright
sun-flower barrettes brushed by Matthew, undressing him with alook that he profoundly ignored, though
hewouldn't have if hed fdt thefey icinessthat avery particular, very exhausting sort of spell cloaked
from both him and Kit. Kit, panhandled, dropped a shilling in acup.

Lily hugged hersdlf as gooseflesh crawled across her skin. Her corset |eft her shoulders bare, and
offered no protection from the wind —and kept her from hunching into hersalf for warmth. Geoff dipped
his jacket off and swung it over her shoulders without asking. Matthew and Kit, in the lead, had not
noticed.

Fortunately, Matthew's directions had ensured it was not far to walk. Matthew unlocked the security
door, ushered everyone into the entry-way, and led them single file up the stairs. Meanwhile,
underground, Don was on atrain rocking westward; Matthew checked hiswards, found them secure,
and unbolted hisfront door and let himsdlf into his gpartment for the first time in amost aweek.

The answering machine flashed with messages. He was sure his cell phonewould aswdll, if he
bothered to ook, and spared a moment won-dering if he'd been reported as amissing person yet. Time
enough to dedl with that |ater, although he did place acdl to histeaching assstant, who was mercifully
not answering her phone, to say that he'd been called away on an emergency and hadn't had accessto a
phone or Inter-net connection, and would she please cover his classes until next Wednesday at the latest.

Melissawas asmart kid, a PhD candidate who'd be defending her dissertation any semester, and
Matthew had known her since she was an undergrad. She'd figure something out. If hewas very lucky,
sheld been covering for him without being asked. Assuming hewas gill dive aweek hence, he might
want to keep hisjob, and he owed his students consideration no matter what else was going on.
Although the bribe Kit had offered would go along way toward smoothing things over with any English
department in the world, assuming the documents had some sort of provenance.

Hewas getting far ahead of himsdf.

He pedled off histalismanic coat, grateful that he had not needed its protection on hisjourney into
Faerie and Hell. That kind of luck didn't bear too much inspection, so instead he crucified the coat on a
hanger to air out and changed into far less ostentatious clothing: blue jeans, a T-shirt, ablue flannd shirt, a
pair of sneskers. Hefound atoo-tight pair of jeansthat might fit Kit if he punched another holein
Matthew's belt. Geoff's clothing was alittle dressy, maybe, but not completely outré.

Lily, theatrically unsalf-conscious, talked Geoff into loosening the laces of her corset so she could
unhook the busk and wriggle out of it. Matthew wasjust coming out of his bedroom with an offering of
T-shirts and ared woolen sweater with a pattern of oak |eaves across the chest when she stretched like a
cat, her spine cracking asit aigned. The black |lace tube top she was wearing as asinglet revealed aband
of skin above the skirt dung around her hips, pale flesh pressure-lined and dusted above the cleft of her
buttocks with deek, sparse dark hair. "Lily," he said, forcing his eyesto the back of her head. When she
turned, the flash of green meta caught his eye. He experienced about the degree of successignoring the
shadowy detall of areolae and pierc-ings behind the lace stretched over her wide-set breasts that might
be expected. "Something alittle warmer,” he said, and pushed the swesater into her hands.

"Where are we going?' Geoff asked, while Lily was hauling the sweater over her head and Kit was
looking for someplace inconspicuousto leave hisrapier, and Matthew was staring at his half-renovated
kitchen and wondering why held never finished ripping out the harvest gold and avocado green. It was as
if hislife had entered akind of sus-pension when Kely died, afinger on the cosmic PAUSE button.

He needed to move out of this place.

"l don't know yet," he said. " Someplace we can talk.” He pressed hisfinger to hislips, areminder.
This apartment isn't safe. Jane paid for it. Jane, he redized now, with an old familiar chill, had never
lost her grip on hisleash.



On Centra Park West, Jane Andraste's grip was concerned with the control of an entirdly different
st of leashes. Felix Luray sat on the edge of an ivory-upholstered armchair, his jacket deevestugged up
to revea French cuffs, his elbows on hisknees. Beside him sat Christian, who had not spoken overmuch,
but watched, amused. And across from Felix, Spping tippy Ceylon from agold-rimmed teacup, dressed
in close-tailored perfection, sat amongter with alemony smile.

Jane didn't think the Bunyip intended them immediate physica harm. He had reasons of hisown for
being there, reasons he laid out carefully and formally to Felix while Jane waited unobtrusively inthe
background, fondling her marcasite bracelet, and listened.

Felix poured more tea, and looked through hislashes at the Bunyip. " So what you're saying, so
circuitoudy — or circumspectly, if you prefer — isthat Mist will help usagaing the Faeries?’

Bunyip reached out one splay-fingered hand and pinched up his teacup, delicately, the gold-painted
china handle warm between hisfin-ger and thumb. "Y ou misapprehend.”

"Enlighten me." Felix wielded the sugar tongs like an extension of his. hand. Each cube drifted through
steaming golden fluid, raining gran-ules of sugar into the bottom of the cup. They rippled likesandina
Zen garden before dissolving under the influence of the spoon. A few flecks of tealesf sailed round and
round, caught in the vortex whileit lasted.

"Mist wishes Kelpie returned to his proper role asawild eement. Tamed, he servesto support the
Promethean influence.”

"It's not one of ourswho tamed him," Fdlix said. The teawas tannic even through the sweetness of the
sugar, atang that contracted his taste buds and prickled histongue.

"That'sirrdlevant,” the Bunyip answered, as a chime derted them that the €l evator was ascending.

"Dondll," Jane said, and stood up to seeto it, stepping around arice paper and ebony screen.

Bunyip continued, " The symbolism reflects the Promethean plan: na-ture chained.”

"Kegp going,” Fdix said, as Jane bent her concentration on the new arrival. Therewas alimit to how
much leaning on Dondll she could af-ford. She couldn't risk driving him away, as she had Matthew—and
he didn't need her as much as Matthew had. Her only hold over him — besides her own considerable
force of will and emotiona power—wasthe NY PD'slack of a methodology for dedling with magical
crimes. Seven yearsisalong timein human terms, but for abureaucracy, it'san eyeblink. And it'shard to
figure out how to screen and hire magicians when you've just become aware that they exist.

As she opened the door, she met the gaze of the Dragon behind Don-all's eyes. "Comein,” she said,
and stood aside.

He came, puffy-faced, red-eyed. "There's something—"

Jane touched her ring, icy cold under the patinaof gold. "I know," she said. "Would you like some
tea? No, you drink coffee, don't you?"'

"Tedsfineif it'smade," he said, making no move to shuck off his coat as she locked the door behind
him. "I can't stay. What did you want mefor, Jane?"'

"Comein and meet somebody."

Felix and Bunyip had falen as sllent as Christian when the door opened. When Jane and Don rounded
the screen, they were Sitting ex-pectant as nestlings, their chinslifted and their eyes bright. She made the
introduction and poured Don a cup, swhich became dwarfed in his enormous hands. "Bunyip's brought
usinformation from the other side," Jane said.

A mug might have eased the arthritic ache of the ring on Don's hand. The teacup was small and
eggshell fragile, not designed for cupping one's hands around to absorb the warmth. He put it to his
mouth and s pped, wishing held thought to ask for sugar and lemon. "What sort of information?"

"We were just sorting that bit out." Felix edged over on the couch to-ward Christian, offering Don a
corner. Don didn't move, except to set his cup back on the saucer balanced on his other palm. Felix
glanced at the Bunyip, who sat iffly upright beside the cushion occupied by hisfedora, and frowned.
"Pleasegoon.”

Bunyip nodded. His hands empty now, he gestured. "I want to offer you an dliance. | need to remove
the water-horse, and you wish to avoid adirect confrontation with the forces of Faerie and the potential



loss of your position as archmage, Jane Maga. Isthat correct?”

"Wed prefer to see Faerie driven entirely from the iron world," Jane said, abandoning her pretense of
being an observer when Bunyip stared &t her. "And | want Matthew back. Unharmed. He'stoo useful to
be | eft wandering around uncontrolled.”

"It'll be anest trick to get him to come crawling back," Felix said. He picked up and finished histea

"He's not sdf-directing. If presented with no other choice than work-ing for me, helll fal back into
line"

"Jane," Don said. "Somewhere out there, somebody eseisgoing to be killed and eaten tonight.”

She nodded, and raised addaying hand. "A moment. Bunyip?'

"l need access to the water-horse without his protectors. | can defeat him, but the Daoine Seeker and
the Mage he travelswith are trouble.’

"Jane." Don set the cup and saucer down on aplinth, not caring that they rattled, and folded hisarms.

"Dondl, | said wait. Bunyip, assuming | can arrange thisthing—and | think | can— what do | getin
return?’Y ou don't want to see a Promethean renai ssance.”

"Onthe contrary,” he said, "an dliance would suit mevery well. And in return, | can give you access
to Matthew and Christoferus Magi, at atime and place of your choosing, before the formal duel. Or even
at thedud itsdf. | would be happy to ded with them for you there.”

"What would you do?" Fdlix asked. "Turn them into black svans?'

Bunyip showed histeeth. "It wouldn't bethefirst time," he said. "But you'll have heard that story.”

"l havent,” Don interjected, which earned him asilencing glance from Fdlix.

"Theform of the duel isset,” Jane answered. "It would be very bad symbolism indeed to bresk that
bargan."

"What if | ensured Matthew would not be there?' Bunyip covered his mouth with his hand.

Jane paused. She looked at Christian, who blinked, and Felix, who nodded, and then turned her head
to meet Don's gaze.

Don didn't know, frankly, what to tell her. He was rocking from foot to foot with impatience.
Somewhere out in the darkness, someone was dying horribly, or was about to—and the ring on his hand
would tell him where, if the damned Archmage would just let him go do something about it. She's talking
about deriding this guy to kill Matthew. Or take him captive, maybe.

That wasthething. Don knew Matthew. Not well, kind of casualy—but Matthew had never set off
that cold fedling of black dread that crowded Don's gut when he looked at the guy in the pin-striped suit
on Jane'swhite nubby sk sofa. "L et me speak with Matthew,” he said, shoving his handsinto his
pockets. "Maybe | can talk some reason into him.”

"Then what can Bunyip give us?' Jane asked.

Don lifted one shoulder and let it fall. "Ask him who killed our mur-der victims. Ask him to ded with
them.”

Bunyip smiled. Histeeth were yellow, tea-stained, and very sharp. Murder victims?'

"Althea Benning," Don said. "And now, Nancy Rivera Murdered and esten. By something Fag, |
think, but the damned governor's officeisn't having any."

"Ah." Bunyip folded his hands. "Therée's an easy answer to that ques-tion. But I'd rather not say
because | suspect you will act in haste, De-tective Smith. Y ou see, thereés agood deal of magical energy
bound up in adesath, in asacrifice. In alife. And there are those who have neither love for the Fae nor
compassion for those the Fae have touched, and who might go to great lengths to pursue a vendetta.”

A good police officer ishdf psychologist and half wicked stepmother. The Bunyip might be Fae. But
by theway he settled back against the sofa cushions, by the sharp edge of his smile, Donall knew. Knew
that he was being manipulated, of course, and knew that there were things the Bunyip wasn't telling him.

And by the quick compression of Jane's lips as she reached for her teacup, alittle too quickly, he
understood that Jane knew it too. And that she'd been hiding things from Don that his own fondnessfor a
guy who should have been the first suspect on hislist had made him overlook.

But Matthew had been there, first man on the scene. Cdled it in. Taken the surviving kids under his
wing, and handed them off to apack of Faeries.



And it was Matthew Szczegielniak Jane Andraste was protecting by keeping him here while hisring
burned cold agony on hishand. As she had protected Matthew dl dong: paying hishills, keeping him
safe. She shook her head at Bunyip. "Don't beridiculous.”

"Aw, hdl," Don said, and turned to walk out of the penthouse.

Chrigian wastherein front of him. "Donal Magus," he said, "give your archmage a chance to spesk.
Shehasnot lied.”

Don checked and met the young man's hazel eyes. Thelids narrowed with fase earnestness, and Don
shook hishead. "Learn to lie better, kid," he said, and shouldered past.

He was aware and surprised that Jane restrained Felix with agen-tling hand when Felix would have
stood. He was even more surprised that he made it down to the street unscathed.

He walked past the doorman and paused on the sidewalk, glancing down at hisring. It hurt. It made
hisarm acheall theway up to hisbrain.

He pulled out his cell phone and dided by rote. "Carmen," he said, as he jogged toward the painin his
ring. Y eah. How fast can you get me awarrant for the arrest of a Dr. Matthew Szczegieniak? Suspicion
of murder. Y eah, wake up anybody you want. And let me spell that for you, hangon. . ."

When he ended the call, he stuffed the cell phone back into his pocket and ran.

Vast wings glided overhead, flitting between dark buildings, and the scent of iron and magic turned the
flyer'santlered head. A rich scent, enticing — but Orfeo the peryton had been charged to seek particular
prey thisevening. And that scent drew him on, past the unprotected ap-prentice Mage, past the bound
seagod, skimming over the rooftops of New Y ork with the city'slight caressing hiswings.

A chain reaction. Orfeo came hunting the trace his mistress had |eft on the enemy, and when Orfeo
flew, he left atrace that derted another hunter.

Ernie Peese moved in aworld of mages and Faeries, angdls and killers and jeweled midnight beests,
hard-luck stories and unhappy endings. He wore cold iron in his shoulder holster, and he believed in the
law and he believed in hisfaith. But he had no magic of hisown.

He was brusque, honest, plainspoken. Not stupid, and not for sale, and he took it as an affront to
decency and his own dedication to the best, most important job in the world that magic was afoot on the
earth.

But sometimes angels spoke to him, for Ernie was avirtuous man. And thereis nothing to do when
angels speak, except listen, and do what you are told, and do the best you can.

Ernie woke in darkness, to the rustle of mighty wings. Hewas donein his bed, in his bedroom, except
for the faintly snoring shape of hiswife. Lucy dept hard. She never woke when Ernie got out of bed, late
at night, and paced out to the living room to watch televison with the sound turned off.

She didn't wake now when he stood up in his boxers and pulled that day's trousers off the back of the
bedside chair, though leftover change rattled in his pockets. He did them on, found socks, kicked his
shoes out from under the bed as silently as he could manage. He found a polo shirt and a swesater in the
laundry basket, folded and clean, groping among textures. The light from the alarm clock turned
everything green.

He walked into the halway till shrugging his coat over his holster, and dipped out the front door and
triple-locked it without waking the dog. The note he left pasted to the television screen read Gone
walking. Home for breakfast.

The devator took too long to reach the sixth floor. Thevoicein hisear urged him faster, so Ernie
plunged down the gtairs, bouncing lightly on tiptoe, trying to keep the old building from ringing with his
footsteps.

He hit the street at atrot, accelerating.

Not far away, with apassng thought for irony, Don followed the cold in his hand. And Whiskey, il
stalking the city, followed Don. He was curious what went on in the archmage's tower—what brought
Mage and Bunyip there in consultation—but he was more interested in what misson sent the hastily
summoned officer running into the night like apage on an errand.



The shadows would not hide him in hiswhite shirt and trousers, so he had conjured clothesin plain
taillored black when he shifted to human form. Dark skin and dark hair would have sufficed even if he had
not been out of sight as he followed, |etting the officer's scent lead on.

For hispart, Donall ran. Adrendine shocked histired cells, tangled his nerves; concretejarred his
knees and hips with every stride. He had no breath to damn Jane Andraste, and so he did it silently,
damned Jane and Matthew and Felix and every other Mage who'd ever lived, ardentlessliturgy of rage.

It was with himsdlf that he wasfurious. It was hisfault Riverawas dead. Hed had Szczegielniak in his
hands, and he'd let the damned Mage convince him — convince him the same way Jane had, with that
mydterious plaushility.

Hewould have liked to blame it on magic, to say he'd had no choice. Another symptom of weakness.
Another way hewas anidiot. And he couldn't outrace that guilt, ayoung woman's blood and her horrible
death. He couldn't expiateit.

But maybe he could run fast enough to stop it hgppening athird time.

Orfeo dipped emerad pinions and bent on acurve, gliding now, circling amortal Mage. The mistress
touch was upon the man, a peppery sun-flower scent guiding Orfeo down, diding, putting ahdix and
plans of murder under hiswings.

The street was tight, and the Mage accompanied. Orfeo must hit hisangleright thefirst time. He must
grike from behind, over the heads of the morta youngsters, like an owl taking acat: the unheard wings,
the stunning blow, the talons piercing skull and brain and the carcass lifted before the victim understood
its degth, the body's own weight snapping the twisted neck. He did not believe he would get a second
chance.

He saw well in the dark, did Orfeo, but the shadows from the stregt-lights were confusing. Still, the
Mage's blond hair stood out. There could be no mistaking hisvictim.

Hisfeathers were not hushed like an owl's; when he stooped, he could not beat hiswings. The flutter
would give him away. And the wind was wrong, ruffling his plumage. Fortunately, he redlized before
committing and caught and nursed athermd, lifting into the night for another pass.

The city noticed. A vast dumbery beast, drowsing through hungers, not quick to waken to thefirefly
existences flickering through its heavy-lidded streets unless they forced themsalves on its attention — but
needing them, half aware even in dreams of their presence, the mi-tochondria livesthat populated it, that
gaveit being. Eight million heartsin the city, and every heart acity unto itself.

And the city's dreams were dready worn thin by the trip-trap of Faerie hooves and boots over
asphalt and paving stones, its dumber troubled by the ped of magic and the clamor of sacrifice, its
intellect aroused by the tolling of the Dragon's wingbeets on the gasping air. Enough blood can wake
even stones.

And these stones knew whom they had chosen, even if the choice had been in dreams, even though
their limerence went unrequited. And the object of the choice wore the Summer Queen'stouch likea
brand on hisarm. That touch placed him in danger, and with him, the city.

New Y ork was awakening.

And Matthew would not be permitted to ignoreit any longer.

Matthew paused under a streetlight on an empty block, and the bulb popped. Nothing: he barely
noticed. An everyday occurrence since the bridge and the unicorn. Kit looked up, though, and quickly
down, rais-ing an arm to shield hisface, half expecting arain of soot or glass. "What'sthat?"

"Signsand portents,” Matthew answered, with aglance over his shoulder to make sure Geoff and Lily
werefollowing. Lily huddled in the red swester, head ducked and forearms pressed together in front of
her chest. She fumbled with alittle box and extracted something from it on alicked fingertip. "Lily?"

"Meds," she said, and tucked the tablet into her mouth, a gesture practiced into efficiency. "l have. . .
primary adrena insufficiency. It'saggravated by stress. Which ..." Shetilted her head in ahdf shrug, and
tucked the snuffbox back into her bag while dry-swallowing the pill. "Just being careful

Geoff reached out |eft-handed and squeezed her hand. Thelength of the block, CLOSED signs



flickered and pulsed: red, stop, warning. Matthew stuffed his hands in the pockets of hisjeansand balled
up hisleft fist, eyes downcast.

"What's going on?" Geoff's gesture took in the flickering neon, the abrupt wail of acar darm and flash
of headlights.

Matthew turned in the strobing, frozen in a series of sop-motion flashes. "Back againgt thewall.” He
put ahand on Lily's shoulder to guide her there. She resisted until Kit, who had caught Matthew's
ex-pression, grabbed her wrist and dragged her againgt brick. It could have been awarning, the city
talking to him. Or it could have been someone like Fdlix trying to distract or attack him.

It didn't fed like Felix, though.

"What's hgppening?' Geoff again, revolving dowly, scanning the street, asif he could see what made
the magic occur.

"It'sawarning. But | don't know—" Matthew settled on his hedls, achill cregping under the collar of
the flannd shirt. Someone ran toward them: someone big, moving fast. Matthew shouted: "Don!"

The detective dowed as Maithew raised ahand. His eyes moved from Geoff to Kit to Lily, measuring
each onein amanner that made Kit fed for the hilt of the rapier he wasn't wearing.

Don drew up about fifteen feet away and stopped, foursquare, his hands by his sides. Swesat dicked
hisforehead and dripped from the tip of hisnoseto splash on the front of his shirt, but heforced his
breath-ing and hisvoice leve.

"Matthew Szczegieniak, you are under arrest for the murder of AltheaBenning,” Don said, wishing he
relished thewords alittle more, fedling the weight of hisgun againgt hisheaving ribs. He didn't think
Matthew would go for aweapon. But Don had seen Althea's body, and Don knew how deceptive a
mild-mannered suspect could be. He stayed well back. "Please face thewall.”

"Aw, thisis not agood timefor this" Matthew said, and did as he was told, while Geoff gaped and
Lily shivered, and Kit—after Matthew's sharp nod —herded them away.

Don searched him. He didn't res g, as efficient hands pressed his clothes againgt his skin and Don
confiscated his cell phone. Another car darm deployed, awailing sren. A shopwindow haf ablock on
and across the street crumbled into a shower of crashing glass as Don jerked Matthew's arms behind his
back and snapped the cuffs on. Stainless steel embraced Matthew's wrists, warding, protecting, and the
goresadarm climbed the night.

"Stop with that," Don said, and gave Matthew a shake. It'snot me."

"Matthew?" Geoff, sounding plaintive and worn. | didn't,” Matthew said, craning his neck over his
shoulder in avain attempt to catch Geoff's gaze. Geoff waslooking over him, past him, eyes asround
and open as his mouth. Looking at Don, no doubt. "I think-"

Matthew!" A gasping shout in ayoung man'svoice. Too late, too late. Orfeo was stooping, dropping
likeatierce, having found hiswind and folded hiswings. The Mage stood tal, head up and shoulders
pulled back, and the others around him could do nothing to stop Orfeo'sfall.

Hislegs were extended behind him, antlerslaid againgt his spineto streamline his body, wingsfurled
againgt hissides. The water towers rushed past, the rooftops, the gargoyles, the walls, the wind, and the
night.

The Mage turned, blond head tilted back, following his student's shout. He was helpless, hands
bound, magic bound, al his agency wrapped in steel. He started to step aside just as Orfeo cupped his
wings, snapped them wide with athunderclap, creating abar moored in the air around which to swing his
weight. A gymnast'sreversal, and hislegs came forward and down, talons splayed, striking for the brain,
for theeyes. Shaitered, scintillating light left aflickering train of images suspended in the night.

At the last moment, the leading edge of Orfeo'swing struck the po-lice officer, knocking him
gprawling, and Orfeo's own pinions obscured his prey.

The strike was a second thump, hard on the crack of snapped wings. Orfeo felt the stretched
resilience of skin before talons popped through, the crunch and squish and dickness, asif acrow drove
through the shell of agarden snail. A loud, sick pop meant the neck had snapped. The dangling weight



shivered as Orfeo labored upward, itsfeet kicking er-ratically before it went limp. Blood ran over his
toes, hot, dippery. It did not affect hisgrip.

The prey never made a sound. But someone else was screaming, high enough to carry over the
warble of ectronic darms. Keening, shrill and thin, like agutshot animd.

Orfeo sang as he climbed.

Lily didn't have the presence of mind to drop to her knees, or muffle with her hands the sounds she
was making. Kit thrust her back against the wall without aword, stooped, and scrambled over the
sdewalk, scraping his hands, sick at the warm blood wet under his palms. He didn't look up, not at the
climbing wings, not at the dark dangling shape. He crouched between his knees and grabbed Matthew's
shoulder, heaved him onto his back. Blood stresked hisface, some of it Geoff's, most of it hisown. Hed
falen hard, with his hands chained behind his back. He hadn't been able to keep hisface from striking
sone.

"Chrigt wept,” Kit said, ducking his head warily as he fumbled for a pulse. But Matthew twitched as
he did it, eyesflicking open, sockets d-ready staining on either sde of abroken nose.

"Ow," Matthew said, thick and muffled asif he spoke through cotton wool.

Lily's breathless screaming stopped, hiccuped, dropped aregister as she muttered, "oh, God, oh,
God."

It didn't help. The cars ill beeped and flashed; the shattered store-front wailed. Matthew blinked. "It
missed?'

Kit flinched. He got hisfeet under him, sill hunched, and started dragging Matthew into the shadow of
thewall. Matthew boreit gamely, obvioudy trying not to wrinkle hisface around hisnose. "Not exactly.
Geoff knocked you down."

"He— Oh. Oh, shit." The Magetried to struggle up.

On the sdewak, Don was shoving to hands and knees. Kit snarled at him, while pushing on
Matthew's shoulders with both hands. " Stay down!"

Don dropped to his elbows and rolled across oil stainsand petrified chewing gum until he fetched up
againg the wal. He burrowed under his coat and came out with asemiautomatic pistol that vanished in
the meat of hishand. "Wheresthe kid?'

[t got him," Lily said, into her hands. Her voice was suddenly cam and leve, frictionless asice. She
shoved her shoulders at thewall asif she meant to met through it, and it wasn't cooperating. Thething
got him."

And it'sgoing to come back, as soon asit understandsit didn't get what it wasaiming for,” Kit said,
his hands stroking Matthew's hair and shoulders, checking for other injuries. "We must retire the Street.
Matthew, can you stand?'

| can't do anything with these damned cuffson." He glared at Don, who patted his pockets
one-handed, without looking away from the sky or loosening hisgrip on hisgun.

"] dropped the key when | fell. Can your friend — "

"Kit."

" — Kit hep you up?'

In answer, Kit glanced over his shoulder, checked the sky, and stepped away from the wall long
enough to grab Matthew under the armpits and haul.

"The shopwindow that broke'—Matthew blew blood off hislips— "we can get insde there.”

"Acrossthe street?"

"Do you have a better idea?' Matthew clinked the handcuffs at Don petulantly. His nose had swollen
shut and gore was il running down hisface, into his mouth, staining his shirt. He turned hishead and
gpat blood, hair escaping from his ponytail and adhering to his bloodstained cheek. He wasn't going to
think about Geoff. He wasn't going to think about Lily'sface, so white under the night-dark violet of her
hair.

He took abreath and stared straight ahead. "Can you run?"

"You bet your ass| can,” Lily snapped back, icy fear and a shocked emptinesstoo fresh to redlly



count as grief both shattered by a bolt of annoyance. It never occurred to her that Matthew might be
speaking to anyone else. Of course not: it would be aimed at her, because shewas agirl. And then she
saw the corner of Matthew's mouth twitch as he cocked his head back and studied the sky, and she
amogt dapped him.

"Shopwindow," hesad. "You firg."

"Thenyou,"” Don said. "It wanted you. Y ou need cover.”

Matthew thought about arguing, and nodded instead, haf deaf with the cacophony ruling the narrow
street. He reached out with athought and silenced the machines. He melted el ectronics and left fused
plastic behind where he meant only to break a connection. Lousy. No finesse. Too much power.
"Whatever."

"Cant you nall it with alightning bolt or something?'

"Not in theiron world." Not in New Y ork City, even more so. Not even in aMage's tower, not even
if Matthew had Jane Andraste's power. Four or five hundred years of Promethean wreaking had gone
into binding magic away, alabyrinth of iron roads girdling the land and the sea, and thiswas the heart of
the spell. The power was concentrated here. It ran violent and deep, like ariver chained by canyon walls.
And it was not the sort of thing that was amenable to flashy pyrotechnics, those were—with the
exception of the Merlin'stricks—reserved for Faerie, even since the Dragon's return.

Matthew looked at Kit. "Y ou?"

"l could hex it from the sky" —he spread his hands, a hel pless ges-ture— "and so could Lily, if she
knew thetrick of it. But you know whaose power it would take."

Matthew nodded. "Not unless there's no other way."

"Well," Don said, and chambered around. "I guessthat meansme. Lily, go!"

Shewasright. Even in heds, she could run.

Bent over, smart enough to hustle on a zigzag, head down, she darted across the street like a
chipmunk fleeing a hawk. Her bresth echoed from the stones, her footsteps thumping. Don held his
breath, watched the skies, and Matthew leaned after her like ayearning lover, pulling at the stedl that
bound hishands.

Not that he had any power to fight for her if the monster returned. For amoment, he allowed himself
to hate hisunicorn.

And then Lily was halfway safe, or at least shadowed by the build-ings opposite, and it was
Matthew'sturn.

Therésaknack to running with your handstied behind your back. Matthew didn't haveit. He
stumbled, caught himself, twisted his ankle, went down hard on oneleg. Hisjeans shredded on asphalt,
and his skin went with them. Raw hest, achildhood pain: skinned knee. Shocking how much it hurt,
enough that the sharp strike of hiswristbones against the cuffs was but a grace note.

He grunted, ducked his head, and heaved himself up. The air he gasped burned hislungs. It dl tasted
of iron, and pain seared the insde of hisleg with awhite phosphorousfire. Hed sprained hisankle,
maybe broken something. By force of will he made it bear hisweight. He stag-gered one step. Another.

If racehorses could run on broken legs, so could he. thefirst he knew of Orfeo's descent wasthe
measured hammering of Donall's gun.

Lily sawitdl.

The shopwindow had shivered into nonexistence, and she crouched behind the low wall that
was | eft, shatterproof glass crunching under her boots. She saw Matthew stumble, saw the mighty wings
catch the streetlight and become limned, frozen in it like the wings of afly in amber, trapped for endless
moments before they folded and fell. She stuffed her fists against her mouth and pressed her back into the
corner, and could not drop her gaze as Matthew stroveto hisfeet.

She bit her fingers and she prayed. And for amoment, the pounding of the detective's gun seemed like
an answer. Flame licked from the bar-rel, lashing out like a serpent’'s angry tongue, and the monster
folded itswings even tighter and twisted, somersaulting in midair, tumbling end over end, jerking from the
impacts. And Lily dared to hope.



A bresth too soon.

The dugs were sted-jacketed. It helped; lead would have glided through Orfeo, and done no harm at
al. These bulletstoreinto his breast and wings and he cried out, the skin-cregping scream of an executed
man. His shadow spread human arms and legs upon the pavement as his wings snapped wide, antlered
head thrown back, the arch of hislong neck sustaining the shriek. His own antlers brushed his back, and
he flapped madly, trying to dow his descent until he realized that the tar-get was il directly beneath.

Dond| exhausted his clip, stroked the release, fumbled a spare mag-azine from the carrier before the
empty hit the ground. He wasn't fast enough. He couldn't be.

Orfeo didn't have the force of his stoop behind him. Instead he reached out, relying on the forthright
strength of talons, and clutched at the Mage's head. But Matthew had turned. Unable to throw his hand
up, he ducked his head behind a hunched shoulder, and flinched back and to the side as Orfeo's claws
scored his shoulder and neck.

It wouldn't have helped, if a second spatter of bullets had not caught Orfeo across the breast just then,
tumbling him from the air. He hit the asphat on his back, spread-eagled. Sable, a peyton vert,
displayed.

Don pinched his palm smashing the magazine home. He didn't turn to see who had his back; held
counted nine shots, and the other guy was likely reloading. The enemy of my enemy—

Don worked the dide and fired. Measured shots, two and wait, aim for the head. Six more where
those came from. Onemoreclip in hisbelt.

The thing had already soaked up an awful lot of lead.

It flopped, twisted, lay till. He couldn't tdll if the breast was rising and faling, under the festhers. Don
heard footsteps, a clip diding home, around being chambered. Whoever it was kept agood spread on
him, eight or nine feet, centered on the green-winged creature. Matthew was down, curled on hisside
between Don and the monster, ear pressed to his shoulder. Donall couldn't see how bad he was
bleeding, or if he was conscious. Probably, and definitely breathing; he wasn't limp.

"Don?'

"Fuck, Ernie," Don said, light-headed with adrendine. " Are you one of the bad ones,

"Areyou?What the fuck isthat thing?" Ernie edged one more step forward, and Don could see him
now, his semiautomatic in atwo-fisted grip, low ready before his heaving chest, trigger finger registered
aong theframe. Ernie wasn't about to shoot anybody who didn't have it coming.

"Fae." Kit sepped away from the wall, regretting hisrapier bitterly. He kept his eyes on Matthew,
pamsitching with helplessness. "Un-sedlie. Shoot you it again.”

Ernie never turned his eyesfrom the thing on the ground. "Did you cal backup?'

"Did you?'

Now that you mention it—" Ernie shrugged, and did hisfinger in-sde the trigger guard.

One second.” Don edged forward, trying to get a better angle on the antlered bird. He couldn't seeif
it was breathing, but he couldn't seeit bleeding, either. "It might be dead.”

It waan't.

Orfeo waited. Five mortals now, two of them armed. The bullets hurt, but couldn't hurt him, not
redlly. Not for long. He was already dead, dead three thousand years, and so he waited while the bullets
worked out of hisflesh and lay, hard lumps pressed between his plumage and the road.

Hed haveto kill the men with the guns. Not that he minded the blood, but it was extrawork. Extra
complications. Only the Mage had needed to die.

Humans

They would thrash, and make everything harder.

Beside the wounded Mage, the pale-skinned warrior went down on one knee. He mumbled
something, and the dark first one grunted agree-ment, without taking his eyes off Orfeo. Therewasa
click, the metal re-straints being removed. Thefirst warrior rolled the Mage onto his back and, with the
assistance of the small bearded Mage, began doing some-thing to hiswounds. That crunch had to be the
woman's boots on the broken glass. In the near distance, Orfeo heard sirens.

The second warrior adjusted some mechanism on his pistol, and dipped it into its carrier. He spread



his hands wide, angled down, and murmured a prayer.

A vagt, cdm, martia presence suffused the narrow road, aholy peace, the susurrus of settling wings.
"Ernie, what are you doing?' Donall asked.

"Whatever | can," Peese answered, and laid his hands on the wounded Mage, praying for amiracle.

In amovement asfluid asthought, Orfeo lofted into the air, balanced on a murderous curve.

And was met.

Not by the bullets he had expected, the sharp-toothed rejoinder of the first warrior's pistol—but by a
white-shouldered tsunami.

The sound of gunfire had drawn Whiskey to close the distance be-tween Dondl and himsdlf. The
water-horse had arrived just as Peese changed magazines, and paused to assess the conflict. If therewas
no need to show himsdf, he could linger in the shadows, soft-shoed and inconspicuous.

Conversdy, if there was aneed —

Hewaswaiting for it. And when Orfeo snapped himself off the ground with asinewy flex of wings and
aflick of antlers, Whiskey legped. It was a spring no mortal man could have matched, and few mortal
horses— clearing the parked automobiles that Maithew had ruined with hisill-contained magic, clearing
the heads of the crouched and cringing men, hurling himsdf into the air like the spray of awhite wave
smashing exultant againgt adliff: head up, mane bannering, ears pricked, bugling challenge, and changing
asheflew.

He struck the peryton chest-to-chest, and smashed him from the air.

Great wings buffeted Whiskey's head, blinding, deafening. Gnarled talons scored his shoulders and his
broad black breast. His hooves rang on the road a mere foot from Matthew's supine form, cracking
asphdt, water glittering about him when he whirled. Orfeo struck again, sharp yellow teeth dashing
Whiskey's cheek, missing hiswhite-rimmed eye. The stallion screamed and reared, hooves connecting,
forelegs scraped by Orfeo's claws.

Orfeo'scries, harsh asaraptor's, carried afar more human tone. The peryton screamed like a
peacock, atattered, bloodcurdling sound. He lashed out with teeth and talons, fighting for distance,
needing to win free of Whiskey's weight and momentum so he could bring his antlersto bear. Whiskey
drove him with the force of arising tide, the speed of falling water.

Blood scattered the peryton's plumage as Whiskey tried for awing and spat out only amouthful of
feathers. The teeth of a son of Manan-nan could manage what bullets could not. Orfeo'stalons
connected with Whiskey's muzzle, dicing nodrils. He kicked off, wings pumping furi-oudy, and saled
over Whiskey's head as Whiskey lunged into the air, his hind hooves leaving earth, histhick neck twisted
as he dretched after the enemy. He missed, and landed heavily, collecting his hooves under him and
taking the impact in his shoulders and haunches rather than risking a careless hoof on the fragile humans
just behind.

The peryton flailed higher, air scalding the raw flesh of hiswounded wing, bruised musclein hisbreast
complaining. Whiskey's teeth had torn the soft hide of Orfeo'sthroat, and blood trickled hot through hair
and plumage and tickled as it dripped and dried down hisinner thigh.

But in the air, he had the advantage. And the stallion was hurt aswell, blood filming one china-blue
eye, pinking the sea-dick shoulders and darkening the puddles under his hooves.

Whiskey sdled, snorting, silver shoes pedling on the road like dropped coins, clear and sweet over
the clang and stink of gunfire as Don and Ernie tracked the rising arc of the peryton and pumped shot
after shot into him. The young woman stood against the wall, pressed flat bes de the empty window
frame. And Marlowe crouched over Matthew, who was conscious enough to have drawn up one knee
and fisted one unchained hand in the shirt Marlowe had ripped off and stuffed againgt his neck and
shoulder, but not much more. " Christopher,” Whiskey said, "take him to Morgan.” Kit looked up, cold at
the words, his bare chest daubed with Matthew's blood. He was pale, wiry with muscle on adender
frame, much scarred. He licked hislips, and glanced at the darkness beyond the lights. The Srenswere
closing in. It had been perhaps fifteen sec-onds since Whiskey met the peryton'sfal, and though Peese's
miracle had sealed the wounds on Matthew's throat, the Mage had |eft a battle's ration of blood upon the



road. "Can you hold him?

Whiskey tossed his head, swinging his haunches|eft, turning around the forehand as he followed the
peryton'sflight. If he was charged with killing Matthew, he would give up — for thetime being— as
soon as Matthew was out of reach. "'l will."

"Magus' — Kit waved Dondl over—"help me get him up.”

Don waggled his head without dropping his attention, or hisgun. "It might come back."

"1 will be here," Whiskey answered. The street wasfilled with the raw scent of hisblood, of
Matthew's blood, of Geoffrey's. "Get them to safety.”

Peese was standing again, cloaked in grace, his wegpon trained on the sky and pale glory whipping
about him asif lashed by abrutd wind. "Go," Peese said, to Don. "I'll stay. Anyway, somebody will have
toexplan.”

"Y ou going to admit it's Fae thistime?' Don snarled, but he crouched and did his gun into the holster.

Peese hdf smiled, and let hisshouldersriseand fall.

"Geoff—" Lily stepped forward, out of the shadows alittle. Her hands twisted in front of her hips, but
she stood steady, boots planted, and her voice was firm.

"We can hep him not,” Kit said, more gently than he had thought he would manage. "There remains
only the question of meting out justice.

"Jugtice?' Her incredulity bordered on mockery.

Kit smiled through another man's blood. "Come with us, and live to claim revenge.”

She looked up. She looked at Don, who crouched beside Matthew and lifted his shoulders while Kit
helped him to hisfeet. They heaved him out of blood sequined with broken glass, the wreckage of his
spec-tacles. Matthew regled, eyes closed, still holding the wadded shirt againgt histhroat, hisfacea
blood-streaked mask. Don steadied him, got under hisarm. "Lily," Kit said, "open the mirror."

She turned to see where he was looking. An unshattered shop-win-dow loomed behind her, glossy
with reflections. "I remember how," she said, and fdlt the strength prickle her fingertips. I don't know
how to get whereyou said —"

"Youjust open. I'll guide.”

She met his gaze, and then sucked her lower lip into her mouth and nodded. "All right, then. Come
on."

Orfeo'swounded wing burned as he banked, turned on afeather-tip, and came back around,
searching through darkness for the light. The mortas crouched in the street, Whiskey towering over them
like abattle memorial: ears up, tail lofted, proud neck arched in mordant challenge.

Waiting.

Orfeo didn't care to accept.

The srens were coming, and the mortals were moving the Mage. He had one more chance. A facon
stoop, no hesitation. One blow to kill.

He waited until Whiskey had turned his head to scan another quar-ter of the sky, and dove. The
bullets that ripped through hiswings and breast made no difference, not even with an archangdl's power
wresthing the hands of the man wielding the gun. Nothing could stop him —

One of the men dragging the quarry turned, letting the other support al the Magesweight. Thelittle
one, shirtless, who reeked both of Fae magic and Magery. Those things meant nothing in the iron world.
Whiskey was moving, leaping, but Orfeo was faster, when the water-horse had not taken him by
surprise, and Whiskey would not bein time. The peryton anticipated the impact aready, the grab, the
pivot and snatch, sailing upward, out of the water-horse's reach, untroubled by the guns. He was going to
enjoy his supper tonight.

Orfeo prepared to spread hiswings.

Damme, Kit thought, quite reflexively, asthe wind howled in the predator'swings. And, bitterly
amused at theirony of hischoice of oath, he had just timeto raise his hands.

It was an old, sick power, rich and nauseous and irresistible as any unhalowed love held ever known.
It ran shivery caresses up theinside of his skin, weighed astonelike desirein hisgut and hisgroin.



He hadn't touched it in amost four hundred years.

He reached out with Lucifer's borrowed strength, and ripped Orfeo from the air.

The peryton wailed, tumbled, and struck hard on the asphalt. Whiskey was there when hefdl, and
Orfeo did not rise again. Kit watched, expressionless, the gauzy vermilion that sheathed his hands
guttering back againgt his skin as Whiskey ripped feathers from flesh, hide from bone, and strewed blood
and entrails over the street. Crunch-ing echoed; boluses of mesat distended histhroat like asnakesashe
tore and gorged, and Lily—ever so softly — choked.

Red and blue lights painted buildings at both ends of the street, and the wail of sirens bounced and
howled between the canyon walls. "Go!" Peese shouted at Don, waving over his shoulder, as Whiskey
snorted over hismutilated prey. "Get out of here. I'll handle this.”

Don touched Kit's shoulder, and Kit stepped back, shouldering his share of Matthew'sweight again.
They must have made quite aridicu-lous prospect. Don wastwice hissize.

"Whiskey," Kit cdled. "Whiskey, now."

He thought the stallion wouldn't listen. Doors were opening on the police cars and men crouching
behind them as the water-horse finaly lifted his head and curvetted back from the crushed body of the
pery-ton, tracking dinner-plate hoofprints that shone glossy black in the dim light. "Christopher?’ He
turned and lifted his muzzle, no longer awhite horse, but red.

"Go to your mistress," Kit said, sharply, as Peese stepped into the sudden flood of spotlights and
raised and opened his perfectly ordinary hands. Whiskey shook out his mane, blood showering, and
vanished where he stood—a crash, as atower of water in the shape of a horse folded and splashed over
stone, running thisway and that. Into the gut-ters, down to the sea.

Peese was shouting something about being an officer, holding very-diill, caling to thewal of
white-and-black cars and armed men that everything was under control.

Kit didn't wait to hear the details of the negotiations. Lily stepped through the mirror, and Kit and
Dondl wereright behind her, dragging Matthew between them.

Chapter Eighteen
If It Be Your Will

Kit hadn't overstayed hiswelcome for achange. In fact, thisonce, Lucifer could rather wish held

lingered alittle. Angelswere so boring. EveninHédll.

Mortalswerelivelier, and Kit more than most—-a though there was a transitory amusement to be
found in the way the wine smoked and bubbled in Satan's glass. Some stories carried ametaphor alit-tle
too far.

Lucifer reached up one-handed and laid afinger againgt the other devil's clawed, black thumb, while
Chrigtian and Michadl and Fionnghuaalooked on. They stood in the center of thetiled balroom floor,
under awrought-iron chandelier that would not have looked out of placein the Paris OperaHouse. :It
tastes better unboiled.:

Satan arched atufted eyebrow, membranous wings folded tight against his back, looking down at the
Morningstar. Satan dominated the room, an e ght-foot monolith the color of rusted iron, muscled likea
Re-naissance statue. "'If only thou gavest the concern to religion that thou dost to beverages.” Hisvoice
pedled in the echoing space, and mortals and Fae winced at the crash like amiskeyed pipe organ.

"On the contrary,” Christian said, selecting aglass of hisown from thetray of aragged-winged angd,
"hethinks of nothing but. Except possibly palitics™ He turned back, and lifted the glassin Fionnghuaas



direction, an understated toast—whether to alady, or a Chrigtian, or the one who wasn't an angel, she
didn't know. Thewinein hisglasswasthe color of straw, and it made hislips glossy when he sipped.

Satan reached out and brushed L ucifer's cheek, leaving behind the scent of urine and brimstone.
Lucifer stepped away from the touch.

"Pdliticsare religion,” Satan said. And then bluntly, archly, ignoring Michael asif Michadl were not
even in theroom: "Will you submit to Him?"

Lucifer laughed, as even the angd stared a him. :None left but by submission,: he quoted, lifting
celestial eyesto meet the lash of Satan'sfiery ones. : And that word /Disdain forbids me, and my dread
of shame /Among the Spirits beneath —:

Satan dropped hisglass, 0 it garred the tile with shards and bur-gundy. "Do not," hesad. "Y ou will
answer the question.”

Asif in answer, Lucifer made shattered glass and spilled wine vanish with apass of hishand. :Pride;:
he said coldly, :we have in common. Y ou object to my goals?.

"Y ou have a Dragon Prince. Overthrow Him." Satan's wings stayed folded tight as the grest, nude
figure gestured to Keith MacNeill, who stood againgt the far wall, hands over his ears, the morta girl
cringing besde him. "Unitethe Hells. Relinquish cowardice.”

Michadl startled. She folded her arms over the dove-gray breast of her coat and cocked her head at
Satan. Flonnghuaalaid ahand on the taut muscle of her forearm. "Bring meawar,” Michad sad, lips
thin-ning. "If you dare.

Satan grinned, showing ragged fangs, and Chrigtian laughed into hiswine. "Ask, and you shall
recelve.”

Lucifer rolled strong-bodied drink over aforked tongue. :Would He take me back?:

"If you plead your case. Mogt likdly." The archangel wore benefi-cence, but never quite asmile. "God
isperfect love”

Lucifer snorted. :One Corinthiansthirteen,: he said. :Versesfour through ten. The New American
Standard text.:

Around the circle, Fionnghuaa saw two suppressed smiles, one sharp frown. Angels and devils knew
scripture. And she knew it too: both the modern words and the ancient ones.

Loveispatient, loveiskind and is not jeal ous; love does not brag and is not arrogant, does not act
unbecomingly; it does not seek its own, is not provoked, does not take into ac-count awrong suffered,
does not rgoice in unrighteousness, but rejoices with the truth; bearsall things, believesal things, hopes
al things, enduresdl things.

Love never fails, but if there are gifts of prophecy, they will be done away; if there are tongues, they
will ceasg; if thereisknowledge, it will be done away.

For we know in part and we prophesy in part; but when the perfect comes, the partia will be done

away.

:Isthe Bible Hisword?: Lucifer asked. :Would He submit to me? Why then must my love be proved
more perfect than His?:

"Because He owes you nothing," Michael answered.

Flonnghuaa stepped away.

:No more,: Lucifer answered, :than the lover owes the beloved, or the parent owes the child.:

Michael hovered on the verge of rejoinder. Shefound it and framed it, and let it pass, as something
more urgent came to her attention. " An attempt has been made to bring the mortals and the Faerie back
into conflict.”

"Havethey ever l€ft it?" Fionnghudahad meant to remain silent, but some temptations were too much.

‘Where?.

"New York," Michagl said. "There has been another death, though not the death intended. | have an
agent there"

And while Christian and Satan turned and stared, L ucifer pedled bright laughter, head thrown back,



fanning hiswings. :Michad. Y ou cheated.:

"Angesdo not cheat." Michadl glanced at thefloor.

"Who died?' Fionnghualasaid. "Fae or morta ?'

"The morta boy, Geoffrey Bertelli." Michad's wings had fanned wide too, and between her plumage
and Lucifer's, thecircle cast dl but encompassed the gathered five. She raised an eyebrow and looked
from devil to devil. "And | suppose none here had to do with the provoking of that?'

:Someone must inform Juligt,: Lucifer said, ignoring the question, turning to look at the girl. She il
stood beside the Elf-prince, her arms folded over her breast, her mask pushed up, revealing eyes bruised
at the cornerswith tiredness.

"l will." Michad's frown pulled the corners of her mouth sternly down. ""TISwhat angesarefor.” The
angel stepped back, turned, and squared her shoulders under the trailing cape of wings. And did not see
Lucifer smile behind his hand, as—somewhere above—he felt awar-lock once named Marley reach out
and take up the power he had so long laid aside.

‘Nuda,: Lucifer said, making hiswineglass vanish before he took her arm. :Wilt dance with me, my
svan?.

Jawe s was not following the conversation. Fortunately, the Prince did not seem to require her
comprehension, merely her attendance. And she was motivated to learn. She wanted this, wanted the
life she could see ed-dying around her, asif shewere arock tossed into a moving stresm. She could
amog fed itsripplesand rills, thelift of alittle curl of white water where it stroked her edge, the pressure
that wanted her to roll down-stream. She wanted to treat with these winged and elf-eared and magi-cal
beings the way Matthew did, or Kit, with his ash-colored hair and histoo-dark eyes.

And it garted here, in this echoing and two-thirds empty hdl, with trying to follow aquick, durred
conversation in alanguage she didn't understand, between lan—her lord—and the red-haired,
sword-bearing giant who was hisfather. She folded her armstogether, her own pulse racing under her
fingertips.

She had too much to learn. But it was happening. Findly. All around her. Happening now. She took
one deep delighted breeth to fix the scent of this placein her heart, and smiled. It might be Hdll, but it
smelled of roses.

The odor of sanctity,” ayoung woman'svoice said in her ear, and Jewels sartled and found herself
gyeto eyewith an angel. An angel her own smal height, stern in apearl-gray coat, with dicked dark
hair. "He likesto pervert what he can.”

"Him?' Jewels asked. She let her gaze dip toward the devils gath-ered at the center of the hall.

"Who e se?" Jade-colored wings settled, reveding tranducent laven-der and gray under the foresty
greens. The angel brushed past Jewelsto wait at lan's elbow until he gave her his attention, a matter of a
mo-ment or two. "Y our Highness."

He nodded, balancing at the crux of her attention and his father's without appearing to dight either
one. A delicate trick. Jewels caught herself admiring it, and frowned. The Prince might be pretty, but she
suspected he would not be safe to fall for. Not when she lived as his ser-vant. Sheld gathered that nearly
everyonein Faerie belonged to some-one else— and the rest lived by the sword.

"Michad," lan said, and waited. No honorific, just the name. It seemed dignity enough, said that way,
though neither the angel nor the Elf-prince bowed. And people did bow here, like they meant it.

Michael waited too, and then brushed Jawds arm with the leading edge of onewing. It felt nothing
like she had expected, warm and flex-ible. She amost cried out. "1 have amessage for your servant,” the
angd said, when she seemed to think some respongbility had been satisfied. "With your indulgence?’

lan never glanced a Jewels. He nodded, casud tolerance, leaving Jewels unprepared for theirritation
that clenched her jaw. She had never been good at accepting parental authority.

But sheldd chosen this, and shewould learn.

"By your leave?' the angd said, and extended her arm. Belatedly, Jewels understood that she was
intended to take it, like alady escorted to the ball, and after amoment she accepted, stepping insdethe
bivalve camber of Michad'swings.



Theangd'sar was grave. Jewels et hersdf be led, thinking of the warmth and hardness of the dender
arm under gray wool, like the mar-ble under her shoes. "A message.”

Michael turned an eye on her. The corners of her lips dragged asif her mouth were abow, drawn to
deliver an unwelcome arrow. "Y our friend isdead.” Her steps hesitated asif she expected Jewelsto
crumble,

I know, Jewelsamost said. | saw her body. But she hesitated. "My friend?’

"Geoffrey," Michad said. "l am sorry.”

Thewords formed in Jewels mouth without her knowing where they had come from, heavy and
round as stones. "Y ou're wrong."

Michael shook her head. Jewels stepped back, pushing Michad'sarm away.

"He can't be dead. He's here. | just saw him.”

Jewe sturned, and Michadl turned with her, following her sun. Thetdl arch of her wings smulated
privacy, and aso blocked Jewels line of sight. She jerked back, three steps, intending to step out of the
living bower and find Geoff for herself, point him out and prove Michadl wrong. But the green wings
crossed behind her, fenced her in, and drew her close.

"Heleft," Michad said. "Hewent back to New Y ork. And he has been killed there. By that which
murdered your friend Althea, and no one could protect him.”

When the girl staggered, the angel caught her, balanced her, and kept her on her feet. She swayed,
fiststo mouth, and Michadl's grip on her forearmswas al that kept her from crashing to the floor.

"Why would he go back?" It wasn't what she had meant to ask. Not exactly. Her eyes were burning,
and she didn't want to blink. When she closed her eyes, she saw him. Poor gentle Geoff, who'd made
Vir-gin Mary’ swith wassail instead of horseradish. He would have been mutilated like Althea, tangled up
in hisown blood, and blood made him dizzy and he'd loved her anyway, even when she didn't realy want
himto—

"Why New Y ork?' That was closer to it. She forced hersdlf to lower her hands and breathe, watching
theangd'seyes.

"| cannot answer that,” Michad said. "But there are otherswho may know."

She half turned her head when she spoke, not quite looking Jewelsin the eye. Do angel'slie?

But Michael cleared her throat and continued, "V engeance takesits own time," and peeked quickly
back at Jewels face.

And so maybe Michael wasn't avoiding her gaze. Maybe she was looking over Jewels shoulder,
craning her head past the siweep of her wing. Toward lan, and hisfather, the so-called Dragon Prince.
Jeweslicked her lips.

She must have stopped shaking, because the angd et her stand on her own. "Thank you, Michad.”

The angd folded her wings, left hand dropping to her rapier'shilt. "1 am but the messenger.”

Keth listened with folded armswhile lan laid out his plan, and then said, "Elaine won't forgiveit.'

"Shewon't have achoice,” lan said, lowering his voice again as he checked the position of those who
would have the most interest in this conversation. Cairbre stood with the Queen, and the girl, Jewels, was
gl distracted by the angdl. Scents threaded the air in the ballroom, each aromaknotting through the
others until the whole made a sort of net, smellswoven into a palimpsest of who wasthere, and who had
gone. "She did what it seemed she musgt, and now it's done.”

Another man might have made agesture, aflick of hisfingersasif brushing something avay. lan stood
very quiet, with folded hands, and waited for hisfather to answer.

"She would have done more," Keith said.

"Doyou want to see her suffer?’ lan amended his question before Keith could object. "No, | don't
mean it. Y ou went to Hdll in her place. | just —"

"You wereraised to be King," Keith answered. He leaned forward, his cloak falling over his shoulder,
draping in sculpturd folds. "And you want it. Ambition'snosn—"

lan flashed alook over his shoulder, in the direction of Lucifer Morn-ingstar, who danced with Nuada
inasway of aabaster feathers.



"All right,” Keith dlowed, with alaugh. "Theré's ambition and theres ambition. Y ou know | want
Elaine off that damned throne, and | want her to be hersdf again. And you —"

"l amawolf," 1an said, with quiet pride. "1 do not need to sell away my heart or soul to endure the
White-horn Throne. No matter what mother thinks of me. | can do what she cannot. And if there are four
that love her, three of us| know would see her released, and | do not think Carel would be opposed.”

Keith bit hislip at the mention of hisrivas, but had the sense to nod. " She says the Fae can't love—

"They can,” lan replied. "I haveloved as one, and loved asawolf aswell, and asaman. It's not the
samelove. But it islove nonetheless. And she actsin love now—she does' —in the face of hisfather's
arched brow—"but it's a Fae thing, cold and implacable asice peaksin the sun. We need aruler who
choosesto rule, rather than enduring it. Too many of her subjects would see her replaced—and mother
will not kill Aine, and Ainewill never leave her aone. The Mebd was the Summer Queen, the el der
dgter, and now it isAinesrole, and mother is the Snow Queen — "

"And you want it,” Keith repesated.

"And | want it," lan said.

lan felt hisfather decide. In wolf-shape, Keith would have settled his haunches, flipped histail over his
feet, and waited, aert, to see where lan pointed.

The man just nodded once. "Then how to make her abdicate?’

lan let hishandsfall gpart and pressed damp pamsto histhighs. "Shewon't do it for hersdf. Sowe
makeit the only way to save our lives."

Keith schooled himsdlf, breathed deeply, and frowned. "What do you mean?"

Michad," 1an whispered. "Do you think you can take her?"

Keith's gaze went over his son's shoulder, to thefrail dark-haired girl with the dappled jade wings.
And then hefrowned. "Well tak later. Y our friend returns.”

lan turned to meet Jewels and waited. She wobbled somewhat; the news had not been good. He
might have felt pity, if he had permitted the emotion. Instead he pressed histongue to the roof of his
mouth and thought of what his mother would have done.

Jawels throat worked. "I need your help,” she said. "Geoff isdead. And | want — | want revenge.”

And you appeal to me asyour lord to obtain it?" Conscious and careful, 1an arched an eyebrow and
accepted asmall amile, and didn't think of the boy in hisblack leather and hisridiculous badly dyed hair.
Hefdt Keith fading away behind him: adiminishment of presence, adiminishment of scent.

| —" She hadn't thought. No, not redly.

"Let go of theiron world," lan said. "It's not yours anymore. Y ou chose."

Her fingers blanched as she balled her hands. "You're sending me back thereto learn.”

A temporary thing, to secure her future in Faerie, and she knew it. It was afalsetrail, and he wouldn't
pursue.

"It will break your heart." Cam and stern. Theway, he fancied, Cairbrewould say it. "You shdl livea
long while. Will you seek vengeance every time something morta you cared for dies? It will keep you
very busy.”

She closed her eyes. "Y ou'relaughing a me."

“No."

"Doyou. .." Sheswalowed. "Do you forbid me?!

Helet it hang for amoment, so she would remember that he could. "No," he said. "Not thistime."

"Thenwhat?"

"1 won't forbid you to seek your revenge,” hesaid. "But | will not weep when | bury you, when you
fal."

"] don't like prophecies. Who killed my friend?"

"Aing" he answered. " The Queen of the Unsedie Fae. The girl with the sunflowersin her hair."

She swallowed that too. Camly, with alittle smile. And then she dropped her head and murmured, "1
canwat."

Lily had bitten off most of her lipstick and what remained was a bruise-colored stain around the
margins of her mouth. She stood in the warm rain, outside Morgan le Fey's cottage, where the roses



wouldn't drip down her neck, and worried at her cuticle with her nail.

She could have stayed inside, but the cottage wasn't big, and shewasin the way as Kit and Don and
ared-haired woman scrambled over Matthew. And she couldn't bear standing in the hearth corner,
fiddling her Medic Alert bracelet, hel plessness breaking over her. The rain was better.

She stepped onto a graveled path and strolled between banks of white and gold lilies, growing madly
out of season. Except thisrain held no hint of November. It was warm and mild, summery, as sweet as
the flowers.

The stone cottage looked medieva and the damask roses overgrowing it were antique, but thelilies
were every variety Lily had ever seen and more: modern cultivars, white, speckled, orange, yellow, red
asthe heart's red blood. She bent over them, burying her facein the petals, and breathed their fragrance
down. The petals clung to her cheeks and water dripped under her collar. She closed her eyes.

She licked up the sweetness of the flowersin therain that wet her lips, and turned to face Chrigtian
before he came up on her. The flow-ers brushed her fingers as she folded her hands behind her back.

"Youreangry."

"Angry? Matthew's sweater clung to her shoulders, dripping cotton swinging at the hem. The charm
on her bracelet jangled as she twisted her hands. "Because | found out you've lied to me, and so has
Michael, and theres some sort of . . . cosmic game of chess going on?"

"| carefor you." He shook hishead. "I would havetold you."

"But you didn't."

"No. Not yet. | wanted you comfortable with me and with your power. | wanted—"

"Y ou wanted to seduce me. Y ou wanted me invested."

"Yes" hesaid. Therain straggled his hair down hisfacein lank red coils. It looked too much like
blood. She turned her back, and stared down at the liliesinstead. ™'Y ou need me more now than before,
Lily. Yourein Faerie now, and you've falen headfirst into the argument | wanted to keep you out of "

"Until you could useme.”

It wasinevitable, one way or the other." He reached out and turned her around. "Michael would have
doneno lessin her time. Y our poten-tid isirresstible. My lady, you areasong.”

She breathed out across her lower lip and let her handsfall to her sides. She wondered if shewould
ever get the drying itch off her pdms. "You'readevil."

I'm alittle more than that." He touched her cheek, and stroked his fingers across her mouth. "And you
need me more than ever. Y ou drank the "water.

"Yes S0?'

Hishand fell. He dried it on histrousers. "Faerie owns you now. | have alot to teach and littletimeto
teechitin."

She could still taste the pollen and rain-water when she swallowed. "What do you mean, owns?"

"I meanit will kill youto go home.

Hetook no joy in it when she blanched, and was ready when she sat down hard on the garden
border, cushioning her fall as best he could, though his grip burned her wrists and pressed her bracel et
into her flesh. At least she believed.

"Kill me?"

"If you are absent from Faerie for too long. Y es. Ask your new friend Marlowe what it means.”

"But hewasin theiron world —"

"Y ou will notice he did not stay long."

Her hands were shaking when he let her go, and the chill was back. The cold and trembling worried
her. It wasn't just therain. "I can't," shesad. "I'll need my medicine. What about my classes? Who'll take
careof my cat?"

"Y ou see?' He squatted beside her in the wet that was soaking through her skirt now, and pulled her
out of the grassand crushed lilies, and lifted her to her feet. "1 can aid you."

She twitched reflexively toward the cottage, gray stone streaked with fading whitewash, al
rose-drgped in therain, with its vivid crimson door. If she'sreally Morgan le Fey, surely she can help.

Chrigtian touched Lily'sarm. ™Y ou know those hounds of hers? And the raven?"



"Yes?' Shedidn't want to look at him. When shelooked at him, if she actudly let hersdf hear the
timbre of hisvoice, the hurt came swelling back up her throat and her eyes burned, her snuses swelling
until she had to open her mouth to breathe.

"They were men once." When she blinked at him, he stepped back far enough that she could fed the
distance between them. "Let me hdp you, Lily."

She pressed her elbows to her sides, rain dripping from her lashes. Thoughtfully, she reached out, and
took hishand.

Chapter Nineteen
Dirty Old Town

11
That was foolish," Jane said, asthe door closed behind her ap-prentice. She reached with steady

hands to pour herself acup of tea. The last few drops trickled from the spout flecked with bits of |eaf.
"And not congenia to asense of community.”

"Y ouwon't ‘win him back,” the Bunyip answered. "Though you do not wish to let go." "Dond|?"

"Matthew Magus," Bunyip said. Hefolded his hands around the cup, held it fragile and strong as an
eggshell. "He'slost to you. Y ou think you can use him, to straddle the boundary between iron and
moonlight — " It was what the Prometheans had made him for. "Y ou think not?" | think you're afool to
try it,” he answered, and Sipped. "My way is better."

Your way." Felix, who stood, precise and cautious in his bespoke suit, and crossed to examine the
flowerstumbling from atal verdigris vase on the floor before the black-and-white shoji screens. *'|
believe we're till unclear on what that might be, old man." "Ally yoursdf with me. Ally yoursdf with
Heaven — " That has aways been our god. But Heaven has not been open to a-legiances.”

Bunyip covered a bubbling chuckle with the back of hisleft hand, and Jane understood what she was
meant to: that he knew something she didn't, and intended to raise her curiogity. She glanced at Christian.
Chrigtian shrugged.

"Timeschange" the Bunyip said.

Jane settled back on the couch—mnot lolling, but erect and graceful, her saucer balanced on her hand.
"Dofinishyour teg," shesad. "I'll fetch more.”

"Thank you," he said, and set the empty cup down, scraps of tealeaf clinging to the sdes. "I've had
enough.”

"Y ou wish usto choose sides," Felix said. He ran afingertip dong the orange-yelow spike of a
bird-of-paradise, and down the stiff dark stem. "It would be a compromise to our principlesto negotiate
with Fee"

"Y our principles? Of conquest? Y ou don't want another war."

"Welog thelast one," Jane said. "It would mean starting over from scratch. And Faerieisforewarned
thistime." Shelet hersdf amile, though her face fet tight, and did not permit the cup to rattle on the
saucer. "Three hundred years, give or take, it took usto chain the Dragon. One hundred years of peace it
bought us, and Faerie undid it in aweek, once they learned the symbols. Y ou cannot make me believe
that once freed, shed permit us awreaking like that again—and you cannot convince methat it would be
worth the cog, if shedid." She glanced aside, at Chrigtian, his expression dreamy over hisfolded arms.

Christian shook his head. "The wards on the iron world are till strong. We wouldn't be starting from
scratch.”



"Of course not," Bunyip said. "Which is one reason Kelpie'slaxity concernsthe Dragon. His
weakness weakens Mig, aswell. But you know her strength isn't drawn only from Faerie. It comesfrom
the Promethean power also. She'sas much in New Y ork as sheistherock beneath it, if you know how
to look. The Dragon doesn't care who wins. She doesn't care to seeawinner at al.”

"Dynamic equilibrium,” Fdlix said. "Y ou're suggesting we readjust our gods."

"1'm suggesting you examine the source of your gods, and determine if the course you were s&t, hdf a
millennium since, was redly to human-ity's benefit, or . . ."

"Or become yours?' Jane was allowing Felix to take the lead. Hetried not to revel iniit.

"Or reinvent yourselves. Y ou have accomplished so much. Y our path may have been flawed, but let's
speak thetruth; it is Promethean power that's hedled the sick, raised your iron miraclesinto the sky, built
aworld where mortal men and women never even had to believe in the Fae, never mind fearing them.”

"Lost now," Jane said.

Bunyip dismissed it with apass of hishand. "As Chrigtian says. Thewards are strong. If you havethe
strength to win your duel and bring your prodigalsin line, those shan't belost. And should you fail — "

"Marlowe has no loyalty to our goals," Jane said. "Nor any love of our works. Hell leavetheiron
world unguarded.”

Bunyip's eyes crinkled a the corners. " And you can be assured that Faerie will not hesitateto aly
itsdlf with your other enemiesasit must. Y ou heed your own friends."

"You'rethat enemy,” Jane said. "Why "wish usvictory?'

"It's not that smple. There arefactionsin Faerie that would see you and Elaine destroy each other,
resulting in their own elevation to power. If they cannot set you at each other'sthroats, they'll find other
"waysto drike. Therésfactionsin Hell, and Prometheus has been dlied with only one of those, and the
otherswill not be kind to you. There are fac-tionsin theiron world. Y our choice isto choose whom you
will be used by, who you "will use. The only monoalith is Heaven, and they do not give up information to
outsders. And for thefirst timein avery long time in-deed, the Divine has extended its hand.”

"What do you mean?"'

He dusted hislap off as he stood, and straightened the crease of histrousers before lifting his hat off
the sofa cushion. His amile sent prick-les of unease through her, though she forced hersdlf to reply in
kind.

Michael hasreturned,” he said. "And you can't clam you missed the unicorn.”

She sat dumb for seconds before re-collecting herself, setting down her cup, standing to escort himto
the door. "What do you get out of this?' she asked, as he shrugged on his coét.

Simply put, your help in reclaiming what the Queen of the Daoine Sidhe and her minions have, that |

Whichis?' A clink from behind the screen told her that Felix and Christian were collecting saucers
and cups.

My shadow," Bunyip answered. "And the sea. I'll be in touch. Only see what you can do about the
Daoine Seeker, and I'll handle the rest.” He bowed and left Jane standing by the door, the handle chilly in
her pam. She closed it and made sure of the latches, and went to help Felix and Chrigtian.

She found Flix staring into the bottom of Bunyip's teacup, afrown souring his mouth. "What isit?"

Hetilted the cup so she could see the pattern of leaves adhering to bone-white china, below the
golden rim: wings, acrown, across, ablade, arose. For amoment, they stood with their heads bent
together, astudy in perplexity.

"Damn," Jane said, when it became obviousthat Felix wasn't about to. "He wastelling the truth.”

"Hewas," Fdix agreed. "What the hell do we do now?"

"Winthedud," Christian offered. "Re-creste the order. Save the world."

lan brought Jawels home—not to her own home, but into the capable hands of the Merlin and the
Merlin's migtress, on achill Saturday morn-ing not quite aweek after the murder of Althea Benning had
dateditdl.

Perhaps started isthe wrong word. Because it was not, truly, so much that the killing began anything



asthat it brought it dripping into the light, aflash of color in the pan.

When it broke, then, rather than when it began.

And so lan ddivered agrimly determined Jewels onto Autumns front porch before breakfast, when
the sky behind bare trees was trans-parent golden and cold birds sang in their limbs. He didn't enter the
house thistime, though there was no rowan over the doorway, and the only iron was a horseshoe nailed
to thelintel in the attitude of awaxing moon. Instead he put one hand each on Jewels thin arms, and
pre-sented her before the door asif he were bringing home arecacitrant stray.

She obeyed, and that was al he required. She lifted her hand and knocked—it wasimportant to
knock rather than to ring—and waited gentle on his glove until the door popped free of agticking frame.
Au-tumn beckoned from the other side of a coir fiber mat the same color as her unraveled braid. ™Y our
new apprentice,” lan said.

"Not mine." But shetook Jewels chill hand and drew her over the threshold. "Gypsy said he'd be here
by lunchtime. In the meantime, Jawels, you look asif you ought to have acup of cocoaand anap. Thank
you, lan."

"You'revery welcome," he said, and retreated down the porch stairs.

Insde, Jawels drank the cocoafast to keep from dozing off into it. It was Swiss Miss, with the
petrified marshmallows, but Autumn had twisted asmall carton over it and plopped adollop of
half-and-half into the hot water and powdered chocolate, so it was good. Just not good enough to keep
Jewels awvake.

Like an overtired child, she couldn't recall how she made her way to the bed shewoke upin. It wasa
daybed, awhite meta frame and alumped mattress covered in agreen store-bought quilt. The covers
were warm, and tucked up around her shoulders, and she'd been deeping soundly de-spite the brightness
that pushed through yellowed eyelet curtains and filled the clean, worn room under the eaves. A few
moments later, she re-alized sheé'd heard the rattle and thump of a weather-swollen door.

She swung her feet onto cold wide pine and stood: misplaced, disen-chanted. Wendy waking upin
her own bed, alone, with no shadow, no Tink, and no Pan. The qudlity of thelight, the smdll of theair,
weredl wrong.

She couldn't find her shoes, but her face was clean, the makeup scrubbed away, and she was wearing
awoman's enormoudy oversized sweatpants and her own undershirt as pgjamas. Anxiety writhed in her
chest as she descended the stair, and it couldn't just be from—what — missing half an hour or more,
Sheld probably gone through the motions with closed eyes and numbed fingers, head nodding into
microdegps. She could il taste stale sugar, cloying in her mouth. She'd forgotten to brush her teeth, or
even run afinger full of toothpaste around the inside of her mouth and rinse.

Voices below climbed past her up the stair. She paused with one hand on the silken old banister and
listened. Autumn and Carel, and the tingly rumble of the old guy, Gypsy, with the barrel chest and the
beard. Her teacher, or whatever.

He sounded okay. He'd smelled okay too. And he'd known what he was talking about, when he
asked her about her scars.

Sheturned, gtill steadying hersdf, breaking the octagona shaft of sun that tumbled through the skylight
at thelanding, gilding the dust and cat hair hanging on the draft. "Geoff . . ."

Her voice fdll dead, without an echo. Shelet go the banister and put her fingers againgt her mouth, as
if she could stuff his name back in. But the word waslong flown.

When Card waked from the kitchen down the hall to wake Matthew's stray, she found the girl Sitting
on the steps, her head bowed over her hands. Jewels didn't hear Cardl coming, and Carel paused there a
few moments and watched asthe sunlight did over her shouldersin timewith each careful bregath.

That nullity sill clung around her, akind of flex and oddnessin the air. Shewas striking in her
emptiness.

"Jewes?'

Shelooked up. She hadn't been crying. The pastdl smudges under her eyes were stains of exhaustion.
"Merlin." She reached up to grab the banister, trand ucent fingers paer than the oak, and pulled hersdlf to



her feet. "Thank you for — "

Whatever it was, it was too complicated to fold down into words or gpproximate with anything but
the broadest and vaguest of gestures. Carel nodded anyway, and stepped against thewall, creating a
space for Jewelsto walk through.

Shedid it without looking up. Asthe girl passed, aweight like warm wool settled on Cardl, ashadow
that neverthelessfdt like sunlight, astern, uncompromising hegt. She will never have power, Migt
murmured, like amountain whispering into Cardl'sear. She is not the destination, but the path.

Theweight of scalding coils stroked Cardl's skin. What would you have me do about it?

The Dragon laughed, and did not answer. The sacrifice is half complete.

Cardl understood. Faerie had been given aDragon Prince, in Keith MacNeill. A preciousanimd,
born for atask. That task was aways the same, within the limits of history. The Dragon Prince cameto
liberate afettered people, and he paid for that disenthrallment in innocent blood and his own damnation,
as Keith had when he put every Promethean in Faerie — save one—to the sword, as Arthur had when
he—Ilike Herod — sentenced each babe of an ageto die.

But that was only haf the price. The Dragon Prince also stood to sac-rifice: a Summer King, brought
low when the winter threatened. And the hand that laid him down would be, dways, family, however one
de-fined the term. Arthur had his Mordred and his Morgan and his Gwenhwyfar, Vlad had his Radu,
Harold had his Tostig, and Hermann the Cheruscan had hiswhole damned clan.

Carel had been the Queen'slover for seven years, aslong as the Queen had been Keith'swife. As
long as Keith had claimed histhrone. Surdly, that made thern —something to one another.

Carel could fulfill the geas, become the betrayer, and spare lan and Elaine.

Shelet the Dragon fed thefrail, morta force of her rage. You unfor-givable bitch.

The anger of ants, the rice paper fury of something so small and ob-scureit barely bears noticing. She
was the Merlin, the voice of the Dragon. Interlocutor and pet, and while she had acertain influence, a
certain power of her own, there was no doubt who the mistress was. The Dragon settled over her, a
gentling hand on the collar, and Sghed.

Card, following Jawdsinto the kitchen, sghed in echo. Keith knew. Keith had known al dong what
the price was.

Mist stayed silent. The bowed boards creaked under Jewels foot-steps, though she waked ever so
lightly and her feet were bare. She paused beside the table where Gypsy sat and cleared her throat.
"Re-porting for duty," she quipped, as bravely as she could. Her hands kept twisting in the hem of her
shirt.

Gypsy peered up at her and smiled. "Have a seat.” He swept crumbs off the bare boards with one
rough hand, clearing a space. "Do you know what you want to learn?”

She licked her lips and shrugged under her tangled hair. "Firg, or in generd?"

First," he said, after athoughtful pursing of hislips. She shook her heed. "Well, well start with
something sraightforward, then. Autumn?’

The sound of her name summoned her attention. Sheld been trading glances with Carel, who il
leaned in the doorway, while she set the kettle on. She knew something was wrong, and she also knew
enough not to ask.

"Yes?' Sheturned with the celadon tegpot in her hand.

"Never mind," he answered, laughing. "Y ou anticipated my request. A cup for the young lady?!

Jewelsdidnt liketea, and shein particular didn't like strong teadrunk plain, with lesthery particles of
leaf that caught between her teeth. But she drank it, grateful the cup was small, and set it downwith a
shiver for thetannin.

She was aware that Autumn and Carel had |eft the room, and she and Gypsy sat done at the table
beside the crowns-of-thorns and the jade plants thronging the window. He leaned forward on his elbows,
alittlemoisture in his beard from the teg, the edges of his mustache caffeine-yellowed. He smelled of
garlic, faintly, and more strongly of green Speed Stick.

"Sotdl me" hesad, "what do you see?

Shefrowned, and glanced at the sea-green interior. "A dirty cup?* Archly enough that he laughed,



making her confident to continue, "'Y ou want me to read the tea leaves.”

"Sure" hesad. "Do you know how?"'

"There are shapes," she said, "that are supposed to be symbols. Its called tasseomancy.”

"Good. Knowing theright word for something isimportant. Thereis power in words, and in names.
You'l learn to use them with precison. What do you see?'

"What am | looking for?'

"Energy patterns. Masquerading as pictures or words."

She unfocused her eyes, and tried to look at the tealeaves asif they were clouds surfing an unrippled
sky. Shetried to unpin herself from her body as she did when she cut, or was cut, to find the rush and
rideit, fed the power like ariver that she knew had to be there.

There was nothing but clotted leavesin the bottom of her cup, afew flecks stuck to the sides. If she
squinted just right, she could dmost make hersdf believe this bit or that bit resembled something—a
de-formed face, alopsided beetle—but she couldn't pretend the shapes were anything other than her
brain seeking patterns, asbrains do. She didn't see energy, either—just afew drops of thin brown liquid,
and the particles of fermented leaves. "No," shesaid. "I don't seeit.”

Gypsy hit hislip and lifted the cup out of her hands. He frowned at it, and shook hishead. "That's
amazing," he said, after afew moments of study.

She climbed out of her chair and leaned over him, cheek pressed to hishair. "What?"

"l don't see anything, elther.”

"Nor will you," Cardl said. Sheld stopped outside the doorway again, Autumn just behind her. They
had the crinkled look of people who have been talking and have something unpleasant to impart. " She
cannot learn.”

Jawels snapped upright asif kicked. "Can't?"

The Merlin nodded. From the way Gypsy's bresthing quickened, Jewels guessed the news before
Carel said it. "Theré'sdamage. And it's not the sort that can be repaired.”

Jewels gasped. Thetaste of sour teafilled her mouth again as she swallowed frantically. She couldn't
deny it. Couldn't even start to deny it. That was the worst: Jewels knew exactly what the Merlin meant,
and shewasright. "Damn him," she said, and knotted her fists at her Sdes. "Damn him straight to hell.”

"If it'sany consolation,” Carel answered, "I haveit on the best au-thority that he's there.”

Gypsy didn't rise. He reached out and put hisleft hand on Jewels elbow. She didn't jerk away—too
shaken, too stunned. Too angry to give any ground to anybody. "He has no power over me," Jewels
sad, like amantra, and Gypsy turned to Cardl and Autumn, louvered up shaggy eyebrows, and said,
"What do you mean, therés no fixing her? That's ridiculous. And cruel.”

Card, mercilesswith the Dragon in her eyes, said, "Y ou can't reat-tach alimb that's been blown to
pieces. That'safary taefor you."

What do you mean?"

Card folded her arms. "Unfair, but not untrue.”

Jawels nodded. She put her hand on Gypsy's hand, felt akind of rough affection for theway hed
lurched to her defense, and patted once or twice. "No," she said. "Not fair, not the Fair Folk and not
magic. But | know. It'strue. And the best part is, | did it to mysdlf.”

Autumn stepped into the kitchen and put the water back on, running one thumb across the chipped
enamel of the stove while blue flame licked the kettle's sooty belly. Thistime, she got the cocoadown,
and amug as big as Gypsy's two cupped hands. "Do you want to talk about it? Maybe ..."

But shelet it trail, and fal. Maybe, more often, not.

"If | tel you," Jewdlssaid, "l haveto tell you how | started to cut.”

"Tell me." Carel shifted her weight. She wore a pale peasant blouse over low-wai sted jeans that
showed a soft curve of belly, peach cotton catching shadowsin its hollows from the darkness of her skin.
Neither the girly clothing nor the braids dangling over her shoulders did any-thing to ease the force of her
charismabrought to bear.

The kettle whistled before Jewels found the words. She took the cup Autumn gave her, and stared at
it without sitting back down. "I cut my-self,” she said. "In the beginning. I'd get arazor blade, and I'd



pretend very hard that | was cutting off the pieces hed made bad. And if | cut off the dirty bits, like
cutting mold off cheese, what was|eft would ill befine."

The mug burned her hands. It was still hot enough that she should hold it by the handle, but she didn't.

"And?" Autumn asked, stepping back.

Cocoa dopped onto her finger and stung. She raised the hand to her mouth and sucked it. "'l guess|
cut off too much.”

Amazing how level your voice could bein ahopeless case.

Chapter Twenty
King of New Y ork

11
Stop the bleeding," the red-haired woman had snapped, thrusting awad of cloth into Don's hands,

and Don was doing his best. Don, hands shaking, had eased Matthew onto hagtily cleared flagstones
before the hearth, while Kit helped the woman—who could not actudly be Morgan le Fey—rummeage
through baskets and beakers and the drawers of an ancient apothecary's desk, familiar asif helived
there. Judging by the way her hand strayed to his shoulder, oc-casiondly, and the way he pulled avay
when it did, he probably once had.

Two dogs as big as Don whined in the corner, under an unshuttered window that framed dripping
roses. And Don knélt on the floor, trying to find where the gore seeped from.

Matthew breathed shallowly, drenched in his own red blood. Satu-rated clothes left daubs on the
stones as Don shoved them aside, look-ing for wounds. The monster had gone for the throat, and the
chest and shoulder of Matthew's shirt were shredded.

But there were no injuries. Not on his knee under the torn jeans, where there should have been an
00zing, gravel-studded wound. Not on his breast or on histhroat, though his skin was pale and clammy
and his heartbeat flickered in the hollow of hisjaw, thin and thready and close. His nose had healed too,
set alittle crookeder than before. Don touched Matthew's throat to be sure and felt whole skin,
unwounded.

Which isnot to say unmarked. Once Don satisfied himsalf that Matthew was not about to expire on
him, checked his airway and breathing and heartbeat and sought—as best he could —for evidence of
interna injuries, he had amoment to just [ook.

The bands of tattoos that embraced Matthew's body were dense and dark, some of the heaviest
blackwork Dondl had seen. Don's fingers prickled where he touched them, athough not on the paleflesh
be-tween, and thering on hisfinger grew warm. There were some scars, older ones, including aknife
wound over the heart that must have turned on Matthew's rib cage, because Don couldn't see how he
would bediveif it hadn't.

He was reaching unconscioudy toward his own chest, to touch cloth over the centipede scar, when a
warm hand brushed his shoulder. "May | see?’

She smelled warm and wonderful, like rosemary dried on awindow ledge, her stresked braid falling
over her breast. He straightened creaky knees and stepped back. "He's not bleeding.”

"l seethat.” Said without harshness. "But he has bled.”

"Logt alot of volume, | think. How can he not be hurt?"

She moved efficiently, swiftly, with abright focused intelligence that humbled him. "Kit saysthere was
an angel in attendance. Or an angd's agent. He saved Matthew'slife, | wot. Just agarden-variety



miracle”

The intersection of Ernie Peese and miracles hurt Don's head more than winged demons, legendary
witches, or stepping through the look-ing glass. Ernie Peese, on the Sde of the angels. How about that.

"Damn. And | dwayskind of thought Ernie was on the take." That got him ablank look, so he
shrugged and pointed to Matthew. "Hell need atransfusion. He left blood on the road.”

"He needsrest," she answered, stripping away the clothes that Don-al had so hastily rearranged.
"And building up. Don't worry, my leechcraft involves very little leechery, and I'm not fool enough to
bleed aman who's dready sucked pale. Ask Kit about my doctoring if you fear it."

"He's not going to get rest,” Kit said, crouching with abasin and arag. He dipped the latter and wrung
it out, and she accepted it without looking. "He must be well for the dudl, which istomorrow.”

The blood was dready drying on Matthew's skin, scaling or caking in strings. He moaned and turned
his head when Morgan scrubbed at it. "Warm some broth, Kitten."

Kit made a moue at the nickname, but cbeyed.

Morgan just clucked her tongue, and Don faded back against the doorpost to watch, his hands
cocked awkwardly in front of him to keep from smearing his clothes. Lily had vanished somewhere. Don
hadn't seen her dip out, but the door was open if she shouted. He glanced over his shoulder and saw
only rain fdling on nodding flowers.

He couldn't stand the blood on his motionless hands. Two steps car-ried him forward, until he could
drop to hisknees besde Morgan. "Let me do that."

Wordlesdy, she handed him the basin and the rag, then started cut-ting Matthew's shirt off. Blood
washed from Matthew's skin and from Don's hands in the same gestures. Matthew gtirred dightly, hisleft
hand flexing asif he meant to push Don away. The handcuff welts on hiswrists were healed too, though
Don could see the outline of the mana-clesin clotted blood.

He scrubbed that off quickly.

When Matthew's eyelashes flickered, Kit brought the broth, and Morgan tipped it into the Mage's
mouth spoonful by spoonful. It seemed to help; Don caught the cut-grass scent of herbsrising from the
mug, and atang of heated acohol. He shuddered: brandy in beef stock?

But Matthew didn't complain. He drank like he couldn't get enough, athough Morgan rationed him,
her knees under his shoulders, her palm cradling his head. The second cup Kit brought wasn't steaming.
The fluid was cloudy and straw-colored, pungently swest.

Cider," Kit said, for Don's benefit, as Matthew's hand covered Mor-gan's, tilting the cup and then
pullingit away.

He coughed lightly, and pressed a hand to histhroat, asif it could soothe the ache ingde. "Damn.
What was | drinking?"

A naked expression of relief blanked Kit's face before he masked it. He was till arranging his folded
arms o that nobody could see his hands shaking when Don sat back on hishedsand said, "You'real
right?'

| have one hdll of ahangover, that'sfor sure,” Matthew said, glancing from Morgan to Kit asMorgan
smoothed his clotted hair back, wiping off and discarding atrand ucent, gelid string. He pointed to the
empty cup in Morgan's hand. "Is there more of that? Or water?"'

"Y our wish," Don said, collecting the cup before he stood. He paused, though, and didn't
acknowledge either Morgan or Kit when he said, "'l kinda fucked that up.”

Thoughtfully, Matthew rubbed hiswrigts. "Y ou kind of did. Jane'sidea?"

"Shetried to stop me." The wooden mug waswider at the rim, polished smooth inside. "At leadt, |
think shedid. It wasthe other guy—"

"Fdix," Matthew said, rolling his eyes. The exertion of speaking paled him. Morgan's hands dipped to
his shoulders and she pulled him up so his head was propped on her lap. "Isthat al my blood?"

"Enough of it," Kit murmured, under Dond|'s voice as he continued, "No, not Felix. Black man,
Australian accent — and not the ones you hear on TV—expensive suit. Nice shoes.”

"Bunyip,” Kit said, sartling Morgan. He shrugged her stare aside curtly. "Fae, not Promethean. We
met himin New York."



Morgan shifted. "That'sa problem.”

"They're working with devilstoo, though I don't think they know. Christian — her apprentice—"
Matthew said, weak but clear.

Don's hand tightened on the cup. " A devil ?"

"Y our other friend's channdling angdls. Get used to it.”

Don said, "I trusted them.”

"Oxytocin." Matthew must have noticed the baffled look on Dons face, because he smiled. "It'sa
chemicd. Increasetheleve in their blood, and people will trust you. Easy enough to manipulate once you
know thetrick of it."

"Y ou mean Bunyip bewitched him." Thistime, Kit laid aheavy glance a Morgan. She blushed, like
red ink wicked into her freckled skin, and dropped her gaze.

"And probably Janetoo." Matthew stared at Dond|'sring. "Made any hasty decisionsin her favor
lately?"

Don said, "Y ou've done that to me."

"Y ou won't cop to liking me on my own merits?* Matthew's mouth pressed thin. He didn't have the
grength to laugh. "Anyway, itswell in

Jane's power. How do you think she got elected? It wasn't fiscal policy, I'll tell you what.”

Don turned away and went to find the water. Behind him, he heard Matthew struggling to rise.

"l need to talk to Jane."

"Liedown, Matthew." Morgan's voice carried no trace of impatience, but the sound of Matthew
shoving ineffectudly at hisnursemaids did not abate.

Don was dipping the cup in the barrel by the door when Kit spoke. "Wheréswater?' he said. "Come
aong, Morgan, warm him abath. Theré's no point getting in hisway."

"Yes," Morgan answered, crouching, Matthew's arm dung over her shoulders as she pulled himto his
feet. The Mage was s0lid, alimp, muscled weight, but she didn't grunt. Rather, she glared at Kit, who
amiled. "I've met thelike."

Morgan's cottage is never the same place twice. Alwaysthe roses, a-ways the vermilion door.
Always the wdll-chinked, whitewashed field-stone walls hung thick with tapestries and witch-globes and
herbs dangling from pegs and dways the raven roosting in the thatch, notable for his twisted wing.
Morgan'sloom dominates the single room, on the wall away from the hearth, and behind it risesthe
ladder to the loft, a bedchamber tucked between rafters and struts, cozy with al the luxury the
downstairs does not pretend toward.

But there are the changes. Things misremembered or reinvented, Sto-ries set asde. Sometimesthe
flagstone dates are gray, sometimes red. Sometimes the mantel stoneis granite, gray and uneven and
mica-necked, and sometimesit is slvery schist studded with fire-cracked gar-nets. Sometimes the thatch
issod.

And on that day, there was a bathtub tucked behind the loom, mostly screened from sight by the
tapestry under congtruction.

Kit drew the water the old-fashioned way, bucket by bucket out of the well. Rain soaked his hair and
the borrowed, baggy jeans, but he'd |eft the blood-soaked shirt on the floor by the hearth. Morgan could
burn it. Probably aready had.

Therainfdt good on hisskin, duicing away sweat and easing the chafes from his borrowed wings. He
knew the path to the well and toiled back and forth under ayoke, regular as a pendulum while his boots
gplashed through puddies.

Lily had been watching him carry water, and finaly stepped out of the shelter of ared Japanese maple
into hisline of Sght. "Christopher?’

"Kit," he said, the buckets swaying as he stopped. The motion of the water was transmitted up the
ropes, shifting the yoke on his shoulders, and he swayed to compensate. Ripples wiped away the dapple
of rain-drops on the surface until the raindrops pattered over theripples again.

She amiled, the last traces of her lipstick smeared on her face. She'd been kissing someone, and Kit
couldn't condemn her. "Is he okay?'



"Hell endure” Kit said, and watched her shouldersdump in rdlief. "The water'sfor abath.”

She nodded. Matthew's sweater hung to her knees over the vivid darkness of the skirt. ™Y ou and
Lucifer —"

She saw him flinch. And then he peered into her eyes, and the flinch became a gtartle. He bent his
knees, |et the buckets touch earth, and shrugged out of the yoke, which he balanced acrosstheir rims.

"They won't let you go," he said. And then he stepped toward her, meeting her halfway as she came
to him. "Chrigt wept. And my fault.”

"Y our fault?'

"l didnt tdll you." Heturned, lank hair streaking his neck. Therain rolled in thick droplets across his
chest, glossing the scars over his heart and below the curve of hisribs. Y ou drank.”

"l did." Shelicked her lipsat hissllence, and then nodded, sharply, asif to confirmiit to hersdf. "And
hecame.”

"Hedwayswill," Kit answered. "Hewill be the perfect lover. The perfect companion. There when
needed and gone when you wish to be alone. And the gifts'—he stole aglance, and again could not hold
her gaze— "are seductive.”

"Where's the bad? And don't tell me my immortal soul.”

"The bad? Mean you when helll break your heart, or when helll break your flesh? Will you be so
sanguine about offering him your body when hewantsit for asacrifice?' He stopped, hard, and clenched
his hands.

Therain ran into her eyes when she ducked her head. She reached out, cold fingers and outsized
hands, and touched his chest. His scar was as chill as her skin. "He did that to you."

"Hearranged it done," Kit said, with ashrug. He caught her wrist, and plucked open her fingers,
turning upward her pdm so therainfdl into the hollow. "And yet ..."

"It was him you turned to in New York."

"Aye" Kit said. He stepped back, shaking water off his lashes. He dropped a knee on wet gravel and
ducked under the yoke again. But be-fore he stood, he looked at his hands, fingers curled over the
bucket handles to steady them, and sighed under his bresth. Not a Promethean talent, but—he
excoriated himsalf—an easy enough trick for awitch.

He dipped hisfingertipsin the water, and when he stood it steamed. Lily stood in therain, red and
violet as the flowers massed behind her, and stared at him over abitten lip and folded arms. He said,
"Did you mean to carry water?"

"Are there more buckets?"

"Aye" hesad. "They're over by thewal."

He stepped past her, paused, and waited while she turned. He spoke over his shoulder, not sure if she
could hear. Not caring. "It doesn't work, Lily. Good girls don't redeem bad boys through the power of
their love. Trust me on it, madam: | wrote the play. And you have there a very bad boy indeed.”

Lily let her borrowed deeve brush his goosefleshed arm. "But you know it worksin fairy tales.

Within, Morgan hel ped Matthew into the bath. Hisfair skin gleamed with blue pallor between theink
where it wasn't tanned, but she thought if he had the blood in him he would have blushed to hisnavel. He
managed atired sort of chuckle, as she steadied him over thelip. "Hell of asecond date.”

Blood is astounding stuff. It makesits way into crevices and crannies, dries obdurate, discolors pores.
Spilled, it can't be gotten wholly clean through any art—~bleach, paint, scouring.

Shakespeare was right. The stain lingers.

It stained Morgan's hands and daubed her blouse, and caked and smeared her hair. Don was by the
fire, warming cider so that honey would dissolveinit, and Matthew's gestures were dready broadening
from the brandy Morgan had added to the first mug.

"Second date?' she said, crumbling herbsinto the water Kit had warmed. The scent of lavender rose
up, acid and strong.

Matthew's eyes were closed, his breathing light and even, dow enough that she reached to check his
pulse, calused fingertips stroking histhroat. He stirred, but didn't argue. The pulse was steady. Shelet
her hand drop, brushing flesh asit fell.



"Yes," he breathed, lips barely moving. "Five days and seven years ago, you kissed me."

Hewasn't handsome. His features weren't so much rugged as promi-nent, and hisjaw jutted and so
did his nose—Dbut his body was quite beautiful under the water and theink that chilled her hands. Mere
nu-dity could not render him naked, not with al the iron worked into his skin, though she watched him
shamededy.

Nudity couldn't. But hisface was naked, without the spectacles, and that Ieft him vulnerable. Her
hands, armed with aflannd, dipped into the water, and she smiled. It could have been much worse.

Eyes closed, hefelt her watching. It crept through his chilled body like the heat of the bathweter,
drying hismouth. Lassitude weighed hisflesh, hisarms, his eydlids. Heat, and the liquor, and blood loss
and plain exhaustion. He couldn't remember when last held dept; his head spun when hetried. Her hand
touched histhroat again, impersona and efficient, and then did across his clavicle, over his pectora
mus-cle, the rough pad of her thumb brushing his nipple, resulting directly in the catch of hisbreathin his
throat. She laughed, harsh and rich, her braid breaking the surface of the water and coiling wetly on his
abdomen.

Her words warmed his mouth. "Shall | kissyou again?'

He couldn't answer. The sound of the rain had ended, but he knew it had not ceased faling. He could
no longer hear Kit'sand Lily'svoices, drifting muffled from the garden, or Don gtirring honey into amug
by thefire. Time had stopped; Morgan had stopped it. They would not be disturbed.

Her thumb circled, evoking an dectric tickle that furred down his belly to hisgroin. Fingernail and
thumbnail creased flesh hard, sharping into pain. He gasped and reached, blindly. Not for her hand. For
her head, her hair, the waterlogged serpent of her braid.

He pulled her mouth hard againgt his own.

The blood tightening his mouth was probably his, smeared on her lips, carried on the splash of
bathwater between them. She bent double over the edge of the tub, the rim indenting her soft belly, one
hand twigt-ing his nipple—pulling until she pulled him away from the end of the tub, hauling him into the
kiss—while her free hand skinned her jeans off her hips. A brief struggle followed while she kicked out of
boots and trousers. She dithered into the water as Matthew opened his eyes.

The blouse pinkened asit adhered to her. From his blood in the water, it must be, because her skin
was too white to lend the color. Her fingers twisted deftly one last time, her thighs soap-dippery and
yield-ing againg his hips as she glided into the weter. In hisblurred vision, arainy light limned her: the
slver-gtreaked braid knotted in hisleft hand, the steamy droplets condensing on her lashes. Her
shoulders and baby-kissed breasts trembled under the gathered second skin of her blouse. Changeling
eyeslocked his as her hand wrapped flesh no hotter than the bathwater, twisting until he keened like a
fox. "Morgan!"

Her tongue flicked, and al he could see was the way it skipped aong her teeth.

He could lift hisright hand. He pressed it against her chest, reaching for her breastbone, found it
pressed againgt her breast instead. She didn't flinch from the scar or the twisted fingers, but moaned
through her teeth and rubbed againgt his hand, cushiony flesh and cotton gauze, her nipple pesking. She
leaned forward, fingersrippling as shelifted him, did over him. Water lapped histhroat in time with her
tongue, dopped over the lip of the tub, scattered the flagstones. He ached, like cold firedrawn dong his
bones.

Her skin brushed his, throat speckled like atrout, wet curls skim-ming hisglans. "Morgan,” he sad,
between histeeth. "Stop—"

Shh." Shelifted hersdf from the water, gleaming, her breastsleve with his mouth for amoment as she
leaned back. Off-balance.

It didn't matter that he didn't have much strength. He had enough for one quick pull, a sharp yank on
her braid that sent her crashing back, yel ping like amuch younger girl. She smacked againgt the side of
the basin, water flying, and did down while he hauled himself to hisknees, hishand on thetub rim the
only thing holding him up. Hisarm trem-bled, hiswhole body shaking, sick need and adrendine twisting
in hisguts. Something ugly down there, something primal and flayed. He stepped on that hunger before it
could make him reach for her again.



"Morgan," hesaid. Third time, voicerattling againg histeeth. "God damn it, listen to mewhen | tell
you to stop.”

She pushed herself up, back againgt the doped side, drenched laven-der blossoms flecking her
cheeks and breadts. "Can't blame agirl for trying,” she said, and stripped her shirt over her hair. "I've got
your blood al over me anyway, and Kit and the other will need to bathe too. Aslong as1'm here, would
you mind passing me the sogp?"

Wordlesdy, he did, and found the flannel on the floor beside the tub.

"l thought | had you," she said, evenly, unbraiding her hair to scrub it in the till-steaming water.

"Sodid |." Hisskin prickled, and it wasn't the heat of the bathwater or the lavender ail.

"Wadll, good to know | haven't entirely lost my touch. So. If the direct gpproach won't work, answer
methis—'

Helifted his chin. She was offering the soap, an odd-shaped yellow bar curved in her magnificent
fingers. Hetook it, and lathered the flan-ndl. Therewasalot of blood to work loose from the creases,
and he or-dered himsdlf to remain unself-conscious that he was scrubbing at it in front of anaked woman
whose legs were laced between his own. His own recent inability to obey orders notwithstanding. "Yes,
Morgan?'

"If | can't seduce you, Matthew Magus, then what will you takein trade?’

Faerie playstricks on occasion, with space and with time. Kit and Lily, buckets dung over their
shoulders, returned to the house to find Matthew —dressed randomly in hose and a bulky, borrowed
sweater— drinking yet another mug of warmed cider and nibbling cold chicken, while Morgan combed
out her water-dark hair. The tub had been emp-tied, awet oblong surrounded adrain through agapin
the foundation. Don stood beside it, scrubbing blood spots on his jacket with colawater, his deeves
rolled up over thick, sinewy forearms and his collar open far enough to reveal his powder-blue undershirt
and the black nylon edge of the ballistic vest he hadn't removed. His holster stretched acrossthe pale
blue cotton of his shirt, creasing the fabric in hisarmpits. The shirt was clean; blood hadn't soaked
through hisjacket, and hisface looked freshly washed. Kit set the buckets down with aclunk and turned
to help Lily, who didn't need it, but he wasn't about to permit Morgan alook at hisface until hewas
certain his expresson was mastered.

"Get logt?" Don said. He gestured to flannels and soap when Kit looked up.

"A wrong turn between here and there, apparently,” Kit answered, while Lily stared at him,
befuddled. He rubbed at hisface, flaking away blood, and unhooked one steaming bucket from the
yoke. "l shdl usethetub if you'd like the basin.”

Her attention followed his to the washstand by the stove. She took the toiletries he handed her,
collected the second warm bucket, and went, struggling out of Matthew's rain-soaked swester along the
way. Morgan stood as she passed and took it away from her, spreading it on the hearthstonesto dry.
The dogs were out in the rain somewhere, so there was no competition.

"Kit," Morgan said, without looking up from the wet cotton she fussed into shape, "I've put some
clothesyou left behind on the loom. Trews and boots, shirts and coats. Once you're clean.”

He grunted and rubbed soap through his hair, bent over the edge of the heavy tub. Therain had
rendered him halfway clean, and when he upended the bucket over his head and shoulders, the worst of
therest duiced away. The blood under his nails would have to wait.

Matthew was still looking at him, speculatively, when he straight-ened. Kit glowered and turned away.
He had no more right to condemn the man for faling to Morgan's charms than he had Lily for Faling to
Chrigian's. But it remained a peculiarly unsatisfying satisfaction to ob-serve one's errors repesated.

Hetoed out of soaked boots. Pedling off the wet jeans could hardly have been more unpleasant.
Harsh fabric scraped his skin; heleft them in apile and stalked nude and shivering to theloom. "There
aretwo suits of clothes."

"Onesfor Lily," Morgan said. She gave the swesater one last prod and rocked back on the balls of
her feet, satisfied. "I thought your thingswould fit her."

Of course they would. Shewas nearly hisheight, only abit heavier in build. The hosewould set off



her legs. He stole a haf-covetous |ook under hisarm, eye drawn to the edge of her shoulder blade
whitening skin as shelifted her arms, the nubbed arc of her spine. "Green," he called, "or black?"

Sheturned, handsin her hair, the stretch of her pectoral muscleslift-ing her breasts and athread of
water diding down her nose. "Black," she said, keeping her eyesfastened on hisface. More or less.

He grinned, and she blushed—sharply, for agirl who wasn't very fair. The heat did up her facelike
warm, rising water. He was as naked as an angel, and as untroubled by it. And he had an entire
wardrobe here, in thiswitch's house.

Mind your manners, Lily. "Except shouldn't you choose?'

"It mattersnot." Both shirts were white lawn, one ruffled and frilled and one with faling collars. The
green coat was moire slk, the fashion of afew hundred years back. The black doublet was older, dusty
glove-soft velvet dashed with emerald taffeta, embroidered with emeralds and peridots on Silver thread.
Hed forgotten held ever owned it, but there was no mistaking it now. It was sewn when Elizabeth was
queen, and Will had mocked him for it —

He sighed, and picked up the coat in Faerie green. It would serve. He wondered if Morgan would
loan him asword.

After they were dressed —Kit efficient, shamdless, and Lily with her back turned, in hiding behind the
loom and its haf-compl eted tapestry— Morgan chided them onto the benches beside her table and
brought platters from the pantry. "Y ou may eat without fear,” she said. "Of my food and drink, in any
case”

"Toolae," Lily murmured, but only Kit heard her.

Matthew crossed the floor gingerly and sat down—next to Kit, sur-prisingly, and not Morgan.

"Bunyip," Matthew said, accepting the dice of bread and jam that Morgan pressed on him and setting
it down on thetable, untouched " Tl me about him.”

Unlike Matthew, Kit was eating with awill. Not untidily—his table manners were very nest, though he
ate mostly with his hands (and oc-casiond resorted to a knife)—but rapidly, smal bites of bread and
cheese and onion jam, torn loose and tucked into his mouth with ges-tureslike a squirrd's. He washed
the current mouthful down with agulp of deand licked hislips. "A water spirit, | gathered. Heclamshe
has the Dragon's dispensation to usurp Kelpig, if he can.”

"And he'sdlied with Jane."

"So it would appear,” Kit answered, with anod to Don for confirmation.

"Dragon?' Don said. He turned aknife over in his hands, ignoring both the butter and the bread it was
meant for. "The Times Square Dragon?"

"Thesame," Matthew said. "They're dl one beast.”

"Except Bunyip cals her Rainbow Snake," Kit said. He glanced around; the men's eyes were on him.
Lily studied her hands, and Mor-gan was smiling her dight, unkind smile.

Don sat back hard enough that his bulk rocked the bench. "Aida-Wedo," he said. "Rainbow Snake?"

"l don't know her," Kit admitted. "Isthat her name?”’

Don st the knife aside. "My mother follows Obeah, and she's the loa my mother serves. Aida-Wedo,
whichisone of the names of Erzuli. She's your Dragon?

Thistime, Matthew happened to belooking at Don when he said the name, and saw the wavering
awareness like the flicker of a snake's sens-ing tongue. "Apparently.”

"That'snot right,” Don said. "The Dragon's amonster. Aida-Wedo isnot.”

Morgan smiled. "Y ou misapprehend dragons. Mist is not amongter. Mist is Mist, and—not unlikethe
Devil, or the witch Morgan le Fey— everything about her that you can imagineistrue, or has been, or
will be. The Wyrm isthe mother of usal. She gnaws at our hearts and at the roots of the world and at
her own black tail. She guards the trea-sures of the unknown heart, and you must win past her if you
would be a hero, and sheisthe death of heroes and cowards both, in the end, aye, and poets and pretty
maidens too—and out of her they arereborn.”

She paused and sipped her wine before continuing. "Rainbow Snake isno more nor less true than
Fafnir in hislar. Part of becoming aMage—or awitch—liesin that understanding, to hold the
contradic-tions at heart dl at once.”



"And her servant istaking to Jane? What about the Merlin? Isn't she on your side?' Dondl turned
away from Morgan, seeking Matthew's gaze. But Matthew's eyes were dropped behind a blunt wedge
of hair released from its ponytail, e bow on the table and hisfore-head resting on the edge of his hand.

"She'son al thesdes," Morgan said. "That's the bitch about degling with gods.”

"And then there's Chrigtian to dedl with," Kit said. "Whatever he wants. Which could be just causing
trouble, or he could be using the Prometheans to keep us off-balance and usthem, in service to some
larger intrigue.”

Lily looked down, silent.

"l wasright,” Matthew said. "I need to go talk to Jane. Before the duel." Helooked up at Kit, starkly,
and just as quickly dropped hiseyes again.

Morgan grinned into her wine, her gaze never leaving Matthew's pae bowed head. ™Y ou know" she
sad lightly, "1 knew the Bunyip's name, once upon atime. There's ways the chance | could remember
it. If you really cared to know."

Black swansfly by night. They travel in secret, in darkness, and during the day they rest dlong their
migration routes, in brackish tidewaters and wide rivers, their long necks curving vaentine hearts
reflected in smooth water. During the breeding season, they are the most social or the swans, filia and
devoted, their gatherings teeming with cygnets, cobs, and pens. They nest in tribes, whole villages of
swans, cod-black but for the flight feathers, peaceful under the sun.

Thisis because they remember their ancestors and the punishment Bunyip wreaked upon them when
they were men. And that he charged an entire village for the offense of one young man. Prgjudice breeds
acertain unity in the face of misadventure.

Swans remember. Cities remember. Events, and lessonslearned. The dow accumulation of wisdom
piled stone upon stone, as experience ac-cretes like verdigris and smoke stains in stonework creases and
on fa-cades. Cities remember every hand that touches them, though the touches seem fleeting to stone,
though subsequent inhabitants strive to eradicate the marks of their predecessors. London recalls
Londinium. New Y ork recalls New Amsterdam.

Swans and cities are wiser than Faeries and men. Because where men remember, they often do not
learn. Men haul their rancor down gener-ations, bequeathed father to daughter, mother to son, until—the
causes beyond recollection—a grudge becomes a nationdlity, and aquarrel be-comesawar.

By the emerad heart set in thefiligree streets of New Y ork, Matthew Szczegielniak stood under bare
trees, looking up through the scratched lenses of a spare pair of glasses, and remembered aquarrel.

It was a cold Saturday afternoon and no one else was standing. They hurried past, heads ducked
againgt the wind, hands balled in pockets. Paper cups skittered over oil-stained sidewaks and plastic
bags en-shrouded the bases of sign poles. A few thousand starlings preparing to flee the winter rustled
and chattered like self-propelled leaves in astand of maples, bending exploratory parties—black solar
flares—out, and back into the body of the flock.

Matthew pulled his hands from his pockets, grateful to be back in his own clothes. He crossed against
the light. The cop on the corner hap-pened to look in the other direction. No taxicab came close enough
for himto fed thewind of its passage.

He was sick, wobbly. Recovering—it hadn't been that much blood, apint or two, by the angel's
mercy—nbut not his best self. He was afool to walk into Jane's tower unaccompanied, when the wards
she had wound into it, stone and iron, made his heart race over his breathing from across the street. He
was putting himsdf in her power.

And hewas charmed.

Agan.

His own power answered Jane'sincumbency, acold seasurging in hisbdly, hisfingertipsfizzing with
energy. Thething awakened in hisanger at Morgan had not ended. It crouched under his heart, blinking
like agreat mad cat.

Heknew it by itseyes. You are too much surrendered, Matthew Szczegiel-niak.

He turned away and brushed past the doorman, unremarked. There was a code pad by the penthouse



elevator. Jane had changed the combination, but this was within Matthew's damaged abilities.
Technology wouldn't keep aMage out. It told him its name, whispered when he stroked hisfingers
acrossthe keys, and he whispered it back. The elevator doors whisked open. Jane would know he was
coming. He had entered her lair. He put a hand on the walnut paneling and lis-tened to the cables, the
motor, the smpleminded computer that con-trolled it al, eavesdropping for aMage's voice whispering of
meta fatigue, failure, dipping gears. He didn't think Jane would drop him. But if she surprised him, he
might gill convincethe devator to let him down softly.

It wasalong enough fdl for alittle fast talking.

If he wasn't so damned waobbly, he would have taken the sairs. In-stead, he was gambling that Jane
wanted to talk to him even more than he wanted to talk to her—perhaps wanted wasn't precisely the
right term?—and that she would stay her hand.

The doors opened again, and he entered an atrium so freshly re-modeled that he could smell the
mortar under the marbletiles. They werefinely laid, but not yet resgned to their fate, and the mutter of
their discomfort made him step quickly. Their voices would mellow in months and years, asthey made
their peace with the building, and their voices merged into the choir that wasthe city: Itdian marble,
Connecticut brownstone, Pennsylvaniairon, Japanese bamboo, the yellow bricks paving Stockholm
Street from the Kreischer Company on Staten Idand.

For now, Matthew stepped quickly across the floor. And stopped, his sneakers squeaking on thetile.

The door across the atrium was open, the space all white beyond a silhouetted figure. Jane did not
await him. But Felix Luray did.

"Hullo, Matthew. Are you here on behdf of Kit?'

"I'm here to speak to Jane, actudly.”

"She's out. Any business can pass through her second.” He paused, coyly. "It isbusiness, | presume?’

"Still sojedous? What isit, Flix? Sibling rivary?' Matthew shrugged and drew hisfoot acrossthe
floor, provoking awince-inducing squeal. He set it, and began to turn, only to be stopped by Felix's
voice again.

"Mathew."

He turned back.

Felix could have been his caculated opposite. Matthew wore sneak-ers, jeans, aplain white T-shirt
under an unconstructed fawn corduroy jacket. Felix hadn't even unbuttoned his suit. His hair was dicked
in polished waves, fine silver coils woven through a blackness as glossy asthe toes of his shoes. Matthew
hadn't bothered with his ponytail; hishair svung againg hisjaw, narrowing hisfield of vison to the
waiting Mage.

With acertain exertion, Matthew avoided folding hisarms.

"Comein," Fdix said. "Maybe we can have a conversation without insulting each other.”

He stood aside. Matthew walked past him, into the enormous room, and managed not to flinch when
Felix shut the door.

Thetwigted iron hulk in the center of the room dominated Matthew's attention. He went to it dowly,
past plants and artfully grouped furni-ture asif he did not seethem at dl. His shoesfell silent now on
inlaid wood and scattered carpeting.

Felix waited by the door, feding foolishly asif he should be stamping hished.

But Matthew's reverence was hypnotic.

He paused arm's length from the ruined stair, and reached out to it with hisruined hand. Histhumb
extended, the dinged and chipped ring of rowan wood clicking dull iron. The metal was not cold. Its
warm sur-face was rough, pitted. He ran his hand up it, to where the banister ended, sheared off and
twisted, a the height of Matthew's head.

He stood for amoment and held it, as best he could, arm raised like achild holding its mother's hand,
until the silence stretched too sharp to bear. Felix chuffed like alion. "Don't you want to know how it
ends?’

In the big room, it echoed. Matthew waited until it died. Still grip-ping therail, and said, "What makes
you think | want it to end?"



Not init to ‘winit? Good newsfor the good guys, that.”

Matthew let hishand fal. He turned to face Felix and leaned againgt the Sair, crossing hisankles. "'l
don't believeit'sever over, isdl.

"What do you want, Matthew?"

"You asked me in"

"Come back to us."

"Y ou don't want that."

"No," Felix said. Matthew's presence by the stair was aweight in the room, agravity well. He
struggled againgt it, walking upstream, until he reached the bar cart. " Jane does.”

Matthew's slence hung like the moment between the lightning and the crash. It hung there while Felix
poured whiskey and doctored it, afew drops of water in the glass.

"Oh, Felix," hesaid, at last. "Loya asadog. I'd hope sheld treat adamned dog better.”

Felix shrugged. He didn't drink, just came back with the glassin hishand: afrosted crystal tumbler,
heavy as astone, the surface textured with knowing owls. Lalique, and suited to Janeswhimsy. " She has
what | want."

"It could be Kit." He uncrossed hislegs and straightened. "What if you left Jane?'

"Chrigtian would stand her second.”

"Chrigtian'sno Magus," Matthew answered. "He'sadevil. Answer me."

“No."

Matthew wasn't sure which question Felix was answering, unlessit was both of them. Felix climbed,
and sat down on the fourth step, two from where the hulk ended, kitty-corner to Matthew. Shoulder to
shoulder, but not sde by side. "That's not what werefor.”

"What werefor is over—"

"And who's a fault for that?' He Sghed. "Reinvented, anyway. He set the tumbler down, lead crystal
clicking iron. "Are you sure you don't want to know? | can tell you. Therésalot Jane didn't teach you."

"Worlds," Matthew said. Hewas grinning, painfully. Felix didn't see. "At least I'm not the one who
hasto fight her. I'll give you the damned city, Felix. | can do that—"

“Y ou cannot.”

The Dragon twisted in Matthew's breast. Bitch. It was your idea. "Which one of you isworking with
the Fee?'

Felix spped thedrink. Lagavulin. Not hisfavorite. Y ou can't give me New Y ork."

"Why not?Y ou blamed me for taking it for long enough. Fine. Fuck it. I'm giving it back."

"Oh. If only. What would it cost me?"

"Leave Jane. Save her life. She can't dud without you —"

"Save Christopher'slife, you mean. If Jane doesn't default, shell de-stroy him. It's Rossville. What's
an Elizabethan poet going to do with that?"

"That too," Matthew said. "What do you owe Jane?"

"Nothing. What do | owe you?'

“"Nathing."

"Well then," Fdix said. "Thirsty?' He held the whiskey up beside his head. Matthew didn't tekeiit.
Fdlix spped again, and let the slence hang.

"Why?" Mathew said.

Felix thought it over, rolled the question like ajewd in hishand. "Be-cause | believein humanity,” he
said. "Because Fagrie and magic are about being born specia, being born gifted, like you. Being chosen.
Not about what you do, but who you are.

"l wish it waan't,” Matthew answered.

"And Prometheus could be the opposite,”" Felix continued, rolling over him. "And Christopher won't
makeit that."

Thistime, Matthew took the glass out of Felix's hand.

The whiskey tasted of ancient waters and thoughtful decay, rich, swest, fiery dl a once, layered with
smoke and mist and soil and life and the faint tannic tickle of bitterness. Herolled it over histongue, and



drank it down.

Don't worry," Felix said, getting up to fetch another glass. "There's more where that came from.”

Believeme, | know." Matthew breathed out across histongue. "All right. How doesiit end?'

Felix unstoppered the decanter, which did not match the glasses. “ * And they dl lived happily ever
after.'"

Matthew snorted into the tumbler. His breath rang like wind through abell. "Right, Felix. You, and
your little dog Toto too. Serioudy. Y ou wanted to tell me how it ends. I'm asking.”

Felix turned around, the whiskey in his glass glowing like amber in the sun. Aeons, trapped in resnous
light. Ancient history in hishand. "Have apen?'

“Not on me."

"I've got one, then.”

Matthew watched Felix set the glass on the bar cart and carefully uncap hisfountain pen. It wasa
Waterman, not very expensive, aprac-tica rather than an ostentatious choice. It wrote like gliding silk
across your hand.

He dipped the nib in the whiskey, dowly, and lifted it from atrand u-cent blue coil as bright asa swirl
in ablown-glass ornament. Matthew came to him, put his glass down, and stretched out hisleft hand to
take the pen, careful not to shakeit. A thick cobat droplet shivered at the tip. His handwriting was
awkward now.

He wrote his name on a card, while Felix struck alight. A white can-dleswick flared againgt the
match, and then Felix shook it out. He took the Waterman from Matthew's hand and signed hisown
name be-fore capping the pen. Theink was pae, diluted, wetly feathering into the card.

Felix poured haf the tinted whiskey into Matthew's tumbler. To-gether, they took up the
card—Matthew pinching acorner painfully, Felix supporting his hand —and set the edge in the flame.
They held it up, rills of brightness Iapping the paper asthe edge curled into soot, and each hefted his
glass. Matthew's eyes never |eft Fdlix'sface.

"May you bein heaven haf an hour before the Devil knowsyou re dead,” Felix said.

"If you must use morbid invocations, why not go whole hog?'

"Pardon?’

"Oh, how about—here'sto us and those like us. Who's like us? Damn few, and they're dl dead!"
Matthew answered, and clicked Felix's glass.

"That's Scottish.”

"So?You'renot Irish, ether.”

They drank together, the whiskey unpleasant with achemicd tang, the orange flames searing their
fingertips. Matthew swallowed and rat-tled his head to shake the taste of the ink off histongue. Feathers
brushed him when he closed hiseyes.

Feathers. His ears were deafened by the beat of wings, his skin as-saulted by the rush of pinions.
Green wings, white wings, wings of gold barred black as an oriole's. Swan wings and heron wings and
the wings of sparrows and of sparrow hawks, and behind them al, like thunder, the broadest blackest
wingsof al, the primariestipped white, hammer-ing the sky like fists hammering the bars of arusted
cage. An assault of angels.

And the sky rang like agong.

Matthew opened his eyes. Blisters swelled on hisfingertips as Fdlix snatched back his own scorched
hand. They stared a one another, and Felix dropped his chin. "Well, that was ambiguous.”

Matthew leaned forward and set his glass down on the bar cart. "Right." He swallowed again, the
astringency lingering. "Thank you, Felix. Good luck. I'll seeyou at thewar."



Chapter Twenty-one
Dirty Water

The Queen of the Daoine Sidhe held out her hand. She beck-oned her page, the bow of her mouth

stopping just short of asmile, and he placed agoblet in her grasp.

"Thank you, Wolvesbane." Water bulged over the brim. "Now leave us."

He scraped, and scampered. She palmed the moist silver weight of the cup and watched him go.

Shedid not st upon her throne. That bloodthirsty animal glowered over her shoulder, sharp-clawed
and ready to lend her its strength whenever she might be moved to pay the cost. That power—be it ever
0 flegting—had won her her very first war.

Sheturned the goblet over in her hand and cast the water on the stones. ""Uisgebaugh.”

He answered. Just alittle precious fluid —and his name—and he rose from the floor in apillar of
water, filling her throne room with the tear-sharp scent of the sea. The column crested like a breaker,
threatening to splash, but when it toppled, al that washed the floor were Kelpie's flowing hairy feathers.
Hisfetlocksleft scarlet brush-marksin their wake; he was crimson from hoof to throttle, and dabbed
with blood dl up hisface. "Migress" heintoned. "Y ou rang?'

Painful, but it made her laugh. "The court needs ajester, Whiskey. Are you auditioning?'

"If that isthe only use you can think of to put meto." He braced hislegs and shook out his mane,
gpattering blood like awet dog spattering mud, and then arched his neck at the resulting messin
satisfaction. "Ask mewhat | killed.”

His gratification was a chill sone on her breast. "Jane Maga," she said, her voice aslevd asit should
have been.

"A peryton named Orfeo.” He spat a bloody feather on the stone. "In New Y ork. And who do you
suppose hdd hisbinding?'

"Fetch memy Merlin," shesad. "And my Seeker aswell.”

He began to bow again, halting when she held out her hand, the empty goblet swinging loosely from
her fingers. "Who do you supposg, little treachery?'

"Madam," he said through red teeth, "1 know you don't truly care to have that answered.”

"Indeed." She let the cup dip through her fingers. It rang down the steps of the dai's, denting asiit
bounced, some hdf-precious stone set on the rim cracking like ashot. "Go on with you, then. Oh, except
onemorething—"

"Migress?'

"Keegp the mongter's shadow for now, if you like. But | want it back. Eventually.”

Queensin Faerie do not mourn. Soit isstoried; so it must be true. Asistheway of things.

So Aine of the Unsedlie Fae could not be walking the strand with burning eyes, the windblown petals
of embroidered sunflowerstrailing the green deeves of her gown, her hands folded insde them, her long
black hair al tumbled down her back. Sand nor stone was suffered to touch her dainty foot. Her
brocaded dippersfloated afinger's width above.

Once m awhile, abregker taler than the rest would comb the beach under her feet, overturning shells
that glinted like chips of skull among the stones. She took no notice. She was following the rain-fine
tracks of cloven hooves.

The sandy margin soon gave way to tumbled cobbles, and abluff—a cliff, nearly—humped itself up
beside the sea. The rocks she set no foot upon were dick with rime, asif colder air pooled here, trapped
by sometrick of thewind.

Atop the cliff perched a cottage, no more than one room or two and dark behind window shutters.
Ainedrew her deevestight against thewind. The air carried no warmth, no homely bresth of pest or cod
smoke: just the tang of the seg, and adistant peal of whinnied laughter. The house was shut up tight and



cold. Its mistress had business, and did not know when she'd return.

That whinny echoed from the cliff, which faced the sea. Whatever voiced it did not walk on land.

The boulders heaped at cliff-bottom were dick and gritty underfoot when shelet her shoes find them.
She picked over rocks mucous with agae, festooned with rubbery green-black tentacles of bladder
wrack that popped underfoot, adding their own fluidsto the mix. Aine hiked her skirt about her thighs
and crouched amid thefolds.

Among scattered tide pools, she found what she hunted: scraped rock, bare and scarred white with
fresh marks the sea would wash dark soon enough. The marks of something running, over stone and
maoss and terrain that would be agamble for amountain goat. Not her cloven-hooved quarry. Thiswas
another beast, much heavier and without the thoughtless grace.

Aine dipped afinger in the seaand tasted: brackish water, acidic and musky, ataste so concentrated
that it filled her Snuses and clung to her palate, overwhelming.

Every drop of the ocean lives. To say it teems isinsufficient. It isan ecology, an orchestra, a cosmos
unto itself, thick with dgae and bacte-ria, luxuriant with amoebas, populous with diatoms cheerfully
engaged in the biogeochemica cycling of carbon, oxygen, phosphorous, iron, and silicate. Every seais
aive, and every manisasea

"Nuckelavee," Ainesaid, her fingertip still pressed against her mouth.

Thewater lay flat as a sand garden, only rippled by the wind, as the Queen rose and put her back to
the bluff. The wind flattened her gown over her hips, flagged the skirtsin long streamers behind her,
unsettled her on the stones. Cold like afilm of ice crept between her scalp and her skull, and she reached
into her deevefor acomb.

Satiny wood, sweet with absorbed oils, dipped through her hair. She sang into the sea breeze as she
combed and waited. Her hands paused, uplifted, when the ocean again lapped her toes. Spray
polka-dotted her flower-colored dippers.

Crimson and horrible, Nuckelavee rose.

The mongter |ooked peded, yellow putrescence forging through manifest veins, a sheen of lymph
glossing itsflayed surface. It might have been a chimera stitched from half-dressed carcasses, bitsof a
man sewn to bits of a horse and a sheep and some fin-footed benthic behe-moth; it stood with arms
folded over its pulsing chest, bony clawed fin-gerswrapping its biceps.

Thelower head—projecting from the monster's abdomen on aewe's neck frilled by a stingy clotted
mane—could have been a horse's skull, the flesh desiccated over the bones, asingle great rheumy red
eyeleer-ing in the center of itsface. Long yellow teeth met a achisdled anglein thelipless maw. Aine
could hear them grinding like rocksin the surf from her place on the shore.

The upper head was around glaring thing with gnashing teeth and a nose no more than two flat holes
inits center, so hugeit rolled from one of Nuckelavee's raw shouldersto the other, trailing mucilaginous
strings. Steam bellied from its nostrils before it spoke. "Had you waited,” it said, "1 would have come on
my own. Winter ison us, and | run free."

Shedid not speak, or lower her comb. The wind brought its scent like a dying ocean, thick enough to
make her gag, though she was a Fagrie and a daughter of Manannan, though she wore no dread for any
devil of thesea

"Speek,” Nuckdavee said. "Little queen.”

Dacheannach,” shesaid, knotting its nameinto her hair.

The house was dready filling with the good smells of Gypsy's cooking when Cardl heard the familiar
rap on her front door, so when she opened it to reved Kelpie on the porch she sighed in resignation.
"Shewants me?'

'Why dse should | come?' Hisgrin bared dl histeeth. He glanced at the horseshoe nailed over the
door. "Unlessyou careto invitemeinsde.”

Wait here." She vanished within, to fetch her jacket and boots and tell Autumn where she was going
and with whom.

Autumn just paused over her cutting board, not even laying her knife down, rolled her eyes and said,



"Y ou have your phone.”

Card kissed her on the cheek and hurried out the door. Earning Au-tumn'sforgivenesswas haf the
fun.

"Up onmy back," Kelpie said, when shejoined him by the steps. Held shifted to equine form, and
now dipped his head to meet her eyeto eye.

"Y ou promise to put me back down again on dry land, on my own two fet, legs unbroken?"

"My lady Merlin," he said. Histail dapped hisflank. "Legs nor any-thing €lse, neither.”

He dipped aleg so she could mount, and she grabbed a hank of mane and swung onto his back.
"Therésblood in your mane."

"Isthere?| thought | got it dl out.”

She clung with both hands. "Maybeit's catsup.”

He gathered himsdlf and sprang. A gentle canter through the tree line took them downdope. There
was astream at the bottom of the property. Not big, but big enough. He splashed into it, fetlock deep,
feathers belling about his ankles asthe chill water numbed his hooves.

He dropped away under her like faling water, like an amusement park ride. She knew better than to
brace for the thump of striking the ground, and couldn't prevent it, anyway.

And so they cameto Faerie.

He arrived in the courtyard fountain and clambered out unceremoni-oudy. His hooves had long
eroded the beveled stone rim. When his shoes clicked on the paving stones, she did down. "Thank you,
Whiskey."

""Twas nothing," he said, and meant it. "She'sin the throne room. | go to fetch the Seeker now."

He bowed his horsey bow, and stepped into the fountain. And Cardl retucked her shirt, straightened
her collar, and went before the Queen.

The Queen waswaiting, and Carel dmost didn't recognize her. She wore asimple shirt and ice-gray
corduroy trousers, Western-style rid-ing boots to match —nacreous gray, with ivory stitchery—tucked
into the cuffs. And her thick mahogany hair, which had not been cut in seven years, and had trailed about
her likeacloak of secrets. . . was gone: clipped tight up the back of her neck, softly shadowing the pale
sunless skin of her ngpe, reveding the delicate and beautiful hollows between the muscles. Carel could
have reached out and laid her hand on the Queen's neck, felt the stretch of the longus capitis, arisng on
either sde from the third through the sixth cervica vertebrae, inserted under the inferior surface of the
occipital bone. If Cardl peeled back the skin, she could have seen the pearly tendons hand-clasped on
bone, the long muscles relaxing as the Queen's chin dropped forward and clipped bangs brushed her
forehead. The stretch of her neck revedled ice-needle scars that marked the blood she'd fed, over and
over, to Faerie and her throne.

So Card laid her hand on the Queen's neck, and soft hair shirred against her palm. ™Y ou cut your
har."

What could she say that would be less necessary? But the Queen smiled at her and pressed into the
touch, tilting up her chin. "l dways hated it." She carded fingers through the remains, stepping away.
"Think of it asremoving temptation,” she continued. "What did you ex-pect to see?'

Card let her hand fall to her Side and scrubbed the palm on denim. A woman grieving in achair.”

"That'sover. The Queen clasped her hands and smiled, strong and straight, her big capable fingers
rippling againgt each other. " Seven yearsis enough to mourn. Tell me, Merlin, how to kill the Summer
Queen." "Aine?"

Was| unclear?" Arch and merciless. "My predecessor took her own life. I've never had to kill a
Faerie Queen." She turned and gestured to the heap of bony knives that was her throne. "We're not so
easy to kill, you know. | could ask Morgan — "

Yes" Card said. "Everybody asks Morgan. | suspect that's how she knows all the answers. Every
question is the answer to someone else's dilemma. What's Morgan got that you haven't?”

Magic," the Queen answered, pacing dowly. "Beyond the Willmagic | won't use, and the glamourie
that any fool can see through. And experience. Fifteen hundred years of that. Age and treachery, so they

w_



Morgan le Fey isthe woman who has mastered her own stories,”

Carel said. "She'sdive and hersdlf, after al these years, because she's taken charge of it. Tended her
myth like a garden, pruned and fertilized. A good trick. Taekes athousand years. Livethat long, and
they'll say the same of Elaine”

"Damn me, I'd better. There's not much to choose from when it comesto Elaines. And you didnt
answer my question.”

"Because | don't know the answer. A slver bullet?"

The Queen actudly laughed. "A slver blade. Perhaps Keith would kill her for me.”

"If hewerentin Hell."

"Therésthat little problem. Silver then. Sdf-sacrifice.”

"Why Aine? Why dl of asudden, now?'

"Whiskey killed her petin New Y ork," the Queen said. "And some-thing else.”

"Something secret?" Kadiska asked, appearing from the shadows near the throne. "1'd better run
along then." Teasing, her narrow braids held off her scarred cheeks with one hand.

"Wherés Whiskey?'

The Seeker shrugged, and tossed her hair over her shoulder. "Hewent on. Y ou cut your hair.
Wherée's Gharne?'

"l was getting to that. | set him after Cairbre.”

"And?'

"Cairbre went to Aine," the Queen said, pushing Kadiska's braid oft her forehead. " Straight from Hell.
And has not |eft her palace. What fate befell him, | have no idea. Go keep an eye on lan for me,
Kadiska?

When the Seeker smiled, her teeth resembled the blade of a saw. Her shadow flared and swayed
behind her, so the Queen amost heard the hiss. "Do you want the bard dead?’

"No," the Queen said. "But | may yet change my mind."

The house seemed more hectic in Carel's absence. Y ou wouldn't think removing a person from the
group could make a place seem more crowded—but so it did, and there they were. Asif Card'scam
enlarged the space around her, like the calm of ancient trees.

Other than Jewels and Gypsy, Jason had been the first to arrive. Au-tumn hadn't reached Lily, but
Christian had said heldd get in touch and pass the message, so Autumn let it lie. Kids had so damned much
energy for faling in and out of love.

Autumn had pretty much given up on faling out of love, anyway. Shewas dill grinning to hersdf over
that when Moirarang the doorbdll. It had to be Moira; anybody else would either let herself in or come
around to the kitchen door and shout through awindow cracked to let the heat out.

"Coming," Autumn caled, and set her knife down again. She dried her hands on a kitchen towd as
shewalked down the hdl. Moirausu-aly had her handsfull.

Today was no exception. Four bottles of sparkling cider and two of Pellegrino jostled for spacein her
arms, and she'd pushed the doorbell with her hip. Autumn hastened to unload her. "I'll put thesein the
fridge," she said, as ablue Honda crunched over the broken asphdt at the top of the drive. "And that's
thelast of the stragglers except for Michadl, | think. Come on. Everybody'sin the kitchen."

Christian parked while she was getting Moira settled in with Jason and Jewel s around the big table, so
they could heckle Gypsy while he cooked. He took it good-naturedly, his grizzled ponytail swishing
across blue flannel-covered shoulders as he stood at the stove and stirred, and shook his head from side
to side. The beard couldn't hide hisgrin.

Jewds had gone very quiet, smiling shyly while Moiratried to draw her out. Interview questions, asif
Jewe swere applying for ajob, and no matter that Autumn had aready told Moirathat Jewels had
thought better of joining acoven just now. Autumn sighed, and intervened with cookies.

Just intime. As she wasturning around with the plate, the back door clattered open and Chrigtian and
Lily came through the mudroom. Christian seemed hisusud self—Hbright-eyed and blue-jeaned—but Lily,



raised beyond the usua extravagance of her clothes, might have been aprince from aforgotten land. She
wore a Renaissance fantasia of black velvet and beaded embroidery with tights that showed her legsto
advantage.

And she blushed and ssammered when Autumn said, "Waell, look at you," and then introduced the
two of them to Jewels.

"Wevemet. Chrigtian brushed past Autumn, two cookies vanishing into his palm, paid for with akiss
on her cheek. Tension quivered be-tween him and Lily, and Lily watched him, big-eyed and guarded,
until Autumn broke the circuit and handed her acookie, haf by force. "Peanut butter,” she said. "You
look likeyou can useit.”

Lily'sfingers were cool where they touched Autumn's. But the cookie was warm, and she nibbled it
while shelet Autumn steer her into the seat next to Jewels. "Tea or something?”'

"Teawould be great,” Lily said. She should do something to get Jew-els off Moiras hook, she knew.
She couldn't quite muster the where-withal, though. And thus the stage was set for Jason to chargeto the
rescue.

He had been nuraing histea, monitoring Moiras questions and Jew-€ls answers without commenting
much. Now, he put ahand on Moira's arm and stopped her midsentence, risng from his chair as she
turned to him and tilted back her head. "Why don't we move thisinto the living room," he said, "and give
Gypsy alittle peacein the kitchen?"'

"Why start anew trend?' Gypsy said, provoking scattered laughter. He didn't interrupt asthey rose
and went, but he did turn far enough to catch Jewels on the edge of awink.

She smiled back, usdlesdy. Whatever confidence came to her when she gripped aknife didn't serve
her here. She stepped closer to Lily asthey walked down the hall; she at least was clad in the virtue of
famil-iarity, whatever the history.

But aglimmer of light distracted her, aflutter of something in the cor-ner of her eye, and it wasn't Lily
she bumped into. Instead it was the red-haired devil Jewels had seen at the ball, dressed just ina T-shirt
now. He steadied her with ahand on her elbow and squeezed, then ducked his head and murmured into
her hair. "Now, Juliet,” he said. "What on earth are you doing here?’

She looked a him, surprised, and from her options sdected stupid-ity. "Nothing,” she said, and
arched her brows to make her eyeswide. "What are you doing here?"

"Chatting with a pretty lady." He raised hisvoice as he drew her asde. "Y ou should see Autumn's
treesbeforethelight'sal gone. We Il catch up in aminute.”

Chrigtian led Jewelstoward the front door, and Lily followed them like a ghost, the puffed velvet
deeves of her borrowed doublet hissing againgt her ribs. ™Y ou can go st down,” Christian said over
Jewels head, as Lily reached forward and prevented him from closing the door be-tween them. Warped
wood abraded her fingertips, but she held on tight and didn't look at Chrigtian at al. Jewels eyeswere
clear and pale.

"1 should probably tell you that he'sthe Devil, you know."

"l know." Jewels nodded, curtly. "No one else can help—"

"Look," Chrigtian said, not unpleasantly, "if we're going to have this conversation now, can we please
haveit outsde?'

"Sure" Lily said, and didn't dam the door behind her after she pushed them onto the porch. "Well?
She waved the back of her hand in the generd direction of theyard, fingers gray in the gloaming. "Are
you waiting for thefireflies? They're not out thistime of year."

"Believeme," hesaid. "I know it." When they had descended the stairs, he turned to Jewels and
brushed her cheek. "Y ou're not scared of the Devil?"

"On the contrary.” She accepted the touch like a statue, unconvinced and unconcerned. "He might be
just what | need.”

"Javels—"

"Jedous, Lily?1 won't sted your boyfriend.”

Lily grabbed Jawe s by the ebow and spun her away from Chris-tian. Lily wasn't any taler, but
Jewe s was cagebird-frail, and Lily had solid bones. Sere grass splintered under Lily'sfeet as she twisted.



Yeah," she spat. "That'swhat you said last time. And look what that got us. Bitch."

For aminute, Lily thought Jewelswas about to bust her nose. And then Jewed s settled back in her
sneakers and frowned. " So he was stu-pid about me," Jewels said.

Y eah, and you weren't the one who had to watch him die.”

I'mdoingthisfor him." Jewdsdared a Lily, pdein thefaling light, ridiculous ear-tips poking through
her wavy hair. Shejerked hersdlf tree of Lily, and turned back to Christian. "Teach me."

| can't," hesad. "Y ou know that—"

Yeah." She rubbed her forearms and glanced at Lily, quickly, and then just as quickly away. "I'm
broken. Gypsy told me. So what the hell do you want mefor?"

"Y ou don't have your own power," Christian said. "But there's a power you could put on for awhile.
Long enough to start the job, and enough to finish it. But you'd not be the only one who wanted it, and
waswilling to do what it took."

Thetilt of Jewels head was acommand.

"Matthew Magus," Chrigtian said. "He's carrying apowerful gift. And the first onewho hashim —"

"Fuck!" Jewels hopped back a step, her hair faling around her like a collapsing parasol. "But hes so

" — old," Lily finished, and they looked at each other and burst out laughing.

Chrigtian waited them out. " Jewels?'

"l don't think hed want me," she said, tucking her hair behind her ears. "But I'll do what it takes. Why
should he have dl that strength, anyway, and me nothing?”

Lily stepped closer and murmured, "Let me. Y ou don't need to do this. | have power." She glowered
a Chrigian. "Y ou tell meit's not enough.”

"Morewhen you dresslikethat," he said, with alittle grin. "Gender-fuck is your mojo.”

Jewd s gave Lily'swrist aquick squeeze, scraping her skin with un-painted nails. " Together."

Lily nodded. Alt right. "I'll beright back," she said, her glare never shifting from Christian, who
watched her with calm mockery. "I need to give Autumn my keys, and seeif shell take care of my cat.”

Shewasjust about to step back when a headlight painted them, pre-saging the purr of wheels on the
driveway. They all threelooked up asared vintage Vespa glided onto the narrow line of grass between
Gypsy's Jeep and the walkway. Michadl propped it up between her thighs and pulled her helmet off, her
bangs tumbling into her eyes. She wore adenim jacket that wasn't nearly warm enough, unbuttoned over
awhite T-shirt emblazoned with afaling red rocket ship and—in small, plain type—the words
SCIENCE FICTION IS DEAD.

"I'm sorry,” Michad said. "Am | interrupting an argument?'

"Wewerejud finishing," Lily said, and raningde.

Michad didn't dismount. She sat there, her helmet in her hands, and frowned at Christian slently until
Lily came charging back down the sairs, caught Chrigtian's and Jewels hands, and led them past the
angd, down thedrive.

Michad watched them go. When they vanished in ashimmer of twi-light she shrugged, and hung her
helmet on the handlebars of the scooter, and stalked up the sairs.

Chapter Twenty-two
Hoist That Rag

Ernie Peese had the armor of hisfaith to protect him. Which was aswell: explaining to astreet full of



patrol officers how he cameto preside over the mutilated body of a Fae, the corpse of aboy who was
one of the damned witnessesin another ongoing case, a good-sized puddle of human blood, and
absolutely no trace of awhite horse and the three or four people spotted leaving the scene . . . had been
anear thing.

The good news wasthat it wasn't his case anymore. Thiswasindis-putable evidence of Fae
involvement, and it went to the FBI now, and from them to Faerie. The bad news was that Peese was on
adminigrative leave, having discharged hisfirearm and gotten into abrawl involv-ing supernatura
creatures— and that there was not a hope in heaven of keeping the shredded remains of the peryton out
of the press and off the evening news. The Post would have the best headline. Ernie's money wason
FAIRY WAR!

He "went home, took anap, had dinner on the table to soften the news when Lucy got home from her
shift at the hospital, and fell adeep on the sofain front of avideotaped episode of Columbo. He needed
thetime off. He might aswell enjoy it. There'd be enough catch-up to play in the cold light of morning.

The phonewarbled at five to nine. A thrill chased the sound aong his nerves, hewoke with agtartle
and snatched the handset off the end table beforeit finished ringing. "Got it," he cdled, in case Lucy had
been hurrying for another extension, and put the phoneto hisear.

"Detective Peese?' Her voice was familiar from severa years of news bites and loca television
interviews. "l hope| didn't wakeyou."

"Only alittle,” he said. He rubbed the back of his neck, which didn't ease the pain strapped around his
head from skull-base to temples. "Mrs. Andraste?!

"Very good. I'd like you to comevisit me, Detective.”

"I'mon leave. Youll havethe cal thelieutenant — "

"Thisispersona.” A creak of plagtic carried over theline, asif she were twisting the cord in both
hands. "One does not call down archangelsin my city, Detective, if one caresto go unnoticed.”

A tongue like sandpaper cloveto the roof of his mouth. He cleared histhroat and coughed. "Y our
city, mdam?'

Shelet it pass. "l need to get amessage to Michadl.”

"Haveyou tried prayer?’

"Mr. Peese" shesad, "come."

The phone clicked dead in his hand, empty cables echoing his own breathing back to him. A
restrained tick, the press of aforefinger rather than adam. He rubbed at hisface.

Theremight still be cold coffeein the coffegpot. He dropped the handset in the cradle, heaved himself
to hisfeet, and staggered toward the kitchen, wondering what the hell Lucy had done with his shoes.

Fdix didn't need adevil to show him the way into Faerie twice. Having Kadiskastrail to follow didn't
hurt, either; the scent of her was like roses baked into the stone.

She hersdf might flit in and out of shadows, the Seeker's power, athing of haf-light and memory,
while Felix was forced to find arise in the Ramble crowned with thorn trees, and step through like any
magician would. But oncein Faerie, on ayelow-green hillside, he dug acompass from his pocket.
"Kadiska," he said, and watched it twitch and waver before settling on aleft-hand path. He told himsdlf
that it was not possiblefor him to smell her when he faced into the wind.

He'd dressed for atramp: country tweeds and stout boots, apistol in his pocket and aknife thrust up
hisdeave. Thoselast threw him off-baance, the gun in particular bumping his hip with every stride, but he
wasn't brave enough to venture into Faerie without a touch of iron above hisring.

Thetrail led him down the dope and beside ariver that ran dark red, and suffused the air with a
mesty, iron-rich smell. Many feet had worn the path bare before his.

Hisring grew colder on his hand. The path diverged, and again he studied his compass. The needle
shivered like aspanid on point, direct-ing him away from the crimson river, thankfully—all very
picturesquein aballad, but unpleasant to walk alongsde—and over the flanks of hills, down dells, and
through pasturage with never ashegp in sight.

Shefound him before he found her, waiting in a beech-roofed meadow for him to step around a
low-lying branch.



Here in Faerie, she made no concessionsto morta dress. The light through beech limbs dappled her
long indigo-black torso, leafy tranducence creating a diffuse green glow broken by dancing, radiant
shafts. Loose crimson trousers wrapped her lower body, her bracelets and necklacestinkling like glass
bells as she breathed. Her shadows lay about her, each one a promise: wildcat, cobra, spider, and
broad-eared elephant.

He paused at the edge of the glade. ™Y ou camelooking.”

"The shadowstell me plenty. But not why you're here.”

He kept his hands out of his pockets, the compass folded in his pam. "Maybe | wanted to see where
you werefrom.”

"Maybe you wanted to track me down," she answered. "What, hunt the Queen through me? | won't
take you to her, Fdix."

"l only wanted to see you." True enough. Truer to say he didn't want to be here at dl. "'l have
something to give you. Something important. Now. "What'sin your hand?' She closed haf the distance,
imperioudy reaching.

"Just acompass.” He held it out. "The needl€siron.”

He cupped it in hisleft pam. She stepped nearer, leaves rustling under her feet, and bent to look. Her
braids did over polished skin, caught on the round nubs of her scars. He knew what they felt like, beads
rolled under hispam.

"Thisisn't what you cameto bring me, isit? | must hurry you, Felix;

I'm away from my task."

Hewasn't fool enough to think held get a second chance. The only thing buying him thefirst one Was
that Matthew never would have done such athing—and that Felix and Kadiska had been friends. Once,
of asort.

A twig of hisright hand freed the meteoric iron knife from hiswrist. The hilt warmed Fdlix's pdm,
clicked againgt hisring. He folded hisfin-gers over the compass, and let hisleft hand fal. When Kadiska
lifted her head, turning from the waist, he placed the point of the blade below and insde her |eft breast,
between the fourth and fifth ribs, angled up, and pushed it in.

Obscene, how easily and how irrevocably it glided home. There was very little gore; the black
ensorceled bladeitsdlf kept her heart's red blood insde even asit perforated her |eft atrium, punctured
her |eft lung, and severed the pulmonary arteria trunk.

She was dead before he caught her under the arms and lowered her tenderly. The brain, they said,
kept functioning for long seconds after the heart was gone. He sat on the leaves beside her and held her
hand, to be sure she didn't die alone.

Hedidn't try to close her eyes. In funerd parlors, they sew the eye-lids down; the trick of smoothing
them with apam only worksin themovies.

The atmosphere of money enfolded Peese like cling film when he en-tered Jane's apartment. It coated
hisskin, thick and slken; it did down histhroat like buttermilk. It intimidated.

It was meant to.

Jane greeted him with teaand cookies, which he accepted, but didn't taste. He sat stiffly upright on
the sinfully comfortable love seet, staring past hisfolded hands at the teacup on the coffee table while she
nibbled a cookie and watched. She got bored firgt.

| am ingtructed to talk to you about Heaven," she said.

Helaughed. "I've never been.” When helooked up, her eyeswere on him, clear and thoughtful under
soft, pale hair. "Instructed by who?!

Whom." She sipped her tea, golden Ceylon in atal white pansy-painted cup, awhed of lemon
bumping her lip. Oils seeped from the rind to bead the surface, the aromas consoling. "A Wild Fae. Who
has no love of the Lord of Hell, or the Daoine, either. He thought we might make an aliance.”

"Archangels do not bargain. Besides, Fae. They'll dedl with devils,

and any other thing."

"He cared to ded with you. Or with your master.” | prefer to call him aguardian angel. So to spesk.”



"In any case, Prometheusisin the process of reinvention. I'd like to plead our case. Look." She put her
cup on the saucer and the saucer on the coffee table. "Would you just call him?1'd rather not explain it
twice"

"It'snot quite that Smple.”

"Angels," Jane said, "know when they are named.” She leaned forward and laid her cool hand on
Peesg'swrist, her marcasite bracelet diding low over blue veins and bones. He shrugged and covered her
fingerswith abrief pat.

"Michadl?" Peese pulled hishand away.

The angdl appeared without fanfare, wearing blue jeansripped a one knee, eight-eye Doc Martens
with aUnion Jack toe, and awhite T-shirt with aline drawing of afrazzled-looking cartoon bunny
making a par-ticularly American gesture on thefront. "1 waslistening. Y ou were Hell'saly not so long

Jane Andraste smiled. "That wasin another country— " " And besides, those men are dead?' Michad
uncrossed her arms. ™Y ou know L ucifer sends messengers pleading forgiveness.” "That displeases you.”

"l have no quarrel with him until | am assigned one. But | take an in-terest. Of course.”

"Bunyip seemed to think Heaven had more than aninterest.” "There are alot of devilsin Hell."
Michadl's eyebrows rose. Other-wise, she might have been a statue.

"So it would seem. I'll tdll you the truth, then, asplain as| can makeit. | fight adue with Christopher
Marlowe—Ilate of England, Prometheus, Faerie, and Hell— " "1 know him."

"Just s0. In avery few days. He hasthe very Devil on hisside. Witcheraft. And | need wards against
it

"And you want to bargain with God for those protections.”

"l wishto remind you that Marlowe is alied with forces that have no love for Heaven. That to
combine Faerie and Hell with Prometheus would subvert—reverse, even—the task that Prometheus was
founded to fulfill.”

"Prometheusis ashadow,” Michadl said. "A cracked vessd. It holds nothing.”

"No," Janesad. "But it will. Ally with me, and | give you the Prometheus that will follow. | giveyou a
more tractable Faerie. . . per-haps. If everything goes according to plan.”

"I I loan you my power to destroy Christoferus Magus.”

"Bringhimtohed.”

"Oh," Michad said. "Whatever. | wont fight your dud for you." Great wings unfolded from her
shoulders and fanned the il air softly, rustling silk flowers and flexing the rice paper squaresin the shoji
screens. 1 have one of my own. Not to mention whatever the Morningstar's plot-ting." One wingtip
flicked in doquent dismissd: and he is always plotting.

"A dud of your own?" Jane picked up her tea. Steam flowed over the side of the cup, bent by
Michad's agitation.

"Yes" Michad said. "The Daoine Prince has chdlenged me as Hell's champion, to prove the
Morningstar'sinnocence in the eyes of Heaven.” Her perpetua frown curved deeper, creasing her face
from lip to chin. Tria by combat. Hell be daughtered.”

Jane would have turned, just then, and stared at Felix under one peaked eyebrow, if he had not been
gone. Peese was no help. He sat, head bowed and hands fol ded, as wordless as he had been since he
first said Michad's name.

| m not afraid to do thework, Michadl. But it's our soulsthat stand at risk if Marlowe's alowed to
win, and Matthew'sand hisI'll savefor you if you help bring them to thelight.”

Jane did not rise, and the angdl did not settle. But the silence dragged taut between them asif they
struggled over arope, and in Michad's eyes Jane saw dl her sin and mafeasance, the small selfishnesses
and the hubristhat had nearly wrecked the world, reflected. The chill settled into her, hard and sharp as
swallowed glass. She had failed and ailed again, and dl her failures were naked in the angedl's eyes.

She drove her nailsinto her flesh, and lifted her chin, and did not blink. And the angel looked down
fird.

"Yes. It'sagood reason. All right. Y ou have our help. But seeto it that you do not fail. And I will



have none of your Promethean trickery."

"No tricks," Jane promised. " So, tell me, Michad. If we'reto be friends and dlies, have you any fear
that Lucifer will regain God's grace?'

"Fear? Not much.”

The archmage sipped her cooling tea. "And if you had alegitimate means of keeping Lucifer in Hell?
Would you useit?'

"l am an angd, Mrs. Andraste.” | know," Jane said. "That wasn't what | asked."

Chapter Twenty-three

The Arrangement

11
VW &l Matthew sdid, hiking up the bank between the wood and thewalls of the palace, "that got me

nothing but bloodied.”

He spread his arms and flopped on the resilient turf, bouncing on hisleft hand before settling into the
grass beside Kit. Kit, sprawled under the sun of Faerie like asmug green lizard, did not open his eyes.
"Thought you to obtain any satisfaction from her?"

"l didn't even get to talk to her. Just Felix, that rat in abespoke suit. And he was no use elther.”

"Youtried," Kit said, complacently. "Y oufailed.”

"And now?" Matthew propped himself up asthe shadow of apassing bird flickered between them
and the warmth of the sun. It was gone by the time he glanced after it.

And now wefight," Kit said. He pressed his ebows againg the yielding lawn and pushed himsdlf
upright. He looked past Matthew, frowning across the garden. "Y our prodigasreturn.”

Mine?' Matthew rolled onto his back and turned his heaed to see, the sun on hisface warm and firm as
acaress. Chrigtian walked up the curved road to the palace, Jewels on hisright side and Lily, still in Kit's
cagtoffs, on hisleft. Matthew met Kit's frown and matched it. He hadn't been sanguine about letting Lily
go with Christian to take Don to New Y ork —but she'd inssted, and it seemed unfair to leave Don aone
with the Devil without the buffer of somebody hadfway trustworthy. Lily and Chrigtian returning having
exchanged Don for Jewelswasn't any more reassuring. "'I'm responsible for the lot, huh?”

"They have not the art for it themselves." Kit grinned. "And nobody entrusts his childrento me." He
heaved himsdlf to hisfeet and held out his hand. Left hand, for Matthew's ease. Matthew accepted, and
hauled himsdlf to hisfeet using Kit as an anchor. "Heré's amore immediate con-cern. Can you think of a
way to pry that name from Morgan'slips?' "Bunyip's?' "Aye."

"| could give her what shewants— "

Kit unclasped Matthew's hand and snorted. "Aye, and enjoy it. For awhile. But you don't want that.”

"Aslong as|'m carrying this. . . thing around with me, nobody who thinks they have a chance with me
isgoingto givemearest. Andit'snot asif | can use the power myself, or even know what it's good for."
"Well," Kit said, "I could—that is, you might — " Hisvoicetrailed off. He sared at Matthew wide-eyed,
blushing until his eyebrows stood out in pale lines againg his skin, abashed as any ten-year-old. Matthew
looked down. "Ah—"

"No," Kit said. "Stupid thought. Never mind." "Dammit, Kit. What am | supposed to do about this?'
Kit didn't mean to. But in four hundred years, he had never once been accused of being at the mercy of
his better intentions. "Close your eyes and think of Manhattan”?”"

Matthew stared at him, stricken, while Kit's face burned even hotter. And then Matthew threw back



his head and started roaring, grest, belly-shaking howls that knocked him on his ass, back in the grass,
leaning forward with his elbows on hisknees and laughing until he had to stop for want of ar. He
dumped onto the turf, panting, and shaded his eyeswith his hand as he grinned up at Kit. "Thank you,"
he said. "And thank you for the other offer, um. ... But—"

Kit winked. "Surprise you though it might, that's not the first time I've been refused.”

That started Matthew laughing again, more weakly thistime, the clipped grass poking his neck and
blades worming through hishair to tickle his scalp. "Kit," he said, and hesitated. But what the hell: the
poet was a product of another age, and he'd know what Matthew meant if he said it plainly. "Damn," he
sad, planting hisfeet and rolling onto them again. "It'sbeen along time since | had afriend.”

Jane, but he didn't say. He hoped histaste had improved.

Judging by the smilethat transfigured Kit'sface, it hadn't been the wrong thing. "And you've given me
anidea" He glanced over his shoul-der. "Which | shal explain to you after we dispense with these.”

Because gpparently Matthew's hysterics had carried, and Christian and his entourage had | eft the road
and weretailing up the soft bank now. Christian walked in the lead, Jewelsflanking, but it was Lily
whose pallor drew the eye. She looked unwell, wobbly and sick, and when they stopped she walked the
extra step to catch up, then reached out to steady hersalf on Christian's elbow. He patted her fingers,
en-couraging.

"Matthew Magus," Chrigtian said, courtesy wrapped in asmile. "Kit. May | ask afavor of you?'

"Of courseyou may ask," Kit said, while Matthew tried and failed to catch Lily'seye.

Chrigtian smiled the sort of amile that vampires might affect, to hide their fangs. "Would you ddliver
Miss Gorman here to His Highnessin good hedlth? She's chosen not to pursue the study of witcheraft,
and | offered to return her to Faerie.”

"And here sheis" Kit said.

"And herel am." Jewels stepped forward, rubbing her arms.

Chrigtian glanced & Lily. "But my other companionisunwell, and if I might prevail upon you
gentlemen—"

Y ou're back quickly,” Matthew interrupted.

| have no aptitude for witchcraft, it seems.” Jewelsglared at him asif he bore some respongbility.
"Do you remember when you told Geoff and me that there are seven kinds of magic, and only named
ax?'

His head jerked reluctantly.

"What's the other one?"

"What arethe six | named?'

She paused, tongue-tip protruding from her mouth. His expression remained unforthcoming whether it
was atest or an honest request for information. " '‘Magic of symbol,' " she parroted, " 'to which amost
anyone can betrained." Except for Juliet Gorman, apparently. Magic by gift"—she shot adire ook at
Lily. Lily, wiping cool swesat from her fore-head onto the back of her velvet deeve, never noticed —"and
magic by sacrifice. The opposite of my problem, apparently.”

Matthew didn't flinch from her stare. HEd met the eye of wilder things. "That's three.”

"Magic of thewill." She glanced aside, &t Kit thistime, uncertain in her defiance.

Kit nodded. "Continue."

"Names and bindings. Magic by blood. That'sfive. And illuson was Six. So what's number seven?'

"Magic by deception,” Christian said, and smiled in the face of Maithew's black scowl. "Morgan le
Fey'smagic, and Lucifer's magic, and the Dragon's magic —and the most secret mysteries of the
Prometheans. The only magic that can change history and make fasethingsred.”

"Yes" Matthew said, unwilling. "And hell to meddle with."

Jawdsdidn't think he meant her to seeit, but she noticed the way hisright hand tried to clench, and
faled. "And | can't learn any of it," she said, with sulky satisfaction. "I'm acripple. A one-eyed freak.”
She looked down at her hands. "But | can give other people power, can't |7

Chrigtian nodded. "I think you can.”

Sheignored him, staring at Matthew. And Matthew, watching the way al Faerie's sorcery sheeted



around her like water running off oil-cloth, nodded.
"Thank you," shesaid. "Then | have something to offer lan. Will you bring meto him?"

Asit turned out, Matthew couldn't. lan was nowhere in residence, and even the pages could not say
where he had gone. After afew fruitlessinquiries, they determined that Matthew would escort Jewels
and Kit would speak to the Queen.

Escort wasthe generous term for hisrole. The page girl Monkshood guided them, her broad har€'s
feet thumping as she ran, because neither one of them knew the way. Matthew would have |eft Jewels at
the door if she hadn't looked at him, small and shivering, and said "Please. | don't want to be done.”

"For alittlewhile" he said, and followed her into the room. He left the door alittle gar, though. Just a
crack, enough for ar and sound to filter through. "1'm sorry about Geoff. If | could —"

Whatever he expected, it wasn't her cracked, harsh laugh. "Would you? What? Take his place? Lily
told me what happened.” Jewels snorted, and threw herself down on the bed.

Matthew sat beside her, trying not to loom. "I'm sorry. But | can't make you believe that.”

"Oh," shesad, "I beieveit dl right." She reached out blindly, with-out lifting her face from the vell of
hair puddied over it, and groped his knee. He took her hand between his own and squeezed gently, then
let it fall back on the covers. "But it doesn't change anything, doesit?!

He opened his mouth, but |et the words die unuttered. "He didn't want to be there," he said, when
he'd had a chance to find away to say what he meant that sounded less like a condemnation. Shewas a
child. Shedidn't need to carry Geoff's death around for the rest of her life. "I don't want to be here
either, you know. But we don't lways get what we want."

Platitudes. Good work, Matthew.

Jawe s stirred against the bedcl othes, pressing her cheek to cool satin-woven silk. "No." Her voice
came out half amumble, distorted by the cloth and hair against her mouth. She sat up, shook her
ash-colored tangles from her face and held them back with one raised hand, her elbow and upper aam a
Spiky angle againgt the sunlit window behind. Y ou want everything I've got, don't you? Y ou want to be a
norma per-son and have anorma family—"

Y ou haveanormd family?"

Meant asajoke, but it fell between them like astone. "Y ou mean my mother the drunk or my father
the child molester? Y esh, I've got anor-mal fucking family, Matthew Magus. And you?'

Dead parents,” he said, in acolorless voice. "And adead brother too, who got kidnapped by Faeries
and driven mad aong the way. And an adopted mother who turned out to be the devil incarnate. Y ou
know. Theusud. I'm sorry for your pain.”

He stood. It was grief, and she had every right to her grief. But he had every right to his too, and the
fact that hers was fresher didn't makeit right for her to claw his scabs.

"If I had your power," she said, "you had better believe I'd useit. If | . . . Geoff wouldn't be dead.”

"| believe you." The door was five steps away. He stopped with ahand oniit. "'I'll send someone for
you when lan returns.”

"Wat."

He waited. She stood, footsteps scuffing on carpet, and came up be-hind him. One hand pressed the
small of hisback. "But we're not so dif-ferent, are we?"

Heturned, aware that her hand dipped to his hip, while the other one crept past him and pushed shut
thedoor. "Juliet," he said. "Y ou're half my age. Have some wine and go to bed.”

"What'sthelegd drinking agein Faerie?' She didn't step closer, and hefolded hisarms over his chest
to keep her away. "Y ou have dl that power and you won't useit —"

"Can't." He snapped hisfingers. "It'slike trying to thread a needle with aMack truck.”

"Therésamenta image." Shelaid her hand on his barricaded arms, wrapped her fingers around one
wrist, and tugged. He permitted her to move him, unfolding hisarms until his hands hung by hissides. "So
what would you give meif | could give you your magic back?"

"Give it back?'

"Sure." Shetapped his chest with two firm fingertips, wrinkling her nose at the face he made. "'l



haven't any power of my own. But | can ini-tiate. | cut you, give you back what the unicorn took away.
Chrigian told me," she said, answering the question before held quite gotten histongue around it.

"And what did Chrigtian tell you to tradeit for?' Wary, alittle amused. But, she thought, intrigued.
Men were fascinated by her: her scars, her ink, the metal lacing her flesh. And he had alot of ink of his
own. Shed liketo seeit too.

His breath was warm on her face. A little sour, but she hadn't had a chance to brush her teeth recently
either, and he smeled good, for asweaty man. His skin was sweet. The careful diet that went with those
muscles, no doubt.

She stood on tiptoe, captured afistful of his hair, and kissed him on the mouth.

And he kissed her back, his bad hand awarm knot in the curve of her back, his mouth soft and
hesitant. And then he put his other hand on her waist, straightened up, and gently and definitely set her
back two steps and a half. "Been kissed by more girlsthisweek," he said. Y ou know, | think | should
dick tothiscologne." | "You don of a bitch."

"If you like. Whatever Chrigtian offered you, no.”

She stared at him, and bit her lip. She stepped forward —or tried. She'd have had more luck pushing
aparked car than shifting him. The car might have rocked when her weight hit it—and he was only
holding on to her with one and ahalf hands.

"Crap," Mathew said. "l should havetaken Kituponit." "What?'

He sighed and straightened his arms, pushing her back another half step. He flinched when her
fingernails sank into hiswrigts. "No. Just— no, okay?"

"Y ou have power and you don't even want it. And I've got nothing. It'snot fair!”

"No," Matthew said. "No, it's not. Now back the hell up.”

Matthew caught Kit by the elbow as hel€eft the throne room, and swung him to one side. The suits of
armor—M atthew couldn't even hear abregth to confirm they lived —on either sde of the doors did not
shift their stance. "'Fucus, Matthew?" Kit said, and brushed afingertip across the pink dickness unevenly
coloring Matthew's mouith.

Matthew frowned at Kit'sfinger when he held it up, then snorted and turned his head, unrepentant.
"l

And wert thou her Romeo? No, | seenot — "

Come on." Matthew held on to Kit's elbow and hauled him down the corridor, Kit sumbling in his
haste. "Pick on melater. Talk to me now. Y ou mentioned aplan.”

"Oh, aye. But not in these hdls, | think. Comewith me." Then Maithew was hustling to keep up with
Kit. "Where arewe going?'

"Hell. Where we can be assured of alittle privacy.”

“InHel?'

"The Devil does not eavesdrop,” Kit said, with awry half scowl. "Hethinksit rude. And anyway, well
need hishelp.”

" "The prince of darknessisagentleman.'”

The scowl went to asmirk, as Kit paused before a parlor. "Once there were no mirrorsat dl in
Faerie, you know, but things have changed since I've been gone—ah! We arein luck.” He held the door
aside, and waved Matthew within. Matthew obeyed, pausing in the center of a baroque and gilded room.
"Sunday parlors dways have mirrors, don't they? Ready for your voyage, Matthew Magus?"

"Did you learn anything from Elaine?'

Kit held afinger before hislips, and gestured to the mirror. Matthew stepped up beside him, alowing
Kit to clagp hisright wrigt tightly. "1 am at your disposdl, Master Marlowe.”

Kit grinned a him. " 'And when hefdls, hefdlslike Lucifer, never to hopeagan.'"

" o

"Will. Some teacher of literature you are—"

"l don't know the play."

""'Tisnot surprising,” Kit said. "Henry the Eighth, and not one of hisbest. | think hewroteit only to
complete the set—"



"Envious." AsKit faced the mirror, it revedled the amile playing around hislips, haf hidden by the
beard. "I'd be twice thefool | am to be jealous of poetry like that. Come along.”

They stepped through, and fell. Matthew might have panicked, but Kit's grip was strong. Darkness
rushed past, whipping his hair and stinging his eyes, and he reached up |eft-handed to be sure he hung on
to hisglasses. He couldn't see the man who clung to hiswrit, or hisown hand in front of hisface.
"Kit?!"

"Y ou needn't shout.”

Almost prim, so that Matthew laughed—which was good. The oxygen settled his nerves, and if he
pretended he was skydiving, that the free fall was a controlled and chosen thing, the scrape of adrendine
through hisveins became afocus rather than a panic-inducing blur. "How long do we fdl?" Without
shouting thistime, though he pitched hisvoiceto carry.

"Aslong aswe need to. Don't worry. Therée's no bottom."

"No—oh!" And suddenly, in the darkness, they were caught, an unanticipated yank that straightened
their spines and banged them to-gether, bruising ribs and e bows. Warm arms wrapped them, reveding
their featuresdimly in apae, moonlight glow.

:Kitten, | havetold thee before, thou shouldst send ahead that thou art coming.: Lucifer chuckled, the
hard warmth of his velvet-clad body bearing both Magi up.

Matthew and Kit felt the pump and stretch of the starlit wings through the angd's body, felt the
muscles on his chest flex with the row-ing rhythm of the pinions. The strength of those arms and those
wingswasincaculable. They could not have said a any given moment that they stopped fdling and
garted flying. But they knew, and adizzy ex-dtation took them both.

Too short, the flight. The Morningstar set them down on a stone disc furnished like any lamplit,
comfortable Stting room in existence, except it had no walls, and hung softly in ayawning black abyss.
Helowered firs Matthew and then Kit lightly to their feet, his great wings pound-ing while he hovered,
the wind making mare's nests of their hair.

Matthew ducked low until Lucifer settled beside them, debonair and perfect in abrushed black velvet
doublet, picking ahair that was Kit's, by its color, off hisbreast. He smiled at it, pursed lipsasrich and
soft asany woman's, and blew it off hispalm.

A cross-breeze siept it from the light, into the abyss.

Kit said not aword nor made a gesture as he watched that little ceremony, but the nameless
emotion that illed his face pierced Matthew's heart and silenced histongue. If he could have
moved againg it, Matthew would have reached out and brushed the back, of his hand againgt Kit's, asif
by accident. But he could not even draw a bresath.

And then Lucifer turned back to them, and smiled like abudding rose, and Matthew's heart as much
as stopped beating again. :Gentle-men,: the Devil mocked. :However may | serve?.

"Matthew," Kit said, thinly, "please remove your shirt, so that Lucifer can see your marks.”

Matthew untucked the hem dowly, ducked his head and yanked the shirt off over his head without
thinking about it too much. Eyes down, looking at the floor. When he glanced up, he found himself
looking in Kit'seyes, the right one glimmering brighter with reflected light.

'Yes,: Lucifer said, the backs of hisfingers pressed againgt hisjaw. :I comprehend. Show metheres,
Matthew Magus.:

Matthew let hisshirt fall to the floor and glanced at Kit, who shrugged. Lucifer's hand snaked downin
an abrupt gesture, counter-weighted by the flicker of the opposite wing. :Hast anything God gave not
Adam?.

Matthew coughed. "Not that | know of."

:Then I've seen it. But | have not seen the spellsinked in your human hide, and you must have taken
your trousers off for the sorcerer who wrote them there. Strip.:

Matthew squatted to unlace his boots. Stood, and unbuttoned hisjeans. Hooked his thumbs under the
waistband and shoved them down, boxers too, leaving clothes douched around his feet like Christmas

wrappings. "Happy?"



"Ecdatic,” Kit said, with the sort of leer that would have begged adug on the shoulder if Lucifer
hadn't been standing between them.

‘Turn,: the Devil commanded, and Matthew turned. Sowly, stepping out of hisjeansfirst so he
wouldn't trip. Forked tongue-tips wavered from the Devil's mouth amoment, and he turned to Kit. :Yes.
| recog-nize them. As do you, no doubt?.

Kitinclined hishead in the Devil's direction. "WEell talk of it some other time."

'Y ou wish them removed?.

Kit smiled. "I wish them duplicated."

Later, while Kit reclaimed his clothes and dressed, back turned to Matthew and Lucifer in ashow of
modesty, Matthew paced the edge or the room over the abyss and trailed fingertips along a tabletop. The
Devil's attention was patent; he looked up to meet those transparent azure eyes. "Do you supposeit's
jedousy?"

:Matthew Magus?.

"Michad. Y ou and Michad. Isthat what's between you?'

Lucifer'samusement curved his mouth gorgeoudy, hishair disar-rayed in ringlets againgt his cheek,
over hiscallar. "Oh, what a goodly out-side falsehood hath."

:Angdsdo not suffer envy, Matthew Magus.:

"I've heard storiesthat differ.”

But nothing Matthew could say would shake that smile.

‘Then they mugt betrue.:

Chapter Twenty-four
New Y ork City, King Size Rosewood Bed

Wol vesbane opened the throne room door, and lan stepped forward, conscious of his carriage: chin

up, hands a his sdes—the apple he'd been eating while he waited palmed in the left one—and
straight-spined. He entered the throne room not aong the promenade, but from the head, alongside the
dais. Lessfar to walk, and less sense of marching to his execution.

He should thank the Queen for that.

Measured paces brought him before her soon enough. His mother awaited him not on her chair of
estate, but on foot beforeit, clad in the sort of iron-world clothes he hadn't seen her in since she was
Seeker and not Queen. He'd never seen her with her hair shorn, but he expected he understood.

The Merlin stood beside her, hands on her hips, looking more tired than upset.

"My royd mother," lan said, bowing low.

"Stand up,” she said, and touched his chin to make it so. Her fingersflexed, asif they could hook him,
and then relaxed and fell away. ' Tell me that Cairbre wasn't on your errand, 1an, at the court of the
Unsedie Sdhe”

"l can tell you morethan that," he answered. "'If he went there since Lucifer's ball, he went there
agangt my orders."

She was watching him, staring into his eyes with her grayish ones. Not an attractive color, but a
changeable one, and Morgan had it too. So had Hope, who had died.

"l am not lying, mother.”

"No," shesaid. "l can seeyou're not. So he acted without your knowledge?



"] discovered his plotting at the ball. The outline of it, anyway. | did not find it necessary to bring it
beforeyou."

"It'syou he serves.”

lan shrugged. A revelation to no one. "And he went to Aine? And has not come back?"

The Queen made agesture that was rude in any language. "1 hope sheturned him into afrog.”

The Fae did not often resort to execution. They had no souls; their desths were find. More often, they
would transform and imprison rivals— changed into swans, harts, trees.

Carel put ahand on the Queen's deeve. The Queen leaned into it for amoment and then nodded,
yieding the floor. She actualy waked back-ward, one step and then two, and Carel moved into her
place. "So, say that's settled — "

"Isit?"

Card amiled. "Wecan say itis”

Andyet," lan said. He arched abrow at her, and cocked his head, and smiled.

Andyet," Card answered. Behind her, the Queen folded her hands and bowed her head, twisting a
toe on the stonesin amogt unqueenlike fashion. "Theres alittle matter of adud.”

'Oh," lan said. He shrugged. "That."

The Queen raised her head. "lan, your father —

father," he said, "will stand as my second. Unless, of course, you should die or abdicate before the
combat, whereupon | would no longer be subject to the challenge, asamonarch.”

The Queen paed. lan smiled a her and bit into hisapple, prying off acrisp red chip, thetart ivory
flesh waxy and pink-veined within. Don't take it so hard, mother,” he said. "Y ou and the Mebd both
taught mewel.”

A drop of juiceran down his chin. He reached to wipe it onto the back of his deeve and startled as
the floor jJumped under hisfeet and the drop jiggled loose and fell, spotting his doublet dark on dark. He
turned with Caredl asthe floor shook again, the glassed Gothic windows crack-ing in their frames. The
Merlin spread her hands at hip level, fingers outstretched like an dert spider'slegs, and the shaking
dtilled, though afaint tremor like the echo of afinger run round the rim of acrysta gob-let tickled up their
nerves.

lan unbuttoned his doublet, dipped out of his shirt. He tossed them to the floor and reached for the
waist of his breeches. If battle had found them, he would face it asawolf.

Hefrozelike that wolf at the figure reveded in the doorway, aflensed and stinking creature like the
corpse of ahorse dragged from the bottom of aloch with a drowned man sat upon its back. The
shattered armor of the door guards clattered about its feet, kicked cans, asit shambled into the throne
room with asilken bag dung over one peded shoulder.

"Unsedlie" lan said. Hismother's chin jerked. "Nuckelavee"

It lifted a green pine bough in its malformed claw and curtseyed low on awful limbs. "To the Usurper
Queen of the Daoine Sidhe, from Aine of the Unsedlie Court, Queen in Fagrie, defiance. | bring a
message for your Merlin.”

The Queen looked at Cardl. 1an did not take his eyes from the mes-senger. " Speak,” Cardl said.

With aflourish, the messenger upended its bag on the checkerboard floor. The contents bounced and
scattered: a human head and human hands.

Cardl stepped between the creature and the Queen. She wouldn't look. Not now. "Isthat your
message?'

"Her Mgjesty Ainewishesyou to know that your lady Autumn is her guest in the White Castle. And
there she will remain, aong with the Daoine bard."

Card's hand moved.

What she hurled was chthonic, draconian fury: not precisdly light-ning, and not precisdy fire. It
crackled like dectricity and it stank or ozone, and it Spattered, violet-white with power, against theair in
front of the Unsedlie, blocked by some powerful ward. The Nuckelavee bowed and withdrew, diding
back through the vast double doors, while Carel was still framing her second curse. lan recovered firg,
run-ning forward shirtless, his sword in his hand, shouting to rouse the cas-tle—asiif the thumps of the



thing's club dispensing with the armor hadn't been enough. The Queen called for Whiskey as Carel

waked forward. She crouched insde the door, wrath crackling around her hands.

It would wait. Thiswasn't the building she meant to bring down with it. Because she knew before she
touched the gridy trophies what she'd find: the gray head and work-rough hands of the hedge-wizard
who called himsdf Gypsy, who must have gotten in between the Nuckelavee and its prey.

Shetouched his saturated hair and recoiled from the loathsome mats, sticky-flaking with dried blood.
And then she forced hersdlf to stroke the hair back, to touch hisface, his cheeks, his half-closed eyes.
Sheknew hislifein hisblood, hisname, his path.

"A long life, and amerry one, and aquick death, and apainless one,” she said, and touched the back
of her bloody hand to her tongue, akind of promise. "Gypsy, you gdlant fuck.”

The blood was hitter in her mouth. She clenched her usdlessfingers againgt her palms.

When the dogs lifted their heads, Morgan set aside her knitting. She dropped it into the basket beside
her chair, taking pains with the nee-dles, and stood. By the time ablond head peeked over the sill of her
window, she had the kettle on.

Matthew," shesaid.

He folded hisarms. "Have you heard from Don?"' "The raven's not back. Have adrink. Well wait
together."

Could bealong wait." But he came around to the door and let him-sdlf in, pausing between the
pedled boles that framed the entrance. The dogs swung to their feet to greet him, and hetrailed his
cramped right hand over each wiry-browed head, rubbing coarse coat between histhumb and forefinger.
Their noseswere cold, their muzzles amost silken. He crouched and fondled their tulip ears. "'I'm not just
here about Don."

| didn't think you were. But drink, and well talk."

"1 might prefer to skip thetalking." He stood while she poured water. "Y ou know the Bunyip's name.”

"l know everyone's name." She paused, elbow and wrist bent, head haf turned, the iron kettle raised
aslightly asaspoon in her flannd-armored hand. "Well, nearly everyone. But hisfor certain. | wouldn't
recommend you try to bind him with it, though. Elaine might be strong enough for that. But it's not your
métier, Matthew Magus.”

"There are other uses to which aname can be put.”

She smiled through her hair and poured the water into a speckled blue and gray pottery tegpot with
grooved Sides. "Hm. But | can't just give these things away, you know."

"Bad for busness?'

"Bad for the magic.”

She rehung the kettle on itsarm and set the lid on the tegpot, trap-ping the steam within. Onethin
tendril curled from a spout shaped like a curious eephant's trunk. She swaddled the body of the pot in
cheer-ful yellow and red linen napkins before she looked up again.

"| thought it would take longer to wear you down." She poured acup and pressed it into his hands.
Hisfingers curved into grooves that matched those on the tegpot. "1t might be alittle week yet."

"Second cup isthe best," he said. "Like yesterday's soup."

"l didn't know you were ateadrinker.”

"Janeis." Hetoasted her and raised the cup, lemon verbenaand mint steam curling againgt his cheeks.
"You learn to cope.”

"Truer words," shereplied, and tasted her own cup. Of course she could have poisoned his despite
that, or drugged it. Pouring two potions from one pot is no handicap to awitch.

He drank anyway. "I might betired of everybody waiting to see which way I'm going to jump.”

"Y our sex life as spectator sport makes you uncomfortable?

"It'snot my power to use, isit? It'smy power to give. And then | have no control over what happens
She smiled. "How doesit fed to play awoman's part?'
"Isthat what thisis?'

"Higoricaly spesking.”



Hefrowned into his cup. "I'm sorry.”

"Don't worry," shesaid. "l have more deserving targets to blame for the patriarchy.”

He chuckled as she took the empty cup out of his hand, rough warm pottery brushing hisfingertips. "I
suppose | could swear to dieavirgin—"

"That," shesaid, "would be avery great loss." She put her hand againgt his cheek. Shewastaler than
he, her breath warm and lemony across hisface.

"What will you useit for?'

"Could you trust meif | told you?"

"Veywdl," hesad. "The name."

"Youll laugh."

He leaned close and drew her into hisarms, againgt his chest. "So let me laugh.”

She closed her eyes, lips moving againgt his. "After.” Her hand dipped up his shoulder, behind his ear,
through buzzed prickles and into the longer, nylon-dick cap of yellow hair that swung blunt-edged againgt
his cheek. "Y ou've got some gray in this, Matthew.”

He pushed asilver-streaked lock of red off her own face. "I'm not the only one.”

She grinned, and pulled his mouth againgt her mouth.

Climbing the ladder to the loft was such a profound statement of in-tent that it made his handstremble.
Shetook his glasses away and set them beside the bed on the window ledge. Her mattress was deep and
soft, rustling straw-tick under springy sheepskins, and over those aleather bed like the ethereal warmth
of pring. The ropes creaked; he flinched and Morgan laughed. "Y oull cometo no harm.” Do | seem
intimidated?"

Y ou wouldn't bethe first,” she said, and dipped under the coverstoo. Her long ivory body was
covered in speckles— darker where the sun regularly touched, paler on her legs and shoulders and the
white curve of her belly. Shelaid her right hand on his chest, fingers together and thumb spread wide, and
framed the scar over hisheart inthere-versed L. "Wasnt it better to come to me willingly?"

He arched an eyebrow at her. "Better than what?'

"Better than being clawed to scraps by the Maenads, for one.” She kissed him and he kissed her
back, gaining confidence.

"l hope you don't carve notches on your bed frame."

"Doyou seeany?'

He craned his neck. She laughed and struck his chest with the hedl of her hand, her hair diding over
their shoulders. "1t would take aroom of bed frames, Matthew. Fifteen hundred yearsI've been a
woman. That isno short while."

"Ah, thereéstheintimidation — "

"I'll teech you."

"That's supposed to soothe me?”

"Fair enough,” she said, when she stopped laughing. She flipped the covers over their heads. "Let me
fed your hands"

He touched her, bregth swelling his chest when his pam skimmed over her breagts, his misshapen
right hand steadying her hip. She out-lined theink on his skin with the pads of her fingertips and straddled
his hipsto kiss him again. Her thighs caressed him as she leaned for-ward, warmth trapped between
them, the down coverlet tented over her head filtering light from the window under the eave into bright
transparency.

Her bones made sharp relief under the skin, shoulder blades elegant as vaned wings, spinelikeastring
of baroque pearls. He touched them, stroked each one, warmed her pulse with his open mouth while her
nails skittered across his abdomen and thighs. He et her make him want her. It was easier that way.

When she wrapped her fingers around his shaft, running her thumb over taut, crepey skin, he closed
his eyes and hissed through gritted teeth.

"Don't do that," she said. "Open your eyes."

Hedid, focusing on her face, reaching one-handed to steady her as shelifted herself over him, drew a
sobbing breath, and pressed herself down, enfolding his sex in her own. He watched as shetook himin,



her eyes, her mouth, her handsfirst cradling him and then spread on hisbelly, fingersflexing ashe
tightened his abdomina muscles and arched hiships, rising to meet her, gasping as she caught hiswrists,
pushed them against the bed, and bore down until their bodies locked tight as mortise and tenon. She
smiled at him, and he drew a deep breath in and let it out dowly, relaxing under her weight.

She nodded, her hair dl around them under the bedclothes, her fin-gersrippling on hiswrigts. "Heis
the saltwater oldest brother; Garndukgu-Wurrpbu is his name. Can you say it?"

Hetried, and failed. She coaxed; on the third time, he got it, but she made him repest it twice more.
"And you don' think | can bind him?'

"l don't careif you can bind him. And another thing. All you damned men are the same, but | am not
Ygraine." Shereleased hiswrigts, rock-ing back on her heds. And then she dapped him across the face
hard enough to turn his head and leave the shadow of her fingers on his cheek. She shook her hand,
blowing on her fingers, and twisted her hips savagely. The quilt did from her shouldersto dump across
histhighs. "And | will thank you to come to my bed wearing your own face in the future, Master
Marlowe, unlessyou fear to be turned away.”

He covered the welted cheek with hispam. "Y ou knew."

"Y ou're not the player Will was." Scornful dismissal. She braced her-sdf againgt his shoulders as she
rocked in an oceanic rhythm. "That's not how Matthew folds hisarms.”

Her hair covered hisface. Her waist lengthened and relaxed under his pams. "And the name?"

She leaned back, locked her left hand in his reaching one, and did the other between histhighsto
sgueeze and seek in the moist warmth there. He groaned and turned away. " See? I've not forgotten all.
Would Matthew like that, Christopher?'

He pushed himsdf up, the left hand Hill in her own, now encircling her waist, pulling her arm across
her body as he pressed his face be-tween her breadts.

She shook her hand free of his, laced it in Matthew's blond hair, and pulled Kit to her, rubbing her
swedt into hisskin. "'l like his strength on you."

Kit flinched, but inasted: "And the name, why give methat? What doesit gain you?'

You find it easy to forget that Murchaud was my son too." Madam,” Kit said, kissing her collarbone,
"you do not make it easy to remember.”

The Western Ides do not exist on any map. They areawild and untrammeled country, England
when England wasyoung and the wolves roamed her dark forests, Ireland when Irdland was trod by
the feet of warlords and queens. They are ameasureless land, one that brushes againgt the iron world
where theiron world rugts thin: in the marshes where the witchlights burn, on the hills crowned with kingly
thorns. They are boundlessin that; they can be reached from Americaas easily as England, from
Mozambique the same as Viet-nam. And yet they are aland circumscribed on al sides, agreen jewd set
in abone-white ring of sand adrift on anameesstide, ahandful of jade hillswith their feet washed by the
seq, and bigger on the in-sde than around the edge.

Matthew walked the beach below the palace while he waited and wondered how far held have to
walk before he would find his own foot-stepsin the sand. It was a project for an afternoon, anyway. One
lap around Annwn.

He needed the exercise.

And it kept him out of sight of the castle; he couldn't afford to be seen. Maybe Bunyip would lurch up
out of the degps and eat him, and he would be quit of all theridiculous plans and demands, the claims
and counterclaims. There bad to be something better he could do with hislife.

A mileand ahdf later, he brokeinto atrot. The beach had more of aPecific than an Atlantic
character, the sand fine and hard-packed enough to run on, and he made the most of it. Blue jeans and
boots weren't ided clothesfor jogging in, but they weren't the worst, and he managed a pretty good two
or three miles counting bresths until his progress was dowed by a bouldery stretch. Thetidewasrising,
but the high-tide mark was well below the tops of the rocks, so he clambered up. It wastricky climbing
mostly left-handed, balancing with hisright, and the rocks were spray-dick when the sea hissed in and
out under hisfeet.



At least the scramble took enough concentration to distract him from the endlessreplay of hislast
conversation with Kit. You hate her, Matthew had said, as Kit was buttoning his collar over the faux
tattoos painted black on his chest. And Kit had smiled and stared at himsdlf in the mirror ashishair grew
paler and brighter and his shoulders broadened to fill Matthew's shirt, and said, Hate id a strong word,
Matthew. We need that name. And it'd nothing | haven't done before.

And hed let Kit have hisway, when what he should have said was More reason you shouldn't have
to do it again.

Mist was right about him.

He paused at the highest point of the sea-swept boulders, in the shadow of the red cliff behind, and
watched the tide surge through the stones underneath. Spray wet his cuffs and splashed his boots, tall
cur-tains of fountaining surf flashing like chains of pearls and diamondsin the sun. He could pick hisway
forward ten steps, or adozen, and stand right besideit, fed the tremble of the angry sea under his rubber
soles converted to aroar, be deafened by it, be ravished. If he dipped, the seawould kill himin an
instant, dash him on the rocks without a breath of thought, cave hisrib cage and crush his skull. And we
think we bound that, Matthew thought, and twisted the rowan ring on histhumb. Only inas-much as it
ever permitsitself to be bound.

He turned away from the seaand continued.

He had to look down, watch hisfeet, calculate his baance as he hopped. Waveets durped in the
crevices, washing strings of filamen-tous seaweed cemented among wet black snails and mussdls showing
anoxic violet lips. Chaky barnacles flicked feather dusters and one grim red sea star grappled a doomed
shellfish near where Matthew skipped down the last few rocks.

The searan softer here, rolling up adow shelving beach rather than hurling itswrath at the stones. He
gplashed through swirling water that drank his footing and clutched his anklesto gain the firm sand near a
withered high-water mark. The waves weren't all the way in, and the needle-fine outlines of sesbird
tracks gtill embroidered the margin re-caled from last night'stide. The tracks were beginning to crumble
at the edges, where the sun baked the water from the sand.

Matthew dropped to one knee: the same knee held skinned. Water Wicked through his pants on an
ingtant. With hisright forefinger, he traced the hoofprint that had caught his eye, just above wherethe
waves now washed. Two toes, like adeer's, trailed by the fine feathery brushes of her fetlocks. One
hoofprint, and another. There were more, where the water had not yet crossed, meandering in and out of
the seaasif she had galloped, playing tag with the waves.

He lurched to his feet and began to run again, flying aong the bor-der of the sea and shore.

The sun grew high, though, and his hair dipped loose from his pony-tail to adhereto hisface. He
hadn't brought water. Going for alittlewak, that wasall.

The unicorn's hoofprints veered away from the sea

He hadn't seen her yet, but she couldn't be too far. She was running aong the wave-tips, and the
wave-tipswereralling in; if sheld been much ahead, he never would have seen her writing inthe sand. As
she undoubtedly meant him to.

There would have been no tracking her over salt grass, but there was a path, the sand freshly scuffed,
and Matthew followed it between bor-dering tangles of dog roses though it gave way to pebbles and
then clay. The grass became plain grass, a meadow, and the roses no longer hunched with salt and
congtant wind. A long slver thread winked from one thorny briar, thrumming like a spider-strand.

Matthew jogged past. Kit must be looking for me by now, he thought. He dropped from arun,
pulling off his spectacles, and mopped swesat onto adeeve beforeit could sting hiseyes. Hisskin felt
papery hot. He'd got-ten burned. Maybe not too badly, though; it didn't hurt yet. Still, beaches and
blonds. Hisown fault if he blistered like acreme brilée.

He'd turn back at the top of the next hill. Which, of course, was when he spotted her. She posed like
acoquette in the vale beyond, hind hooves on the bank, forehoovesin a chuckling brook that glistened
like athread of mercury. White as an egret, her horn sword-blade blue. And waiting.

The briars grew close across the path at the hilltop. He saw more strands of mane or tail scratched
from her hide, some straight and silken, some knotted into bobbin lace, snarls snagged and tugged free.



Hed have to push at the rose canesto climb down, and they were scaled with thorns.

He reached out with hisright hand, because it mattered lessif he hurt it, and brushed the briars aside.

Rose tree and thorn hill, and you would have thought he might have learned by now. The plant
pricked histhumb and he jerked his hand back. Too late. For he was somewhere else.

Not ahilltop in the sun, but sweet chilling his neck in the shade of weedy locusts and live oaks, while
brambles sticky with overripe fruit and buzzing with greedy hornets dragged at histhighs. It was coal, the
gray sky high and misty, and thewoodlandsreclaimingit dl.

But it had been agraveyard once. Amid the verdancy, viridian and chartreuse, emerad and olive, the
vines and poison ivy and Spanish moss dripping thick from laden boughs, five or seven tombstones
strug-gled under the briars. Berry stains marked weathered sandstone, and bird stainstoo. Americaand
the South, not Faerie anymore, by the smell in the air. And summer, not November. No, he did not want
to be here. The hiss of the seain the distance and the tang of salt were echoed in the dipstream hissand
ozone tang of anearby highway. Not too far, just behind the screening vines.

There was asnowy flash in the shadows beyond the graves, but he stepped forward before he saw
that it was the white of swan wing feath-ers and not of a sea-combed mane.

Brambles snagged him, and he was somewhere else again.

Frosted leaves crunched underfoot, and he knew thisair better than any air he could have breathed.
New Y ork City, with her white and yd-low lights staining the graying sky beyond the meadow. Centrd
Park, aclearing in the Ramble, and no thorns touched him thistime.

No safe placefor alady done at dawn.

But there she was, gray hair snarled and knotted in front of one eye, her hands clutched tight and
swathed in the folds of ared velvet cloak heavy and soft as snow. It was torn from one shoul der,
snagged on the winter-ragged brambles caging her, and icy light limned the flute of one fine collarbone.
Her bare toes curled for balance in the mossy ground.

Three beads of blood swelled in the hollow of her ankle. Another scratch decorated her cheek. She
couldn't move from where she stood; the thorns would see to that.

He knew her face, the unplucked eyebrows, the bresthless expres-sion, the wild fathomless eyes.

And shewas barefoot in the frost.

"l saw you in Hell," hesaid. "With an angd."

"FHonnghuda," shesaid. "Nuda. Daughter of Llyr."

"Fionnghuaa," he said. "Y ou're dead, in the legends. Baptized a Chrigtian and falen to dust.”

"So was Arthur, Matthew Magus." She smiled.

"Everybody knows my name." Understanding pierced histhroat like aswallowed needle. "Whereis
your cloak today?"

She raised her arms among the thorns and opened her velvet wrap. She was naked underneath, and
the insde was white as shattered quartz when she spread it wide, the feathers ruffled where they had
brushed her skin. " Shape-shifter,” she said, shaking her hair out of her eyes. "The cloak hastwo sides.”

"Y ou must be cold.” His eye sketched her breagts, her belly, her thighs and the shadows between
them. Her nippleswere silver in the haf-light, the curls at her groin and underarms pewter, her skin like
more frost againgt the frost that melted under her feet. Steam drifted from her nose.

"l have my feathers." But she didn't fold them around her. Shelet her amsdrop to her side, cloak
draping her shoulders. "I gave you some-thing. Seven years ago, and seven days."

"Y ou want it back?'

"Y ou needed it then. And how someone needsit more.”

A digant sSren gyred over the city, thrilling the length of Matthew's back and neck. " Then come and
takeit. Or are there just too many

thorns?'

She walked through them. They inked bright lines on her body—her arms, her thighs, her bressts. She
never flinched, and her eyes never fdl from hisface, but he could see how they tightened about her,
tugging, catching, piercing—

"Nuda, STOP."



"Your city." Her shrug welled crimson down her breast. "Though her love is unrequited, she knows
you pursued me, and so binds me. Wilt free aswan, Matthew Magus?'

"Doesit bite?"

"Widl, yes™

He came forward and peedled the grasping thorns from her flesh, careful as could be. She boreitin
slence, but shivered like a horse snagged on barbed wire when he plucked them out and smoothed the
shining drops of blood. "I'm sorry. | haven't got aspdll for this."

"Haven't you?"

He unwound the last briar from her body and lifted it away. While his arms were raised, she stepped
forward and wrapped him in hers, throwing her cloak over his head.

She might be dight, but she was strong. Her fingers threaded his swest-clotted hair, yanked the dastic
loose roughly enough to make him gasp, and pulled his mouth to hers before he managed to closeit
agan.

She was not young. All her youth was spent as a swan, LIyr's daugh-ter, and al her beauty wasted
with a curse. But she was warm and she was lithe, and she was naked in hisarms. She kissed hislips, his
jaw, histhroat, and left the red marks of her teeth upon hisskin, and pulled his hair till tears seared the
corners of hiseyes, until he clutched her shoul-ders and shoved her back.

Shedidn't go. He got some air, but she hung on, his hair spiked through her knotted fingers, their
bresths hissing into the warm narrow space between their mouths. She leaned into him, her thigh wedging
his, her belly molded to hisgroin. "Take off your clothes."

"In Centrd Park?'

She grinned, more wolf than woman. "Could be Times Square.”

Her forehead pressed his, smudging his spectacles, her nose on his nose. He swalowed, hard, his
throat so dry it hurt. And reached be-tween them, bresth catching when the backs of his hands brushed
her nipples, and unbuttoned his collar.

She caught a his mouth again, nipping, nuraing his lower lip dmaost painfully hard—until he bit back.
She moaned and melted against him; encouraged, he sucked her lip between histeeth and nibbled. Her
hands yanked harder at his hair. He shrugged his shirt down and dropped it. She kicked it aside.

She knocked his glasses askew. He swore and fumbled after them, so she pulled them al the way off
and tossed them—lightly—away. There was no witcheraft at al in unraveling a couple of laces. She
crooked afinger and it was done. "Boots."

A flat order he obeyed, kicking them loose and barely catching his bal-ance before she dropped to
her knees within the cloak's drape, ignoring the tug of hisfist in her tangled hair. She pawed a his belt,
stabbing her thumb on the tongue, and wrenched his jeans open. "What were you wading in?'

"l wasfollowing you."

"Hah!" She grabbed and yanked, jeans and paidey cotton boxers trapping histhighs, the belt buckle
bouncing off her biceps and dam-ming her rib cage. "Ow."

"Ow yoursdlf." But he started to work hisfingersloose from her hair.

"Hang on to that," she said, featherstickling her back, broken thorn canes bloodying her knees. ™Y ou
might want it —"

"Fucking Christ—"

Sheflinched. "Interesting choice of oath."

"Please," he sad, fervently, and she laughed at him and kissed again.

Until heinterrupted her. "Nuda. That's, ah—but I'm not entirely sure that's symbolically adequate.
And—"

"Men," she snapped, and hauled his pantsthe rest of the way down. He sprawled half atop her when
she pulled hiswrig, then caught her hand in hisand pressed it down.

Helaughed. "What?' she asked.

"We're probably the only heterosexua couplein thisthicket.”

Shelifted her hips againgt him, heat and plenty that made him shiver. Her hand snaked down and
sgueezed, and he groaned againgt her throat. "Why did you wait for me? Once Jane let you go, didn't



you have alot of living to make up for?'

"| thought the unicorn —I thought you might come back. | didn'twant to . . ." He shrugged. Lose my
chance.

"Dont flatter."

He dtilled like astag at atwig crack, and turned his head as dowly asthat hart to meet her gaze.
"Dont cdl mealiar,” hesad. "Just because you're aunicorn.

"l never said | wasn't." Mild and reasonable. "Weren't you in ahurry?

"l thought — " He paused and kissed her throat, his bad hand skim-ming her thigh as he blushed to
theroots of hishair.

"Just thisonce, it'sdl right." She shifted, hooked her legs over hiships and pulled herself up with both
hands on his shoulders. The cloak had falen open and he shivered, but she was warm againgt his chest, in
the shelter of hisarms. "Ready?"

"Not onyour life

"Might aswell get it over with, then," she said, and sank her nailsinto hisass.

His skin rippled with gooseflesh. Thorns gouged hiswrist and fore-arm. A sharp-edged stone had
lodged under his kneecap, wedging deeper with every shift of hisweight. But for amoment, al he could
fed wasthe thunder of wingsin his head and his breest, the holy resilience of her rising to meet his, the
long, dulcet glide of hisbody into hers.

Shecloveto him, tight, hard, fingersin his hair and nailsin his shoul-der, legsawicked vise, breasts
soft and fluid againgt his chest, and stilled him with her body so helay againgt her shoulder and panted.
Theiron-laced ink in his skin prickled her with needles and with pins. His glasseswere over there
somewhere, but he was close enough to see her without them, the edge of her jaw, thefinelinesin the
crease of her eye, the softness under her chin.

"Breathe," she murmured againgt his ear, and somehow he managed. She pushed and pulled him
back, handsin hishair and againgt his chest, until helay over her stiff-armed and propped on his
knuckles. Sheran her fingers down his chest, over the coolness and heet of histattoos, and paused with
her fingertips resting over thefine scar sheld marked him with.

Think about the sensations,” she said. " Concentrate on your body. It works better in the long run, and
we might aswell set agood precedent.”

Amused, hekissed her hair. Y ou know, virgin means with anybody else. I've got a little practice.”

Yak, yak, yak. Trust me. Hold still. Thismight hurt alittle," she said, and tightened her legs around his
waist as she pushed her fingersinto his scar.

It hurt. Like ablunt knife worked under the skin, and neither histeeth sunk in hislip nor the warmth of
her around him helped at dl. He locked his elbows and let his head drop until hisforehead rested on hers
again, and tried to watch.

And firgt, shetore him open. Right at the scar, fingers burrowing like snakes, pulling him gpart at the
center seam. His flesh stretched. He expected showers of blood over her fingers, red meat and white
snew behind.

But there was no blood, only the extraordinary pain, the sensation of being on iron hooks, shredded
and pulled open. Not just hisskin: hisribs, his heart, hislungs. He fancied he heard bones cracking as she
spread her hands, her face tight with effort, braced by his own weight and her legs pinning his hips. She
glanced up, caught hiswhite-faced agony, and flinched. "Fed it," she said. "Trust me. Nothing € se helps.”

He licked hislips, closed hiseyes, and felt.

Hefdt her ped him, felt every nerve and fiber between skin and flesh yanked loose, from neck and
back and thighs and hafway down hisarms. Fdlt her lips on hislips, warm and soft as she reached up,
her breasts rippling where they brushed his chest. Felt her clench around him, the deep pulse of
contradictory sensations that burned his sinuses and sent salt water dripping down hisnosein adow
con-tinuous stream, the didtillate of pain, o pureit didn't even have aname,

She relaxed, her hands dipping down hisribs, stroking his shoulders, brushing his nipplesand his
throat. "Open your eyes," she whispered, kissing hisface, licking up histears, pushing asde hisfilthy hair.
"It'sover, Matthew. Y ou were brave. It's over now."



He opened hiseyes. And gresatly daring, glanced down.

Tofind himsdf bare.

The ghosts of hisink lingered on his skin, pale brindled on the gold of alate-autumn tan, but the ink
itself was gone. Or not gone: wadded in her hand like a camouflage net. She squirmed under him and
made him gasp, hauled at the edge of her crumpled cloak, and picked open a basted seam and shoved
themingde. "l think you'l fed much better now."

"Wha wasit?"

"What was what? The tattoos?'

"That you gaveme," he said, "and took back."

"Absolution,” she said, and folded away the pocket of her cloak. She touched the center of his chest,
where the scar had been. ™Y our sns are your own, Matthew Magus. From this moment on." And then
she put her hands on his shoulders and pulled him againgt her until they lay, warm skin on warm skin. “I'm
not aChrigian.”

"Funny thing, that. Make it agood sin anyway. For my sake." Hishead still sang from raw white pain
gtatic and her warm, de-manding scent. "Lady,” hesaid, "I can only try."

Chapter Twenty-five
Why Did | Leave South Boston?

M ax's ecstaseswhen Lily staggered through her front door were unparalleled. He twined her ankles,

scolding, scorning Christian with histail. Lily crouched to scoop him up and wobbled, her right hand
tented on the floor, her head dropping between her knees. She grounded the other hand, her caduceus
clicking wood. Chillsrattled up her spine, clattering her teeth. She gritted them and tried to bresthe
evenly through her nodtrils, to not fed the aching joints, the nauseadithering through her gut. "1 need . . .
hospitd. Shit, it's Sunday — "

They'd think shewasan OD if she staggered into the ER jittering and hyperventilating, Medic Alert
bracelet or no, if she couldn't reach her endocrinologist and have him call. She fumbled in her handbag.
Her phone, the Solu-Cortef. "Chrigtian?"

He stood beside the unclosed door, one shoulder on the upright, watching her. "1 forgive you,” he
sad. "Takemy hand.”

"l don't need your hand, | need my goddamn shot.” She couldn't find it in the bag. Max reared up like
ameerkat and pushed hisface againgt her cheek, whiskers prickling, fur like black satin. He smelled like
ran-cid tunafish; Autumn had been by to feed him. "PrRau?’

"Dammit, Max — " She couldn't blink the headache back. It filmed her vision, doshing back and forth
like hot liquid when she shook her head. Shelost her balance, dammed her elbow, and fell, spilling the
bag on thefloor. "Ow. Damn, damn."

Christian was crouched besde her without her ever having seen him

move. He brushed her hair off her cheek as Max shoved hisearsinto her pam. "'l can hed you,”
Chrigtian said. "I know you're jealous of Jewels. | know. But she's not what you are. No one could be
more pe-cia to me. You know that, Lily."

"Not jedlous." Her teeth chattered. She pulled her pdm off Max's warmth, batted Christian's hand
away, and groped among the spilled contents of her handbag for the shot. A plagtic cylinder, light, neutral
in temperature. She brushed cool tubes of lipstick, afluff of tissues, glass beadson ahair elastic. No
cased syringe. Her arm trembled with the ex-ertion of holding her weight off thefloor. "Help me™



"I'm trying to. Y ou'reawitch, Lily. You don't need that.”

"Get out." She gtrained, heaved hersdf onto her somach. Both hands. She could push hersdlf up with
both hands. If she could just see.

The syringe wasn't there. She wasn't missing it, wasn't reaching past it. It was gone, and so was her
phone, and o, in fact, was the slver snuffbox that held her pills. She didn't even have those. "Chrigtian,”
she said, forced to stop as her scomach spasmed and she retched, astringy-thread of yellow fluid gliding
off her palate and splashing the floor. Her words panted on racing breaths. "If | don't get my shat, | will
die"

"Youll liveforever," he contradicted, stroking her cheek with the back of hishand. "Y ou'll help me
sop Lucifer. And you'll ruleby my sde.”

God in Heaven. "Il die"

"Die unshriven." His hands were so gentle, so kind. They soothed her neck and shoulders, pulled her
away from the pooled vomit. He en-folded her in warmth. "Die and be damned. Or live and be a queen.
Y our choice, Mary Theresa Wakeman."

No choiceat all. " | liked theway you kissed me," she said, or mumbled, pressed againgt his
shoulder. "'l wish—"

I know," he said. He smoothed her hair over the doublet's velvet shoulders. Max climbed up
Chrigtian's knee and head-butted Lily, rum-bling worry and affection. "It'sagood wish, love. It can sill
cometrue.”

In the musty hallway of Peese's apartment, Don pauised at the top of the stair and turned to regard the
raven. "I'm not so surethisisagreet idea.”

It blinked one black eye shiny as asequin and cocked its head. The irony transmitted without words,
and Don gasped and shoved hisvest down. It was pinching hisarmpits. "I know, | know," he said. "'l
should wear the damned thing looser, but then my backup gun dips down and pinches my fat."

Another voice interrupted. "Now I've seen everything. Y ou're talking to pigeons. And another thing. If
you logt afew pounds you'd fix those problems and you wouldn't huff like afiretruck climbing my stairs.”
"It'sacrow," Don sad, ignoring the hairy eyebal the raven shot him. "And I'min better shape than

you are, Ernie. Y ou could have told me you were working for an angdl."

"Y ou could have told me you were working for a sorcerer.”

"l waan't until thisweek."

They stared a each other, Don shifting restlessy from one foot to the other, Ernieleaning on therail at
thefar end of the stairwell. "Look, Don. | don't gottalikeit.”

"Don' gottalike what?'

"Michadl." He blinked and pulled hisarms off therail. " Shit, you didn't know. | figured that you were
here because. . . Chrigt, I'm such abonehead.”

"No, | just came by because alittle bird told me." Don jerked his head at the raven, which clutched
the banister and beat uneven wings. "And you just told me something else.”

"l didnt tel you nothing.”

"No. Just enough. Isit too early for abeer, Ernie?"

He scratched his elbow and shuffled away from the rail. He was wearing creased trousers that looked
like yesterday's, and fuzzy mon-ster dippers. "Not if you ain't been to bed."

Kit wokein hisown skin, to find Morgan leaning over him, the morn-ing flashing hammered highlights
from her hair. "I'll tel you for free who's got the power to do what you need.”

He touched her cheek. "Who?"

"Lily Wakeman. And I'll tell you how to find her.”

"I

"If you bring her back to me when you've convinced her, and taught

her the binding. It's been long since | taught someone. And shelll be a witch, that one. She'sthree
times Matthew. Twice Elaine.

He swalowed. Hed shaved for the disguise, and her breath felt soft on naked skin. "Tell me how to



find her."
Kit. Disgppointment, or mere mockery? "She's wearing your clothes.”

Lily didn't like dying. It hurt, and Max wouldn't stop pestering. She couldn't stop heaving and she was
cold, so damned cold, and Christian's warmth didn't penetrate her skin, did nothing to ease the shakes.
Shewould have begged, if she thought it would have done any good. She had no pride.

Something was shaking. The old house. Someone climbing the stairs—running up the stairs—but
Chrigtian lifted her off the floor and swept Max away carefully with the Side of his shoe. "Pss, kitty," he
sad, pulling Lily againgt hischest.

She squirmed. She didn't want to go with him. She wanted to call her doctor. She pushed at his chest,
her bracelet pinching her wrigt, the medallion banging the sde of her nose. "No!"

He turned, cradling her, as the door banged open and rebounded off the wall with an unresonant
crack. Max bolted under the fainting couch. The doorway framed Marlowe, atoo-big shirt stuffed hastily
into black trousers, his bare feet balanced in a swordsman's pose and an extended rapier bisecting his
face.

He smiled, and blew alock of hair out of hiseyes. "Unhand the lady, Christian.”

Chrigtian shifted Lily'sweight in hisarms, her fluttering breaths loud in the dusty room. Sun seeped in
fingerling raysthrough the curtains, hdoing Christian and flashing in Kit's eyes. Kit squinted and dipped a
half step asde. The sun could aso dazzle off hisblade. It might be an advantage.

"Back licking the Morningstar's boots, | see. She's mine or she'sdead.”

"Well see” Kit advanced, shuffle and scomp, hisweight behind the line of hisrapier. "Thisisnta
pistal. A hostage won't save you." Christian snorted. "A rapier won't hurt me.”

"l dueled Lucifer once. And | won."

"Those 'swords don't count, warlock—"

"Hah!" Kit, shouting, lunged. A little banter, alittle distraction. He couldn't hurt Chrigtian. But perhaps
he could get himto let go of his prize. HEd ded with whatever the Devil had done to her after.

But Christian stepped back and aside as smooth as a dancer, dodging Kit'sfeint. Lily whined against
his neck as he hitched her up. Hed ding her over his shoulder if need be. "Much as| hate to cut this short
..." hesaid, and alowed himsdlf to fade.

He was taking her somewhere. And Lily did not "want to go. She didn't like dying, and she liked this
even less, being swung around like an overstuffed duffel bag. She pushed, but her hand was shaking, her
elbow and shoulder ached. Her fingers dipped on Christian's denim jacket, and the bracelet banged.

She couldn't focus through the pain in her head, theringing in her ears. Her vision blurred, her skin
chill and wet.

The enamd caduceus on her wrist burned like a cherry-red brand against the anodized disk.
Caduceus. Kerykeion. Tiresas. Tiredas staff, bound by copulating snakes. Symbol of Hermes.
Mercury, Hermes, Trismegistus, Thotb.

Good Goth girls knew these things. Good comparative religion grad students knew them too.

Mary Lily Theresa. Think.

Tiresas, who was transformed into awoman when he separated two copulating snakes with his Saff.
Who was blinded by Hera, or perhaps Athena, and gifted with prophecy by Zeus— or, perhaps,
Athena. Her-mes, the god of hedling. The god of messages. The god of between-things, transmutation.
Magic.

A handmade bracelet. A life-saving inagnia.

A gift froman angd.

Lily pressed her lips againsgt the anodized design, blurring it with her lipstick, and whispered, "Michad,
please”

The room faded and Kit dove toward her, dropping hisrapier to clutch Lily's collar and hair.
Darkness flashed. Stuttered. Failed. And dissolved into choirs of gloriouslight for endless moments,
before that too faded, having dazzled.



When thelight dimmed, Kit found himself knedling in asere, wintry meadow &t the edge of an
iron-black tarn. Lily's fever-papery skin clung, fragile, againgt hisfingers when herolled her over and
pulled her into hisarms. Her lips swelled, branded deep with the coiled outline of two snakes. It seemed
liketheleast of her problems.

He glanced over his shoulder, left and right. No sign of Michadl. No sign of Chrigtian, moreto the
point. Kit tossed his hair off hisforehead. His hands were busy with the girl as he spoke to the absent
devil. "It was afireplace poker. Coxcomb."

There must be something Morgan can do. Kit lifted Lily asgently ashe could, hiskneesaching
under theweight. He strained up, staggered, caught himself and cuddied her to his chest. She wasn't light
for her size, and whatever strength sheld used to cry Michagl's name had been her last. Shewaslimp asa
corpsein Kit'sembrace, her eyes dully wet behind ditted lids, and the only assurance he had that she
lived was the racing pattern of her breath and the heat soaking from her skin.

Thelake would serve for amirror. The bank was turfed and didn't look too bad. He stumbled toward
it, balanced as best he could, diding on the wet grass. Mumbling alittle prayer of thanks, because it never
hurt. And it kept him from chanting Surely Morgan can help over and over like adamned rosary.

The shape that rose from the water was as black asthe water, and sparkled in the sun. ltsvast eyes
whirled with opal colorsin the crushed velvet of itsface, and the great scale-sequined claws ducked in
the wet earth of the shore, releasing the cold, rotten reek of waterlogged mud.

Kit paused.

Morgan said he wasn't strong enough. Morgan was probably right. The world wasfull of better Magi,
stronger warlocks, cleverer sorcer-ers. Hewas adabbler. A dilettante. Northampton had said as much,
whilst Sir Walter laughed.

There was nothing € se he could do. "Garndukgu-Wurrpbu," he said, in his clearest, most carrying
voice. "Let uspass.”

Bunyip grinned through amouthful of swords and daggers. "Asyou wish,” the monster said, and with
anegligent wave transformed them both into black swans.

Chapter Twenty-sXx

Snowing in Brooklyn

M atthew wasn't young enough—or fool enough—to cal thislove. But that didn't ease the wistfulness

that ran sweet fin-gers up his neck as he watched Fionnghuada, wrapped in aknotted towel, St onthe
edge of hisbed and comb her wet hair. His skin still tingled with remembered pain, and hisown turnin
the shower had presented him with an aien body, nude and vulnerable, marked with strange, golden lines
across historso and arms, white and bare elsawhere.

"Thedud'stonight,” he said, tofill the silence. "I need to find Kit. Since | abandoned him to chase a
unicorn.”

"WEell go together." Shelaid his comb on the bedcovers. "Get dressed. Y ou'll want your coat. It's
supposed to snow.

"In Faerie?'



"In New York."

Helaid out the red coat—because it would annoy Felix—and awhite button shirt, and then stared at
them for thirty seconds before return-ing to the closet, knowing what he wasooking for but not quite
whereto find it. The steamer trunk under a pile of old shoes seemed likely, though, and he pulled it into
the light to go throughiit.

Thejeans he wanted were on top of the pile. Vintage, soft denim worn thin, embroidered with
dragons on the side seams, boot cut rather than the bell-bottoms the garish decorations would suggest.
They'd been agift from Jane sometime in the mid-1990s. That would mean something too: the dragons,
and the gift, and the acknowledgement of Jane.

He lifted them out, and found something €se underneath. Another pair of jeans, torn, bloodstained,
mud-stained.

He'd forgotten to empty the pockets. He shoved his hand into the | eft-hand one and found something
that rattled like ahandful of change. Once upon atime, he thought, when coinswere slver, they redly
would have jingled, and not clanked. He contemplated the cliché for amoment, and pulled a handful of
base meta out of the pocket.

It wasn't coins. It was twenty-one cold iron rings, seven timesthree: ten for fingers, eleven for ears.

Another chain disguised asarmor. "How many ways did she have me bound?" he asked, without
looking over his shoulder.

Warm, horny-callused hands touched his neck, and small knees pressed against his back as Nuaa
bent over him, her hair dropping for-ward. "Y ou'll befinding out for years. Every so often you'll turn a
cor-ner, and thereit'll be. Another chain you didn't know about.” She clamped her fist in hishair and
pulled his head back, staring upside down into hiseyes. " "'Twas| who killed your brother."

He reached up and pressed the back of his bad hand to her cheek. "Y ou did what | should have
done. What he wanted. What was merci-ful. And you didn't do it for Jane, did you?"

"Jane thinks she controls many things she may not." Fonnghuala kissed Matthew's mouth and stepped
away. "What will you do with therings.?"

Keep them." He stood with the dragon-embroidered jeansin his hand. "They may comein handy,
someday. | wish | could fight her mysdf—*

Another thing you could blame mefor.”

| could." He threw the rings on the bed, and started struggling into the jeans. The zipper wasapanin
the ass. The flap was on the left, and his right hand wasn't strong enough to keep a grip on the tab. He
managed, though, and stuffed the ringsinto his pocket and reached for the shirt be-fore he finished
speaking. "But | won't. There's other things | can do.”

"Matthew — "

"Lady," hesad, tucking in the shirttails, "let alone.”

She bit her lip, and picked up the comb. "Let mefix your hair. A favor from alady.”

So he sat on the edge of the bed, and it was done.

He looked strangdly gdllant ‘when he shrugged the coat on and stomped into steel-toed boots, and hid
hisright hand in aleather glove. Strangedly gallant, and strangely whimsical, apony-tailed patchwork
sorcerer with his sted-rimmed glasses glinting clemency from the bridge of hisnose. "Would you liketo
borrow ashirt?"

"Thanks" shesaid. "'l have my cloak.” Sheflipped it around her shoulders, drawing the velvet againgt
her skin. "I've clothesin Fegrie.”

He didn't smile, but held out his hand.

Through the mirror in the bathroom, now that Kit had showed him thetrick of it, they stepped into
Feerie.

"Something'swrong,” Fionnghuaa said, before their feet were even firmly on the stones. Matthew
nodded. He could smell it on the air, ten-sion and blood, a crackling fury that shivered the palace
foundations.

"Go get your dress. I'll meet you wherever Elaineis.”

"Canyou find your way?"



He touched her nose with afingertip. "I can find apage.”

Foxglove found him firgt, actudly, as he raced down aspira stair. The ground floor seemed alogica
place to commence his search, but he was grateful to the voice that piped, "Matthew Magus, thisway!"
and the spindly figurein livery that presented itself.

"Fonnghuadaiswith me" hetold the page as they hurried to the throne room at apace only afew
scraps of decorum shy of arun, Matthew's boots thudding and his coattails sailing behind him, chainsand
charmsjingling with every stride— until he drew up in front of the throne room doors. "Oh, my."

The marble floor was shattered before each door, scraps of dented silver that had once been armor
scattered this way and that. The doors themselves were scarred, delicate spira and triskelion carvings
chipped and broken, asif something had dammed into each one. They stood open, and the throne room
was even hafway crowded, beyond.

Elves and fairies, gnomes and sprites, Tuatha de Danaan tall and fair and creatures without atrace of
human shape—or even bilateral symmetry— thronged beyond, clumping and chattering and making
small, desultory gestures of grief and disbelief that he knew al too well.

The throne on its dais stood empty at the other end of that mob, and he would wager the people he
needed to seewere by it.

"Thank you," he said to Foxglove, but the page was gone.

Morgan's shoulders, her hair, her height and her unmistakabl e car-riage caught his eye as she moved
through the crowd, speaking to one, touching another, gentling and moving on. Some shook their heads
— some horned, some leafed in green, some hung with black and rose and silver pearls—at her words.
Some nodded hesitantly. Some murmured aquip with twisted mouths. But al stood alittle straighter
when she had passed.

Matthew squared his shoulders, braced himsdlf, and hurried to catch up to her. She spoke before he
said her name. "I hope for your sake that was Master Marlowe's plan.”

"1 hope for my sake that you haven't killed him and buried the body at a crossroads.”

"l gave him the name." Shelifted ahand adorned with aslver ring and pressed the fingertip into the
notch of his collarbone, stroking the bare skin there. "And | see I've missed my chance to collect on your
gratitude for my munificence"

"Doesit show?"

"It might be written on your face with apen.” Shetossed her hair be-hind her shoulder. Not a
coquette's gesture, but a queen's. "Have you left your fear on the bedsheets with it?"

"It was easier before | met Geoff." A nauseous admission. "'If | had walked away from Kely and Jane
twenty yearsago — "

"Matthew."

Her voice stopped him. He pulled his gaze from the toes of his boots and looked at her.

"Which one of you is dead?"

"Meor Kdly?'

"Y ou or Geoff."

He stepped back and shuddered. "Thank you for throwing that in my face, Morgan.”

My point ismerdy that you might not be so quick to grasp after hischoices. If you thought things end
toend.”

"Touché" hesad, with atip of hisimaginary hat.

Thewitch clucked her tongue. "Were we fencing?’

He stared at her for seconds before he shook it off, and waved around the room. "What happened
here?'

"Maithew," Fionnghuaainterrupted, appearing at his shoulder in asweep of red velvet and airy
feathers over aplain green gown, "Wolvesbane says Kit's not in the palace, and hasn't been since he left
itwith you."

That would be true and accurate; the pages always knew.

Morgan coughed. "He went to fetch Lily from the Devil "

Matthew turned on instinct, brows arching behind his glasses, and met Nualas frown as she looked



too, and said, "I'll go."

“I'0-"

"You'll stay here. Becauseif Kit'sintrouble, you can't fight it. And when wasthe last time you dept?!

He opened his mouth and closed it. The murmurs of the jostling crowd around them gave them akind
of privacy, combined with the space the Fae accorded to both Morgan and to theiron on Matthew's
coat. He glanced to Morgan, reflexively, for support, and found her grinning at Fionnghuala. Morgan
shook her head and held out an even older spare pair of glasses: the ones held loaned to Kit. "By the
way. | understand these are yours."

They warmed his hand. He dipped them into his breast pocket. He turned, casting over the crowd.
""Has anyone seen Jewel s? She might know how to find Lily."

"She'sover there”

"Maithew?"

He concentrated on the back of Jewels head, feeling the power run-ning clean and unfettered through
himinwaysit hadnt. . . ever, here-dized. Asif Fionnghuaahad broken down adam with ringing
hammer-blows when she pedled the iron cage off of his skin. The shiver left him light-headed,
dry-mouthed.

He put his hand on Fionnghuala's shoulder as soon as he got the shaking stopped. "Go," he said. "Get
Kit. Bring him to Rossvilleif you find him. Morgan, wheré's Card?"

"That would be the other problem.” She told them quickly about Nuckelavee and the message from
Aine, andthat the Queen and Whiskey and the Merlin had gone to dedl with it. "And there's no sign of
Kadiska, either.”

"Thetiming on thiswas not an accident.”

"No. | don't believeit was. Y ou know lan's supposed to fight Michad tonight, aswell?*

"Fuck, nobody tells me anything—"

"Going," Fionnghuaa said, and melted into the crowd—just as Jew-€l's responded to the pressure of
Matthew's sare, looked up, caught sight of them, and winced. She didn't pull back, though, when
Matthew crooked hisfinger at her. She shook hersdlf together, tucked her hair behind her earswith a
nervous flinch, and closed the distance with crab-quick steps that took her around the knots of
conversation between.

"Matthew, | —"

"Y ou need to choose," heinterrupted. "Pick aside. Right now."

"What do you mean?'

"Y ou took servicewith lan. Did you mean it?"

Her tongue eased dry lips. She nodded.

"Then | won't tell him about you making dedlswith Christian. Unless you give me another reason to.”

Her eyebrows drew together, and she folded her arms over her chest. "What have | got that's worth
blackmailing me?'

He hadn't even thought of it. And from Morgan's reaction, it was plain on hisface. The truth was
probably the most dismissive thing he could have said to Jewels, and he considered it for thirty seconds
before he said it anyway, because it was true. "'l did dumber thingswhen | wasyour age, kid. And I've
lived with them. So | guess you ought to get the chance to live with your dumb asstoo.”

Sherocked with it, took it like ablow, but she didn't snap back at him the way he would have at that
age, and she didn't look down. Matthew gave her abreak, and turned his own attention to Morgan. "If
some-thing's happened to Kit, then Jane's my problem tonight.”

She grabbed hiswrist. "You can't fight, youidiot."

"l know." He shook her hand off, gently, and pedled down hisglove. It'sapisser, isn't it? Can you ask
Donfor me, if helll sland my second? He went back to New York."

"Wait." Jewels, her face very hard in thelight through the crazed windowpanes. "I can help.”

Her knives werein Boston, but Morgan brought her what she needed, and a small, quiet room wasn't



hard to find with the entire castle assembled in the throne room, clucking and ruffling about the smashed
doors. The one Jewelswas given was about ten feet square, now stripped of whatever fur-nishingsit had
previoudy contained. The naked floor wastiled with black portoro marble shaded with saffron and ochre
veins, the surface so polished that reflection gave it theillusion of depth. The air was cooled by tall
win-dows and brightened by sun and cande aoras, with four dozen beeswax ta-pers giving forth golden
light and ahoneyed scent in the crysta chandelier.

Reflected in the center of the mirror-bright marble sood asingle armless silver chair, fluted and
filigreed and seemingly fragile as an eggshell. Matthew regarded it impassively. "Y ou can't givemea
wegpon."

Jewels shook her head. She dropped down by the door, beside her tray of implements, and unlaced
her shoeswith bird-deft hands. "I can giveyou ashidd.”

She stood and kicked her feet bare while Matthew closed the door. Morgan would have come with
them, but Matthew—surprising Jewels— had demurred. "Thank you," hed said. "Well do thisaone.

Hefolded his shirt and coat onto thetile, piled hisjeans on top, and weighted them with his boots
before seating himself straddling the back of the chair.

"Nice boxers"

"Fuck you." Heturned to grin a her, hollowing the musclein his shoulder, tautening theline of his
neck. He tapped the back of the chair with hisbad hand. "If | sart raving, go and kill the first wicked
queen you run across.”

"Forget it. I'll send you some bookswhen | go home."

"I'll drop you an e-mail. So what do you want?'

He pulled a arung of the chairback, thinking. Hed thought she would have something in mind.
"Fortitude," he said, on the theory that the snap decision isusudly the best one.

He'd also expected her to answer snidely. Well, | don't have any idea how to draw that. But she
hmmed and stroked his back lightly with something stinging cold. Alcohol. Thear peded it off hisskin
and left areeking chill behind. "Thelion?!

"Ves"

"Youresure?Youll wear it therest of your life."

The more he thought, the more it pleased him. If anything meant home and strength and heart and
culture more to him than the New Y ork Public Library lions, he couldn't have named it. "I'm sure.”

"Should I leave room for Petience later? If you want him?"

The chair was cold, edgy againg histhighs. He hadn't expected kind-ness, either. "Sure, Jewels.
That'd be nice.

Her hands I eft his shoulders, returned long enough to deliver are-assuring pat, and lifted again. He
watched her reflection in the floor as she went to collect the tray. "I didn't expect you'd trust me. After"
— Christian — "everything."

"It'syour way of getting something back for Geoffrey, am | right? And maybe Lily too?"

"Lily and | never got along so great.” Thetray waslacquer, gold cranes on white. It had little feet that
clicked when she st it beside the chair.

"But shetried to warn me about Chrigtian. Hekilled her for it, didn't he?"

"Honegtly?'

"Yesh"

"Honestly, yes." Something firm but not sharp moved over hisskin. A felt-tip pen. "Probably. So why,
if not for them?'

Her hand stayed steady. It was her breath that caught.

"Jewes?'

Gypsy," she sad. The pen did smoothly dong asweeping line. Gypsy told me the truth with astraight
face, and he didn't act sorry for me. So | help you, you help Cardl, Cardl tearsthe Cat Anna's head off
and stuffsit up her ass”



Admiring: "Smple”

"Yeah"

He shut up and let her draw in peace.

Matthew's skin was flexible under Jewels finger pads, the grain fine for an older man's. She caught
hersaf stroking the tigery streaks where the bars of his tattoos had been, and pressed her fingers against
her pam with the hed of her hand.

Thelion formed quickly. Therewasatrick to it: negative space, and asimple, deliberateline.
Suggestion rather than detail, the drowsy eyes, the Byronesgue curl of the mane. A hint of aknowing
amile

"There." She dropped her Sharpie. "Want to see?"

"Youretheprofessond. I'll trust you thistime."

She snorted and picked up aknife.

"Aren't you supposed to reassure me now?"

"Man," shesaid, "let mereassureyou. Thisisgoing to hurt like hell.”

Heat followed her blade like aline of dizarin crimson following the stroke of abrush. That wasdl, a
first. Heat. No pressure. And then the Sizzle of insulted flesh, distinct and meaningful. He closed his eyes,
pictured theline asif on acanvas, drew it with hismind. A cheek? A shoulder? The heavy drape of living
mane? Fesh made symbal, carved in stone. Stone made symbol, carved in flesh. He hissed. Jewels
stead-ied him.

"Shield," shesaid. "Good. Again. If you want it to scar pretty, scrub it out every day. It hasto
granulate, not scab.”

"Not the easiest spot to reach.”

"What, pretty boy doesn't have somebody to do it for him?' The blade retraced its path. Worse, this
time. Scorching over dready in-flamed skin like atoothpick across sunburn. Maybe easier if he watched.
Her reflection in the floor was gawky disgrace, bony e bows on walking-stick arms upthrust like she was
tossng asdad.

She moved the towel to catch the dight ooze of blood that splayed aong hisribs, sticky threadslike
faux tears drawn on aclown's cheek, rays diverging from an arc.

"Sameline?'

"Y ou get a better scar if you pull out awedge.”

Of course you did.

He closed his eyes again as she peded the wasted skin away. He drew the next arc with her, in his
mind, afraction behind the knife. It hurt no worse than the ink had, and he knew his body's kinks well
enough by now not to be shocked when he responded. By the fifth stroke, he sobbed through gritted
teeth. By the seventh, the buzz took hold: he floated watching over her shoulder by the time shewas
done.

She had linelike a Chinese cdlligrapher. It was Fortitude, no mistak-ing: the weight of his paw, the
arch of hisbrow, the somnolent fearless-ness, suggested—rendered—in afew dozen lines. "Beautiful,”
he said, forgetting he wasn't sanding behind her.

"How do you know?"

| know. Theink hadn't been gone aday. Some of us are not meant to go through Life
unbranded.

She bandaged the pattern with clean gauze and something that burned as much asit soothed. She
washed the blood off his back before she kissed him on the forehead and left him aonewith hispain, to
take what rest he might before the war.



Chapter Twenty-seven
John Barleycorn Must Die

I_ ands that know the sea, know the seais hunger. Salt water is entropy, the antithesis of space, that

great preserver. Water, the universal solvent. Water, the end of al things. Water, the grave of time.

Between Staten Idand, New Y ork, and the coast of New Jersey liesatidal strait called the Arthur
Kill, which links Newark and Raritan bays. The Arthur Kill isten mileslong and sx hundred feet wide,
dredged to forty-onefest. It isthe artery through which lifeblood feeds the dragon's greedy heart, in the
shape of container vessels vast as un-peopled cities, shipswith nameslike Sovereign Maersk, P& O
Nedlloyd Rot-terdam, Atlantic Compass. Three bridges bind the Arthur Kill shoreto shore: the
Bayonne, the Goethd's, the Outerbridge Crossing.

It is clotted with dead ships like the dragon's broken dreams, sorrow-ing hulks deliquescing into a
voracious sea. Not one, or two, or a dozen scattered cadavers groove the tidal mud, but an oceanic
necropolis or tugs and ferries, of submarine chasers and tramp steamers. proud hulls staved, hatchways
yawning open, decks pitched and listing. And the Whitte Brothers Marine Scrap Y ard is the elephant's
ossuary at its heart. Matthew stood on the oxidizing deck of PC-1217, thewind diding icy hands under
his collar, and watched the sun set behind New Jersey and the massed cold corpses of things that sailed,
and sail no more. The snow Fionnghuaa had promised drifted down hafheartedly, chill shav-ingsfrom a
leaden sky, but the clouds ended with the city and the nar-row band beyond the overcast burned like
smelted ore.

Thewind was cold enough to sear, but it didn't dull the ache of Matthew's shoulder. "Man,” Don said,
from the lee of some danted de-bris, "wouldn't it be niceif she didn't show?"

"It would answer some questions about where Kit is." Matthew snaked hisright arm under his|eft,
taking some of the weight off his shoulder, easing the stretch of the skin. " Shelll show. The sunisn't down
yet. And Fdlix wouldn't let her missit, justin case”

Aine's castle gleamed in the evening light like ajumble of bones westh-ered white on the strand, the
curled tip of afinger extending. Behind the surrounding ocean, the sky shone lustrous pewter. Whiskey
stamped to a hdt atop the rocky isthmus, his hide steaming gently in the evening chill; he set hishooves
abruptly enough that Carel clutched the Queen'swalst.

"She'schanged it.”

"If by changed you mean relocated wholesale, then yes, she has." The Queen knotted her handsin
his crest and drew hersdf up his neck. High enough to see clearly; not high enough to escape his acrid,
horsey sweat. "The seasto our advantage.”

"Shehasdliesof her own."

"And Autumn,” Carel added. "And Cairbre.”

"1 shall not treasure his safety,” the Queen answered. lan had told her enough. "' wish Kadiskawere
here"

Whiskey snorted, dropping his muzzle toward the stones. "If wishes were horses— "

The Queen kicked him in theribs; he forbore bucking for Cardl's sake. The Queen would have stayed
on, anyway. The Queen wasn't much of awarrior, but she could ride.

Long, curling combers broke against the headland and rolled down the sdesin aV made ragged by
the rocky seabed. Whiskey kicked around black rock down the dope. He pricked hisears and lifted his
head into thewind, letting it tease his mane, and watched the black shapes drifting against the sunset:
abatross, pdican, tern. The largest among them detached itself and soared landward above the white
tow-ers, where the white silk banners cracked in the stiffening breeze.

The shadow rippled over gold like afistful of sheer gauze vell. It banked past them, turning to sail into
the wind, and shot over Cardl's head as the Merlin ducked to one Side; it settled on the Queen's



shoul-der with aflare of membranouswings. They vanished against adender black body asthetall
looped the Queen'sthroat, and Gharne rubbed his velour cheek against the coarse chop of her hair. "It
uitsyou.

Cardl sat back up as the Queen dropped her seat-bones on Whiskey's back. " The whole world rides
my back," the Kelpie said, shaking out his mane again.

But he might not have spoken. "Gharne,” Carel said. "Have you seen her?!

"In the tower," he answered. "Y our lady is not dead yet."

He could not rouse her. She sprawled on grass, one wing folded but the other reaching, flight feathers
splayed like awoman's white fingers from the black point of her deeve. He prodded with hishill, rolled
the weight of her head on her ribbon-limp neck. She bresthed, at least—but she breathed, and that was
al.

At last, he settled in the cold grass beside her and draped his own wing over her body, his chin upon
her shoulder, flank to flank asif the echo of his heart could steady her racing one. At least he could keep
her warm.

The magic of menisnot for swans. They are not poets and they are not witches. They are not Magi.
They have living wings, they have no need for metgphorica ones. So he waited by her until the day 'was
fal-ing, until blue evening stole over them and the only sound was the lgp-ping water.

Thefading light made him restless. There was somewhere he was meant to be. He and she, together.
There had been something they were sent to do.

But it was peaceful here by the water, and there was no way for aswan to carry aswan.

The plop of feet in mud lifted his head. It rose on a curve of neck, bead-shiny eyesblinking. He could
bite; he had wingslikeiron bars. If the monster was returning, he would fight.

But it wasn't. Something white and shining climbed out of the pond, duck-weed in her wet mane,
water lilies garlanding pae shoulders. She placed tiny hoovesin the Bunyip's furrowed footprints, a child
trying on a big man's shoes, and stepped onto the bank.

A fragilething, fineasporcdain . . . until she dropped her stedl-horned head and shook like adog,
rolling from thetip of her nose down neck and shoulders and haunches, shedding muddy water and
vegeta-tion onto the bank and into the air. Shefinished with a satisfied shiver, arched a doe-dender neck,
and minced one step toward the swans.

Silently, hefolded hiswings and withdrew.

The unicorn dropped beside the stricken swan, grass bending under her knees, and nosed the
extended wing. Seashd| nodtrilsflared in an ash-soft muzzle, riffling the swan's plumageto reved
smoke-colored down. She sighed, and laid the rapier edge of her horn across the bird's broad back so
that her beard and mane darkened the shining plumage with water, and shut her eyes.

And maybe the swan's breathing eased, and the hammering of her small heart dowed. For suchisthe
virtue of unicorns.

The mae swan watched, and when he heard the other swan sigh and her straggling wing flicked
closed, he spread his own feathers wide and bowed to the unicorn. She didn't raise her head, but she
winked at him, the droop of silent-screen lashes againgt a satin cheek.

The sunwasjust sttling itslast curve under the edge of the world when he beat an ungainly path into
thear.

Black swansfly by night. But he had along way to go.

Autumn would not drink, but she had washed the blood from her hair and her hands and cursed her
mistakes. After Jason and Moirahad left, Christian had returned. Returned, and when she'd opened the
door to him, he hadn't been done.

No.

She bit her lips, shook her head violently and swallowed two short sips of air. Shewouldn't cry for
Gypsy now. She wouldn't worry about the cat.

Sheld survive, and shedd ded with it later.



The Devil had |eft her abasin, apitcher, atray with cold frothy milk and sharp-smelling cheese and
fruit piled high in abowl beside asiver knife. A knife sharp asarazor: shetested it before she dipped it
up her deeve and bound it there with afillet torn from a sheet.

Of coursg, if they gave her aknife, they did not careif she usediit.

The hearth lay cold. Thelong curtainsrippled at the windows. And when she leaned out, her hair
faling over her shoulders like Rapunzel's bobbed four stories shy, al she saw was the sky, and the
stones, and the long relentless sea. SAlt air wore at her throat, wet curls coiling dong her temples. The
water she'd soaked with was cool and smelled sweet, and the pitcher never ran dry no matter how she
poured it. If she could taste, just taste —

—but no.

So she watched the gulls, her back to temptation, and tried not to think of thirst, or Gypsy's blood on
her shirt, the spots she couldn't wash out. She was standing there still when the piebald horse appeared
and paused at the top of the beach.

From the vantage of her tower, she saw, before he did, the beautiful monster that rose out of the sea.
She shouted awarning, but it was ripped from her lips by the wind.

Whiskey heard the sound of hooves before any of hisriders, and turned his back to thewind. It
cowled his mane between hisears, furled histail dong hisflank. He did not bow to those who cantered
down the bank in single file, mounted in order upon ablack horse, abay horse, and ared, though their
hair glowed gold, and blue-lit black, and red in the haf-light, and so he knew their names before he could
seethelr faces or catch their scents with thewind at his back.

He didn't bow, and neither did his Queen. Carel did down his side, however, to greet them on her
own two feet, her bootsin solid connec-tion with the flinty ground.

The Morningstar spokefirst, granting pride of place to the Queen. :Aineis host of the dudl,: he said.
:And no. Thetiming isnot acoinci-dence, Your Mgesty ..

"Have you ears everywhere?"'

He smiled, his hair writhing in the breeze, under the shadows of his crown. The velvet he wore was as
black as his mare, and hiswings were folded tight in shadows, barely visblein the gloaming. :1 amthe
very Devil for it. Will you observe the duel, Elaine? And you, Lady Merlin? Asmy guests? I'm entitled to
afew.:

"Can | forbid it?' The Queen spoketo lan, who avoided her eyes.

SO her attention went to Keith. He smiled and kissed his gauntlet to her. "Fear not, lady. Trust awolf
to know."

"It getsusindde," Carel sad.

The Queen frowned. Whiskey shifted under her, restlesdy. "It getsusinsde,” shesaid. "Very well.”
They fell in line with the Devil, behind lan and before Keith on his blood-bay warhorse, the Queen
riding Whiskey and ridden in turn by Gharne. Carel walked at the piebald stalion's off shoulder, her hand
on the Queen's knee to guide her as she studied the white towers|ooming overhead. The causeway was

wide enough for acarriage, but they rodeit singlefile.

"l see Autumn,” Cardl said. "She's pointing— " The Merlin squeezed the Queen's knee, and pointed
aswdl.

"Midress" Whiskey sad, as Bunyip heaved himsdf from the seg, "light down."

When the sun s, it grew no darker. New Y ork City's head was in the clouds and wreathed in light. It
refracted through water vapor, the city-glow apink tranducence that rendered everything soft and plain,
even on what should have been the dark waters of the Arthur Kill.

Thetide had begun faling, asif in pursuit of the last light of the sun, and the moon —adying
crescent—had set in the afternoon, before the clouds rolled in. The hulk of the submarine chaser rested in
mud—the ship was no more seaworthy than abrick —so the water did down her hull without affecting
the pitch of the crumbling deck, and echoed strangely when the wave ets tapped her hull.

PC-1277 wastrapped dongsde aderelict tug, between two crumbling floating cranes, apossible



jump from deck to deck, but she was not their kind. She was born awarrior, adefender of shoresand
shipping whose career was brought to a close not by a U-boat torpedo, but by the seaand its storms:. a
September hurricane met off Horidain 1944 had doomed her.

She told Matthew as much, while Don paced her perimeter and Matthew crouched on her cluttered
deck, stuffed hisglovein his pocket, and let hisfingers stroke her tired skin. An old lady, long for-gotten
by the suitors of her youth — an old maid now and fading, her ar-maments stripped, her crew scattered,
even her railings salvaged, leaving only the empty sockets—but her gaping hatch-ways and welded doors
recalled what she had been. She told him of high seas and hungry men, of devil boats cutting the dark
wave bottoms. Shetold him of pur-pose, the percussion of her guns and the wild song of sonar
thrumming her, and the deep frustration engendered by the mocking touch of the sea stroking the length
of her engindesshull.

She was not made for this. But everything of worth had been stripped from her when she was
scrapped. They had not even had the decency to scuttle her. She who had shonein her battleship liv-ery
stank now of mildew, rotting metal, guano, the urine of tres-passers who would not understand her
service or her sacrifice. All she had |eft wasto wait for the mercy of the sea. And in amanner he might
not have, not so long ago, Matthew understood, and he wept for her, trapped by her woundsin the
harbor that is not what ships are built for.

And then helifted hishand from her deck—his cheeks freezing with moisture, damp flakes of paint
clinging to hisfingerprints—and raised his head. Through the pastel light and the drifting snow, he heard
the purr of an outboard motor.

Thelast light of the sun stained the underbelly of those western clouds. Jane, damn her to Hell, was
right on time. And equipped with arope ladder, apparently, because amoment later, the thump of the
motorboat brushing the derdlict's hull was echoed by the thump of grap-ples striking her deck and then
the creak of cablestaking weight, and Felix hauled himself over the submarine chaser's stern and turned
to offer Jane ahand.

Shejoined him gracefully, asif her years were no more than a deco-ration. Her eyes widened inthe
rose-colored glow, as she looked from Matthew to Don and back again.

Matthew shrugged cold shouldersin his coat. A mistake; he felt scabs crack. "Remember when | said
I'd follow you to the ends of the earth, Jane? Well, here we are—"

She glanced succinctly at Felix before turning back. "Where's Christopher?”

"1 was hoping you'd know."

"Oh," she said, her bracelet glittering black, diding the length of her forearm as she pressed at her
mouth. " Shit."

"Mmm." He should be worried that it wasn't Jane behind Kit's dis-appearance. He shouldn't dlow
himsdlf this sharp surge of vindication at her shock. "So. How doesit fed when your dliesturn onyou?'
She looked down before she moved forward, studying the footing. Debris cluttered the old ship's

deck. PT-1217 was 173 feet in length; Matthew had room to step back, if he needed it.

But he was not yet ready to give Jane any ground.

"Why think my alies had anything to do with it? Why not your man's own cowardice?"

"I think your dliesbecause| think you would follow theforms, Jane. To the letter.”

She amiled. "l dwaysdo. Soit'syou and me, then?'

"Yes" Heturned to make sure Don was ready. "So it's you and me."

"Good." Despite the cold, she shrugged off her coat and handed it to Felix. Matthew hung on to his
own. She wore painter's pants, laced boots, aman's white shirt that hung like asmock even tucked in
and with the deevesrolled up. It had been her husband's. Jane, like Matthew, had chosen symbolsdl her
own. "Let me know when you're ready to yield, then. Are you ready, Matthew Magus?'

Yes" hesad."I'm ready."

"Good. Let usbegin.”

The causeway leading to Aine's castle had been cut by achannel deep enough to give horses pause at
high tide. Therewas abridge, ahorriblerickety thing that looked deserving of an underfed troll. And the



bridge was guarded by the Bunyip.

Thedudig," Lucifer said, indicating lan. "His second. His patron, and family guests. We areinvited.”

"1 have businesswith the Kelpie," Bunyip answered, conical neck swelling with hisvoice. "Therest
may pass.”

The Queen had rested her hand on Whiskey's shoulder after dismounting. It remained there, warm on
warm hide, deek hairs scratch-ing her pam. ™Y ou speak of my servant,” she said, and stroked his
with-ers absently.

"Will you stand his champion then?'

"Midress," Whiskey said, arching his neck like adrawn shortbow, "thisismine.”

She knew thetone. It wasn't dl that foreign avisitor in her own voice. She knotted fingersin the root
of hismane and tugged, hard enough to flex the meaty crest of his neck back and forth over the bone.
"Seetoit, then," she answered, bored and bland, and scratched him with her nails as she took her hand
away. Shejoined Lucifer, leaving Whiskey behind. Bunyip's eyes were half the size of her head, vast fires
glaring through black glass. "Let uspass.” Gharne, who had been sill asasilk stole around her shoulders,
lifted his poison-arrow head and smiled.

Bunyip stepped aside, and the Queen stepped with him, eye to eye. The othersfiled across, three
horsemen and Cardl on foot, and the Queen did not turn away until their feet were dry on the far side of
the narrow bridge. And then she walked past Bunyip, leaving Whiskey adone, and behind.

She paused over the water, before her feet | eft the wooden bridge, and spoke without turning.
"Whiskey."

"Migress?'

He couldn't see her amile as she started walking again. "Come and find me when you're done.”

Four hundred years Prometheus labored to lay magic in chains, protect the fragile cult of science,
nurture its programs and its principles. Their age of power bound the earth and seaiin girdling chains,
tamed magic into technology, brought Faerie and dl itswildernessto hedl.

Their own grest work crippled them. The wild unkind magic could not be captured without limiting the
Promethean magic too; every link of achain that bindsis aso bound. The elevation of technology, the
transmutation of medieval achemy into the ascendance of the age or reason, the creation of what wasto
have been atruly human millennium accomplished what the Fae could not, and bound the Promethean
magic aswdll.

When the Dragon shattered her chains and Faerie took back its place, science—the arts of
technology—was too firmly rooted to be much perturbed. But the Promethean powers remained
channeled, ariver turning a shattered waterwhed.

Matthew, facing Jane, rubbed his hands together. The right one prickled pins and needles; the lft felt
raw across the knuckles, where the cold nibbled his skin.

"You'velost your shidd,” Jane said. She stepped |eft, afencer's sweep of foot and change of baance.
Matthew echoed the gesture, or-biting their common center.

Matthew adjusted his glasses. They misted in the chill and damp. "If that'swhat you want to cdll it."
He stepped thistime, and she echoed. His boots crunched strange objects, scuffed aside arotting square
of drywall. "Doesit worry you not to have control over me?"

One more step brought Don into his peripheral vison. Don leaned forward, waiting, straining likea
greyhound in the gate.

"When did it ever?' Jane answered. But there was aflash, an edge of bitterness. Hed gotten anall
under her skin.

She had controlled him. Down to the bresth he drew. He'd thanked her for it, and it hadn't been
enough for her. Fair enough. He had, after al, defied her in the end.

Her tests glided over his boundaries like a seeking hand. Charismalike afurnace, backed by
Magecraft, urging him to lower his barriers, accept her again. It would be easy. She'd help, advise,
protect —

Now hisback wasto the stern. Treacherous. If he didn't turn and look he could dip off the deck, flail



into the Arthur Kill and strike deep through the faling tide. Held break both legs when he hit, and the
mud of the tidd flatswould bind him until he drowned—immediately, or with the srait's return.

He laughed. Distract with the expected suggestion, then feint for a presumed fear. She could do
better, even if that was an attack he couldn't match. Influence, persuasion, those were within his powers,
if hedidntintend to hurt her. When he even thought of astraight assault, though, he fet his magic gutter.
"Y ou should have stuck with Flix."

"Y ou know, | think you're correct?' She looked at Matthew when she said it, though. "He wantsthe
right things

They had come three-quarters of the way around the circle now. Matthew paused, scuffling his boots
againgt the deck. The sub chaser yearned after him, al 173 feet of her shivering asthe seadrained from
her hull. Thetide wasfalling faster now, and she told Matthew abouit it, giving him the knowledge through
the rubber of his soles, the bones of his ears. She had dept long and deeply, while the world grew
strange around her and her bones weakened from too much rest. He had awak-ened her with akiss.

He petted her deck with the sole of his boot.

Jane struck: agtraight-out blow he thought was afeint, awedge of fury with al her weight behind it.
Unsubtle, and he batted it aside with-out effort, felt it splash and scatter around the shield that was
Fortitude. Now, when she was extended, would have been the time to hit her.

If he could. He reached for her, but couldn't makeit ablow. He twisted it, though, and caught her
eye, and reached in with atickle of trust and old friendship. Her expression softened ashe said, "That
wasn't your best effort.” "L ucky for me."

"Improves your chances." Said with alighthearted shrug, asif they sparred in practice.

He felt her agreement, pleasant surprise a histractability. Y es, thiswas how it should be. One of them
should suggest, the other respond. It wasn't about Felix. It wasn't about the war. 1t was about Jane and
Matthew, who had been friends, who could be friends again if Jane would just agree to seethingshis
way, to compromise.

Shelaughed, and clapped her hands. And just as he was drawing ardieved breath, the submarine
chaser groaned apology. Prompted by the Magery that Jane had worked while Matthew was
preoccupied with his own seduction, the ship's brittle deck unraveled under Matthew's feet, and he broke

through.

Carel Bierce, Merlin the Magician, walked into the paace of the Cat Anna sheltered under devil's
wings, the Winter Queen on her right hand, the Dragon Prince on her |€ft, aPrince of the Daoine Sidhe at
her back. They came under an archway that stood open, inviting al within. The tunnel beyond was
portcullised and roofed in murder-holes, oil stains aien against the white trand ucent stone. Carel spared
them not a glance as she walked under, her power around her like adragon'sfire, and paused at the
courtyard gate.

She and her companions found an angel waiting.

Michael sat donein a pearl-cobbled courtyard that was walled only on three sides, polishing her
sword upon astone. The whetstone was a rough gray thing, a haggled bit of pumice, and it scattered bits
across her jeans and the ankle of the boot she had propped on her knee, the flat of the blade braced
againg the arch. To her |left rose the sweep of agrand stone stair. To her back, the walls of the palace
flared wide, cast open like arms embracing the sea. They were built right out into the water, so the
tidemarks stained white stone, and they marched in serried descent some hundreds of feet out to sea.
Torches burned in profusion aong the battlements, lighting the seaand the waves below, and under the
dark waves more lights shimmered, green and amber and blue, a hint of windows open on the deep.

Michael looked up when the Merlin strode through the castle gate, but crushed her whetstonein her
left hand when Lucifer rode into sight. She stood and bowed, afrown narrowing her face. She kept her
focus on lan, though, as he swung aleg over the bay and did down her side, and not on the Devil at dll.

Lucifer dismounted without fanfare, half a beat before Keith, and took both 1an's and the Dragon
Princesreins. He led the horses to the highest corner of the courtyard and busied himsdlf looping their
reinsthrough theiron rings of ahitching post that hadn't been there before.



Iron ringsin aFae Queen's castle; Lucifer had not tempered his ar-rogance.

"I I'd known you were coming,” Michael caled, sheathing the sword across her back, "I would have
brought thefamily."

The sounds of the sea echoed within the sheltering walls, and waves mellowed by the palace walls
lapped a crystal-pale, sandy beach that doped up to the cobbled court. The echoes drowned sounds
beyond the whimper of the surf, but Keith and lan shared a glance over something they heard that no one
€lse seemed to, and lan nodded dightly. Faintly, over the breakers, hed heard astallion's cry of rage.

Lucifer stared past Michael at the glow-speckled sea.

‘What need | more, when my favorite brother attends?: He turned, and gave Michadl the smile that
Michael would not answer. ;1 come asaguest. Here are your chalengers. Whereis our hostess?.

Asif she had been waiting for her cue, the double doors at the top of the stair opened wide, and Aine,
clad dl in green with her dark hair swept up on her head, said, "Here."

Asone, they turned: Michadl and Keith and the Morningstar, lan and the Queen and Cardl. Carel
most of al drew the eye, stern and impas-sive, broad at the shoulders, and her head proud on her el egant
neck. Shedidn't fold her arms; her hands hung naturally at her sides, and her braids spread over her
shoulderslikethe veil on an empress crown. But she had weight, and the torch's shine bent around her.
Every shadow stretched away, flickering and black, asif she glowed with an ember's hegt, and the hands
that hung by her sdeswere velled in agauze of sparks so dark they were dmost violet.

"Y ou have something of mine," she said, in avoice that belonged lessto the woman, and more to the
half-seen, batwinged vastness hanging over her.

And Ainesmiled. "So | do. And I'm willing to bargain for its return.”

She descended, shimmering with teal and lime and emerald sequins, the robe benesth rich greeny-gold
asolive ail. The Nuckdavee came be-hind her, its rotten head rolling on its shoulders asit headed a
procession of lesser mongters, redcaps and Leannan Sidhe and the flesh-craving courtiers of the Bone
Court. Cardl clenched her hands.

" After the entertainment,” Aine said.

The brush of the Queen'sfingers on her elbow brought Carel back. Card turned, so dightly, and
looked in Elaine's changesable eyes. Cold, they told her, and Cardl took a breath and gentled the Dragon
within. Cold as Fae. There wasn't athing she could do for Gypsy. And Autumn was il dive.

"By dl means" Card said, as Keith and lan silently came up beside her and the Queen. "Let me be
entertained.”

Carel didn't seeit, but the Queen did: thetilt of the Morningstar's head, the quick purse of lips, an
eyebrow arched. :By dl means,: he echoed, :let us all be entertained..

Aine paused, and gave him acurtsey with amocking twist of her heel and no more than theflick of
her wrists raising her hem. He answered with abow that swept one hand to his heart, one wingtip across
the nacreous cobbles and over the sand to point at the rim of the seq, a hard silhouette againgt the
radiance that herdded a not-yet-risng moon. "We dl dance, when devils cdl thetune," she said, showing
him the fangsin-denting her berry-ripelip.

Thefolds of her cotehardie dipped from her fingers and puddled by her feet. Her hands rose and
summoned into being two galleries of boxes and two stands of bleachers dong ether wall of the palace,
bright with banners. On the right side, the cerulean and silver of Heaven. On theleft Sde, the gules
simple of Hdl, and under it, Keith MacNeill's red wolf on snow, reversed with the crimson dragon. Over
them al flew the white banners of the Bone Court, the Unsedlie Fae.

"No," the Queen said, with aquick glance at 1an. Hishead down, his handsfolded, hisflank to Cardl,
he seemed dl but oblivious. "Pull those down. If my son fights, my son fights under the Daoine banner.”

"I'm sorry," Carel said. She reached out and brushed the Queen's elbow as the Queen had hers, but
shelooked past the Queen, to the Dragon Prince. Asif Keith fdlt it, he turned, and frowned at her across
the Queen.

Carel smiled the Dragon's toothy smile, tears stinging her sinuses as the shadow embraced her. She let
go of the Queen'sarm, alowed her hand to be did into her deeve, found warm curved wood and aknob



of bronze and silver. "Y our son doesn't fight,” she said, and plunged the blade into lan's back, below the
ribs, beside the spine.

Chapter Twenty-eight
Whiskey, Y ou're the Devil

M atthew fell. He reached reflexively and caught at the edges of the gap. Theleft hand gripped; the

right hand struck flaking sted and bounced away. Rust cut his palm, purchase crumbling, metd like
sretched cloth under hisfingers. He caught himsdlf, one-handed, and swung, the red coat bellying about
him.

The ship herself tore under his hand and he went down into dark-ness, magically unsnagged by ragged
metad. Maybe the coat protected him from cutting edges; he vanished like a magician through a trapdoor,
out of the city-lit night and onto the deck below, where he struck un-evenly and rolled.

The pop when hisright knee buckled was loud enough to echo in the confined space into which heldd
fdlen. Pain followed, twist and shred, new injuries reawakening old.

He rolled onto his back, panting, waiting for a shadow to cross the peach-colored sky behind the
irregular hole in the decking. Footsteps echoed more than the lapping water; he couldn't tell where they
were coming from. The decking was oxidized dime, soaking through to his skin. Herolled over and tried
to stand without alowing timeto think.

The back could be made to support him; the knee gave way with an gppdling short circuit of pain.
Hed torn the anterior cruciate ligament. He wouldn't walk on it tonight.

It was too dark to hop. He'd have to crawl. Not that he had any ideawhere he was crawling to, or if
the ship'sladders were ill in place. He might find ahatch and discover that the only ascent was viamore
empty sockets and unscrewed fasteners.

Hisfdl had damaged the sub chaser's ddlicate equilibrium. The hulk groaned under him, settling,
half-liquid mud and seawater gurgling in her rocking hull. She stank like atide pool, salt and trapped rot,
the rusted metd gritting into his pams and diming the knees of his dragon-embroidered jeans. He had to
crawl with hisright leg pointed out be-hind him, the unsound decking scarring the backs of fingers he
couldn't feel. He might wear down to the bone. HEd never know.

The hatch in the middle of the foredeck was open. The hatch cover had been torn off, and it or
possibly some other piece of debrislay across the opening kitty-corner, but anyway, Matthew could see
anir-regular patch of light. He dowed his breathing—he could hear it echo — and listened to the ship, to
the night. Where? he asked her, and felt her wriggle at the attention, like a puppy daring to hope it might
be forgiven so soon. He couldn't do Jane's trick with the floorboards—not wouldn't: it wasas
impossible atask asif hetried to reach out with histhird hand and pick up an apple. The potentia for
violence amply was not there— but the cold iron ringsjingled againg histhigh with every painful,
gtiff-legged inch he dragged himsdlf, and that brought an idea of what he might do instead.

Thelight dimmed, what little there was. It hadn't been helping him avoid the pedled seams and popped
rivets dicing his pams. He'd need atetanus shot. He corrected: presuming he Lived, held need atetanus
shot.

"Maithew?"

A tentative voice. Jane's, not Fdlix's, as sheleaned over the hole she'd punched under hisfeet. Then
shewasn't ready to declare the duel done. Not that he would have et her.

The echoes could help aswdl as hinder him. He'd been listening to them. He turned his head, pitched



his voice into a nice bouncy corner, and cdled up, "Do you yie d?'

Her laugh jostled dripsinto hishair. "Do you?"

A knee-knocker divided the corridor between him and the sharp patch of brightness overhead, the
sort of thing you'd step over dmost without thinking. His reaching hands found it and he bit hislip so as
not to sob.

"I'm just getting Sarted.”

Elbows up on the lip of the knee-knocker. His coat had fallen closed across his chest. He dithered
over likeacrocodile dipping off the bank into astorm, just as muddy and on just as unforgiving anight.

"Are you too stubborn to yield, Matthew? It wouldn't go badly for you.”

"Jane," he said, as hisfingers closed over the cold, blessed bar of the ladder that he'd been praying
for, "youre going to have to kill me."

That won him alonger pause. He wondered how many languages she was counting to tenin. "Hell of
athing to say in front of acop,” she an-swered, when she had her voice arranged.

"l meanit.”

"I'm sure you think s0." So smug. Heimagined how her lipswould curveif she thought no onewas
looking. "Y ou were the most talented apprentice | ever taught. The strongest Mage. It doesn't haveto be
over yet."

"It'sbeen over for years. And anyway, talent's not everything." She was gill circling the gap where
hed falen through. He clung to rusted stedl with one and ahalf hands and one useful leg
and—whispering Lie for me to the submarine chaser—he began to climb.

Carel caught lan as he dumped. Strained cloth in his doubl et popped threads; she dug her nailsin and
lowered him gently. The Queen's reac-tion was automatic, defensive. Sheturned to Aine, Gharneflaring
ahood of menace around her head, and only Keith'shand on her deeve restrained her.

"Card," he said, and winced.

Card kept her head down, her eyes on lan'swound as she stripped off her shirt and packed it. She
was wearing another blouse underneath, the straps of the knife sheath stark against her forearm. The
slver in the blade would keep the wound from ssimply closing, and Carel hoped she'd guessed right about
how much damage awerewolf could survive,

"Carel?" The Queen'svoice had dropped, softened. Carel recognized it: the voice of the woman, not
the Queen, unheard in seven years. In another circumstance, she might have found it beautiful.

"It won't kill him," Cardl said, hoping she waan't lying. Sheflexed her fingers, arched her palm, asif
she could scrub away the sensation as of the knife-tip popping plastic wrap. There was dmost no blood.
"Hell live. Keath—" "Merlin?"

She smiled at him across the stones, one dragon to another, and saved atooth for Lucifer. She
gestured to the strand across the cobblestones, the space between Aine's galleries, the impassive, waiting
angel. "Your battle awaits.

Keith nodded. "Fetch Morgan,” he said, and drew his sword from his scabbard. The Queen shied
from the sound, the harsh rasp and ring of sted, and Keith let her go, grateful she didn't look at hisface.
"And, Card?'

"Dragon Prince?"

He amiled behind his beard before he turned. "I thank you for your betrayal."

"Y ou keep strange company,” Whiskey said, asthe last swishing horse-tail disappeared under the
slver portcullisinto the shadow of the gate. "It's strange to keep company at dl, for us." Bunyip hitched
himself up the dope, hisflukesdiding out of thewater. His body rippled with caterpillar muscularity. "I'll
be quit of them soon enough; their ambi-tions are foreign to mine. But we bargain aswe must.”

Whiskey shifted, ears up, tail bannered to the wind. He had a solid place to stand, and the searolled
long on either sde of him. "Have you cometo bargain for your shadow?'

"I've cometo take it back," Bunyip replied, and darted forward with a speed impossible to credit.

Quick, but not deft, and the momentum of that dithering, scraping mountain of flesh was not an easy



thing to redirect. Whiskey soared into the air, a standing capriole, and let Bunyip's charge carry him
under-neath. Silver-shod hooves lashed out, but Bunyip rolled and dropped his shoulder, histusked head
twisting to dash. Whiskey's hooves thumped the beach and stones scattered as he whirled.

They faced each other, grinning, each where the other had been. 'Whenever you want to start, I'm
ready,” Whiskey sad.

Bunyip thrummed, a deep pleased noise that buzzed the earth against Whiskey's hooves. He stood up
on histail like adancing dolphin, tow-ering, avesome, grasping after Whiskey with webbed bear-paws.
And Whiskey in turn rose and hurled himsdlf againgt his enemy, teeth rend-ing, hooves lashing.

They met like storm waves gtriking, the unyielding impact of moun-tainous waters, and the seaitself
rippled with the force. Bunyip's tusks dashed Whiskey's shoulder and glanced away from bone;
Whiskey'steeth rent Bunyip's throat where the hide and blubber lay thick. They screamed and hammered
each other, red thick blood glossing black hide and staining white, striving chest to chest and eyeto eye.

Whiskey fdl back and Bunyip humped after him, growling. They cir-cled. Heads dung low, teeth
bared, angled to shield throats.

"Cowardsfight onland,” Whiskey called.

"No onefollows me into the s=a”

"Who said | meant to follow?" Whiskey asked, and hurled himself in Bunyip'sface.

Bunyip reared again, clinging, embracing, swaying like awatzing bear. His clavsraked Whiskey's
flanks, white skin laid open over red flesh and whiter bone, and Whiskey kicked off, hard, damming
upward under Bunyip's chin, behind histusks, using his own bony head asaram. The crack of skulls
knocked Bunyip'sjaw up and Whiskey buried histeeth in the angle of Bunyip's neck, clenched where
rending wouldn't help, and gnawed.

Bunyip's armstightened around his chest, squeezing until ribs cracked like green barrel-staves. He
grunted at the burrowing pain of Whiskey chewing like arat. Blood oiled both bodies. Bunyip heaved,
his bulk damming Whiskey's chest. The water-horse trembled under the weight, hishind legs shivering as
he shoved, kicked, shoved again. Under the tusks, inside the terrible embrace of those arms.

Hedid not fail. He pressed up. He fought, each whooping breath alittle shallower as Bunyip squeezed
him, each exhalation spraying Bun-yip's blood and hisown into the air.

Bunyip clutched him tighter, and they toppled into the sea.

Bodiesrolled in the shalows, bright and dark, the white foam lath-ered pink among the stones. . .
until awave broke over them, and they did into the deegps, dlill striving.

* * *

Theonly brightnessin infinite blackness, Lucifer Morningstar bent his head over hisfolded hands.
Anges are not limited in place and time— one presence, one existence. He knew he was approached,
but waited for his guest to announce himsdif.

It was only polite.

Evenif it waswagted effort. "Truly, creature,” Michad said. "Hast no shame?'

:Do the damned not pray?: Lucifer turned to his brother, amono-lithic light wrapped in that bony
mortal form like agoddessin a paper dress.

"But are they heard? And there's no need for thy thought-games with me, Morningstar. Not when
weredone." Asthey were: doneindeed. Michadl ached withiit, in hisassumed human heart, in the
imagined bones of his human hands.

ThisisHel, Marlowe had written. Nor am | out of it. And even stand-ing in the courtyard of Faerie,
or walking the earth itslf, some part of the Devil was never out of Hell.

"Thy pardon,” Lucifer answered. Hisvoice was light and sweet, the timbre of violins. It would have
driven aman to hisknees. "I have not much opportunity.”

Michadl looked up, the fine lines and hollows of histhroat and face shadowed by the light gleaming
through his mortal husk. "How dost thou bear it—no, don't answer. | have another question, and better.
Dost permit thy servant to challenge me?



"Tell thetruth and shamethe Devil," Lucifer said. "Yes”"

"It'sakindness.”

"How unlikeme?' Lucifer samiled.

Michadl did not. "Thou'lt not be damned for good works. Always plotting. So tell me; thisisthy
meachination. Why?'

"Why permit Keith to fight thee, angdl ?'

"Why arrange it? They may not know. But thou cangt hide not the hand behind his choice from an
angd. When it wasthe son, | wasn't cer-tain of thy complicity.”

Lucifer shrugged, hiswings bellying. "He begged my indulgence. There was no reason to refuse.”

"“Thoulies."

"| often do."

"What didst thou bargain the Dragon?’

"Her sacrifice the sooner? She's fill weak, brother mine. The Prometheans brought her [ower than her
servants understand. Hast never wondered why she has Merlins and Princes?”

"The gtories give her strength,” Michadl answered. "They give her weight in memory.”

"l find," Lucifer said, "that it's always better to master one's own leg-ends. When one can.”

"Keith MacNelll il dies damned. Attacking Heaven."

"But hediesaone," the Devil answvered. "He dies alone."

Michael just stared. Handsin his pockets, glass-green wings folded tight againgt his shoulders.

"Besdes' —L ucifer shrugged —"who'sto say the Dragon Princeisa Chrigtian? Surely Vahdlahas
room for one more— "

"l believe thee not.”

"Thou never didst, as| recdl." Asif by accident, the Devil'swingtip brushed the angdl'sarm. Michael
shivered, but didn't withdraw. Lucifer looked away, up, into the empty blacknessthen. :Tell me,
Michagl—as thou knowest mine—tell me, whereis His pride? Can He not love those with whom He
takes exception? Will He let aDevil love more? Ak Him that, for me.:

Michad curved hiswings about him like ashdll, likeashroud. "I will ask.”

If one must choose, aluxurious prison was preferable to durance vile, if only becauseit provided
room to pace. Autumn watched from the east-facing window until Carel and the rest passed out of sight
bel ow, and then she availed hersdlf of that room, stalking back and forth.

No window faced west, into the courtyard, but Autumn heard when the shouting rose, first briefly and
then in heartfelt argument. She heard the nelghs and the clash of bodies, and that battle, she witnessed,
her handstight on the window ledge, her forearm flexing againgt thewarm flat of the knife.

The door lock looked crude, but she couldn't pick it or rattle it open. There wasn't enough fabricin
the bedclothes to braid severa stories worth of rope.

Back and forth, back and forth, until she half thought her best chance of escape waswearing aholein
thefloor. An echo reached her: the roar of voicesraised together until they no longer sounded like voices
at al. Sheturned, hands spread asif her fingers could grasp her frustration and snap it in haf.

The pitcher on the washstand winked at her.

Her pdms curved around the smooth, solid weight. Shelifted it. Turned it over. Let the water fdll, first
just atrickle, then asolid stream spattering into the basin. Overflowing the basin. Never ceasing.

Thewindow |ledge was midchest height. The hinges were on the out-side; the door opened out.

Water weighs more than eight pounds to the gallon.

Autumn left the pitcher overturned, stuffed the crack under the door with the bedcl othes, lashed
hersdlf to the bed frame with the sheets, and stedled hersdlf to wait.

The Queen and the Merlin sat with two empty chairs between them, in the torch-haunted shadows of
agdlery unoccupied except for them and a pensive Morningstar. Carel crouched in her seat, head sunk
between hunched shoulders, twisting thetail of her shirt between her hands. Mist had |eft the Merlin to
brood on the scraps of blood on her cuffs and etching half-moons under her nails. The Queen sat chill



and proud, her fingerslaced and her face till. She stared ahead and did not turn.

On their left and right, the gdlery extended, boxes separated from their own by wind-curved
tapestries. Below and across, the bleachers teemed with Unsedlie, horned and hooved and twisted like
tree trunks and harvest dolls, and chipped like ancient flint. Neither woman paid them any heed, even
when carelessly managed antlers thumped on the wooden planks below their feet. The Queen'sfurrowed
brow was only for the man and the angel below, and Carel never glanced away from dark and pale Aine,
seated opposite, resplendent in queenly violet and green.

She shared her box with only one hooded advisor, someone dim and not too tall and wrappedina
red velvet cloak. There were no bleachers benesth her chair. Instead, the Nuckelavee rocked
uncomfortably on the beach, brushing sand from itsraw limbswith clacking lobster claws.

And Aine's red smile never wavered.

Within the tall wings of the paace, the searolled smooth and shin-ing. lan had been carried within,
Gharne hovering beside. The Queen might have been beside him aswell, but the Queen had made the
Fae choice, not the morta one, and come to watch her husband die.

The architect of that desth sat beside her, and studied the blood under her nails. The babble from the
gtands drove her mad. She wanted silence, the sllence of the graveside, woeful anticipation. Not this
fedti-va amosphere.

It was more than the duel. No matter how Autumn was returned to her—or reclaimed—Aine would
not leave this place dive. Carel would leave no stone upon astone,

There were liberties one did not permit one's enemies, if one wished to walk afree woman again.

The Queen shifted, stern and fair, turning her emerad wedding ring with the nails of her opposte
hand. "Card?'

"Mist demands her sacrifice" Carel said. "My choicesaren't mine.”

"lan lives. And what you did will keep me on thethrone.”

"Hedoes" Card answered. "It will."

"l have become my mother." The Queen let her handsfall. " Shell rip down awholeworld to reclaim
me. And I'll—"

Card leaned across empty chairsand laid her hand on the Queen'sthigh. "Y oull kill them with your
pride.”

"Isit pride?"

"lan'saman,” Card said. It was dmost her own voice: someone e se spoke through her, but she
agreed with the Dragon thistime. "He'slaid achild of hisown in the ground. And you'l sell yourself and
cripple those who care for you to bear hisburdensfor him."

"l gave him back hisheart — "

"Thenlet himuseit,” Carel said, and squeezed the Queen's leg before she drew back her hand. The
Queen's mouth worked, but she never turned.

Down on the sand, Keith MacNeill drew the sword held resheathed previoudy and cut through the
torch-bright darkness. Michadl watched him, frowning. She seemed very smal, wingsfolded into
non-presence, arms folded over her chest. Keith made two of her.

She stood before him, unworried as a swan, and when she unfolded her arms and lifted her hand, it
too held ablade. Not the rapier shed worn in Hell, afrail symbol for amorta guise, but her own sword,
abar of molten light that illuminated the courtyard fiercely, outshining the torches, casting moon-sharp
shadows.

She stood unmoving. She did not breathe or blink. But Cardl's lips shaped soundless words, though
whatever she prayed to did not answer. The Queen seemed not to pray at al, but her hand dipped into
her pocket and returned to her lap once more. No marsha took the field. No referee would curb this
fight.

AsKaeith stepped forward, the babble of the crowds hushed for amo-ment, and then peaked in jeers
and shouting. Asif she heard nothing, the Queen rose from her chair without unfolding her hands, and
stepped to therailing of the gdlery. She paused, and did not speak.

The Faeriefolk fell slent again, and thistime, they stayed slent. And Michael moved, finaly, pointing



with her chin over Keith's shoulder.

Hed paused when the crowd quieted. Now he turned, dowly, until he faced the gallery. The Queen
held out her knotted hands. He cameto her, reaching up with his sword, over the heads of the Unsedlie
on their raked benches. Faeries flinched from hisiron gloves, hisiron blade.

The Queen leaned down and out, and laid afavor on theflat of the upraised sword. It could have
been anything, ascrap of silk, afresh-cut flower. But what shelet fal from her hands, unfurling asit did
down into Keith's hands, was the coiled dark snake of abraid. Keith reached and caught itina
gauntleted hand; it fell over hispam and lay there, limp and soft. "More favor than | deserve, my lady.”

"Renounce your chalenge" shesaid. "Y ou're dying for the Devil'shonor. | can't think of a stupider
thing."

"Elaine," he said. He leaned his sword againgt his hip, and kissed her braid before knotting it around
hisarm. "My blood isfor buying your freedom. From Prometheus, from Hell, and from the damned
Dragon too. It'sagift. Accept it. Thisisthe end of the story now."

"Shove it down my throat, why don't you?' She sat down, lifting her gaze over his head while Aine's
cregtures hooted in the stands. "Dieif you must. But I'll not thank you for it."

"l loveyou too," he said, and turned away again.

To find himsdf face-to-face with the archangel, who stood before him having refolded her empty
hands. "1 will not fight you." She looked away from him, up at the gdlery, at Carel and Cardl's doubled
regard. "Angels do not serve dragons.”

Card fdl back againgt her chair asif something had released her, and let go of along, sibilant sigh.
Keath'sfingersgripped hissword. "I'm adanger aslong as| live."

"Sotoo isany man."

Keth gestured. "If you don't fight — "

Michad'swings unfolded from her shoulders, fountaining into the night. She turned to the box from
which the Queen had remonstrated with Keith, and looked past the Queen and the Merlin to the Devil
who folded himsdlf into the shadows behind. He had propped one bootheel on the seat of the chair, and
sat with hisfingerslaced around hisknee, beautiful asthefailing light of the sun.

"Morningstar, old Snake. Come down."

:I'm quite comfortable, thank you. Do you really mean to refuse my champion?.

"Will you fight meyoursdf?"

:If you won't meet my champion, | don't believe | must. Like Gwenhwyfar's, my innocenceis proven
in the absence of contenders againgt it.: Lucifer looked down at his hands, and then, asamotion drew his
atention, across the courtyard. Michael followed the flicker of his eyeswithout physicaly turning. Aine
had risen, her hooded advisor beside her.

Michad sghed. "He will not be maneuvered on atechnicality. And al you ever had to do was
goologize"

"I'll fight," Christian said, diding the red cloak off his shoulders and standing up beside the Unsedlie
Queen. "But not you, Michadl. Or your champion, Morningstar.”

:The factions become plain,: Lucifer drawled. He dropped the booted foot to the floor of the gallery
and let hishandsrest in hislap. When he stood, the incandescence of hiswings swept through Cardl and
the Queen. He stepped from the lip of the gallery and dropped, landing lightly on the sand. :So it's been
your gamewith Ainedl dong?

Christian didn't bother with the theatrics. One moment he stood be-side Aine. The next, he stood
upon the sand. "1 could hardly let you go crawling to Heaven for forgiveness.”

I thought it would be Satan,: Lucifer admitted. He stalked forward, unconcerned. :Y ou've grown
more guilethan | knew. But | shan't fight you either, Chrigtian. Duelsare boring. And | am not about to
gpologize for being what | was made. Y ou may rest in comfort..:

Chrigtian stopped, mouth open, and looked from Lucifer to Michael and back again. For her part,
Michael only stared at L ucifer, one eye-brow climbing, and blinked three times before she managed,
"Youresncere"

He smiled & her, who would not smilein return. :What did you think?.



"] thought you were Lucifer,” shesad.
And the castle doors burst off their hinges, swept aside by an unher-alded flood.

Matthew dragged himsalf onto the deck through amind-dtering haze of pain. Hisleft shoulder felt like
twisted cable, and the gauze over Forti-tude's carved face was soaked, diding wet and sticky on hisskin.
He'd broken the scabs, and whatever muscles tore or stretched when he caught at the decking were
dtiffening now. His right knee bulged againgt the inside of hisjeans. It would be along time before he ran
agan.

Halos and flickers of darkness teased hisvison. He sprawled on his back, staring up at the
rose-colored sky, and watched comets and wreaths of light hurtle through hisfield of vison likefdling
angels. Wings, thetaste of ink.

The whole undead fleet held its breath. He could touch them dl, the ships of war and the ships of
commerce, each ashadow imprinting the pained light of his consciousness, bending the membrane of
awareness. His power lingered, still unmasterable. Beautiful and useless, unless he wanted to
indiscriminately fry the laptops and pacemakers of hapless students and passersby. In amoment of ire, he
letit roll out and heard the glass of somebody's wristwatch crack before Jane gasped.

All that strength, and no way to useit to fight. Jane'strick with the decking was like juggling ice when
Matthew tried it. The scar across hisright hand flared when he tried again. Another hurt. Just one more
hurt. Y ou'd hardly think he'd notice.

Don heard Matthew grunt in pain asecond after Jane yelped and grabbed her wrigt, and the flashlight
Fdix trained gingerly through the hole in the decking popped like an old-fashioned flashbulb. Don hadn't
been looking at the light, but listening, eyes on the dark receding sea, hoping Matthew hadn't impaled
himsdlf on anything when hefell.

He moved faster than Fdlix, and definitely faster than Jane. She must have heard it, because she
stepped around Felix and headed for the prow, hopping and scrambling over jumbled debris. Don just
ran, rust and ruin cracking under his boots, hislonger legs an advantage. Matthew was visible as soon as
he came around the superstructure, his coat abloody stain. Don squatted beside him, grabbed hiswrist,
heard him groan again.

"Shoulder,” Matthew said. "Tore my knee."

Don did under hisright arm, which seemed unhurt, and took hisweight on that sde. Matthew was
helping, at least, and seemed clear-headed, though his voice was clipped and sharp with hurt and he
dumped against Don, hard, his eyes squinted shut and his head dropped forward, toward his chest.

"Areyou dl right?' Don asked. "Areyou okay?'

Stupid question. All he had.

"When shekillsme," Matthew said, picking his chin up, "give her what she wants. Shelll take you
back. That's the point of thisexercise."

"Matthew — "

"The city needsyou,” Matthew said. "Cop who can talk to Faeries. Cop who'saMage. Used to be
Magi everywhere, keeping thingsto-gether. If we had that—"

Don swallowed. He could seeit. "Jan€'s crazy. Y ou want — "

Matthew grinned at him, eyes glittering behind glasses that had miraculoudy stayed stuck to hisnose,
though they were spattered with muck and rusty water. "Jan€'s crazy. Y ou're not."

"Matthew," Jane said, drawing up some twenty feet away, besde the battered superstructure, "yield."

"Let'stak,” he said. He pushed Don away. Don gave him alook, and went, reluctantly, three steps.
Watching Matthew, not watching Jane. "The question is, do you have the gutsto do it?"

"Dowhat?'

Matthew balanced on one leg, not daring to put any weight on the right one. The pain was nausegting.
"Fdix hasagun. Ak himfor it."

She glanced at Fdlix. The soft light eased her face, made her look startled and allittle bit young.

"l dwayscary onein America," Feix sad. "Y ou haveto kill him, Jane."

Her gesture swept Matthew aside, and Felix's protestations. "He's finished.”



"Hedidn't yied." Nether did Felix, even when Jane svung her glare around like atorch. She might
need coaxing, but thiswas aritud. If Matthew didn't surrender and Jane didn't end things, she was not
anointed. No one stayed archmage on adraw.

But she stared a him, frowning. "Felix, to think | ever suspected that | might have been wrong about
you."

Maybe it was the scorn in her voice, her masks forgotten for amo-ment. Maybe it was the plain,
frustrated necessity. But Felix's hand dropped into his pocket, and came back with a snub-nosed Belgian
semiautomeatic. He stepped away from Jane, and raised the little gun.

Matthew wobbled. He spread hisarms, for balance as much asin surrender. "Oh, for Christ's sake,
Fdix. You make metired.”

"Wanker," Felix said, and squeezed three timesfast.

Matthew didn't expect it to hurt. Perhaps an impact, ablow like akick in the chest. But Don was
there, stepping in front of him, abulky shadow as the shots echoed like handclaps over the water and
dammed into his chest. He was knocked back, staggered—bang, bang. Bang. One step. Two.

Felix swore and shifted hisaim, the barrdl of the little automatic cen-tered between Matthew's eyes.
Matthew stepped forward before he re-membered he couldn't. The right knee wouldn't hold him. It
knuckled over, did, squished horribly, and failed. He might have caught himsalf, awobbling, hopping
hitch, but the metal was dick from the snow.

The gun tracked him down.

Hefdl and hit the deck diding, crying out, expecting Don to land on top of him. Bleeding. Dying,
probably.

The bullets punched through Don's coat and shirt and struck his vest like so many hammerblows. It
knocked the wind out of him, but he was a big man and Felix only had alittle gun. He lunged for his
weapon, hand across his chest. He wouldn't be fast enough, and he couldn't get in the way of Felix's shot
again, not with Matthew on the ground.

Something hit Felix from the Sde, aflurry of black and silver wings, the weight and momentum of the
bird knocking the gun off-line, spin-ning Felix haf around, though he kept the wegpon and kept hisfeet.
Thefourth bullet smoked aholein Dondl'sdeeve.

Thefifth one missed him cleanly.

Don flinched, leveled his gun, and returned fire as coally asif he shot men every day. Two bullets,
center of mass.

The black bird vanished over the starboard gunwale. Felix went down like somebody had jerked the
rug from under hisfeet. And Don, wincing, turned the wegpon on Jane. "Let'sjust take the end of thisas
read, okay?'

Silently, sheraised her hands.

"Don't shoot her," Matthew said, a gasp between gritted teeth. "It in-validates the forms.”

Don nodded. "I don't usualy shoot people who aren't shooting back." The semiautomeatic wavered,
but he nodded toward Fdlix. "Man, that isgoing to be hard to explain.”

"Il handleit,” Jane said. "Now put the gun away, Don. Matthew and | have businessto finish."

He would have. The urge to obedience was automatic. But some of what Matthew had told him
stuck. Just oxytocin, so he steedied his hand on the grips. "Matthew?"

"That'sfine, Don," he said. "Did you seewhat hit Felix?"

"Looked like, | dunno ... ablack swan. Do swans come black?"

"Seeif he's breathing and cdl him a chopper, would you?'

"How much you bet | cannot get acell sgnd?' But Don pulled his coat open, bruised chest muscles
protesting latera movement, and holstered his gun. "Can you stand on your own?"

Matthew pushed himsdlf to hisleft knee. Helooked at Jane, not Donall. "Do | haveto?'

"Matthew. Don't do this."

"Stop me," he said. And stood.

No sorcery to it. One foot down, balanced by hisfingertips and then his own tired strength. He stood
on oneleg, the old ship restless under his boot, the snow frosting his hair. Raw air chapped his cheeks



under the grit of gt and rusty moisture. He did hisfingersinto his pocket, found wet iron, closed hisleft
hand.

"You can't hurt me," Jane said.

"No," Matthew answered. He smiled, and found the strength, and dipped it around her like awarm
fur coat, before she even fet him com-ing. "Come here, Jane."

And she answered. He could not go to her, and so she came to him. One step, and then two, asif
conquering her own fear in the face of temptation. Shaking, she paused in front of him, and reached out
to brush one palm down the rusty deeve of hismagic coat. "l awaysliked that jacket."

"Sodid Fdix."

"Liking isn't the same as coveting. Exactly." She smiled, and leaned on him. It would have been nice to
earn that smile. Niceto fed thetrugt, the partnership, the old friendship they had had. Nice to smile back,
reach out and take her hand.

Dammit. Hehad Liked Jane Andraste.

The power sang across his nerves like a bow on fiddle strings. He un-derstood it now, the cage she'd
hung on him, and in the pain of hisknee and the pain of the lion diced into his shoulder and the numbness
of hisright hand, he found an answer.

Not the Dragon's answer.

Hisown.

"Jane," hesaid, "hold out your hands.”

And il grinning at him, dill sure shewaswinning, shedid it, and held perfectly ill, smiling likea
bride, while he did ten iron rings on her fingers, and bound each one—and al her power—tight.

Wingbests drew Matthew's and Don's attention. Two more swans sailed overhead, asif following the
first one.

And one of these was black, and one was white.

* * *

Autumn hadn't begun to worry until the water reached her chest. The room filled faster than shed
anticipated, asif the pitcher had asense of the needful volume.

The open window would keep her own escape attempt from drown-ing her and sheld lashed hersdlf
to the heavy bed. Theweight of thetal canopy vanishing into shadows kept it from floating off the floor
even when the feather bed she'd clambered onto waterlogged and squished under her feet.

The flaw in her plan was revealed when the door lock creaked under the water's weight, but did not
give. Thelock wastoo strong, and the water kept rising beyond the point when it should have been
plunging from the window, rolling in a cataract down the tower wall. Water surged against her. Not just
rising, swirling —but lapping back and forth, dopping from wal to wall. Waves—they were
waves—rocked her, dapped her thighs and stomach, rising past the window ledge, climbing her hips
and chest. Spray struck her face, and she tasted salt. She spat, clearing her mouth.

Not fresh water for drinking or bathing, but the harsh metal of sea-water. She choked on the
pungency asit rose across the open window and did not fall.

Every lap of the waves bulged the door againgt its frame and knocked Autumn against the bedpost.
She clutched the thigh-thick column and clung, though now the seain her mouth tasted of blood and
sheld split her cheek and cracked atooth into pulpy agony.

Wood creaked, cracked, did not shatter. The smack and splinter of spray stung her face, filled her
nose, st in her throat condtricting deli-cate tissues. The weight of the water shifted around her likea
living creature, broke over her head. She came up spluttering, deafened by the impact. Something
brushed her, moving in the water, ahard knock like ashark bumping its prey.

And then one great undertow hauled and twisted, bruised flesh dammed againgt the tight-wound
sheets until linen threads snapped and her fingers dipped on the wet, swollen wood. The door banged
agang itsframe one more time, and the whole great tower groaned. She imag-ined fine rock dust worn
between the cracks in the mortared stones, and almost felt it sway.



Thelock shattered the frame.

Water flooded the spirad stair floor to head height, pouring from the tower room as endlessly asit had
from the pitcher. Like a cataract over aspillway, the water dammed around curves, thundering, tumbling.
Water without end, yanking Autumn againgt the sheets, shredding her clothes and tangling her hair and
breaking open swollen flesh. Her nails split on wood. The massive bed creaked and shifted under her,
scraped acrossthe floor, grinding toward the wall.

The water was gone.

A white horse stood, splotched black on hisface and chest, streaked red from terrible wounds on his
neck and shoulders and flanks, hung with seawrack and draggled with sat water, in the center of the
tower prison. "Merlin sends her regards,” he said in aclear human voice. "May | suggest you flee?!

He spun on his haunches and charged for the broken door before Au-tumn could answer, leaving her
aoneto struggle from her improvised ropes.

Whiskey followed the escaped water down the sair, his shoesringing like an avaanche of silver
coins, the beat syncopated by an injured fore-leg. He crashed into the courtyard in the midst of the wave
that sucked the ankles of the Fae on the bleachers and broke in a great cresting wall over the
angels—fallen and otherwise—and the Dragon Prince left standing on the sand.

It could have knocked them aside, driven them into the sea. Instead, L ucifer gestured and it shattered
againg them asif on pillars of sone. Water swirled over their headsin jaddike colors, green and mauve
and violet, netted white with foam.

Whiskey skidded to ahdt on cobbles, pearls asbig asawoman'sfist peding under his scraping
hooves. His mane hung matted across hisface, hisright foreleg dmost dragging. It would support his
weight, but little more; the muscle was scored at the shoulder and every movement was like abrand
pressad to hisflesh. The confined tsunami drained quickly, trickling between cobbles and eroding
lightning tracks across the sand.

Whiskey confronted three dripping angels and a Dragon Prince with seaweed in hishair, and managed
not to fall. Or fall over laughing. Lu-cifer, in particular, with the vanes of hisfeathers soaked and spiked
againg the shafts and hishair shocked into tight coils dripping across his face, was not the sort of sight
one expected to behold twicein alife-time.

The Devil lifted one hand, and examined the soggy lace at his cuff. :Whiskey,: he said.

Whiskey huffed, ears pricked. "I don't suppose something sort of haf eephant sed and haf grizzly
bear came through here?’

The Bunyip hit him from the left Sde, athunderous wave that knocked him onto his bad leg and sent
him rolling into the bleachers, scattering and crushing Unsedlie courtiers. Helet go of the equineform, let
it dip into water, and fought current with countercurrent, eddy and whirl, patterns of direction and
misdirection and sheer blunt force as they dammed each other thisway and thet.

Asthe Bunyip struck, Lucifer took Keith by the shoulder, and relocated them both —dry, and
perfectly clean—to the galery, out of theway of the war underway on the sand. The searaged below, a
black head or awhite one every so often emerging from the vortexes and breakers, as Unsedlie dragged
each other clear. At thetop of the courtyard, away from the water, the horses screamed, while Michagl
rose draight up on dowly beating wings. And Chrigtian rel ocated himsdlf as easily as be-fore, regaining
hisplace a Aingsside.

Sheturned to him with alittle smile asthe dap of hard water shook the box under their feet. "Do you
See areason not to assist our aly?'

"Thetimefor subtlety ispast,” he said, and shrugged. "By al means, do your worst. They'll bring the
wadlsdowninaminuteif you let them, anyway."

Aine leaned over therail of the gdlery, afew drops of spray jeweling the sweep of her long dark hair.
"Nuckdavee," shesad, "kill theKelpie"

It glared at her from both distorted heads, and stumped forward on its seaweed-shaggy limbs. The
searose within the confines of the court-yard, and Unsedlie continued to teleport, fly, and shamble for



higher ground while their Queen watched, unconcerned.

Unlike Whiskey and Bunyip, Nuckelavee did not crash into the waves as part of the water itsalf.
Instead, it waded into the surf and the ocean began to drain away. Nuckelavee lurched through the
troughs and caps and wiped them away with sweeps of its chitinous claws, until the castle trembled with
the impact of giant bodies striking one an-other.

Bunyip bled from gaping wounds, runnels of blood soaking the hide, filming the shining claws. Blubber
gleamed like wax in the depths of the dashes and cuts, but the injuries were nothing to Whiskey's. The
wounded leg was broken now, his muzzle torn from one nogtril dmost to the opposite eye, showing teeth
through the gash in hislip. He limped on three legs, bleeding until the pearly cobblestones gleamed
crimson, badly enough hurt that he was reduced to backing away, keeping dis-tance, acquiring new
injuries every timethe Bunyip lunged. And now Nuckelavee circled from the other direction, penning
Whiskey into an ever-smaller range of motion with each dragging step.

The Queen's hands tightened on the gilt arms of her chair. Keith, behind her, squeezed her shoulder
just ashard. Shelifted her hand asif to brush his off, and grabbed the fingersingtead. "Help him," she
said. Not to Keith. To Cardl.

And Carel shook her head. "I am not permitted.” ™Y our damned Dragon,” the Queen said. "What
good isshe?' In the courtyard bel ow, Nuckdavee grasped after Whiskey. Whiskey avoided the clutch of
ragged claws, but not the rake. Another dash marked his hide, parting skin and flesh to bare bone near
his spine. He screamed and lashed out, a savage hind hoof spilling putrescence down Nuckelavee's gut.
The blow wasn't hard enough; Whiskey could only ground one forehoof to kick. Keith reached for bid
sword, and Cardl clutched hiswrist.

"He can serve the Queen,” Carel said, pitiless, "or he can serve the sea” The combat became an
untrackable whirl, claws and hooves and flashing teeth. Bunyip struck Whiskey aglancing blow with one
pon-derous claw, knocking the water-horse end over end. Whiskey rolled, sprawled, and heaved himself
up without pause. His head hung low on his powerful neck. He wobbled, scrabbled, found his purchase
and his balance—and went down again, with no sound but a grunt, breaking his knee open on the stone.

"Hell diefor your pride, Elane.

The Queen's nails parted the skin of Keith'shand. "I take it back," she said. She shoved Keith's hand
off and stood. "Whiskey," she cdled, asthe black beast and the red one closed on him from opposite
Sdes, "give me back my name!"

Thewideworld crystalized. Whiskey heard her through the pain, through the dull distraction of injury.
The searushed into him, the dam that had held it back for seven years gonein the space of afew words.
Savage power filled him, flooded him until he brimmed, sdt water pricking from the cobbles under his
knee, puddling and coursing down to the ocean below.

A broken armislessthan abroken leg. He folded into another shape and stood, water dripping down
the backs of bony hands, over thick nails, water plastering his clothesto hislanky body as he braced his
feet and grinned, pulling his split lip wide. Nuckeavee and Bunyip towered over him now, but hed meet
them on hisfeet.

The blade at his belt came with the human seeming. It was short, eight inches, no more. But it was
better than nothing, and comfortable to wield one-handed.

The moon was high. He was himself again; cold joy drenched himin alucid cataract. And there were
only two of them.

He did the knife free and waited for the enemiesto come.

"Want your shadow, Bunyip?" he asked. "What will you giveto haveit back?'

"I'll takeit when I'vekilled you," the Bunyip answered.

He pounced, arippling arc of muscle. But Whiskey was no longer where he had been standing when
the Bunyip landed. He dove for the Nuckelavee, rolled between its knees when it clacked and hopped
after him, and cried out when his broken arm and dashed shoulder struck the cobbles. Still herolled and
kept ralling, the momentum enough to find hisfeet, and threw himsdlf at the creature's festering back.



The knife bit deep, suck of flesh and scrape of bone, and Nuckelavee gave athin bubbling scream.
Whiplash asit twisted threw Whiskey onto the stones. The knife and his breath were knocked from him;
he pushed himself up and fell back, gasping, as amassive shape undulated toward him.

One enemy down.

Bunyip was coming.

One enemy down, and Whiskey down aswell.

In the guttering torchlight, he first thought he saw only shadows. But then there were feathers, three
swans descending, one white and two black. They came down like agentling hand, their bodiesrising
and faling between their wings, their necks stretched, bugling their un-pleasing whistle.

The white swan stood, unfolding into afrail human form, her cloak blurring from her hands as she
swirled it over her head and cast it like anet across the shoulders of the other two. They did not rise, one
hud-dled inside the embrace of the other, an ash-colored head bent over one whose locks caught
unnatura violet accentsin thefirdight.

Kit shielded Lily againg his chest.

She fisted both hands in Fionnghuala's cloak, as the swanmay stood, naked and defiant, behind them,
no less stern and wonderful for the marks of age stretching her softened flesh. She reached down and laid
her hand on the nape of Kit's neck, and Kit ducked his head, pressed hislipsagainst Lily's ear, and
whispered something through her hair.

"Garndukgu-Wurrpbu,” Lily said, her voice rasping asif her throat were raw, her pronunciation eerily
perfect on the very first try. Better than Kit's, which was just good enough.

Bunyip flinched, and kept coming. Behind him, the Nuckelavee went to its knees, crawling toward the
seq, its horse-head leaving streaked, hideous strings of mucus on the cobblestones as it was dragged.

Aine shouted to him to turn back to the attack, hauling with the reins of her power. Hetried, as he had
no choice, and crashed to hisbelly on the stones.

"Agan!" Kit steadied Lily's shaking shoulders. "Mean it."

She gasped and crowded againgt him. He leaned hisforehead againgt her shoulder, asif willing her to
understand. Willing her to read it in her gift, in her bones. "Chrigtian took his magic back," she said, and
Bun-yip glided closer.

"Use you your own. Garndukgu-Wurrpbu,” he chanted. He squeezed her, shook her, the velvet of her
borrowed doublet denting under his palms. She jerked again, trying to squirm away from the mon-ger.
"Garndukgu-Wurrpbu! "

"Garndukgu-Wurrpbu,” she answered. A croak. Kit got hisfingers under her arms, lifted, pulled her
up. Fionnghuaa stood behind them, holding her cloak over their shoulders, shielding them with her wings.
"Garndukgu-Wurrpbu!" Lily shouted. She coughed, a hand pressed to her throat. Kit echoed, caled
again, remembering the Bunyip's mockery of hisown smal power.

"Shout it, sorceress,” he said. " Push him back."

Histouch was unlike Chrigtian's. Hard, alittle painful, each finger indenting her flesh. He wasn't any
taller than she was, and he wasn't any stronger. And he was there, right there with her, holding her up,
facing the mongter anyway.

If he could do it, she could do it too.

"Garndukgu-Wurrpbu!" she yelled, and pushed.

And fet something pushing back. Something yidding, but mas-sve, unmovable, implacable. Siding,
asif she buried both handsin amountainous water balloon and tried to shove it off her face. It dopped
over her, did awvay when shetried to contain it. She spread her hands out, using the name like awhip,
like aplow blade, to sting and shove. She leaned harder. It would roll over her. She would drown. It
would crush her, and there was nobody to save her, nobody to charge to the rescue.

But there was Kit, pushing beside her, pushing as hard as he could. She could push harder than Kit.
She could push harder than Fionn-ghuada, than Whiskey who crawled up on her |eft sde and dragged
himsdf to hisknees, dipping something black and soft as gauzy sk into her hand.

She was the rescue now.



When it gave, it gave like punching through awall of glass. A sudden crack, asensation like
sharpness, like shattering. And then she was up to her ebowsin cold likeice water and the Bunyip was
dumped before her, and Kit had hisfingerslaced through her hands, dragging them to her head, urging,
"Knot your hair, Lily. Lily, knot your hair."

Chapter Twenty-nine
OnceUponaTimein New Y ork City

Christian vanished before Kit even let go of Lily'shands, and Michael drifted to earth besdethem a

moment later, quietly ridiculous with Matthew bornein her ams asif he weighed nothing at dl.

Don had stayed behind to manage Jane and explain the body and the motorboat to the authorities.

Kit shrugged Fionnghuaas cloak off his shoulders, haf fearing hed fal back into a swan's shape ashe
did. But he stayed aman, and stood savoring free air for amoment before he wrapped the naked
swanmay in her feathers.

The feathers shed adl around them. He winced and caught a handful before they could fal. They
crumbled into shadowsin his hand. Fionnghuaa tugged the cloak around her shoulders. "Magic
well-spent,” she said, when Kit frowned.

Lily was stroking the cobweb fabric. "What's this?'

"Bunyip's shadow," Whiskey told her. He sat cross-legged on the stones. "A little bit of insurance,
sorceress. Hell try to kill you again now that you've bound him. It'll pay to have the strength to dedl with
it

"Bound him?"

"What do you think thiswas?'

"Likeadave"

"Likeadave" Whiskey said. He shuddered as he pushed himsdlf to hisfeet. Lily got agrip on his
unwounded biceps and hauled, the shadow fluttering between her fingers. When he stood without
wobbling, shetwined her fingers through the shadow and held it to the light. Torchlight wouldn't shine
through it, for dl itstrangparency. "Exactly like."

"l don't want— " Shelicked her lips. "If | let him go helll kill me" she said, understanding theicein
Whiskey's pale blue gaze.

' Give me the shadow," he said. "I'll bargain for you."

"Can| trust you?"

He stroked her arm with the back of his hand. His wounds were a-ready sedling. "Never."

She held out the bit of cobweb. "lsn't it yours?!

He winked, and turned away. Limping heavily, he walked to where Bunyip lay, heaving, on the
stones.

Lily was vagudly aware that, across the courtyard, Carel had broken away from Keith and Elaine and
was running from the galery to the stair, where Autumn—battered and bruise-cheeked—had appeared,
holding herself up haf by her grip on the doorframe. Lily turned back to Fionnghuala, Kit, and Matthew.

She heard aglad cry. It ached more than it soothed.

Michadl had laid the Mage on the stones and stood back, arms folded over her narrow chest.

"Thanksfor the help," Matthew said to Kit, and Kit swept a some-what unsteady bow. Fionnghuala
crouched beside the Mage, aknifein her hand, dicing Matthew'sfilthy jeans open from thigh to ankle
aong theseam. "Thisisbad," she said. She dusted more feathersfrom hisleg, from her shoulders, from



her hair. "I can't hedl it now."

"No," he said. He brushed aside afew feathers himsdlf, rubbing hisfingerstogether, asif bemused. "I
seethat. But there's always the emer-gency room.”

"Shecured Lily," Kit said. "Lily wasdying."

"Cured?' Lily looked at them both, then down at her hands. She came to squat beside them.

"Unicorn'shorn,” Fonnghudasaid. "Cureswhat alsyou."

"But I'm-"

Fonnghualalaid her hands on Lily's cheeks and kissed her. "As someone once said, 'l amthat | am.’
Y ou won't die now. What you make of therest of it isyour own choice.”

Kit coughed. Matthew blinked, then winced as Fionnghuadalad acool pam on hisskin. "Ow."

Shefrowned. "Doctor.”

"Morgan,” Kit said, and gestured toward the inland end of the court-yard, where the witch stood
framed againgt the darkness of the front gate, her wolfhounds at her side.

Fionnghudastood. " Twill serve, though this shal need surgery. And now excuse me. | have adevil
with whom to ded."

Card led Autumn to the corner by thewell, and Autumn let her do it. Shaking, leaning hard on the
Merlin asthe Merlin curled an arm around her shoulders, she squeezed her over and over again and
brushed her fingers across her face.

Asfor Card, she sat Autumn down on the bench beside the well cover and touched al of Autumn's
wounds, slently, wincing more than Autumn. "I think you'll be okay," shesaid, findly. "Youll need a
den-tist. Have you touched food or drink?"

Autumn shook her head, and Carel turned to draw water. "I'll make you some safe.” What wasthe
point in being Merlin, otherwise?

"Rumpddtiltskin?* Autumn asked, as Carel brought her the dipper from the bucket.

"l found him," Carel said. "He was under the winerack. He's safe.”

Carel shook her head as Autumn cupped her hands around the dip-per to hold it steady, drinking with
lowered eyes. "l didn't think s0," she said. She sobbed, once, tightly, her hands whitening on theladle
before Card pulled it back, and bent forward between her knees. "Theresafishinthewell.”

Cardl turned to look: acarp, red-flecked and golden, with black freckles on its back. It hung in the
water, fanning dowly, staring up at her with bubble eyes. She knew its expression. "Cairbre?"

It bobbed in the water, up and down. The Merlin dropped to her knees beside the well, and reached
down, her brown wrists encompass-ing the fish as it swam between them. She scooped it up, and drew it
out of thewater, her fingersdipping into itsgillsand holding it tight asit twisted.

She hauled it up into the light of the torches. " Give me areason not to kill you."

Helpless, it flopped, gasping. It had been expecting rescue. Cardl stared at it whileits struggles grew
morefrantic. ™Y ouwon." Scaesgrit-ted her fingers, dick with dime. "lan'sKing. Elaineisfree”

The carp dtilled, hanging heavily in her hands, aheavy muscled cylin-der. It gaped, glossy eyes
darkening, and waited.

"Stay afish,” she said, and dropped it into the water.

Autumn reached out and touched her shoulder. "Carel ?'

"l can't promiseit won't happen again,” Carel said. "l can't keep you safe. | wouldn't blame you.”

Autumn'slipsthinned. She shook her head. "I'm tired of fdling out of love," she said, and did her hand
down the Merlin'sarm to squeeze her fingers.

Morgan saw to lanfirst, and Cardl, Keith, and Elaineleft her doneto doit. Asfor them, once Cardl
hed assured hersdf that Autumn waslikely to live, they found Aine on the battlements, thewind and the
ris-ing sun limning graceful limbs through her robes. Her hair lashed and flew around her, and she waited
with folded hands.

"Y ou're not Queen anymore," Aine said. She glanced from Keith to Carel. "The Devil'sleft meto pay

the piper.”



"So he has," Elaine said. She glanced at Keith. He folded a hand around the hilt of his sword, and did
it free, frowning.

Aine drew abresth, and closed her eyes. Keith looked from hiswife to the Merlin.

"This ishow the story ends,” Carel said.

And soit did, for Aine.

‘What isit that you seek, Flonnghuda?.

She paused beside, and alittle behind, the Morningstar. He douched on astoal in the gdlery, legs
akimbo, wings half extended, fanning on the morning breeze.

You," she said, and came to stand beside him, holding her cloak closed, one-handed, across her
breast.

:He should have loved mefirst and best, as| loved Him.:

"Areyou 0 sure He didn't?"

‘What do you want?.

She amiled without looking to seeif he noticed. "To do the Chrigtian thing."

‘Hewon't forgive me. Even should | ask.:

"That's the sin of hubris, you know. And the sin of despair. The same onesthat got Judas. | forgive
everyone who wants forgiveness, and anyway, don't think | didn't notice you pulling threadsto free Keith
MacNeill from hisdoom, Morningstar."

He had no answer.

"Andif | forgive you" —sheran her fingertipsalong hisjanv—"He doesn't have to. That'swhat it isto
beatrinity."

:You,: he said, hiswings arching up behind his shoulders so the harsh rasp of feathers underscored his
words. :But—:

"It never occurred to you that the teind is an echo of martyrdom, and martyrdom an echo of sacrifice?
That they're dl the same story? Never, Prince of Stories?”

:Prince of Lies,: he corrected.

"Liesare dories.”

He closed hiseyes. :Batter my heart, three-person'd God—:

"Chrigt," she answered, and folded himin her arms. "Not that damned thing. Come and beforgiven,
child

Whiskey found Elaine done, findly, when she had |eft Cardl and Au-tumn together and Keith beside
their son's sickbed. She walked along the rocky strand. Whiskey cantered up beside her on three legs.
He touched her not, nor spoke her name.

"l amleaving."

She stopped, her hands shoved in her pockets, dressed as Morgan would in blue jeansand a
swester, her cropped hair riffling over her eyes. Her deeveswere pushed up. White scars laced her
arms, and the emerads on her |eft hand winked when she pulled them into the sun.

Her footprints traced the water's edge, but stopped short of where the waves began. "1 know," she
answered. "I'm sorry.'

He lowered his head, flattened his neck, shook out hiswhite and black streaked raw-silk mane so the
sea breeze lifted and tossed it. "Elaine” he said.

Shebit her lip. "Uisgebaugh.”

Head up, ears pricked. Too much pride to show pain as he pranced _

bare-hooved, three-legged —over the stones. His shoulder was barely crusted and other wounds till
bled. They'd heal. One more scar, out of Fagrie. "Onelast ride?!

Her lipswere wet when she smiled, and the salt wasn't dll from the sea. "Will you drown me?”

Hetossed hismane, flagged histall, let the wind stream them wild. "Who knows?

"Hold till," she said, and grabbed adouble fistful of mane, hopping and hauling until she could ding
her leg over his naked back.



Lily came to Matthew when Morgan was done with him, and offered her shoulder to lean on. She
snugged under hisarm, helping take hisweight as he balanced on the splinted knee. "Morgan wants me
to be her gpprentice,” she said as she led him out into the sun. " Although I'm going to get my cat first. At
least he's black.”

Matthew laughed.

She squeezed him. "What are you going to do now?"'

"I'm going hometo Gotham. | can't helpiit. | belong in that god-damned town." He paused and stole a
sdelong, lip-bitten glance. "Prometheus would take you, if you wanted something dse. It'sjust meand
Donall now. And Kit. And those kids of Jan€'s, if they bother to come back."

She squeezed hiswaist once, quick. "1 hope well seeyou in Fagrie. Archmage. Sinceyou'vefriends
here. And dl.”

"l don't know. I'vegot . . . well. Maybe we shouldn't call it Prometheus anymore. Considering — "

"Fonnghudatold you too."

"Honnghudatold me first." He stuck histongue out.

Shelaughed, and pointed. "Shdll we it there?" It's not too bright for you?'

" likethe sun." Shesighed. "I wonder if she'stold Kit yet. What will we do for fun without him?"

"Kit?'

"Ludfer.”

The stone bench warmed sore muscles. He sank down sighing. "Well think of something. Hell isfull of
devils after dl."

"Don't remind me," she said. Hisleg stuck straight out before him. Shetook it gently, supporting the
knee, and eased it into amore com-fortable position. When she looked up into hisface, she smiled at
him from adistance of afew inches.

He smdlled like rust and sweat and blood and dead things. She wrin-kled her nose, and kissed him
anyway, because she wanted to. Softly, on the mouth, the unicorn-healed scar of the caduceus across
her lipsrough and tender.

Helicked his mouth when she leaned back. "Y ou redlize, of course, that I'm far too old for you."

"Please," shesad. "What areyou, redly? Like, twelve? Sticking your tongue out at strange women?
Besides, | like boyswith glasses. And I'm not like other girls.”

Matthew grinned at her. "I'm told | don't know much about them, anyway. Hello, Kit."

"Il return,” Kit said, pausing so his shadow blocked the sun. "If I'm interrupting.”

"No," Lily said. "Keep him company. I'm going to find him adrink. And you too."

"And theg" Kit said, and brushed her arm with fingerslike trailing feathers when she did past.

They traded asecretive amile, provoking Matthew to laughter. "Will you flirt with anything?”

"Aslong asit flirtsback." Kit settled beside him, so he wouldn't have to look into the light to talk.
"Morgan says lan will recover. And be King.

"A relief to dl concerned, | imagine.”

Kit glanced sideways, his mouth pulling down. " Such irony."

"A little." Matthew closed his eyes, the better to appreciate the grace notesin the symphony of throbs
and aches echoing through hisbody. ™Y ou know whét really sucks?'

Kit bumped Matthew with his shoulder, the way, once upon atime, he might have nudged another
friend. "What?

"Felix wasright. It's not fair. He wanted the talent. It should have been his. Not Geoff's. Not mine."
Kit sghed. "The man who put aknifein my eye was no poet, Matthew Magus, nor ever wanted to
be"

Matthew's head rocked in timeto adlent, disbelieving laugh. "And you're going to sit there and tell me
you didn't earn that bit of double-dealing, Christopher Marlowe?!

"No," Kit sad. "But know you this..."

"What?'

The poet smiled as he stood. It wasn't pretty. He patted Matthew's uninjured shoulder before he



moved away. "When you're moved to count Felix's ambitions forgivable, remember: | never put aknife
in Will's back."

Kit came up behind her, ran atouch up her spine from the smal of her back, laced hisfingersthrough
her hair. She leaned into his touch, one hand spread wide on the shattered wooden doorframe of the
ruined tower prison. "l forgive thee al thy crudties,” he whispered, through her hair, againgt her ear, ashe
had whispered to Lily so very recently.

Morgan shivered, from his breath or from the words, he didn't know. "Thou mean'st it not."

"But | do." Heturned her face between his hands, one gentle on her cheek, the other grasping hard,
and brushed hislips across her face. "Because | remember now. Things | never remembered before. This
story, that story, al of them different. Every one contradicting the oth-ers. | used to know history. Now |
don't even know my own, who | was, who | loved, how | lived — "

"Itsdl true”

"Itsdl lies”

"Fasethingsaretrue," she answered, and tugged restlesdy againgt his grip on her hair. He opened his
hand and let her go. "What color ismy hair?”’

Black," he said, combing the strawberry locks through hisfingers. Black as sin, black as sorcery, and
shot through with slver like moon-lit spiderwebs.”

But it'sawaysbeenred.”

"Yes," hesaid. "l remember. | could end up likethe Devil, dl my sto-riesat war."

"Y ou ‘won't. You're one of us now. Among the legends.”

"What wasit like to change?' he asked. "Do you remember it? When you were just awoman?'

"No," shesaid. "But | wasborn astory. Y ou were born aman. Y ou'll manage.”

"Y ou sound certain.”

She smiled and turned to kiss his pam. "I haven't failed astudent yet. Choose your story, Kit."

"Which? The stories choose us, not the other way round.”

"Ah," Morgan said. "Y ou know, that's where you're wrong. Still, where there'slife theré'shope. And |
hear these daysthey're changing stories dl thetime."

She shook her hair free and stepped back, but she never stopped smiling. Even when he went to seek
the Devil.

Who waited for him atop the wall, not far from asulking angel. "I hoped you would wait," Kit said.

‘I hoped you would come. How doesit fed to win?.

Kit snorted. He laid his hands on the battlements and rubbed his palms over white stone. He should
say something cutting, rough as those sun-warmed rocks. "Win?'

:Thelong-term god of the Prometheus Club, in the honest analys's, has been to remake God,
whatever liesthey have offered over the years. You'velain in wait four hundred years, sweet Christofer.
Y our opportu-nity presents.:

"The Devil speaks of truth?" And there was the old Kit, acerbic, mocking. But his heart wasntinit.

Y ou remade the Devil in your own image. How much more awful the task of God? Y ou've your
absolution il to earn.:

"] thought I'd just live forever.” Kit looked down at the oneiron ring on his hand. "Tell me about
Chridian."

What isthereto tdl?: the Devil asked, and Kit nudged him with an elbow.

:Chridtian likes his chaos and hates his God. He enjoys playing his brothers against each other. Hed
be |oath to see Satan unitethe Hells

and reign, and he'd hate to see me escape them. And then there was the opportunity to cause trouble
inthe mortal realm, cadge asoul or two. Such things matter to him.:

"And not to you?'

Lucifer laughed.

"Art finished plotting, Morningstar?" Acerbic, the voice of an angd, resonant and true. Michagl'sface
was twisted around the smile she forced, unpracticed. She rustled, and folded her wings. "Art ready to



go home?'

:Never done plotting,: Lucifer answered. Hiswing cupped Kit's shoulder briefly, afleeting warmth,
replaced by the chill draft of thelonely seabelow asit flickered away once more. :And never more ready
to go home. Never fear, brother—there are stories that end differently. Thou wilt not go unemployed for
long.:

"l never liked thee," Michadl said, asthey ascended.

Andthey dl lived, ever &fter.
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