THE GOOD, THE BAD, AND THE UNDEAD
KIMHARRISON

To the man who knows caffeine comes first, chocol ate comes second, romance comes third—and
when they ought to be reversed.
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One

| hitched the canvas strap holding the watering canister higher up on my shoulder and stretched to get the
nozzleinto the hanging plant. Sunlight streamed in, warm through my blueindtitutiona jumpsuit. Past the
narrow plate-glass windows was asmdl courtyard surrounded by V1P offices. Squinting from the sun, |
squeezed the handle of the watering hose, and the barest hint of water hissed through.

There was aburst of clattering computer keys, and | moved to the next plant down. Phone conversation
filtered in from the office past the reception desk, accompanied by abelly laugh that sounded like the
bark of adog. Weres. The higher up in the pack they were, the more human looking they managed, but
you could dwaystell when they laughed.

| glanced down the row of hanging plants before the windows to the freestanding fish tank behind the
receptionist’s desk. Y up. Cream-colored fins. Black spot on right Side. Thiswas the one. Mr. Ray raised
koi, showing them in Cincinnati’ s annual fish show. Last year’ swinner was dways displayed in his outer
office, but now there were two fish, and the Howlers mascot was missing. Mr. Ray was aDen boy, a
riva of Cincinnati’sdl Inderland baseball team. It didn’t take much to put two and two together and get
golenfish.

“So,” the cheerful woman behind the desk said as she stood to drop aream of paper into the printer’s
hopper. “Mark ison vacation? He didn’t tell me.”

| nodded, not looking at the secretary dressed in her snappy cream-colored business suit as | dragged
my watering equipment down another three feet. Mark was taking a short vacetion in the stairwel |l of the
building he had been servicing before this one. Knocked out with a short-term deepy-time potion. “Yes,
ma am,” | added, raisng my voice and adding adight lisp. “Hetold me what plantsto water, though.” |
curled my red manicured nails under my palms before she spotted them. They didn’t go with the working
plant-girl image. | should have thought of thet earlier. “ All the ones on thisfloor, and then the arboretum


goodthebadandtheundeadthe.html
goodthebadandtheundeadthe.html
goodthebadandtheundeadthe.html
goodthebadandtheundeadthe.html
goodthebadandtheundeadthe.html
goodthebadandtheundeadthe.html
goodthebadandtheundeadthe.html
goodthebadandtheundeadthe.html

on theroof.”

The woman smiled to show me her dightly larger teeth. ShewasaWere, and fairly high up in the office
pack by her amount of polish. And Mr. Ray wouldn't have adog for a secretary when he could pay a
high enough sdlary for abitch. A faint scent of musk came from her, not unpleasant. “ Did Mark tell you
about the service devator at the back of the building?’ she said helpfully. “It' seasier than lugging that cart
up dl those gairs”

“No, maam,” | said, pulling the ugly cap with the plant-man logo on it tighter to my head. “1 think he's
making everything just hard enough that | don't try to take histerritory.” Pulse quickening, | pushed
Mark’ s cart with its pruning shears, fertilizer pellets, and watering system farther down theline. | had
known of the elevator, aong with the placement of the Sx emergency exits, the pullsfor thefiredarm,
and where they kept the doughnuts.

“Men,” shesaid, rolling her eyes as she sat before her screen again. “Don’'t they redize that if we wanted
to rule the world, we could?’

| gave her anoncommittal nod and squirted atiny amount of water into the next plant. | kinda thought we

dready did.

A tight hum rose over the whirl of the printer and the faint office chatter. It was Jenks, my partner, and he
was clearly in abad mood as he flew out of the boss s back office and to me. His dragonfly wings were
bright red in agitation, and pixy dust fted from him to make temporary sunbeams. “I’m done with the
plantsinthere,” he said loudly as helanded on the rim of the hanging pot in front of me. He put his hands
on hishipsto look like amiddle-age Peter Pan grown up to be atrashman in hislittle blue jumpsuit. His
wife had even sawn him amatching cap. “ All they need iswater. Can | help you out here with anything,
or can | go back and deep in the truck?’ he added acerbically.

| took the watering canister off me, setting it down to unscrew thetop. “1 could use afertilizer pellet,” |
prompted, wondering what his problem was.

Grumbling, he flew to the cart and started rummaging. Green twist ties, stakes, and used pH test strips
flew everywhere. “ Got one,” he said, coming up with awhite pellet aslarge as hishead. Hedropped it in
the canister and it fizzed. It was't afertilizer pellet but an oxygenator and dime-coat promoter. What's
the point of geding afishif it diesin trangport?

“Oh my God, Rachel,” Jenks whispered as he landed on my shoulder “It's polyester. I’ m wearing
polyester!”

My tension eased as| redlized where his bad mood came from. “It’ Il be okay.”

“I’'m breaking out!” he said, scratching vigoroudy under hiscollar. “1 can't wear polyester. Pixiesare
dlergic to polyester. Look. See?’ Hetilted his head so hisblond hair shifted from his neck, but he was
too closeto focus on. “Wedts. And it stinks. | can smell the oil. I'm wearing dead dinosaur. | can't wear a
dead animal. It sbarbaric, Rache,” he pleaded.

“Jenks?’ | screwed the cap lightly back onto the canister and hung it over my shoulder, pushing Jenks
from mein the process. “I’m wearing the same thing. Suck it up.”

“But it sinkd”
| eyed him hovering before me. “Prune something,” | said through gritted teeth.
Heflipped me off with both hands, hovering backward as he went. Whatever. Patting my back pocket of



the vile blue jJumpsuit, | found my snippers. While Miss Office Professiond typed aletter, | snapped open
astep stool and began to clip leaves off the hanging plant beside her desk. Jenks started to help, and
after afew moments| bregthed, “ Are we set in there?”

He nodded, his eyes on the open door to Mr. Ray’ s office. “ The next time he checks hismail, the entire
Internet security systemisgonnatrip. It will take five minutesto fix if she knowswhat she’ sdoing, four
hoursif she doesn't.”

“I only need five minutes,” | said, starting to Swest in the sun coming in thewindow. It smelled likea
garden in there, agarden with awet dog panting on the codl tile.

My pulse increased, and | moved down another plant. | was behind the desk, and the woman stiffened. |
had invaded her territory, but she had to put up with it. | wasthe water girl. Hoping she attributed my
risng tension to being so closeto her, | kept working. My one hand rested on the lid of the watering
canigter. Onetwist and it would be off.

“Vanessal” came an irate shout from the back office.
“Herewego,” Jenks said, flying up to the ceiling and the security cameras.

| turned to see an irate man, clearly aWere by hisdight size and build, hanging hafway out of the back
office. “It did it again,” he said, hisface red and histhick hands gripping the archway. “I hate these things.
What was wrong with paper? | like paper.”

A professional smile wreathed the secretary’ sface. “Mr. Ray, you yeled a it again, didn’t you?1 told
you, computers are like women. If you shout at them or ask them to do too many things at once, they
shut down and you won't even get asniff.”

He growled an answer and disappeared into his office, unaware or ignoring that she had just threatened
him. My pulse legpt, and | moved the stool right beside the tank.

Vanessasighed. “God save him,” she muttered as she got up. “That man could bresk hisbalswith his
tongue.” Giving me an exasperated look, she went into the back office, her hedsthumping. “Don’t touch
anything,” shesaid loudly. “I’'m coming.”

| took aquick bregath. “Cameras?’ | breathed.
Jenks dropped down to me. “Ten minuteloop. You're clear.”

He flew to the main door, perching himsalf on the molding abovethelintdl, to hang over and watch the
exterior halway. Hiswings blurred to nothing and he gave me atiny thumbs-up.

My skin tightened in anticipation. | took off the fish tank lid, then pulled the green fishnet from an inner
pocket of the jJumpsuit. Standing atop the step stoal, | pushed my deeve to my elbow and plunged the
net into the water. Immediately both fish darted to the back.

“Rachd!” Jenks hissed, suddenly at my ear. “ She' sgood. She's hafway there.”

“Just watch the door, Jenks,” | said, lip between my teeth. How long could it take to catch a fish? |
pushed arock over to get to the fish hiding behind it. They darted to the front.

The phone started ringing, a soft hum. “ Jenks, will you get that?’ | said cdmly as| angled the net,
trapping them in the corner. “Got you now...”



Jenks zipped back from the door, landing feet first on the glowing button. “Mr. Ray’ s office. Hold
please” hesaid in ahigh fasetto.

“Crap,” | swore asthefish wiggled, dipping past the green net. “Comeon, I’ m just trying to get you
home, you dimy finned thing,” | coaxed through gritted teeth. “Almodt...amost...” It was between the
net and theglass. If it would just hold fill. ..

“Hey!” aheavy voice said from the hall.

Adrendinejerked my head up. A small man with atrim beard and afolder of paperswas sanding in the
hallway leading to the other offices. “What are you doing?’ he asked belligerently.

| glanced at the tank with my arminit. My net was empty. The fish had dipped past it. “Um, | dropped
my scissors?’ | said.

From Mr. Ray’ s office on my other sde came athump of hedlsand Vanessa sgasp. “Mr. Ray!”

Damn. So much for the easy way. “Plan B, Jenks,” | said, grunting as| grabbed the top of the tank and
pulled.

In the other room, V anessa screamed as the tank tipped and twenty-five gallons of icky fish water
cascaded over her desk. Mr. Ray appeared beside her. | lurched off the stool, soaked from the waist
down. No one moved, shocked, and | scanned thefloor. “ Gotchal” | cried, scrabbling for the right fish.

“She' s after thefish!” the smal man shouted as more people camein from the hallway. “ Get her!”
“Go!” Jenksdhrilled. “I'll kegp them off you.”

Panting, | followed thefish in ahunched, scrabbling walk, trying to grab it without hurting it. It wiggled
and squirmed, and my breath exploded from me as| findly got my fingersaround it. | looked up as|
dropped it into the canister and screwed the lid on tight.

Jenkswas afirefly from hell as he darted from Were to Were, brandishing pencils and throwing them a
sendtive parts. A four-inch pixy was holding three Weres a bay. | wasn't surprised. Mr. Ray was
content to watch until herealized | had one of hisfish. “What the hell are you doing with my fish?" he
demanded, hisface red with anger.

“Leaving,” | said. He came at me, histhick handsreaching. | obligingly took one of them, jerking him
forward and into my foot. He staggered back, clutching his ssomach.

“Quit playing with those dogs!” | cried a Jenks, looking for away out. “We haveto go.”

Picking up Vanessa'smonitor, | threw it at the plate-glasswindow. I’ d wanted to do that with Ivy’ sfor a
long time. It shattered in a satisfying crash, the screen looking odd on the grass. Weres poured into the
room, angry and giving off musk. Snatching the canigter, | dove through the window. “ After her!”
someone shouted.

My shoulders hit manicured grassand | rolled to my feet.
“Up!” Jenks said by my ear. “Over there”

He darted across the smdl enclosed courtyard. | followed, looping the heavy canister to hang across my
back. Handsfree, | climbed the trdllis. Thorns pierced my skin, ignored.

My breath camein aquick pant as | reached the top. The snapping of branches said they were following.



Hauling mysdlf over thelip of the flat-topped, tar-and-pebble roof, | took off running. The wind was hot
up here, and the skyline of Cincinnati spread out before me.

“Jump!” Jenks shouted as | reached the edge.
| trusted Jenks. Armsflailing and feet till going, | ran right off the roof.

Adrendine surged as my stomach dropped. It was a parking lot! He sent me off the roof to landina
parking lot!

“| don’'t have wings, Jenksl” | screamed. Teeth gritted, | flexed my knees.

Pain exploded as| hit the pavement. | fell forward, scraping my palms. The canister of fish clanged and
fell off asthe strap broke. | rolled to absorb the impact.

The meta canister spun away, and till gasping from the hurt, | staggered after it, fingersbrushing it asit
rolled under acar. Swearing, | dropped flat on the pavement, stretching for it.

“Theresheid” came ashouit.

Therewas a ping from the car above me, then another. The pavement beside my arm suddenly had a
holeinit, and sharp tingles of shrapnel peppered me. They were shooting at me?

Grunting, | wiggled under the car and pulled the canister out. Hunched over thefish, | backed up. “Hey!”
| shouted, tossing the hair from my eyes. “What the hdll areyou doing? It sjust afish! Anditisn’t even
yours!”

Thetrio of Weres on the roof stared a me. One hefted awegpon to his eye.

| turned and started running. Thiswas not worth five hundred dollars anymore. Five thousand, maybe.
Next time, | vowed as| pounded after Jenks, 1’ d find out the particulars before | charge my
standard fee.

“Thisway!” Jenks shrilled. Bits of pavement were ricocheting up to hit me, echoing the pings. Thelot
wasn't gated, and as my muscles trembled from adrenaline, | ran across the street and into the pedestrian
traffic. Heart pounding, | dowed to look behind me to see them slhouetted againgt the skyline. They
hadn't jJumped. They didn’t need to. | had left blood al over that trellis. Stll, | didn’t think they would
track me. It wasn't their fish; it wasthe Howlers . And Cincinnati’ sal Inderland baseball team was going
to pay my rent.

My lungs heaved as| tried to match the pace of the people around me. The sun was hot, and | was
swesting inside my polyester sack. Jenks was probably checking my back, so | dropped into an dley to
change. Setting the fish down, | let my head thump back into the cool wall of the building. I'd doneit.
Rent was made for yet another month.

Reaching up, | yanked the disguise amulet from around my neck. Immediately | felt better, astheillusion
of adark-completed, brown-haired, big-nosed woman vanished, reveding my frizzy, shoulder-length red
hair and pale skin. | glanced at my scraped palms, rubbing them together gingerly. | could have brought a
pain amulet, but | had wanted as few charms as possible on mein case | was caught and my “intent to
sted” turned into “intent to steal and do bodily harm.” One | could dodge, the other I’ d have to answer
to. | wasarunner; | knew the law.

While people passed at the head of the alley, | stripped off the damp coverdls and stuffed it into the
Dumpster. It was avast improvement, and | bent to unroll the hem of my leather pants down over my



black boots. Straightening, | eyed the new scrape mark in my pants, twisting to see dl the damage. Ivy’s
leather conditioner would help, but pavement and leather didn’t mesh well. Better the pants scraped than
me, though, which waswhy | wore them.

The September air felt good in the shade as | tucked in my black halter top and picked up the canister.
Fedling more mysdlf, | stepped into the sun, dropping my cap on apassing kid's head. Helooked at it,
then smiled, giving me ashy wave as his mother bent to ask him where he had gotten it. At peace with
theworld, | walked down the sdewalk, boot hedl's clunking as| fluffed my hair and headed for Fountain
Square and my ride. | had left my shades there thismorning, and if | waslucky, they’ d till be there. God
help me, but | liked being independent.

It had been nearly three months since | had snapped under the crap assgnments my old boss at
Inderland Security had been giving me. Fedling used and grosdy unappreciated, | had broken the
unwritten rule and quit the |.S. to start my own agency. It had seemed like agood idea at the time, and
surviving the subsequent death threst when | couldn’t pay the bribe to bresk my contract had been an
eye opener. | wouldn’t have madeit if not for Ivy and Jenks.

Oddly enough, now that | wasfindly starting to make aname for mysdlf, it was getting harder, not easier.
True, | was putting my degree to work, stirring spells | used to buy and some | had never been ableto
afford. But money wasared problem. It wasn’t that | couldn’t get the jobs; it was that the money didn’t
seem to stay in the cookie jar atop the fridge very long.

What | made from proving a Werefox had been dipped some bane by ariva den had gone to renewing
my witch license; the|.S. used to pay for that. | recovered a stolen familiar for awarlock and spent it on
the monthly rider on my hedth insurance. | hadn’t known that runnerswere dl but uninsurable; the|.S.
had given meacard, and I’d used it. Then | had to pay some guy to take the lethal spells off my stuff till
in storage, buy Ivy asilk robeto replace the one | ruined, and pick up afew ouitfitsfor myself sincel
now had areputation to uphold.

But the steady drain on my finances had to be from the cab fares. Most of Cincinnati’ s bus drivers knew
me by sight and wouldn’t pick me up, which waswhy lvy had to come cart me home. It just wasn't fair.
It had been dmost ayear sncel accidentally removed the hair from an entire budoad of people while
trying to tag aWere.

| wastired of being amost broke, but the money for recovering the Howlers mascot would put mein the
clear for another month. And the Wereswouldn't follow me. It wasn't their fish. If they filed acomplaint
a thel.S, they’'d have to explain where they had gotten it.

“Hey, Rache,” Jenks said, dropping down from who knew where. *Y our back is clear. And what is Plan
B?

My eyebrows rose and | looked askance a him as he flew alongside, matching my pace exactly. “ Grab
thefishand runlike hell.”

Jenks laughed and landed on my shoulder. He had ditched histiny uniform, and he looked like his usua
sdf in along-deeve hunter-green silk shirt and pants. A red bandana was about hisforehead to tell any
pixy or fairieswhose territory we might walk through that he wasn't poaching. Sparkles glittered in his
wingswherethelast of the pixy dust stirred up by the excitement remained.

My pace dowed as we reached Fountain Square. | scanned for vy, not seeing her. Not worried, | went
to st onthe dry sde of the fountain, running my fingers under the rim of the retaining wall for my shades.
She d be here. The woman lived and died by schedules.



While Jenks flew through the spray to get rid of the last of the “dead dinosaur stink,” 1 snapped open my
shades and put them on. My brow eased asthe glare of the September afternoon was muted. Stretching
my long legsout, | casually took off the scent amulet that was around my neck and dropped it into the
fountain. Werestracked by smell, and if they did follow me, thetrail would end here assoon as| gotin
Ivy’s car and drove away.

Hoping no one had noticed, | glanced over the surrounding people: anervous, anemic-looking vampire
lackey out doing hislover’s daytime work; two whispering humans, giggling asthey eyed hisbadly
scarred neck; atired witch—no, warlock, | decided, by the lack of a strong redwood smell—sitting at a
nearby bench eating amuffin; and me. | took aslow breath as| settled in. Having to wait for aridewas
kind of an anticlimax.

“I'wish| had acar,” | saidto Jenksas| edged the canister of fish to St between my feet. Thirty feet
away traffic was stop-and-go. It had picked up, and | guessed it was probably after two o’ clock, just
beginning the span of time when humans and Inderlanders started their daily struggle to coexist inthe
same limited space. Things got ahell of alot easier when the sun went down and most humans retired to
their homes.

“What do you want with acar?’ Jenks asked as he perched himsalf on my knee and started to clean his
dragonfly-like wings with long serious strokes. “I don’'t have acar. I’ ve never had acar. | get around
okay. Carsaretrouble,” he said, but | wasn't listening anymore. “Y ou have to put gasin them, and keep
them in repair, and spend time cleaning them, and you have to have a place to put them, and then there's
the money you lavish on them. It' sworsethan agirlfriend.”

“Sill,” 1 sad, jiggling my foot toirritate him. “1 wish | had acar.” | glanced at the people around me.
“James Bond never had to wait for abus. I’ ve seen every one of hismovies, and he never waited for a
bus.” | squinted at Jenks. “It kindaloses its pizzazz.”

“Um, yeah,” he said, his attention behind me. “1 can see where it might be safer, too. Eleven o' clock.
Weres”

My bresth came fast as | looked, and my tension dammed back into me. “Crap,” | whispered, picking
up the canigter. It wasthe samethree. | could tell by their hunched stature and the way they were
breathing deeply. Jaw clenched, | stood up and put the fountain between us. Where was Ivy?

“Rache?’ Jenks questioned. “Why are they following you?’

“I don’'t know.” My thoughts went to the blood | had |eft on theroses. If | couldn’t break the scent trail,
they could follow medl theway home. But why? Mouth dry, | sat with my back to them, knowing Jenks
was watching. “ Have they winded me?’ | asked.

Heleft in aclatter of wings. “No,” he said when he returned a bare second later. Y ou’ ve got about half
ablock between you, but you gotta get moving.”

Jggling, | weighed therisk of staying still and waiting for Ivy with moving and being spotted. “Damnit, |
wish | had acar,” | muttered. | leaned to look into the street, searching for the tall bluetop of abus, a
cab, anything. Where the hell was Ivy?

Heart pounding, | sood. Clutching the fish to me, | headed for the street, wanting to get into the adjacent
office building and the maze | could lose mysdlf in whilewaiting for Ivy. But abig black Crown Victoria
dowed to astop, getting in my way.

| glared & the driver, my tight face going dack when the window whined down and he leaned over the



front seet. “Ms. Morgan?’ the dark man said, his deep voice belligerent.

| glanced at the Weres behind me, then at the car, then him. A black Crown Victoriadriven by amanin
ablack suit could only mean onething. He was from the Federa Inderland Bureau, the human-run
equivaent of thel.S. What did the FIB want? “Y eah. Who are you?’

Bother crossed him. “I talked to Ms. Tamwood earlier. She said | could find you here.”
Ivy. | put ahand on the open window. “Issheal right?’

He pressed hislipstogether. Traffic was backing up behind him. “ She was when | talked with her on the
phone.”

Jenks hovered before me, histiny face frightened. “They winded you, Rache.”

My breath hissed in through my nose. | glanced behind me. My gaze fell on one of the Weres. Seeing me
watching him, he barked out ahail. The other two Started to converge, loping forward with an unhurried
grace. | swallowed hard. | was dog chow. That'sit. Dog chow. Game over. Hit the reset button.

Spinning, | grabbed the door handle and jerked it up. | dove in, damming the door behind me. “Drivel” |
shouted, turning to look out the back window.

The man’slong face took on atinge of disgust as he glanced behind him in hisrearview mirror. “ Are they
with you?’

“No! Doesthisthing move, or do you just Stinit and play with yourself?’

Making alow noise of irritation, he accelerated smoothly. | spun in my sest, watching the Weres cometo
ahdt inthe middle of the street. Horns blew from the cars forced to stop for them. Turning back around,
| clutched my fish canister and closed my eyesinrelief. | was going to get Ivy for this. | swear, | was
going to use her precious maps as weed block in the garden. She was supposed to pick me up, not send
some FI B flunky.

Pulse dowing, | turned to look at him. He was agood head tdler than me, which was saying
something—with nice shoulders, curly black hair cut closeto his skull, square jaw, and astiff attitude just
begging for meto smack him. Comfortably muscled without going overboard, there wasn't even the hint
of agut on him. In his perfectly fitting black suit, white shirt, and black tie, he could be the FIB poster
boy. His mustache and beard were cut in the latest style—so minimal that they amost weren't
there—and | thought he might do better to lighten up on his aftershave. | eyed the handcuff pouch on his
belt, wishing | still had mine. They had belonged to the |.S., and | missed them dearly.

Jenks settled himsdlf at his usud spot on the rearview mirror where the wind wouldn't tear hiswings, and
the stiff-necked man watched him with an intentness that told me he had little contact with pixies. Lucky
him.

A cal came over the radio about ashoplifter at the mal, and he snapped it off. “ Thanksfor theride,” |
sad. “lvy sent you?’

Hetore his eyesfrom Jenks. “No. She said you' d be here. Captain Edden wantsto talk you. Something
concerning Councilman Trent Kalamack,” the FIB officer added indifferently.

“Kalamack!” | yelped, then cursed mysdlf for having said anything. The wedthy bastard wanted meto
work for him or see me dead. It depended on his mood and how well his stock portfolio was doing.
“Kdamack, huh?’ | amended, shifting uneasily in the leather seat. “Why is Edden sending you to fetch



me?You on hishit lig thisweek?”’

He said nothing, his blocky hands gripping the whed so tight that his fingernailswent white. The silence
grew. We went through aydlow light shifting to red. “ Ah, who areyou?’ | findly asked.

He made a scoffing noise deep in histhroat. | was used to wary distrust from most humans. Thisguy
wasn't afraid, and it wasticking me off. “ Detective Glenn, ma am,” he said.

“Mdam,” Jenkssaid, laughing. “He cdled you ma am.”

| scowled at Jenks. He looked young to have made detective. The FIB must have been getting
desperate. “Well, thank you, Detective Glade,” | said, mangling his name. “Y ou can drop me off
anywhere. | can take the busfrom here. I'll come out to see Captain Edden tomorrow. I’'m working an
important case right now.”

Jenks snickered, and the man flushed, the red dmost hidden behind his dark skin. “1t’s Glenn, ma’ am.
And | saw your important case. Want me to take you back to the fountain?’

“No,” | said, dumping in my seet, thoughts of angry young Weres going through my heed. “I gppreciate
thelift to my office, though. It sin the Hollows, take the next left.”

“I’'mnot your driver,” hesaid grimly, clearly unhappy. “I’m your delivery boy.”

| shifted my arm indde as he rolled the window up from his control pandl. Immediately it grew stuffy.
Jenksflitted to the celling, trapped. “Whét the hell are you doing?’ he shrilled.

“Yeah!” | exclaimed, moreirate than worried. “What' sup?’

“Captain Edden wants to see you now, Ms. Morgan, not tomorrow.” His gaze darted from the street to
me. Hisjaw wastight, and | didn’t like hisnasty smile. “And if you so much asreach for aspell, I'll yank
your witch butt out of my car, cuff you, and throw you in the trunk. Captain Edden sent meto get you,
but he didn’t say what kind of shape you had to bein.”

Jenks alighted on my earring, swearing up ablue stregk. | repeatedly flicked the switch for the window,
but Glenn had locked it. | settled back with a huff. | could jam my finger in Glenn’ s eye and force us off
theroad, but why? | knew where | was going. And Edden would seethat | had aride home. It ticked me
off, though, running into a human who had more gall than | did. What wasthe city coming to?

A sullen sllence descended. | took my sunglasses off and leaned over, noticing the man was going fifteen
over the pogted limit. Figures.

“Watch this” Jenkswhispered. My eyebrows rose as the pixy flitted from my earring. The autumn sun
coming in was suddenly full of sparkles as he surreptitioudy sifted aglowing dust over the detective. I'd
bet my best pair of lace pantiesit wasn't the usua pixy dust. Glenn had been pixed.

| hid asmile. In about twenty minutes Glenn would beitching so bad he wouldn’'t be able to sit till. “ So,
how come you aren’t scared of me?’ | asked brazenly, feding vastly better.

“A witch family lived next door when | wasakid,” he sad warily. “ They had agirl my age. She hit me
with just about everything awitch can doto aperson.” A faint smile crossed his square face to make him
look very un-FIBlike. “ The saddest day of my life was when she moved away.”

| made a pouty face. “Poor baby,” | said, and his scowl returned. | wasn't pleased, though. Edden sent
him to pick me up because he had known | couldn’t bully him.



| hated Mondays.

Two

The gray stone of the FIB tower caught the late afternoon sun as we parked in one of the reserved dots
right in front of the building. The street was busy, and Glenn gtiffly escorted me and my fish in through the
front door. Tiny blisters between his neck and collar were already starting to show a sore-looking pink
againg hisdark skin.

Jenks noticed my eyes on them and snorted. “Looks like Mr. FIB Detective is sengitive to pixy dust,” he
whispered. “It' sgoing to run through his lymphatic system. He sgoing to beitching in placeshedidn't
know he had.”

“Redly?’ | asked, gppalled. Usudly you only itched where the dust hit. Glenn wasin for twenty-four
hours of puretorture.

“Y eah, hewon't be trapping apixy inacar agan.”

But | thought | heard atinge of guilt in hisvoice, and he wasn't humming hisvictory song about daises
and sted glinting red in the moonlight, either. My stepsfdtered before crossing the FIB embleminlaid in
the lobby floor. | wasn't superdtitious—apart from when it might save my life—but | was entering what
was generaly humans-only territory. | didn’t like being aminority.

The sporadic conversation and clatter of keyboards remind me of my old job with the|.S., and my
shoulders eased. Justice' swheels were greased with paper and fueled by quick feet on the streets.
Whether the feet were human or Inderlander wasirrelevant. At least to me.

The FIB had been created to take the place of both local and federal authorities after the Turn. On
paper, the FIB had been enacted to help protect the remaining humans from the—ah—more aggressive
Inderlanders, generdly the vamps and Weres. The redlity was, dissolving the old law structure had been
aparanoiac attempt to keep us Inderlanders out of law enforcement.

Y eah. Right. The out-of-the-closet, out-of-work Inderland police and Federal agents had smply started
their own bureau, the |.S. After forty years the FIB was hopelesdy out-classed, taking steady abuse from
the .S. asthey both tried to keep tabs on Cincinnati’ s varied citizens, the 1.S. taking the supernatural
stuff the FIB couldn't.

Asl| followed Glenn to the back, | shifted the canister to hide my Ieft wrist. Not many people would
recognize the small circular scar on the underside of my wrist asademon mark, but | preferred to err on
the side of caution. Neither the FIB nor the I.S. knew | had been involved in the demon-induced incident
that trashed the university’ s ancient-book locker last spring, and I’ d just as soon keep it that way. It had
been sent to kill me, but it ultimately saved my life. I'd wear the mark until | found away to pay the
demon back.

Glenn wove between the desks past the lobby, and my eyebrows rosein that not asingle officer made
one ribald comment about aredhead in legther. But next to the screaming prostitute with purple hair and
aglow-in-the-dark chain running from her nose to somewhere under her shirt, we were probably
invisble

| glanced at the shuttered windows of Edden’ s office aswe passed, waving at Rose, his assstant. Her
face flashed red as she pretended to ignore me, and | sniffed. | was used to such dights, but it was il
irritating. Therivary between the FIB and thel.S. was long-standing. That | didn’t work for the l.S.
anymore didn’t seem to matter. Then again, it could be she smply didn’t like witches.
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| bresthed easier when we left the front behind and entered a sterile fluorescent-lit hallway. Glenn, too,
relaxed into adower pace. | could fed the office palitics flowing behind us like unseen currents but was
too dispirited to care. We passed an empty meeting room, my eyes going to the huge dry-marker board
where the week’ smost pressing crimes were plastered. Pushing out the usual human-stalked-by-vamp
crimeswasalist of names. | fdt ill as my eyesdropped. We were walking too fast to read them, but |
knew what they had to be. I’ d been following the papersjust like everyone el se.

“Morgan!” shouted afamiliar voice, and | spun, my boots squeaking on the gray tile.

It was Edden, his squat silhouette hastening down the hallway toward us, arms swinging. Immediately |
felt better.

“Sugstakeit,” Jenks muttered. “Rache, I'm outta here. I'll see you a home.”

“Stay put,” | said, amused at the pixy’ sgrudge. “And if you say one foul word to Edden, I’ [l Amdro your
Sump.”

Glenn snickered, and it was probably just aswell | couldn’t hear what Jenks muttered.

Edden was an ex-Navy SEAL and looked it, keeping his hair regulation short, his khaki pants creased,
and his body under his starched white shirt honed. Though histhick shock of straight hair was black, his
mustache was entirely gray. A welcoming smile covered his round face as he strode forward, tucking a
pair of plastic-rimmed reading glassesinto his shirt pocket. The captain of Cincinnati’s FIB divison came
to an abrupt halt, wafting the smell of coffee over me. He was my height amost exactly—making him
somewhat short for aman—but he made up for it in presence.

Edden arched his eyebrows at my leather pants and less-than-professiona halter top. “It's good to see
you, Morgan,” hesaid. “I hope didn’t catch you at abad time.”

| shifted my canister and extended my hand. His stubby thick fingers engulfed mine, familiar and
welcoming. “No, not a al,” | said dryly, and Edden put a heavy hand on my shoulder, directing me
down ashort hallway.

Normaly | would have reacted to such ashow of familiarity with a ddlicate elbow in agut. Edden,
though, was akindred spirit, hating injustice as much as| did. Though he looked nothing like him, he
reminded me of my dad, having gained my respect by accepting me as awitch and treating me with
equality instead of mistrust. | was asucker for flattery.

We headed down the hallway shoulder-to-shoulder, Glenn lagging behind. “ Good to see you flying again,
Mr. Jenks,” Edden said, giving the pixy anod.

Jenks left my earring, hiswings clattering harshly. Edden had once snapped Jenks swing off while
stuffing him into awater cooler, and pixy grudges went deep. “It's Jenks,” he said coldly. “ Just Jenks.”

“Jenks, then. Can we get you anything? Sugar water, peanut butter...” Heturned, smiling from behind his
mustache. “ Coffee, Ms. Morgan?’ he drawled. “Y ou look tired.”

His grin banished the last of my bad mood. “That'd be great,” | said, and Edden gave Glenn adirective
look. The detective sjaw was clenched, and severa new welts ran down his jawline. Edden grasped his
forearm as the frustrated man turned away. Pulling Glenn down, Edden whispered, “It’ stoo late to wash
the pixy dust off. Try cortisone.”

Glenn gave me a closed stare as he straightened and walked back the way we had come.



“| gppreciate you dropping in,” Edden continued. “1 got a break thismorning, and you' re the only onel
could cdll to capitdizeonit.”

Jenks made a scoffing laugh. “Whatsa matter, got aWere with athorn in his paw?’

“Shut up, Jenks,” | said, more from habit than anything ese. Glenn had mentioned Trent Kalamack, and
that had me itchy. The captain of the FIB drew to astop before aplain door. Another equally plain door
was afoot away. Interrogation rooms. He opened his mouth to explain, then shrugged and pushed the
door open to show abare room at haf-light. He ushered mein, waiting until the door shut before turning
to the two-way mirror and slently shifting the blinds.

| stared into the other room. “ Sara Jane!” | whispered, my face going dack.
“Y ou know her?’ Edden crossed his short, thick arms on his chest. “ That’ s lucky.”

“There sno such thing asluck,” Jenks snapped, the breeze from hiswings brushing my cheek ashe
hovered a eyelevd. His handswere on his hips and hiswings had gone from their usua tranducenceto
afant pink. “It' sasetup.”

| drew closer to the glass. “ She's Trent Kalamack’ s secretary. What is she doing here?’
Edden stood beside me, hisfeet spread wide. “Looking for her boyfriend.”

| turned, surprised at the tight expression on hisround face. “Warlock named Dan Smather,” Edden said.
“Went missing Sunday. Thel.S. won't act until he’sgonefor thirty days. She's convinced his
disappearanceistied to the witch hunter murders. | think she’ sright.”

My stomach tightened. Cincinnati was not known for its serid killers, but we had endured more
unexplained murdersin the last six weeks than the last three years combined. The recent violence had
everyone upset, Inderlander and human alike. The one-way glass fogged under my breath and | backed
up. “Does hefit the profile?’ | asked, already knowing the 1.S. wouldn’t have brushed her off if he had.

“If hewere dead hewould. So far he'sonly missing.”
The dry rasp of Jenks swings broke the silence. “ So why bring Racheinto it?’

“Two reasons. Thefirst being Ms. Gradenko isawitch.” He nodded to the pretty woman past the glass,
frugtration thick in hisvoice. “My officers can't question her properly.”

| watched Sara Jane ook at the clock and wipe her eye. “ She doesn’t know how to stir aspdll,” | said
softly. “ She can only invoke them. Technically, she’ sawarlock. | wish you people would get it straight
that it syour leve of skill, not your sex, that makes you awitch or warlock.”

“Either way, my officersdon’t know how to interpret her answers.”
A flicker of anger stirred. | turned to him, my lipspressed. “You can't tdl if she'slying.”
The captain shrugged, histhick shoulders bunching. “If you like.”

Jenks hovered between us, his hands on his hipsin his best Peter Pan pose. “Okay, so you want Rache
to question her. What' s the second reason”?”’

Edden leaned a shoulder against thewall. “I need someone to go back to school, and as| don’t have a
witch on my payrall, that’ syou, Rache.”



For amoment | could only stare. “Beg pardon?’

The man’s smile made him look even morelike acontriving troll. “ Y ou’ ve been following the papers?” he
needlessly asked, and | nodded.

“Thevictimsweredl witches” | said. “All Sngle except for thefirst two, and dl experienced inley line
magic.” | sifled agrimace. | didn’t likeley lines, and | avoided using them whenever | could. They were
gatewaysto the ever-after and demons. One of the more popular theories was that the victims had been
dabbling in the black artsand smply lost control. | didn’t buy that. No one was stupid enough to bind a
demon—except Nick, my boyfriend. And that had been only to save my life.

Edden nodded, showing methetop of hishead of thick black hair. “What has been kept quiet isthat all
of them, at one point or another, have been taught by aDr. Anders.”

| rubbed my scraped palms. “Anders,” | murmured, searching my memory and coming up with a
thin-faced, sour-looking woman with her hair too short and her voicetoo shrill. “I had aclasswith her.” |
glanced a Edden and turned to the one-way glass, embarrassed. “ She was a visting professor from the
university while one of our ingtructors was on sabbatical. Taught Ley Linesfor the Earth Witch. She'sa
condescending toad. Flunked me out on the third class because | wouldn't get afamiliar.”

Hegrunted. “Try to get aB thistime so | can get reimbursed for tuition.”

“Whoa!” Jenks shouted, histiny voice pitched high. “Edden, you can just plant your sunflower seedsin
someone s’ sgarden. Rachd isn't going anywhere near Sara Jane. Thisis Kalamack trying to get his
manicured fingerson her.”

Edden pushed himsdlf away from the wall, frowning. “Mr. Kalamack is not implicated in thiswhatsoever.
And if you take this run gunning for him, Rachd, I'll ding your lily-white witch butt back acrosstheriver
and into the Hollows. Dr. Andersis our suspect. If you want the run, you leave Mr. Kalamack out of
this”

Jenks swings buzzed an angry whine. “Did you dl dip antifreeze in your coffee thismorning?’ he shrilled.
“It' sasetup! Thishasnothing to do with the witch hunter murders. Rachel, tell him this has nothing to do
with the murders.”

“Thishas nothing to do with the murders” | said blandly. “I'll take the run.”
“Rachd!” Jenks protested.

| took adow breath, knowing | would never be able to explain. Sara Jane was more honest than half the
|.S. agents | had once worked with: afarm girl struggling to find her way in the city and help her
indentured-servant family. Though she wouldn’t know me from Jack, | owed her. Shewasthe sole
person who had shown me any kindness during my three days of purgatory trapped asamink in Trent
Kaamack’ s officelast spring.

Physically, we were as undike as two people could possibly be. Where Sara Jane sat tiffly upright at the
tablein her crisp business dresswith every blond hair in place and makeup applied so well it was amost
invishble, | stood in scraped-up lesther pants with my frizzy red hair wild and untamed. Where shewas
petite, having a china-doll look with her clear skin and delicate features, | wastal with an athletic build
that had saved my life more timesthan | have freckles on my nose. Where she was amply curved and
padded in dl the right places, | stopped at the curves, my chest not much more than asuggestion. But |
felt akinship with her. We were both trapped by Trent Kalamack. And by now she probably knew it.



Jenks hovered beside me, “No,” he said. “Trent isusing her to reach you.”

Irritated, | waved him away. “ Trent can’t touch me. Edden, do you still havethat pink folder | gaveyou
lagt spring?’

“The one with the disc and datebook containing evidence that Trent Kalamack isamanufacturer and
distributor of illegal genetic products?’ The squat man grinned. “Yesh. | keep it by my bed for when |
can't deep a night.”

My jaw dropped. “Y ou weren't supposed to open it unless | went missing!”

“I peek a my Christmas presents, too,” he said. “Relax. | won't do anything unless Kalamack killsyou. |
dill say blackmailing Kalamack is risky—"

“It' sthe only thing keeping me aivel” | said hotly, then winced as| wondered if Sara Jane might have
heard me through the glass.

“—but probably safer than trying to bring him to justice—at the present time. This, though?’ He gestured
to Sara Jane. “He stoo smart for this”

If it had been anyone but Trent, I'd have to agree. Trent Kalamack was pristine on paper, as charming
and attractive in public as he was ruthless and cold behind closed doors. | had watched him kill amanin
his office, making it look like an accident with aswiftly implemented set of preparations. But aslong as
Edden didn’t act on my blackmail, the untouchable man would leave me adone.

Jenks darted between me and the mirror. He came to a hovering standstill, worry creasing histiny
features. “This stinks worse than that fish. Walk away. Y ou gottawalk away.”

My gaze focused past Jenks, upon Sara Jane. She had been crying. “I owe her, Jenks,” | whispered.
“Whether she knowsit or not.”

Edden shifted to stand beside me, and together we watched Sara Jane. “Morgan?”’

Jenks was right. There was no such thing as luck—unless you bought it—and nothing happened around
Trent without reason. My eyeswere fixed upon SaraJane. “Yeah. Yeah, I'll do it.”

Three

My gaze was drawn to Sara Jane s nails as she fidgeted across from me. Last time | had seen her, they
were clean but worn down to the quick. Now they were long and shapdly, polished atasteful shade of
red. “So,” | said, looking from thefitfully flashing enamel to her eyes. They were blue. | hadn’t known for
sure. “You last heard from Dan on Saturday?’

From across the table, Sara Jane nodded. There hadn’t been aflicker of recognition when Edden
introduced us. Part of me wasrelieved, part disappointed. Her lilac scent pulled the unwel come memory
of heplessness| had felt whileamink caged in Trent’ s office.

Thetissuein Sara Jane' s hand was about the size of awanut, clenched into abal with her trembling
fingers. “Dan cdled me as he was coming off of work,” she said, the tremor reflected in her voice. She
glanced at Edden, standing beside the closed door with his arms crossed and hiswhite deevesrolled up
to hiselbows. “Well, he left a message on my machine—it wasfour in the morning. He said he wanted to
have dinner together, that he wanted to talk to me. He never showed up. That’swhy | know something's
wrong, Officer Morgan.” Her eyes went wide and her jaw clenched as she struggled not to cry.
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“It'sMs. Morgan,” | said uncomfortably. “I don’t work for the FIB on aregular basis.”

Jenks swings shifted into motion as he remained perched on my foam cup. “ She does’t redlly work
regularly a dl,” he said snidely.

“Ms. Morgan isour Inderland consultant,” Edden said, frowning at Jenks.

Sara Jane dabbed at her eyes. Thetissue till in her grip, she nudged her hair back. She had cut it, and it
made her look even more professiond asit bumped about her shouldersin astraight yellow shest. “I
brought apicture of him,” she said, digging in her purseto pull out a snapshot and push it a me. | looked
down to see her and ayoung man on the deck of one of the steamers that take tourists out on the Ohio
River. They were both smiling. His arm was around her, and she was leaning into him. She looked happy
and relaxed in blue jeans and ablouse.

| took amoment to study Dan'’ s picture. He was clean-cut, sturdy looking, and wearing aplaid shirt. Just
the kind of man one would expect afarm girl to bring home to Mom and Dad.

“Can | keep this?’ | asked, and she nodded. “Thanks.” | tucked it in my bag, not comfortable with how
her eyes were fixed upon the picture asif she could bring him back by her will alone. “Do you know how
we can get in touch with hisrelatives? He may have had afamily emergency and needed to leave without
notice.”

“Danisanonly child,” she said, dabbing a her nose with the crumpled tissue. “ Both his parents are gone.
They were serfed on afarm up north. Life expectancy isn't high for afarmer.”

“Oh.” | didn’t know what elseto say. “ Technicdly, we can't enter his gpartment until he' s declared
missing. Y ou don’t happen to have akey, do you?’

“Yes. |—" Sheblushed through her makeup. “1 let his cat in when he works late.”

| glanced down &t the lie-detecting amulet in my lap asit briefly shifted from green to red. Shewaslying,
but | didn’t need an amulet to figure that out. | said nothing, not wanting to embarrass her further by
making her admit she had the key for other, more romantic reasons.

“I wasthere today about seven,” she said, eyes downcast. “ Everything looked fine.”

“Seven inthe morning?’ Edden uncrossed hisarms and levered himsdlf upright. “Is't that when
you—you witches, | mean—are tucked in bed?’

She gazed up a him and nodded. “I’m Mr. Kalamack’ s persona secretary. He works in the mornings
and evenings, so my scheduleis plit. Eight to noon in the morning and four to eight in the afternoon. It
took awhile to become accustomed to it, but with four hours for mysdlf in the afternoon, | was ableto
gpend moretimewith... Dan,” shefinished.

“Please,” the young woman pleaded suddenly, her gaze shifting between Edden and me. “1 know
something' swrong. Why won't anyone help me?’

| shifted uncomfortably as she struggled for control. Shefelt helpless. | understood her better than she
knew. Sara Jane was the latest in Trent’ slong string of secretaries. Asamink | had listened in on her
interview, unable to warn her as shewas lured into believing Trent’ s haf-truths. For dl her intelligence,
she hadn’t achance to escape his charm and extravagant offers. With his offer of employment, Trent had
given her family agolden ticket out of their indentured servitude.

And Trent Kdamack wastruly a benevolent employer, offering high wages and outstanding benefits. He



gave people what they desperately wanted, asking in return nothing but their loyaty. By thetimethey
realized how deep he demanded that loyalty go, they knew too much to extricate themsalves.

Sara Jane had escaped the farm, but Trent had then bought it, probably to ensure that she would keep
her mouth shut when she found out about hisdedlingsin theillega drug Brimstone, aswell asthe
desperately sought-after genetic medicines outlawed during the Turn. I'd dmost tagged him with the
truth, but the sole other witness had died in a car explosion.

Publicly, Trent served on the city’ s council, untouchable because of his vast wedlth and generous
donationsto charities and underprivileged children. Privately, no one even knew if he was ahuman or
Inderlander. Even Jenks couldn’t tell, which was unusud for apixy. Trent quietly ran agood dice of
Cincinnati’ s underworld, and both the FIB and the |.S. would sdll their bosses to have a court date with
him. And now Sara Jan€ s boyfriend was missing.

| cleared my throat, recaling the temptation of Trent’s offer myself. Seeing Sara Jane under control again,
| asked, “You sad heworks a Pizza Piscary’ s7°

She nodded. “He sadriver. That's how we met.” She bit her lip and dropped her eyes.

Thelie-detecting amulet was a steady green. Piscary’ swas an Inderland eatery serving everything from
tomato soup to gourmet cheesecake. Piscary himself was said to be one of Cincinnati’ s master vampires.
Nice enough, from what I’ d heard: not greedy with his vamp takes, even-tempered, on record as being
dead for the last three hundred years. ’ Course, he was probably older than that, and the nicer and more
civilized an undead vampire seemed, the more depraved he or she generdly was. My roommate thought
of him assort of afriendly uncle, which made me fed oh-so-warm and fuzzy indde.

| handed Sara Jane another tissue, and she smiled weskly. “1 can go out to his apartment today,” | said.
“Do you think you could meet me there with the key? Sometimes a professiona can spot things others
miss.” Jenks snorted, and | shifted my legs, bumping the underside of the table to make him dart into the
ar.

Sara Jane showed relief. “Oh, thank you, Ms. Morgan,” she gushed. “1 can go right now. | just haveto
cal my employer and let him know I'll be alittle late.” She gripped her purse, looking like she was ready
to fly out of the room. “Mr. Kalamack told meto take al thetime| need this afternoon.”

| glanced at Jenks s attention-getting buzz. He had aworried I-told-you-so look. How nice of Trent to
let his secretary take dl the time she needs to find her boyfriend when he' s probably stuffed in acloset so
she'll keep her mouth shut. “Ah, lef’ smakeit tonight,” | said, thinking of my fish. “I need to look up a
few things” And whip up a few antigoon spells, check my splat gun, and collect my fee...

“Of course,” she said, settling back as her expression clouded.

“And if nothing turns up there, we'll go on to the next step.” | tried to make my smilereassuring. “I'll
meet you at Dan’s gpartment alittle after eight?’

Hearing the dismissa in my voice, she nodded and stood. Jenksflitted into the air, and | roseaswell. “ Al
right,” shesaid. “It's out at Redwood—"

Edden shuffled hisfeet. “I’ll tell Ms. Morgan whereit is, Ms. Gradenko.”
“Yes. Thank you.” Her smile was starting to look stilted. “I' m just soworried....”

| disguised putting my lie-detecting amulet away by digging through my bag and pulling out one of my
cards. “Please let me or the FIB know if you hear from himin the meantime,” | said as| handed it to her.



Ivy had the cards professiondly printed, and they looked dlick.

“Yes. | will,” she murmured, her lips moving as she read vampiric charms, the name Nick had given my
and lvy’ sagency. She met my eyes as she tucked the card in her purse. | shook her hand, deciding her
grip wasfirmer thistime. Her fingers, though, were il cold.

“I'll show you out, Ms. Gradenko,” Edden said as he opened the door. At his subtle gesture, | sank
back into my chair to wait.

Jenks buzzed hiswingsfor my attention. “I don't likeit,” he said as our eyes met.

A flash of iretook me. “Shewasn't lying,” | said defensively. He put his hands on hiships, and | waved
him off my cup to take asip of my lukewarm coffee. “Y ou don’t know her, Jenks. She hates vermin, but
shetried to kegp Jonathan from tormenting me though it might have meant her job.”

“Shefdt sorry for you,” Jenks said. “Ritiful little mink with aconcusson.”
“She gave me part of her lunch when | wouldn't eat those disgusting pellets.”
“The carrots were drugged, Rache.”

“She didn’t know that. Sara Jane suffered asmuch as | did.”

The pixy hovered six inches before me, demanding | look at him. “That' swhat I’ m saying. Trent could be
using her to get to you again, and she wouldn’t even know it.”

My sigh pushed him back. “ She' strapped. | haveto help her if | can.” | looked up as Edden opened the
door and poked his head in. He had an FIB hat on, and it looked odd with hiswhite shirt and khakis as
he gestured for me.

Jenksflitted to my shoulder. “Y ou and your ‘rescue impulses are going to get you killed,” he whispered
as| found the hallway.

“Thanks, Morgan,” Edden said as he grabbed my canister of fish and led me up front.

“No problem,” | said aswe entered the FIB’ s back offices. The hustle of people enfolded me, and my
tension eased in the blessed autonomy it offered. “ She wasn't lying about anything other than having a
key tolet hiscat out. But | could have told you that without the spll. Il let you know what | find out at
Dan’ s apartment. How late can | call you?’

“Oh,” Edden said loudly aswe dipped past the front desk and headed for the sunlit sdewalk. “No need,
Ms. Morgan. Thank you for your help. We Il bein touch.”

| stopped short in surprise. A curl of escaped hair brushed my shoulder as Jenks swings clattered
againg themsdlvesin aharsh noise. “What the hdl?” he muttered.

My face warmed as | redlized he was brushing me off. “1 did not come down here just to invoke alousy
lie-detecting amulet,” | said as| jerked into motion. “I told you I’ d leave Kalamack aone. Get out of my
way and let me do what I’'m good at.”

Behind me, conversations were going quiet. Edden never hesitated in hisdow stride to the door. “1t' san
FI B matter, Ms. Morgan. Let me help you out.”

| followed, tight to hishedls, not caring about the dark looks | was getting. “Thisrunismine, Edden,” |
amost yelled. “Y our people will messit up. These are Inderlanders, not humans. Y ou can havethe glory.



All I want isto bepaid.” And see Trent in jail, | added slently.

He pushed open one of the glass double doors. The sun-warmed concrete threw up awave of heat as|
stomped out after him, amost pinning the short man againgt the building as he gestured for acab. “You
gavemethisrunand I'mtaking it,” | exclamed, yanking acurl out of my mouth asthewind blew it up
into my face. “Not some stuck-up, arrogant cookie in an FIB hat who thinks he' sthe greatest thing since
the Turn!”

“Good,” he said lightly, shocking meinto taking a step back. Putting my canister on the sidewalk, he
stuffed hisFIB hat into hisback pocket. “But from here on out, you are officially off therun.”

My mouth opened in understanding. | was officially not here. Taking abreath, | willed the adrendine out
of my system. Edden nodded as he saw my anger fizzle out. “1’ d appreciate your discretion on this” he
sad. “Sending Glenn out to Pizza Piscary’ saloneisn't prudent.”

“Glenn!” Jenks shrilled, his voice scraping theinside of my skull, making my eyeswater.
“No,” | said. “I dready have my team. We don't need Detective Glenn.”

Jenksleft me. “Yeah,” he said as he flew between the FIB captain and me. Hiswingswerered. “We
don't play well with others”

Edden frowned. “Thisisan FIB matter. Y ou will have an FIB presence with you when at all possible,
and Glennistheonly one qudified.”

“Qudified?’ Jenks scoffed. “Why not admit he' sthe only one of your officers who can talk to awitch
without pissng his pants?’

“No,” | said firmly. “Wework aone.”

Edden stood beside my canister, his arms crossed to make his squat form look asimmovable asa stone
wall. “He sour new Inderland specidist. | know he' sinexperienced—"

“He'san ass!” Jenks snapped.
A grinflashed over Edden. “| prefer rough around the edges, mysdlf.”

My lips pursed. “Glennisacocky, sef-assured...” | fumbled, looking for something suitably derogatory.
“...FIB flunky who is going to get himsdlf killed the first time he runsinto an Inderlander who isn't asnice
asl am.”

Jenks bobbed his head. “He needs to be taught alesson.”
Edden smiled. “He' smy son, and | couldn’t agree more,” he said.

“He'swhat?’ | exclaimed as an unmarked FIB car pulled up to the curb beside us. Edden reached for
the handle of the back door and opened it. Edden was clearly from European decent, and Glenn...Glenn
wasn't. My mouth worked as | tried to find something that couldn’t be remotely construed as being
racist. Asawitch, | was sengtiveto that kind of thing. “How come he doesn’t have your last name?’ |
managed.

“He susad hismother’ s maiden name since joining the FIB,” Edden said softly. “He' s not supposed to
be under my direction, but no one e sewould take thejob.”

My brow furrowed. Now | understood the cold reception in the FIB. It hadn’t been all me. Glenn was



new, taking a position everyone but his dad thought was awaste of time. “1’m not doing this,” | said.
“Find someone e se to baby-sit your kid.”

Edden put my canigter into the back. “Break himin gently.”

“Youaen'tligening,” | said loudly, frustrated. “Y ou gave methisrun. My associates and | gppreciate
your offer to help, but you asked me here. Back off and let uswork.”

“Great,” Edden said ashe dammed the car’ s back door shut. “ Thanks for taking Detective Glenn with
you out to Piscary’s”

A cry of disgust dipped from me. “Edden!” | exclamed, earning looks from the passing people. “I said
no. Thereis one sound coming past my lips. One sound. Two letters. One meaning. No!”

Edden opened the front passenger door and gestured for meto get in. “ Thanks bunches, Morgan.” He
glanced into the backsedt. “Why were you running from those Weres, anyway?’

My breath camein adow, controlled sound. Damn.

Edden chuckled, and | put mysdlf in the car and dammed the door, trying to get his stubby fingersinit.
Scowling, | looked at the driver. It was Glenn. He looked as happy as| felt. | had to say something.
“You don't look anything likeyour dad,” | said snidely.

His gaze was fixed with aramrod stiffness out the front window. “He adopted me when he married my
mother,” he said through clenched teeth.

Jenks zipped in trailing a sunbeam of pixy dust. “Y ou’re Edden’s son?’
“Y ou got aproblem with that?” he said belligerently.
The pixy landed on the dash with hishands on his hips. “Nah. All you humanslook aiketo me.”

Edden bent to put his beaming round face in the window. “Here' syour class schedule,” he said, handing
me ayellow haf page of paper with printer holes aong the sides. “Monday, Wednesday, Friday. Glenn
will buy any booksyou need.”

“Holdit!” | exdaimed, darm washing through me asthe yellow paper crackled in my fingers. “I thought |
was just going to poke around the university. | don’t want to take aclass!”

“It' sthe one Mr. Smather was taking. Be there, or you won't get paid.”
Hewas smiling, enjoying this. “Edden!” | shouted as he backed up onto the sdewalk.

“Glenn, take Ms. Morgan and Jenksto their office. Let me know what you find at Dan Smather’s
gpartment.”

“Yesdr!” hebarked. His knuckles gripping the whedl showed afierce pressure. Pink patches of Ivy-Aid
decorated hiswrists and neck. | didn’t that care that he had heard most of the conversation. He wasn't
welcome, and the sooner he understood that, the better.

Four

“Right at the next corner,” | said, resting my arm on the open window of the unmarked FIB car. Glenn
ran hisfingertips through his close-cropped hair as he scratched his scalp. He hadn’'t said aword the
entireway, hisjaw dowly unclenching as he redlized | wasn't going to make him talk to me. Therewas
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no one behind us, but he signaled before turning onto my strest.

He had sunglasses on, taking in the residentia neighborhood with its shady sidewalks and patchy lawns.
Wewere wdl within the Hollows, the unofficid haven for most of Cincinnati’ sresident Inderlanderssince
the Turn, when every surviving human fled into the city and itsfal se sense of security. There hasaways
been some mingling, but for the most part humanswork and live in Cincinnati sncethe Turn, and
Inderlanders work and—uh—play in the Hollows.

| think Glenn was surprised the suburb looked like everywhere e se—until you noticed the runes
scratched in the hop-scotch grid, and that the basketball hoop was athird again taller than NBA
regulation. It was quiet, too. Peaceful. Some of that could be attributed to Inderland’ s schools not | etting
out until almost midnight, but most was salf-preservation.

Every Inderlander over the age of forty had spent their earliest yearstrying to hide that they weren’t
human, atradition that is unraveling with the cautious fear of the hunted, vampiresincluded. So the grass
ismown by sullen teenagers on Friday, the cars are dutifully washed on Saturday, and the trash makes
tidy piles at the curb on Wednesday. But the streetlights are shot out by gun or charm as soon asthe city
replaces them, and no one cals the Humane Society at the Sight of aloose dog, asit might bethe
neighbor’ skid skipping schoal.

The dangerous redity of the Hollows remains carefully hidden. We know if we color too far out of
humanity’ s salf-imposed lines, old fearswill resurface and they will strike out at us. They would
lose—badly—and as awhole, Inderlanderslike things balanced just asthey are. Fewer humanswould
mean that witches and Weres would start taking the brunt of vampires needs. And while the occasiona
witch “enjoyed” avampiric lifestyle a his or her own discretion, we d bind together to take them out if
they tried to turn usinto fodder. The older vampires know it, and so they make sure everyone plays by
humanity’ srules.

Fortunately, the more savage side of Inderlanders naturally gravitatesto the outskirts of the Hollows and
away from our homes. The strip of nightclubs along both sides of theriver isespecialy hazardous since
swarming, high-spirited humans draw the more predatorid of uslike fires on acold night, promising
warmth and reassurance of survival. Our homes are kept as human looking as possible. Those who
strayed too far from the Mr. and Mrs. Cleaver veneer were encouraged in arather unique neighborhood
intervention party to blend in alittle more...or move out to the country where they couldn’t do as much
damage. My gaze drifted over the tongue-in-cheek sign peeping out from a bed of foxgloves. day
deeper. solicitorswill be eaten. For the most part, anyway.

“Y ou can park up there ontheright,” | said, pointing.
Glenn’sbrow furrowed. “I thought we were going to your office.”
Jenksflitted from my earring to the rearview mirror. “We are,” he said sniddly.

Glenn scratched hisjawline, his short beard making arasping sound under hisnail. “'Y ou run your agency
out of ahouse?’

| Sghed at hispatronizing lilt. “ Sort of. Anywhere hereisfine.”

He pulled to the curb at Keadey’ s house, the neighborhood’ s wise old man” who had both the medical
equipment and know-how of asmall emergency room for those who could keep their mouths shut about
it. Acrossthe street was asmall stone church, its steeple rising high above two gigantic oaks. It sat on an
unred four city lots and had come with its own graveyard.



Renting out adefunct church hadn’t been my ideabut vy’ s. Seeing tombstones out the small
stained-glass window of my bedroom had taken awhile to get used to, but the kitchen it came with made
up for having dead humans buried in the backyard.

Glenn cut the engine, and the new silence soaked in. | scanned the surrounding yards before | got out, a
habit begun during my not-so-distant desth threats, which | thought prudent to continue. Old man
Keadey was on hisporch as usud, rocking and keeping a sharp eye on the street. | gave him awave and
got araised hand in answer. Satisfied he would have warned meif | had needed it, | got out and opened
the back door for my canigter of fish.

“I'll get it, mad am,” Glenn said as his door thumped shut.
| gave him atired look over the car’ sroof. “Drop the ma am, will you?I'm Rachel.”

His attention went over my shoulder and he visibly stiffened. | whipped around expecting the worg,
relaxing asacloud of pixy children descended in a high-pitched chorus of conversation too fast for meto
follow. Papa Jenks had been missed—as usud. My sour mood evaporated as the darting swooping
figuresin pale green and gold swirled about their dad in a Disney nightmare. Glenn took his sunglasses
off, hisbrown eyeswide and hislips parted.

Jenks made a piercing whistle with hiswings, and the horde broke enough for him to hover before me.
“Hey, Rache,” hesaid. “I'll be out back if you want me.”

“Sure.” | glanced a Glenn and muttered, “Islvy here?’

The pixy followed my gaze to the human and grinned, undoubtedly imagining what Ivy would do when
meeting Captain Edden’ s son. Jax, Jenks s eldest child, joined hisfather. “No, Ms. Morgan,” he said,
pitching his preadol escent voice degper than it normally fell. “She' sdoing errands. The grocery store, the
post office, the bank. She said she' d be back before five.”

The bank, | thought, wincing. She was supposed to wait until | had the rest of my rent. Jax flew three
circles about my head, making medizzy. “ 'Bye, Ms. Morgan,” he called out, zipping off tojoin his
sblings, who were escorting their dad to the back of the church and the oak stump Jenks had moved his
very largefamily into.

My breath puffed out as Glenn came around the back of the car, offering to carry my canister. | shook
my head and hefted it; it wasn't that heavy. | was starting to fed guilty for having let Jenks pix him. But
then | hadn’t known | was going to have to baby-sit him at thetime. “Comeonin,” | said as| started
across the street to the wide stone steps.

The sound of his hard-soled shoes on the street faltered. “Y ou livein achurch?’
My eyes narrowed. * Y eah. But | don’t deep with voodoo dolls.”

“Huh?’

“Never mind.”

Glenn muttered something, and my guilt degpened. “ Thanks for driving me home,” | said as| climbed the
stone steps and pulled open the right side of the twin wooden doors for him. He said nothing, and |
added, “Redlly. Thanks.”

Hesitating on the stoop, he stared a me. | couldn't tell what he wasthinking. “Y ou’re welcome,” he
findly sad, hisvoice giving meno due, ether.



| led the way through the empty foyer into the even more empty sanctuary. Before we rented out the
church, it had been used as a daycare. The pews and dtar had been removed to make alarge play area.
Now dl that remained were the stained-glasswindows and adightly raised stage. The shadow of ahuge,
long-gone cross spread acrossthe wall in apoignant reminder. | glanced at thetall ceiling, seeing the
familiar room in anew way as Glenn looked it over. It was quiet. I’ d forgotten how peaceful it was.

Ivy had spread tumbling mats over haf of it, leaving anarrow walkway running from the foyer to the
back rooms. At least once aweek we' d spar to keep fresh, now that we were both independents and
not on the streets every night. It invariably ended with me a swesating mass of bruises and her not even
breathing hard. vy was aliving vamp—as dive as| was and in possession of asoul, infected by the
vamp virus by way of her, a thetime, till-living mother.

Not having to wait until she was dead before the virus began molding her, Ivy had been born possessing
alittle of both worlds, the living and dead, caught in the middle ground until she died and became atrue
undead. From the living she retained asoul, alowing her to walk under the sun, worship without pain,
and live on holy ground if she wanted, which she did to tick her mother off. From the dead came her
smdll but sharp canines, her ability to pull an auraand scare the crap out of me, and her power to hold
spellbound those who alowed it. Her unearthly strength and speed were decidedly lessthan atrue
undead, but still far beyond mine. And though she didn’t need blood to remain sane, as undead vampires
did, she had an unsettling hunger for it, which she was continually fighting to suppress, since shewas one
of thefew living vamps who had sworn off blood. | imagine vy must have had an interesting childhood,
but | was afraid to ask.

“Comeonintothekitchen,” | said as| went through the archway at the back of the sanctuary. | took off
my shades as| passed my bathroom. It had once been the men’ s bathroom, the traditiona fixtures
replaced with awasher and dryer, asmal sink, and ashower. Thisonewas mine. Thewomen's
bathroom across the hall had been converted into amore conventiona bathroom with atub. That one
was lvy’s. Separate bathrooms made things a heck of alot easier.

Not liking the way Glenn was making silent judgments, | closed the doorsto both Ivy’sand my
bedrooms as | passed them. They had once been clergy offices. He shuffled into the kitchen behind me,
spending amoment or two taking it al in. Most peopledid.

The kitchen was huge, and part of the reason | had agreed to live in a church with avampire. It had two
soves, an inditutiona-sze fridge, and alarge center idand overhung with arack of gleaming utensilsand
pots. The stainless stedl shone, and the counter space was expangive. With the exception of my Betain
the brandy snifter on the windowsill, and the massive antique wooden table Ivy used for a computer
desk, it looked like the set of a cooking show. It was the last thing one would expect attached to the
back of church—and | lovediit.

| st the canigter of fish on thetable. “Why don’t you sit down,” | said, wanting to call the Howlers. “I'll
beright back.” | hesitated as my manners clawed their way up to the forefront of my mind. “Do you want
adrink...or something?’ | asked.

Glenn’ sbrown eyes were unreadable. “No, ma am.” Hisvoice was iff, with more than ahint of
sarcasm, making me want to smack him agood one and tel him to lighten up. I’ d ded with hisattitude
later. Right now | had to call the Howlers.

“Have asedt, then,” | said, letting some of my own bother show. “I'll be right back.”

The living room wasjust off the kitchen on the other side of the hadlway. As| searched for the coach’s
number in my bag, | hit the message button on the answering machine.



“Hey, Ray-ray. It sme,” came Nick’ s voice, sounding tinny through the recording. Shooting aglance a
the hdlway, | turned it down so Glenn couldn’t hear. “1’ve got ’em. Third row back on the far right. Now
you'll have to make good on your claim and get us backstage passes.” There was apause, then, “1 ill
don’'t believe you' ve met him. Talk to you later.”

My breath came in anticipation asit clicked off. | had met Takatafour years ago when he spotted mein
the balcony at a solstice concert. | had thought | was going to be kicked out when athick Werein a staff
shirt escorted me backstage while the warm-up band played.

Turned out Takata had seen my frizzy hair and wanted to know if it was spelled or natural, and if naturd,
did I have acharm to get something that wild to lie flat? Starstuck and repeatedly embarrassng mysdlf, |
admitted it was naturd, though | had encouraged it that night, then gave him one of the charms my mother
and | spent my entire high school career perfecting to tameit. Helaughed then, unwinding one of his
blond dreadlocks to show me his hair was worse than mine, static making it float and stick to everything.

| hadn’t Sraightened my hair since.

My friends and | had watched the show from backstage, and afterward, Takataand | led his bodyguards
on amerry chase through Cincinnati the whole night. | was sure he would remember me, but | hadn’t a
clue asto how to get in touch with him. It wasn't asif | could cal him up and say, “ Remember me? We
had coffee on the soltice four years ago and discussed how to straighten curls.”

A smiletwitched the corner of my mouth as| fingered the answering machine. Hewasal right for an old
guy. ' Course, anyone over the age of thirty had seemed old to me a thetime.

Nick’ swasthe only message, and | found mysdlf pacing as| picked up the phone and punched in the
Howlers number. | plucked a my shirt as the number rang. After running from those Weres, | had to
take ashower.

Therewasaclick, and alow voice nearly growled, “ "Ello. Yagot the Howlers”
“Coach!” | exclaimed, recognizing the Were svoice. “Good news.”
Therewasadight pause. “Whoisthis?’ he asked. “How did you get this number?”
| started. “ Thisis Rachel Morgan,” | said dowly. “ Of Vampiric Charms?’

There was a haf-heard shout directed off the phone, “Which one of you dogs caled the escort service?
You're ahletes, for God' s sake. Can’t you pin your own bitches without having to buy them?’

“Wait!” | said before he could hang up. “Y ou hired me to find your mascot.”
“Oh!” Therewas apause, and | heard severa war whoopsin the background. “Right.”

| briefly weighed the trouble of changing our name againgt the fuss Ivy would raise: athousand glossy
black business cards, the page ad in the phone book, the matched overs zed mugs she had imprinted our
nameon in gold foil. It wasn't going to happen.

“I recovered your fish,” | said, bringing myself back. “When can someone pick it up?’
“Uh,” the coach muttered. “Didn’t anyone call you?’
My face went dack. “No.”

“One of the guys moved her while they cleaned her tank and didn’t tell anyone,” he said. “ She was never



gone.”

Her? | thought. The fish was a her? How could they tell? Then | got angry. | had broken into a
Werée sofficefor nothing?“No,” | said coldly. “No one cdled me.”

“Mmmm. Sorry about that. Thanksfor your help, though.”

“Whoa Wait amoment,” | cried, hearing the brush-off in hisvoice. “I spent three days planning this. |
risked my lifel”

“And we appreciate that—" the coach started.

| spuninan angry circle and stared out at the garden through the shoulder-high windows. The sun glinted
on the tombstones beyond. “I don’t think you do, Coach. We re talking bullets!”

“But shewas never logt,” the coach inssted. “Y ou don't have our fish. I'm sorry.”

“Sorry won't keep those Weres off my tail.” Furious, | paced around the coffee table.

“Look,” hesaid. “I'll send you someticketsto the exhibition game coming up.”

“Ticketd” | exclaimed, astounded. “For breaking into Mr. Ray’ s office?’

“Simon Ray?’ the coach said. “Y ou broke into Simon’ s office? Damn, that’ s rough. ’ Bye now.”

“No, wait!” | shouted, but the phone clicked off. | stared at the humming receiver. Didn’t they know who
| was? Didn't they know | could cursetheir batsto crack and their pop fliesto land foul? Did they think |
would sit back and do nothing when they owed me my rent!

| flopped into Ivy’ sgray suede chair with afeding of helplessness. “Yeah, right,” | said softly. A
noncontact spell required awand. Tuition at the community college hadn’t covered wand making, just
potions and amulets. | didn’t have the expertise, much less the recipe, for anything that complicated. |
guessthey knew who | was right enough.

The sound of afoot scraping linoleum came from the kitchen, and | glanced at the hall. Swell. Glenn had
heard the entire thing. Embarrassed, | pulled mysdf up from the chair. I d get the money from
somewhere. | had almost aweek.

Glenn turned as | entered the kitchen. He was standing next to that canister of uselessfish. Maybe |
could sl it. | put the phone beside Ivy’ s computer and went to the sink. “Y ou can sit down, Detective
Edden. We re going to be hereawhile.”

“It' sGlenn,” he said iffly. “It'sagaingt FIB policy to report to amember of your family, so keepit to
yourself. And we' re going to Mr. Smather’ s gpartment now.”

| made a scoffing bark of laughter. “Y our dad just lovesto bend the rules, doesn't he?”
Hefrowned. “Yesma am.”

“Wearen't going to Dan’ s gpartment until Sara Jane gets off work.” Then | dumped. Glenn wasn't the
onel wasangry with. “Look,” | said, not wanting Ivy to find him while | wasin the shower. “Why don’t
you go home and meet me back here about seven-thirty?”’

“I’d prefer to stay.” He scratched at the welt showing alight pink under his watchband.



“Sure” | said sourly. “Whatever. | gotta shower, though.” Clearly he was concerned I’ d go without him.
The worry was well-founded. Leaning to the window over the sink, | shouted out into the lavish,
pixy-tended garden, “ Jenks!”

The pixy buzzed in through the hole in the screen so fast, | waswilling to bet he! d been eavesdropping.
“Y ou bellowed, princess of sink?’” he said, landing beside Mr. Fish onthesill.

| gave him aweary look. “Would you show Glenn the garden while | shower?’

Jenks swings blurred into motion. “Yeah,” he said, going to make wide wary circlesaround Glenn's
head. “I’ll baby-sit. Come on, cookie. Y ou're going to get the five-dollar tour. Let’ s start in the
graveyard.”

“Jenks,” | warned, and he gave meagrin, tossing hisblond hair artfully over hiseyes.
“Thisway, Glenn,” he said, darting out into the hall. Glenn followed, clearly not happy.
| heard the back door shut, and | leaned to the window. “ Jenks?’

“What!” The pixy darted back in the window, hisface creased with irritation.

| crossed my armsin thought. “Would you bring in some mullein leaves and jewe weed flowers when you
get the chance? And do we have any danddlions that haven't gone to seed?’

“Danddions?’ He dropped aninch in surprise, hiswings clatering. “'Y ou going soft on me? Y ou’ re going
to make him an anti-itch spell, aren't you?’

| leaned to see Glenn standing stiffly under the oak tree, scratching his neck. Helooked pitiful, and as
Jenks kept telling me, | was a sucker for the underdog. “ Just get them, dl right?’

“Sure” he said. “He snot much good like that, is he?”

| choked back alaugh, and Jenks flew out the window to join Glenn. The pixy landed on his shoulder,
and Glenn jumped in surprise. “Hey, Glenn,” Jenks said loudly. “Heed off toward those yelow flowers
over there behind that stone angel. | want to show you to the rest of my kids. They’ ve never met an FIB
officer before.”

A faint smile crossed me. Glenn would be safe with Jenksif vy came home early. Shejedoudy guarded
her privacy and hated surprises, especiadly onesin FIB uniforms. That Glenn was Edden’ s son wouldn't
help. Shewaswilling to let degping grudgeslie, but if shefelt her territory was being threatened, she
wouldn't hesitate to act, her odd, political status of dead-vamp-in-waiting letting her get away with things
that would put meinthel.S. lockup.

Turning, my eyesfdl upon thefish. “What am | going to do with you—Bob?’ | said around asigh. |
wasn't going to take him back to Mr. Ray’ s office, but | couldn’t keep him in the canister. | cracked the
top, finding that his gills were pumping and he was laying dmost on hisside. | thought perhaps| ought to
put himin thetub.

Caniger in hand, | went into Ivy’ s bathroom. “Welcome home, Bob,” | murmured, dumping the canister
into vy’ sblack garden tub. Thefish flopped in theinch of water, and | hurriedly ran the taps, jiggling the
flow to try to keep it room temp. Soon Bob the fish was swimming in graceful sedate circles. | turned off
the water and waited until it finished tinkling in and the surface grew smooth. Heredly was a pretty fish,
griking againgt the black porcdlain: dl slver, with long, cream fins and that black circle decorating one
sdetolook like areverse full moon. | dabbled my fingertipsin the water, and he darted to the other end



of the tub.

Leaving him, | crossed the hall to my bathroom, got achange of clothes out of the dryer, and started the
shower. As| picked the snarls out of my hair while waiting for the water to warm, my eyesfdl upon the
three tomatoes ripening upon the sill. | winced, glad they hadn’t been anywhere for Glenn to see. A pixy
had given them to me as payment for smuggling her across the city as she fled an unwanted marriage.
And whiletomatoes weren't illega anymore, it wasin bad taste to have them on display when onehad a
human guest.

It had been just over forty years since aquarter of the world's human population had been killed by a
military-generated virus that had escaped and spontaneoudly fastened to aweak spot in abiogeneticaly
engineered tomato. It was shipped out before anyone knew—the virus crossing oceans with the ease of
an internationd traveler—and the Turn began.

The engineered virus had a varied effect upon the hidden Inderlanders. Witches, undead vampires, and
the smaller species such as pixies and fairies, weren't affected at all. Weres, living vamps, leprechauns,
and thelike got the flu. Humans died by the droves, taking the e ves with them astheir practice of
bolstering their numbers by hybridizing with humanity backfired.

The U.S. would have followed the Third World countriesinto chaosif the hidden Inderlanders hadn't
stepped in to halt the spread of the virus, burn the dead, and keep civilization running until what was |eft
of humanity finished mourning. Our secret was on the verge of coming out by way of the
what-makes-these-people-immune question when a charismatic living vamp named Rynn Cormel pointed
out that our combined numbers equaled humanity’s. The decision to make our presence known, to live
openly among the humans we had been mimicking to keep oursaves safe, was dmost unanimous.

TheTurn, asit cameto be cdled, ushered in anightmarish three years. Humanity took their fear of us out
on theworld' s surviving bioengineers, murdering themin trials designed to legalize murder. Then they
went further, to outlaw al genetically engineered products, dong with the science that created them. A
second, dower wave of death followed the first once old diseases found new life when the medicines
humanity had created to battle everything from Alzheimer’ sto cancer no longer existed. Tomatoes are
dtill treated like poison by humans, even though the virusislong gone. If you don’t grow them yourself,
you haveto go to aspecidty storeto find them.

A frown pinched my forehead as | looked at the red fruit beading up with shower fog. If | wassmart, I'd
put it in the kitchen to see how Glenn would react at Piscary’s. Bringing ahuman into an Inderland eatery
wasn't acrackerjack idea. If he made a scene, we might not only get no information, we might get
banned, or worse.

Judging that the water was hot enough, | eased into it with little “ ow, ow, ows.” Twenty minutes later |
was wrapped in abig pink towel, standing before my ugly pressboard dresser with its dozen or so bottles
of perfume carefully arranged on top. The blurry picture of the Howlers' fish was tucked between the
glass and the frame. Sure looked like the samefishto me.

The delighted shrieks of pixy children filtered in through my open window to soften my mood. Very few
pixies could manageto raise afamily in the city. Jenks was stronger in spirit than most would ever know.
He had killed before to keep his garden so his children wouldn’t starve. It was good to hear their voices
raised in delight: the sound of family and security.

“Which scent wasit, now?’ | murmured, fingers hovering over my perfumesas| tried to remember which
onelvy and | were currently experimenting with. Every so often anew bottle would show up without
comment as she found something new for metotry.



| reached for one, dropping it when Jenks said from right beside my ear, “Not that one.”
“Jenks!” | clutched my towel closer and spun. “Get the hell out of my room!”

He darted backward as | made agrab for him. His grin widened as he looked down at the leg |
accidentaly showed. Laughing, he swooped past me and landed on abottle. “This oneworks good,” he
sad. “And you're going to need dl the help you can get when you tell Ivy you' re going to make arun for
Trent again.”

Scowling, | reached for the bottle. Wings clattering, he rose, pixy dust making temporary sunbeams
shimmer through the glittering bottles. “Thanks” | said sullenly, knowing his nose was better than mine,
“Now get out. No, wait.” He hesitated by my small stained-glass window, and | vowed to sew up the
pixy holein the screen. “Who' swatching Glenn?’

Jenksliteraly glowed with parentd pride. “ Jax. They’rein garden. Glenn is shooting wild cherry pits
straight up with arubber band for my kidsto catch before they hit the ground.”

| was so surprised, | amost could ignore that my hair was dripping wet and | was wearing nothing but a
towd. “He' s playing with your kids?’

“Y eah. He' snot so bad—once you get to know him.” Jenks vaulted through the pixy hole. “I'll send him
ingdein about five minutes, okay?’ he said through the screen.

“Makeit ten,” | said softly, but he was gone. Frowning, | shut the window, locked it, and checked twice
that the curtains hung right. Taking the bottle Jenks had suggested, | gave myself a gplash. Cinnamon
blossomed. vy and | had been working for the last three months to find a perfume that covered her
natural scent mixing with mine. Thiswas one of the nicer ones.

Whether undead or dive, vampires moved by ingtinct triggered by pheromones and scent, more at the
mercy of their hormones than an adolescent. They gave off alargely undetectable smell that lingered
where they did, an odoriferous signpost telling other vamps that this was taken territory and to back off.
A far cry better than the way dogsdid it, but living together the way we were, vy’ ssmell lingered on me.
She had oncetold meit was asurvivd trait that helped increase a shadow’ s life expectancy by preventing
poaching. | wasn't her shadow, but there it was anyway. What it boiled down to was, the smell of our
natura scents mingling tended to act like ablood aphrodisiac, making it harder for vy to best her
ingtincts, nonpracticing or not.

One of Nick’ sand my few arguments had been over why | put up with her and the constant threat she
posed to my freewill if sheforgot her vow of abstinence one night and | couldn’t fend her off. Thetruth
was, she consdered hersalf my friend, but even more telling was that she had loosened the death grip she
kept on her emotions and let me be her friend aswell. The honor of that was heady. She was the best
runner I'd ever seen, and | was continually flattered that sheleft abrilliant career at the |.S. to work with
me/save my ass.

Ivy was possessive, domineering, and unpredictable. She aso had the strongest will of anyone | had met,
fighting abattlein hersdlf that if she won would rob her of her life after death. And she waswilling to kill
to protect me because | called her my friend. God, how could you walk away from something like that?

Apart from when we were done and shefdt safe from recrimination, she either held herself with a cool
diffnessor fell into a classic vampire mode of sexy domination that | had discovered was her way of
divorcing hersef from her fedings, afraid that if she showed a softening she would lose contral. | think
she had pinned her sanity on living vicarioudy through me as| ssumbled through life, enjoying the
enthusiasm with which | embraced everything, from finding apair of red hedson sdeto learning aspdll



to laying abigbad-ugly out flat. And as my fingers drifted over the perfumes she had bought for me, |
wondered again if perhaps Nick wasright and our odd relationship might be dipping into an areal didn't
want it to go.

Dressing quickly, | made my way back to the empty kitchen. The clock abovethe sink said it was edging
toward four. | had loads of time to make aspell for Glenn before we | eft.

Pulling out one of my spelling books from the shelf under the center idand counter, | sat a my usual spot
at vy’ s antique wooden table. Contentment filled me as | opened the yellowed tome. The breeze coming
inthewindow had achill that promised acold night. | loved it here, working in my beautiful kitchen
surrounded by holy ground, safe from everything nasty.

The anti-itch spell was easy to find, dog-eared and spotted with old splatters. Leaving the book open, |
roseto pull out my smallest copper vat and ceramic spoons. It was rare that a human would accept an
amulet, but perhapsif he saw me making it, Glenn might. His dad had taken a pain amulet from me once.

| was measuring the springwater with my graduated cylinder when there was a scuffing on the back steps.
“Hdlo?Ms. Morgan?’ Glenn called as he knocked and opened the door. “Jenks said | could come right
in”

| didn’t look up from my careful measuring. “In the kitchen,” | said loudly.

Glenn edged into the room. He took in my new clothes, running his eyesfrom my fuzzy pink dippers, up
my black nylonsto my matching short skirt, past my red blouse, to the black bow holding my damp hair
back. If I was going to see Sara Jane again, | wanted to look nice.

In Glenn’s hands was awad of mullein leaves, dandelion blossoms, and jewelweed flowers. He looked
tiffly embarrassed. “ Jenks—the pixy—said you wanted these, ma am.”

| nodded to the idand counter. “Y ou can put them over there. Thanks. Have a seat.”

With adtilted haste, he crossed the room and set the cuttings down. Hesitating briefly, he pulled out what
wastraditionally Ivy’schair and eased into it. His jacket was gone, and his shoulder holster with his
wespon |ooked obvious and aggressive. In contrast, histie was loose and the top button of his starched
shirt was unfastened to show awisp of dark chest hair.

“Where syour jacket?’ | asked lightly, trying to figure out his mood.
“Thekids...” He hedtated. “The pixy children areusing it asafort.”

“Oh.” Hiding my smile, | rummaged in my spicerack to find my vid of cdandine syrup. Jenks s capacity
to be apainin the butt wasinversaly proportiond to hissize. His ability to be a stanch friend wasthe
same. Apparently Glenn had won Jenks' s confidence. How about that?

Satisfied the show of hisgun wasn't intended to cow me, | added a dollop of celandine, swishing the
ceramic measuring spoon to get the last of the sticky stuff off. An uncomfortable silence grew, accented
by the whoosh of igniting gas. | could fed his gaze heavy upon my charm bracelet asthe tiny wooden
amulets gently clattered. The crucifix was self-explanatory, but he' d have to ask if he wanted to know
what therest werefor. | had only a paltry three—my old oneswere burnt to uselessness when Trent
killed the witness wearing them in acar explosion.

The mix on the stove started to steam, and Glenn ill hadn’t said aword. “ So-0-0-0,” | drawled. “Have
you beeninthe FIB long?’



“Yesmaam.” It was short, both doof and patronizing.
“Can you stop with the ma am? Just call me Rachdl.”
“Yesmaam.”

Ooooh, | thought, it was going to be a fun evening. Peeved, | snatched up the mullein leaves. Tossing
them into my green-stained mortar, | ground them using more force then necessary. | set the mush to
soak in the cream for amoment. Why was | bothering to make him an amulet? He wasn't going to
useit.

The brew was at afull boil, and | turned the flame down, setting the timer for three minutes. It wasin the
shape of acow, and | loved it. Glenn was silent, watching me with awary distrust as | leaned my back
againg the edge of the counter. “1’m making you something to stop theitching,” | said. “God help me, but
| fed sorry for you.”

Hisface hardened. “ Captain Edden is making me take you. | don’t need your help.”

Angry, | took abresth to tell him he could take aflying leap off abroomstick, but then shut my mouth. “I
don’t need your help” had once been my mantra. But friends made things alot easier. My brow furrowed
in thought. What was it that Jenks did to persuade me? Oh, yeah. Swear and tell me | was being stupid.

“You can go Turn yoursdlf for dl | care,” | said pleasantly. “But Jenks pixed you, and he saysyou're
sengtiveto pixy dust. It's spreading through your lymph system. Y ou want to itch for aweek just
because you' re too stiff-necked to use apaltry itch spell? Thisis kindergarten stuff.” | flicked the copper
va with afingernall and it rang. “An aspirin. A dimeadozen.” It wasn't, but Glenn probably wouldn't
accept it if he knew how much one of these cost at acharm shop. It was a class-two medicina spell. |
probably should have put mysdlf ingde acircleto makeit, but I’ d have to tap into the ever-after to close
one. And seeing me under the influence of aley line would probably freak Glenn out.

The detective wouldn't meet my eyes. Hisfoot twitched asif he was struggling to not scratch hisleg
through his pants. The timer dinged—or mooed, rather—and leaving him to make up hismind, | added
the blossoms of jewelweed and dandelion, crushing them againgt the side of the pot with a
clockwise—never withershins—motion. | was awhite witch, after al.

Glenn gave up dl pretense a trying not to scratch and dowly rubbed his arm through his shirtdeeve. “No
onewill know I’ ve been spelled?”’

“Not unlessthey did aspell check onyou.” | was mildly disgppointed. He was afraid to openly show he
was using magic. The prejudice wasn't unusual. But then, after having taken an aspirin once, I’ d rather be
in pain than swallow another. | guess| wasn't oneto talk.

“All right.” It was avery reluctant admission.

“Okey-dokey.” | added the grated goldenseal root and turned it to ahigh boil. When the froth took on a
ydlow tint that smelled like camphor, | turned off the heat. Nearly done.

This spell made the usua seven portions, and | wondered if he'd demand | waste one on mysdlf before
trusting | wasn't going to turn him into atoad. That wasanidea. | could put him in the garden to police
the dugs from the hostas. Edden wouldn’t miss him for at |east aweek.

Glenn’seyeswere on me as| pulled out seven clean redwood disks about the size of awooden nickle
and arranged them on the counter where he could see. “ Just about done,” | said with aforced
chearfulness,



“That'sit?" he questioned, his brown eyeswide.
“That'sit.”
“No lighting candles, or making circles, or saying magic words?’

| shook my head. “Y ou'rethinking of ley linemagic. And it’s Latin, not magic words. Ley line witches
draw their power right from the line and need the trappings of ceremony to contral it. I'm an earth
witch.” Thank God. “My magicisfrom ley lines, too, but it's naturdly filtered through plants. If | wasa
black witch, much of it would come through animals.”

Feding asif | was back doing my graduate lab-work exam, | dug in the Slverware drawer for afinger
gtick. The sharp prick of the blade on my fingertip was hardly noticesble, and | massaged the required
three drops into the potion. The scent of redwood rose thick and musty, overpowering the camphor
améll. | had doneit right. | had known | had.

“You put blood init!” he said, and my head came up at his disgusted tone.

“Well, duh. How elsewas | supposed to quicken it? Put it in the oven and bake it?” My brow furrowed,
and | tucked a strand of my hair that had escaped my bow back behind my ear. “ All magic requiresa
price paid by degth, Detective. White earth magic paysfor it by my blood and killing plants. If | wanted
to make a black charm to knock you out, or turn your blood to tar, or even give you the hiccups, I'd
have to use some nasty ingredientsinvolving animad parts. Theredly black magic requires not just my
blood but animad sacrifice” Or human or Inderlander.

My voice was harsher than | had intended, and | kept my eyes down as| measured out the doses and et
them soak into the redwood disks. Much of my stunted career at the |.S. involved bringing in gray spell
crafters—witches that took awhite charm such as adeep spell and turned it to abad use—but I'd
brought in black charm makers aswell. Most had been ley line witches, since just the ingredients needed
to tir ablack charm were enough to keep most earth witches white. Eye of newt and toe of frog?
Hardly. Try blood drawn from the spleen of atill-living anima and itstongue removed asit screamed its
last breath into the ether. Nasty.

“I won't make ablack charm,” | said when Glenn remained silent. “Not only isit demented and gross,
but black magic aways comes back to get you.” And when | had my way, it involved my foot in his
gut or my cuffs on hiswrists.

Choosing an amulet, | massaged three more drops of my blood onto it to invoke the spell. It soaked in
quickly, asif the spell pulled the blood from my finger. | extended the charm to him, thinking of thetime|
had been tempted to stir ablack spell. | survived, but came away with my demon mark. And al I’d done
was look at the book. Black magic aways swings back. Always.

“It'sgot your blood init,” he said in revulson. “Make another, and I'll put mineinit.”

“Yours?Yourswon't do squat. It hasto be witch blood. Y ours doesn’t have the right enzymesto
quicken aspdl.” | held it out again, and he shook his head. Frustrated, | gritted my teeth. *'Y our dad
used one, you whiny little human. Takeit so we can dl move on with our lives!” | thrust the amulet
belligerently at him, and he gingerly took it.

“Better?’ | said as hisfingers encircled the wooden disk.
“Um, yeah,” he said, his square-jawed face suddenly dack. “Itis”
“Of courseitis” | muttered. Sightly mollified, | hung the rest of my amuletsin my charm cupboard.



Glenn slently took in my stash, each hook carefully labeled thanksto Ivy’ s and-retentive need to
organize. Whatever. It made her happy and was no skin off my nose. | closed the door with aloud
thump and turned.

“Thank you, Ms. Morgan,” he said, surprising me.

“You rewelcome,” | said, glad he had finally dropped the ma am. “Don't get any sdt oniit, and it should
last for ayear. You can tekeit off and store it if you want when the blisters go away. It works on poison
ivy, too.” | started to clean up my mess. “I'm sorry for letting Jenks pix you likethat,” | said dowly. “He
wouldn’'t haveif he had known you were sensitive to pixy dust. Usudly the blisters don't spread.”

“Don’t worry about it.” He Stretched for one of vy’ s cataogs at the end of the table, pulling his hand
back at the picture of the curved stainless-stedl knives on specidl.

| did my spelling book away under the center idand counter, glad he was loosening up. “When it comes
to Inderlanders, sometimes the smallest things can pack the hardest punch.”

There was aloud boom of the front door closing. Stiffening, | crossed my arms before me, only now
recognizing that it had been Ivy’ s motorcycle tooling up the road amoment before. Glenn met my eyes,
gtting straighter as he recognized my darm. lvy washome.

“But not dways,” | finished.

Five

Eyes on the empty hallway, | motioned for Glenn to stay seeted. | didn’t havetimeto explain. |
wondered how much Edden had told him, or if thiswas going to be one of his nasty but effective waysto
smooth Glenn’s edges.

“Rache?’ came vy’ smdodious voice, and Glenn stood, checking the creasesin hisgray dacks. Yeah,
that would help. “Did you know there' san FIB car parked in front of Keadey’s?’

“St down, Glenn,” | warned, and when he didn’t, | moved to stand between him and the open archway
tothehal.

“Yuck!” lvy exclamed, her voice muffled. “There safish in my bathtub. Isit the Howlers ? When are
they coming to get it?’ Therewas ahegtation, and | managed asick smilea Glenn. “Rachel?’ shecalled
out, closer. “Areyou in here? Hey, we should go out to the mall tonight. Bath and Body-worksis
re-releasing an old scent with a citrus base. We need to hit the sample bottles. See how it works. Y ou
know, celebrate you making rent. What is that you have on now? The cinnamon? That’ sa nice one, but it
only lagtsthree hours.”

Would have been nice to have known that earlier. “I'minthekitchen,” | said loudly.

Ivy’stal, black-clad form strode past the opening. A canvas sack of groceries hung from her shoulder.
Her black sk duster fluttered after her boot hedls, and | could hear her looking for something in the living
room. “| didn’t think you would be able to pull the fish thing off,” she said. There was a hesitation, then,
“Wherein hell isthe phone?’

“Inhere” | said, crossng my arms uneesily.

Ivy pulled up short in the archway as she saw Glenn. Her somewhat Orienta features went blank in
surprise. | could almost see thewall come down as she redlized we weren't alone. The skin around her
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eyestightened. Her small noseflared, taking in his scent, cataloging hisfear and my concern in an instant.
Lipstight, she put her canvas bag of groceries on the counter and brushed her hair out of her eyes. It fell
to her mid-back in a smooth black wave, and | knew it was bother, not nerves, that had prompted her to
tuck it behind an ear.

Ivy had once had money, and still dressed like it, but her entire early inheritance had goneto thel.S. to
pay off her contract when she quit with me. Put smply, shelooked like ascary modd: lithe and pae, but
incredibly strong. Unlike me, she wore no nail polish, no jewelry apart from her crucifix twin black chain
anklets about one foot, and very little makeup; she didn’t need it. But like me, shewas basically broke, at
least until her mother finished dying and the rest of the Tamwood estate cameto her. | was guessing that
wouldn't be for about two hundred years—bare minimum.

Ivy’ sthin eyebrows rose as she looked Glenn over. “Bringing your work home again, Rachd?’

| took abreath. “Hi, Ivy. Thisis Detective Glenn. Y ou talked to him this afternoon? Sent him to pick me
up?” My look went pointed. We were going to talk about that | ater.

Ivy turned her back on him to unpack the groceries. “Nice to meet you,” she said, her toneflat. Thento
me, she muttered, “ Sorry. Something came up.”

Glenn swallowed hard. He looked shaky but was holding up. | guess Edden hadn’t told him about Ivy. |
redlly liked Edden. “Y ou' reavampire” hesad.

“Ooooh,” Ivy sad. “We ve got abright one here.”

Fingers fumbling around the string of his new amulet, he pulled across from behind his shirt. “But the sun
isup,” hesaid, sounding asif he had been betrayed.

“My my my,” Ivy said. “ And aweatherman, too?’ She turned with asnidelook. “I’m not dead yet,
Detective Glenn. Only the true undead have light restrictions. Come back in sixty yearsand | might be
worried about asunburn.” Seeing his cross, she smiled patronizingly and pulled out from behind her black
gpandex shirt her own, extravagant crucifix. “That only works on undead vamps,” she said as she turned
back to the counter. “Where did you get your schooling? B-movies?’

Glenn backed up a step. “ Captain Edden never said you worked with avampire,” the FIB officer
sammered.

At Edden’ sname, Ivy spun. It wasablindingly fast motion, and | started. Thiswasn't going well. She
was starting to pull an aura. Damn. | glanced out the window. The sun would be down soon. Double
damn.

“I heard about you,” the officer said, and | cringed at the arrogancein his voice, which hewas using to
cover hisfear. Even Glenn couldn’t be stupid enough to antagonize avamp in her own house. That gun at
his side wasn't going to do him any good. Sure, he could shoot her, and kill her, but then she’ d be dead
and she' d rip hisfreaking head off. And no jury in the world would convict her of murder, seeing ashe
killed her fird.

“You're Tamwood,” Glenn said, hisbravado clearly scraped from amisplaced feding of security.
“Captain Edden gave you three hundred hours of community service for taking out everyone on hisfloor,
didn’'t he? What wasit he made you do? A candy striper, right?’

Ivy stiffened, and my mouth dropped open. He was that stupid.

“It wasworthit,” Ivy said softly. Her fingers were shaking as she set the bag of marshmallows gently on



the counter.

My breath caught. Shit. Ivy’sbrown eyes had gone black as her pupils dilated. | stood, shocked at how
quickly it had happened. It had been weeks since she vamped out on me, and never without warning.
The angry shock of finding someonein an FIB uniform in her kitchen might have accounted for some of
it, but in hindsight | had asick fedling that letting her walk in on Glenn hadn’t been the best thing. Hisfear
had hit her hard and fast, giving her no timeto prepare hersdf against temptation.

His sudden fright had filled the air with pheromones. They acted as a potent aphrodisiac only she could
taste, jerking into play thousand-year-old ingtincts fixed deep in her virus-changed DNA. In abreath,
they had turned her from my dightly disturbing roommeate to a predator that could kill both of usin three
secondsflat if the desire to sate her long-suppressed hunger outweighed the consequences of draining an
FIB detective. It was that balance that frightened me. | knew where | was on her personal scae of
hunger and reason. Where Glenn stood, | hadn’t aclue.

Like flowing dust, her posture melted and she leaned back against the counter on one bent elbow, hip
cocked. Degthly ill, sheran her gaze up Glenn until it locked upon his eyes. Her head tilted with a sultry
downess until shewas eyeing him from under her straight bangs. Only now did shetake adow,
deliberate breath. Her long pale fingers flicked about the deep V-neck of her spandex shirt tucked into
her leather pants.

“You'retdl,” shesaid, her gray voice pulling remembered fear from me. “| likethat.” It wasn't sex she
was after, it was dominance. She would have bespelled him if she could have, but she d have to wait until
she was dead before she had power over the unwilling.

Swell, | thought as she pushed herself from the counter and headed for him. She'd logt it. It was worse
than the time she found Nick and | snuggled up together on her couch not watching pro wrestling. | till
didn’t know what had set her off then—she and | had a concrete understanding that | wasn't her
girlfriend, plaything, lover, shadow, or whatever the newest term for vampire flunky was these days.

My thoughts scrambled for away to bring her back without making thingsworse. Ivy drifted to astop
before Glenn, the hem of her duster seeming to movein dow motion asit edged forward to touch his
shoes. Her tongue dipped across her very white teeth, hiding them even asthey flashed. With a
recognizable restrained power, she put a hand to either sde of him at head height, pinning him to the wall.
“Mmmm,” shesaid, bresthing in through parted lips. “Very tdl. Lots of leg. Beautiful, beautiful dark skin.
Did Rache bring you home for me?’

Sheleaned into him, dmost touching. Hewas only afew inchestaller than shewas. Shetilted her head as
if togivehimakiss. A drop of swesat did down hisface and neck. He didn’t move, tension pulling every
musdetight.

“Y ou work for Edden,” she whispered, her eyesfixed on the line of moisture asit pooled at his
collarbone. “He' d probably be upset if you died.” Her eyes darted to his at the sound of his quick breath.

Don’'t move, | thought, knowing if he did, instincts would take over. He wasin trouble with his back to
thewal likethat. “Ivy?’ | said, trying to distract her and avoid having to tell Edden why hisson wasin
intengve care. “ Edden gave me arun. Glennisaong for theride.”

| willed myself not to shudder as she turned the black pits her eyes had become to me. They tracked me
as| put theidand counter between us. She stood unmoving but for ahand tracing Glenn’ s shoulder and
neck, her finger running a perfect haf inch above him. “Uh, Ivy?’ | said hesitantly. “ Glenn might want to
leave now. Let him go.”



My request seemed to break through, and she took a quick, clean breath. Bending her elbow, she
pushed hersdf away from thewall.

Glenn darted out from under her. Weapon drawn, he stood in the archway to the hall, hisfeet soread and
his gun trained upon Ivy. The safety clicked off, and hiseyeswerewide.

Ivy turned her back on him and went to the bag of forgotten groceries. It might look asif shewas
ignoring him, but | knew she was aware of everything down to the wasp bumping about &t the ceiling.
Back hunched, she set abag of shredded cheese on the counter. “Tell that bloodsack of acaptain | said
hi the next time you see him,” she said, her soft voice carrying a shocking amount of anger. But the
hunger—the need to dominate—was gone.

Kneeswegk, | let my breath out in along puff of air. “Glenn?’ | suggested. “Put the gun away before she
takesit from you. And the next time you insult my roommate, I'm going to let her tear your throat out.
Understand?’

Hiseyesflicked to vy before he holstered the weapon. He stayed in the archway, breathing hard.

Thinking the worst had to be over, | opened thefridge. “Hey, Ivy,” | sad lightly, to try and get everyone
back to normal, “toss me the pepperoni?”’

Ivy met my gaze from across the kitchen and blinked the last of her runaway ingtincts from her.
“Pepperoni,” she sad, her voice huskier than usual. “Yeah.” Shefet acheek with the back of her hand.
Frowning at herself, she crossed the kitchen with what | recognized as a ddliberately dow pace. “ Thanks
for bringing me down,” she said softly as she handed me the pouch of cut mest.

“| should have warned you. I'm sorry.” | put the pepperoni away and straightened, giving Glenn ablack
look. Hisface was grayed and drawn as he wiped the perspiration away. | think he just figured out we
were in the same room with apredator held back by pride and courtesy. Maybe he learned something
today. Edden would be pleased.

| shuffled through the groceries and pulled out the perishables. Ivy leaned close as she put a can of
peaches away. “What' s he doing here?’ she asked, loud enough for Glenn to hear.

“I"'m baby-stting.”
She nodded, clearly waiting for more. When it wasn’t forthcoming, she added, “It' sa paying job, right?’

| glanced at Glenn. “Uh, yeah. A missing person.” | snuck aglance at her, relieved to see her pupils were
amost back to normdl.

“Can | help?’ she asked.

Ivy had done almost nothing but run for missing persons since she quit the 1.S., but | knew she would
sdewith Jenksthat it was aploy of Trent Kalamack’s once she learned it was Sara Jan€ s boyfriend.
Putting off telling her would only make it worse, though. And | wanted her to come out to Piscary’ swith
me. I’d get more information that way.

Glenn stood with an affected casualness as Ivy and | put the groceries away, not seeming to care that we
wereignoring him. “Oh, come on, Rachel,” thevamp cgoled. “Whoisit? 1’|l put my federsout.” She
looked as far from a predator now as aduck. | was used to the shiftsin temperament, but Glenn looked
bewildered.

“Uh, awitch named Dan.” | tuned away, hiding my head in the fridge as | put the cottage cheese away.



“He s Sara Jane’ s boyfriend, and before you get dl huffy, Glenn is coming with meto look & his
gpartment. | figure we can wait until tomorrow to check out Piscary’s;, he works there as adriver. But no
way is Glenn coming with meto the university.” There was aheartbeat of slence, and | cringed, waiting
for her shout of protest. It never came.

| looked past the door of the fridge, going dack in surprise. Ivy had put hersdlf at the sink and was
hunched over it, ahand to either side. It was her “count to ten” spot. It had never failed her yet. She
pulled her eyes up and put them on me. My mouth went dry. It had failed.

“Y ou are not taking thisrun,” she said, the smooth monotone of her voice pulling the chill of black ice
through me.

Panic flashed before settling into achurning burn in the pit of my stomach. All that existed was her
pupil-black eyes. Sheinhaed, taking my warmth. Her presence seemed to swirl behind me until 1 fought
to keep from turning around. My shoulders tensed and my breath came fast. She had pulled afull-blown,
soul-gtedling aura. Something was different, though. Thiswasn't anger or hunger | was seeing. Thiswas
fear. Ivy was afraid?

“I’'mtaking therun,” | said, hearing athin thread of fear in my voice. “ Trent can’t touch me, and | aready
told Edden | would.”

“No you aren't.”

Sk duster furling, shejerked into motion. | started, finding her right before me dmost as soon as|
noticed she had moved. Face whiter than usual, she pushed the fridge door shut. | jumped to get out of
theway. | met her eyes, knowing if | showed the fright that was making my stomach knot, she would
feed onit, making her fervor stronger. I’ d learned alot in the last three months, some of it the hard way,
some of it | wished | hadn’t needed to know.

“Thelast timeyou took on Trent, you amost died,” she said, swest trickling down her neck to disappear
behind the degp V of her shirt. She was sweating?

“The key word thereis‘dmogt,” ” | said boldly.
“No. Thekey wordis‘died.” ”

| could fed the heat coming from her and stepped back. Glenn was in the archway, watching me with
wide eyes as| argued with avamp. Therewasaknack toit. “Ivy,” | said camly, though | was shaking
ingde. “I’mtaking thisrun. If you want to come with Glenn and me when wetak to Piscary—"

My bregth cut off. Ivy’ sfingers were around my throat. Gasping, my air exploded from me as she
dammed me up againgt the kitchen wall. “Ivy!” | managed before she picked me up with one hand and
pinned methere,

Air coming in short, insufficient pants, | hung off thefloor.

Ivy put her face next to mine. Her eyes were black, but they were wide with fear. “Y ou aren’t going to
talk to Piscary,” she said, panic aslver ribbon through the gray slk of her voice. “Y ou aren't taking this
run.”

| braced my feet against the wall and pushed. A breath of air made it past her fingers, and my back
smacked back into thewall. | kicked out at her, and she shifted to the side. Her hold on me never
atered. “What the hell are you doing?’ | rasped. “Let mego!”



“Ms. Tamwood!” Glenn shouted. “ Drop the woman and step to the center of the room!”

Digging my fingersinto her one-handed grip, | looked past Ivy. Glenn was behind her, hisfeet braced,
ready to shoot. “No!” my voice grated. “ Get out. Get out of herel”

Ivy wouldn't listen to meif hewas here. Shewas afraid. What the hell was she afraid of ? Trent couldn’t
touch me.

There was asharp whistle of surprise as Jenks darted in. “Howdy, campers,” he said sarcadtically. “1 see
Rache told you about her run, huh, Ivy?’

“Get out!” | demanded, my head pounding as vy’ s grip tightened.

“Holy crap!” the pixy exclamed from the celling, hiswings flashing into afrightened red. “ She' snot
kidding.”
“I know...” Lungs hurting, | pried at the fingers around my neck, managing aragged breath. vy’ spae

face was drawn. The black of her eyeswastota and absolute. And laced with fear. Seeing the emotion
on her wasterrifying.

“Ivy, let her go!” Jenks demanded as he hovered at eyelevel. “It’snot that bad, redlly. W€ ll just go with
m.ll

“Get out!” | said, taking aclean breath as vy’ s eyeswent confused and her grip fatered. Panic took me
as her fingers shook. Swest trickled down her forehead, pinched in confusion. The whites of her eyes
showed strong against the black.

Jenks darted to Glenn. “Y ou heard her,” the pixy said. “Get out.”
My heart raced as Glenn hissed, “ Are you crazy? We leave, and that bitch will kill her!”

Ivy’sbreath camein awhimper. It was as soft asthe first snowflake, but | heard it. The smell of
cinnamon filled my senses.

“We gotta get out of here,” Jenks said. “Either Rachd will get Ivy tolet go, or Ivy will kill her. Y ou might
be able to separate them by shooting Ivy, but Ivy will track her down and kill her the first chance she gets
if she overthrows Rachel’ s dominance.”

“Rachd isdominant?’

| could hear the dishdief in Glenn’svoice, and | franticaly prayed they’ d get out before Ivy finished
throttling me.

The buzz of Jenks swingswas asloud as my blood humming in my ears. “How else do you think Rachel
got Ivy to back off of you?Y ou think awitch could do that if shewas't in charge? Get out like she
sad.”

| didn’t know if dominant wasthe right word. But if they didn’t leave, the point would be moot. The
honest to God' s truth was, in some twisted fashion Ivy needed me more than | needed her. But the
“dating guide’ Ivy had given me last spring so | would stop pressing her vamp-ingtinct buttons hadn’t had
achapter on “What to Do If You Find Y oursdf the Dominant.” | was in uncharted territory.

“Get—out,” | choked asthe edges of my sight shifted to black.
| heard the safety click back on. Glenn reluctantly holstered hisweapon. As Jenksflitted from him to the



rear door and back again, the FIB officer retrested, looking angry and frustrated. | stared at the ceiling
and watched the stars edging my sight as the screen door squeaked shut.

“Ivy,” | rasped, mesting her eyes. | siffened at their black terror. | could see mysdlf in their depths, my
hair wild and my face swollen. My neck suddenly throbbed under her fingers where they pressed against
my old demon bite. God help me, but it was arting to feel good, the remembrance of the euphoriathat
had surged through me last spring as the demon sent to kill me had ripped my neck open and filled it with
vamp diva

“Ivy, open your fingersalittle so | can breathe,” 1 managed, spittle dripping down my chin. The heat from
her hand made the smell of cinnamon stronger.

“Youtoldmetolet him go,” she snarled, baring her teeth as her grip tightened until my eyesbulged. “I
wanted him, and you made me let him go!”

My lungstried to work, moving in short splurges as| struggled for air. Her hold dackened. | took a
grateful gulp of air. Then another. Her face was grim, waiting. Dying with avampirewas easy. Living with
onetook more finesse,

My jaw ached where it rested upon her fingers. “If you want him,” | whispered, “go get him. But don’t
break your fast in anger.” | took another breeth, praying it wouldn't be my last. “Unlessit’sfor passion, it
won't beworthit, Ivy.”

Shegasped asif | had hit her. Face thunderstruck, her grip loosened without warning. | fell into aheap
agang thewall.

Hunching into mysdlf, | gagged on theair. | felt my throat, my stomach knotting as the demon bite on my
neck continued to tinglein bliss. My legswere askew, and | dowly straightened them. Sitting with my
kneesto my chest, | shook my charm bracelet back to my wrist, wiped the spit from me, and looked up.

| was surprised to find lvy il there. Usualy when she broke down like this, she went running to Piscary.
But then, she had never broken down quite like this before. She had been afraid. She had pinned meto
the wall because she had been afraid. Afraid of what? Of metelling her she couldn’t tear out Glenn's
throat? Friend or not, I’d leaveif | saw her take someonein my kitchen. The blood would give me
nightmaresforever.

“Areyou okay?" | ragped, hunching into myself when it triggered a spate of coughing.
She didn’'t move, Sitting at the table with her back to me. She had her head in her hands.

| had figured out shortly after we had moved in together that vy didn’t like who she was. Hated the
violence even as sheingtigated it. Struggled to abstain from blood even as she craved it. But shewasa
vampire. She didn’'t have achoice. The virus had fixed itself degp into her DNA and wasthereto stay.
Y ou arewhat you are. That she had lost control and let her ingtincts have sway meant failureto her.

“Ivy?’ | got to my feet, liging dightly as| sumbled to her. | could till fed the impressions of her fingers
around my neck. It had been bad, but nothing like the time she had pinned meto achair in acloud of lust
and hunger. | pushed my black bow back where it belonged. “You dl right?’ | reached out, then drew
back before touching her.

“No,” she said as my hand dropped. Her voice was muffled. “Rachd, I'm sorry. |—I can't...” She
hesitated, taking aragged breath. “Don’t take thisrun. If it’ s the money—"

“It'snot themoney,” | said before she could finish. She turned to me, and my anger that she might try to



buy me off died. A shiny ribbon of moisture showed where she had tried to wipe it away. I'd never seen
her cry before, and | eased mysdlf down in the chair beside her. “1 have to help Sara Jane.”

Shelooked away. “ Then I’m going out to Piscary’ swith you,” she said, her voice holding athin memory
of itsusud strength.

| clutched my arms about myself, one hand rubbing the faint scar on my neck until | redized | was
unconscioudy doing it to fed it tingle. “1 was hoping you would,” | said as | forced my hand down.

She gave me afrightened, worried smile and turned away.

Six

Pixy children swarmed around Glenn as he sat at the kitchen table asfar from lvy as he could without
looking obvious about it. Jenks s kids seemed to have taken an unusual liking to the FIB detective, and
Ivy, sitting before her computer, was trying to ignore the noise and darting shapes. She gave methe
impression of acat deeping before abird feeder, seemingly ignoring everything but very awareif abird
should make amistake and get too close. Everyone was overlooking that we had nearly had an incident,

and my fedingsfor being saddled with Glenn had waned from didike to a mild annoyance a his new, and
unexpected, tact.

Using adiabetic syringe, | injected adeepy-time potion into the last of the thin-walled, blue paint balls. It
was after seven. | didn't like leaving the kitchen amess, but | had to make these little gems up specid,
and there was no way | would go out to meet Sara Jane at a strange apartment unarmed. No need to
make it that easy for Trent, | thought as| took off my protective gloves and tossed them aside.

From the nested bowls under the counter | pulled out my gun. | had originally kept it in avat hanging over
theidand counter, until 1vy pointed out I’ d have to put mysdf in plain sight to reach it. Keeping it at
crawling height was better. Glenn perked up at the sound of iron hitting the counter, waving the
chattering, green-clad adolescent pixy girls off hishand.

“Y ou shouldn’'t keep awegpon out like that,” he said scornfully. “ Do you have any idea how many
children are killed ayear because of stupid stuntslike that?

“Relax, Mr. FIB Officer,” | said as| wiped the reservoir out. “No one has died from apaint ball yet.”
“Paint ball?” he questioned. Then he turned condescending. “ Playing dress-up, are we?’

My brow furrowed. | liked my mini splat gun. It felt nicein my hand, heavy and reassuring despiteits
pam size. Even with its cherry red color, people generdly didn't recognizeit for what it was and
assumed | was packing. Best of dl, | didn’t need alicensefor it.

Peeved, | shook a pinky-nail-sized red bal out from the box resting on the shelf above my charms. |
dropped it in the chamber. “lvy,” | said, and shelooked up from her monitor, no expression on her
perfect, ovel face. “Tag.”

She went back to her screen, her head shifting dightly. The pixy children squealed and scattered, flowing
out of the window and into the dark garden to leave shimmering trails of pixy dust and the memory of
their voices. Slowly the sound of crickets camein to replace them.

Ivy wasn't the type of roommate who liked to play Parchees, and the onetime| sat with her on the
couch and watched Rush Hour, | had unwittingly triggered her vamp ingtincts and nearly got bitten during
the last fight scene as my body temp rose and the smell of our scents mingling hit her hard. So now, with
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the exception of our carefully orchestrated sparing sessions, we generaly did things with lots of space
between us. Her dodging my splat balls gave her agood workout and improved my aim.

It was even better at midnight in the graveyard.

Glenn ran ahand over his close-cut beard, waiting. It was clear something was going to happen, he just
didn’t know what. Ignoring him, | set the splat gun on the counter and started to clean up the mess|’d
madein the snk. My pulse increased and tension made my fingers ache. vy continued to shop on the
net, the clicks of her mouse sounding loud. She reached for apencil as something got her attention.

Snatching the gun, | spun and pulled the trigger. The puff of sound sent athrill through me. Ivy leaned to
theright. Her free hand came up to intercept the ball of water. It hit her hand with a sharp splat, bresking
to soak her palm. She never looked up from her monitor as she shook the water from her hand and read
the caption under the casket pillows. Christmas was three months away, and | knew she was stumped as
to what to get her mother.

Glenn had stood at the sound of the gun, his hand atop his holster. Hisface dack, he dternated his gaze
between Ivy and me. | tossed him the splat gun, and he caught it. Anything to get his hand away from his
pistal. “If that had been adeepy-time potion,” | said smugly, “she’ d be out cold.”

| handed Ivy theroll of paper towels we kept on the idand counter for just this reason, and she
nonchalantly wiped her hand off and continued to shop.

Head bowed, Glenn eyed the paint-bal gun. | knew he was feding the weight of it, redizing it wasn't a
toy. He walked to me and handed it back. “ They ought to make you license these things,” he said asiit

filled my grip.
“Yeah,” | agreed lightly. “They should.”

| felt him watching as| loaded it with my seven potions. Not many witches used potions, not because
they were outrageoudy expensive and lasted only about aweek uninvoked, but because you needed to
get agood soaking in saltwater to break them. It was messy and took aheck of alot of sdt. Satisfied
that I'd made my point, | tucked the loaded splat gun into the small of my back and put on my leather
jacket to cover it. | kicked off my pink dippers and padded into the living room for my vamp-made
boots by the back door. “ Ready to go?’ | asked as| leaned against the wall in the hallway and put them
on. “You'redriving.”

Glenn'stall shape appeared in the archway, dark fingers expertly tying histie. “Y ou' re going like that?’

Brow furrowing, | looked down at my red blouse, black skirt, nylons, and ankle-high boots. “ Something
wrong with what I’ ve got on?’

Ivy made arude snort from her computer. Glenn glanced &t her, then me. “Never mind,” he said flatly.
He snuggled histietight to make him look polished and professond. “Let'sgo.”

“No,” | said, getting in hisface. “I want to know what you think | should put on. One of those polyester
sacks you make your female FIB officerswear? There sareason Rose is o uptight, and it has nothing to
do with her having no walls or her chair having a broken caster!”

Face hard, Glenn sidestepped me and headed up the halway. Grabbing my bag, | acknowledged Ivy’'s
preoccupied wave good-bye and strode after him. He took up almost the entire width of the hal ashe
walked and put hisarmsinto his suit’ sjacket at the sametime. The sound of the lining rubbing againgt his
shirt was a soft hush over the noise of his hard-soled shoes on the floorboards.



| kept to my cold silence as Glenn drove us out of the Hollows and back across the bridge. It would
have been nice had Jenks come with us, but Sara Jane said something about a cat, and he prudently
decided to stay home.

The sun waslong down and traffic had thickened. Thelights from Cincinnati looked nice from the bridge,
and | felt aflash of amusement as| redlized Glenn was driving at the head of apack of carstoo wary to
pass him. Even the FIB’ s unmarked vehicles were obvious. Slowly my mood eased. | cracked the
window to dilute the smell of cinnamon, and Glenn flipped the heater on. The perffumedidn’t smell asnice
anymore, now that it had failed me.

Dan’' s apartment was atown house: tidy, clean, and gated. Not too far from the university. Good access
to the freeway. It looked expensive, but if he wastaking classes at the university, he could probably
swing it just fine. Glenn pulled into the reserved spot with Dan’ s house number on it and cut the engine.
The porch light was off and the drapes were pulled. A cat was Sitting on the second-story balcony railing,
itseyesglowing asit watched us.

Saying nothing, Glenn reached under the seat and moved it back. Closing hiseyes, he settled in asif to
nap. The sllence grew, and | listened to the car’ senginetick asit cooled off in the dark. | reached for the
radio knob, and Glenn muttered, “Don’t touch that.”

Peeved, | sank back. “Don’'t you want to question some of hisneighbors?’ | asked.
“I'll do it tomorrow when the sun isup and you're &t class.”

My eyebrows rose. According to the receipt Edden had given me, classran from four to six. It wasan
excellent time to be knocking on doors, when humans would be coming home, diurna Inderlanderswell
up, and nightwalkers stirring. And the areafelt like amixed neighborhood.

A couple came out of anearby apartment, arguing asthey got into ashiny car and drove away. She was
late for work. It was hisfault, if | wasfollowing the conversation properly.

Bored, and alittle nervous, | dug in my bag until | found afinger stick and one of my detection amulets. |
loved these things—the detection amulet, not the finger stick—and after pricking my finger for three
drops of blood to invokeit, | found that there was no one but Glenn and me within athirty-foot radius. |
draped it about my neck likemy old |.S. badge as alittle red car pulled into the lot. The cat on therailing
stretched before dropping out of sight onto the balcony.

It was Sara Jane, and she whipped her car into the spot directly behind us. Glenn took notice, saying
nothing as we got out and angled our paths to meet her.

“Hi,” she said, her heart-shaped face showing her worry in the light from the street lamp. “I hope you
weren't waiting long,” she added, her voice carrying the professiona air of the office.

“Not at dl, maam,” Glenn said.

| tugged my leather coat closer againgt the cold as shejingled her keys, fumbling for onethat il carried
ashiny, new-cut veneer and opened the door. My pulseincreased, and | glanced at my amulet with
thoughts of Trent going through me. | had my splat gun, but | wasn't abrave person. | ran away from
big-bad-uglies. It increased my life span dramatically.

Glenn followed Sara Janein as sheflipped on thelights, illuminating the porch and apartment both.
Nervous, | crossed the threshold, wavering between closing the door to keep anyone from following me
inand leaving it open to keep my escape route available. | opted to leaveit cracked.



“Y ou got a problem?” Glenn whispered as Sara Jane made her confident way to the kitchen, and | shook
my head. The town house had an open floor plan with amost the entire downgtairs visble from the
doorway. Stairsran a straight, unimaginative pathway to the second floor. Knowing my amulet would
warn me if anyone new showed up, | relaxed. There was no one here but us three and the cat yowling on
the second-floor balcony.

“I'll go up and let Sarcophagusin,” Sara Jane said as she headed for the stairs.
My eyebrowsrose. “ That' sthe cat, right?’
“I'll comewith you, ma am,” Glenn offered, and he thumped updtairs after her.

| did aquick reconnaissance of the downstairs while they were gone, knowing we' d find nothing. Trent
was too good to leave anything behind; | just wanted to see what kind of aguy Sara Jane liked. The
kitchen sink was dry, the garbage can was stinky, the computer monitor was dusty, and the cat box was
full. Clearly Dan hadn’t been homeinawhile.

The floorboards above me creaked as Glenn walked through the upstairs. Perched on the TV wasthe
same picture of Dan and Sara Jane aboard the steamer. | picked it up and studied their faces, setting the
framed photo back on the TV as Glenn clumped downstairs. The man’s shoulders took up amost the
entirety of the narrow stairway. Sara Jane was silent behind him, looking small and walking sdewaysin
her heds.

“Updtairslooksfine,” Glenn said as herifled through the stack of mail on the kitchen counter. Sara Jane
opened the pantry. Like everything e se, it was well-organized. After amoment of hesitation, she pulled
out a pouch of moist cat food.

“Mindif | check hise-mails?’ | asked, and Sara Jane nodded, her eyes sad. | jiggled the mouse to find
that Dan had adedicated, dways-on line just like Ivy. Strictly speaking, | shouldn’t have been doing this,
but aslong as no one said anything... From the corner of my eye | watched Glenn run hiseyes over Sara
Jane’ s smartly cut business dress as she tore the bag of cat food open, and then down my ouitfit as | bent
over the keyboard. | could tell by hislook that he thought my clothes were unprofessiona, and | fought
back agrimace.

Dan had adew of unopened messages, two from Sara Jane and one with auniversity address. The rest
were from ahard-rock chat room of some sort. Even | knew better than to open any of them, tampering
with evidence should he turn up dead.

Glenn ran ahand across his short hair, ssemingly disappointed that he had found nothing unusud. | was
guessing it wasn't because Dan was missing but that he was awitch, and as such should have dead
monkey heads hanging from the ceiling. Dan agppeared to be an average, on his own young man. Hewas
perhapstidier than most, but Sara Jane wouldn’t date adob.

Sara Jane set abowl of food on the placement next to awater bowl. A black cat dunk downgtairs at the
clink of porcelain. It hissed at Sara Jane, not coming to eat until she left the kitchen. “ Sarcophagus
doesn't likeme,” she said needlesdy. “He' saone-person familiar.”

A good familiar was like that. The best chose their owners, not the other way around. The cat finished
thefood in asurprisngly short amount of time, then jumped onto the back of the couch. | scratched the
upholstery and he came close to investigate. He stretched out his neck and touched my finger with his
nose. It was how cats greeted each other, and | smiled. I'd love to have a cat, but Jenkswould pix me
every night for ayear if | brought one home.



Remembering my stint asamink, | shuffled through my purse. Trying to be discreet, | invoked an amulet
to do aspell check on the cat. Nothing. Not satisfied, | dug deeper for a pair of wire-rimmed glasses.
Ignoring Glenn’s questioning look, | popped open the hard case and carefully put the

so-ugly-they-coul d-work-as-birth-control glasses on. | had bought them last month, spending three times
my rent with the excuse that they were tax deductible. The onesthat didn’'t make melook likeanerd
regject would' ve cost me twice that.

Ley linemagic could be bound in silver just as earth magic could be kept in wood, and the wire frames
were spelled to let me see through disguisesinvoked by ley linemagic. | felt kind of cheesy using them,
thinking that it dumped me back into the rellm of warlocksin that | was using acharm that | couldn’t
make. But as | scratched Sarcophagus's chin, sure now by the lack of any change that he wasn’t Dan
trapped inacat’sform, | decided | didn't care.

Glenn turned to the phone. “Would you mind if | listened to his messages?’ he asked.
Sara Jane' slaugh was hitter. “ Go ahead. They’refrom me.”

The snap of the hard casewasloud as | put my glasses away. Glenn punched the button, and | winced as
Sara Jan€ s recorded voice came into the silent apartment. “Hey, Dan. | waited an hour. It was Carew
Tower, right?” There was ahesitation, then adistant, “Well, givemeacal. And you d better get some
chocolate.” Her voice turned playful. “'Y ou’ ve got some serious groveling to do, farm boy.”

The second was even more uncomfortable. “Hi, Dan. If you'rethere, pick up.” Again apause. “Um, |
wasjust kidding about the chocolate. I'll see you tomorrow. Loveyou. ' Bye.”

Sara Jane stood in the living room, her face frozen. “He wasn't here when | came over, and | haven't
seenhimsince” she said softly.

“Wadl,” Glenn said as the machine clicked off, “we haven’t found his car yet, and histoothbrush and
razor are fill here. Wherever heis, he hadn’t planned on staying. It looks like something has happened.”

Shehit her lip and turned away. Amazed at hislack of tact, | gave Glenn amurderous look. “Y ou have
the sengtivity of adog in hest, you know that?” | whispered.

Glenn glanced at Sara Jan€' s hunched shoulders. “ Sorry, ma am.”
Sheturned, amiserable smile on her. “Maybe | should take Sarcophagus home....”

“No,” | quickly assured her. “Not yet.” | touched her shoulder in sympathy, and the smell of her lilac
perfume pulled from me the chalky taste-memory of drugged carrots. | glanced at Glenn, knowing he
wouldn't leave 0 | could talk to her dlone. “ Sara Jane,” | asked hesitantly. “1 have to ask you this, and |
gpologize. Do you know if anyone has threatened Dan?’

“No,” shesaid, her hand rising to her collar and her face going till. “No one.”
“How about you?’ | asked. “Have you been threatened any way? Any way at al?’

“No. No of course not,” she said quickly, her eyes dropping and her pale features going even whiter. |
didn’t need an amulet to know she waslying, and the silence grew uncomfortable as | gave her amoment
to change her mind and tell me. But shedidn'’t.

“A-Arewe done?’ she ssammered, and nodding, | adjusted my bag on my shoulder. Sara Jane headed
to the door, her steps quick and stilted. Glenn and | followed her out onto the cement landing. It wastoo
cold for bugs, but a broken spiderweb stretched by the porch light.



“Thank you for letting uslook at his gpartment,” | said as she checked the door with trembling fingers.
“I'll be talking with his classmates tomorrow. Perhgps one of them will know something. Whatever it s, |
canhdp,” | sad, trying to put more meaning into my voice.

“Yes. Thank you.” Her eyeswent everywhere but to mine, and she had fallen into her professond office
tone again. “1 appreciate you coming over. | wish | could be more help.”

“Maam,” Glenn said in parting. Sara Jan€ s hed s clicked smartly on the pavement as she walked away.
| followed Glenn to his car, glancing back to see Sarcophagus Sitting in an upstairs window watching us.

SaraJan€' s car gave ahappy chirp before she set her purseinside, got in, and drove away. | stood in the
dark beside my open door and watched her taillights vanish around a corner. Glenn was facing me,
standing at the driver Sde with hisarmsresting on the roof of the car. Hisbrown eyes were featurelessin
the buzz of the street lamp.

“Kaamack must pay his secretaries very well for the car she has,” he said softly.

| stiffened. “1 know for afact he does,” | said hotly, not liking what he was implying. “ She' svery good at
her job. And she still has enough money to send homefor her family to live like veritable kings compared
to therest of the farm’semployees.”

He grunted and opened hisdoor. | got in, Sighing as | fastened my belt and settled into the leather seats. |
stared out the window at the dark lot, growing more depressed. Sara Jane didn’t trust me. But from her
point of view, why should she?

“Taking thiskind of persond, aren’'t you?’ Glenn asked as he started the car.
“Y ou think because she'sawarlock she doesn't deserve help?’ | said sharply.

“Sow down. That's not what | meant.” Glenn shot me aquick look as he backed the car into motion. He
flipped the hegter on full before he shifted into drive, and astrand of hair tickled my face. “I’m just saying
you' re acting like you have a stake in the outcome.”

| ran ahand over my eyes. “Sorry.”
“It'sokay,” he said, sounding asif he understood. “ So...” He hesitated. “What gives?’

Hepulled into traffic, and in thelight of astreet lamp | glanced a him, wondering if | wanted to be that
open with him. “1 know SaraJane,” | said dowly.

“Y ou mean you know her type,” Glenn said.
“No. | know her.”
The FIB detective frowned. “ She doesn’t know you.”

“Yeah.” | rolled the window al the way down to get rid of the smell of my perfume. | couldn’t stand it
anymore. My thoughts kept returning to Ivy’ s eyes, black and frightened. “ That’ swhat makesit hard.”

The brakes made a dow squeak as we stopped at alight. Glenn’ s brow was furrowed, and his beard
and mustache made degp shadows on him. “Would you talk human, please?’

| gave him aquick mirthless smile. “Did your dad tell you about how we nearly brought Trent Kaamack
in asadeder and manufacture of genetic drugs?’



“Yeah. That was before | transferred to his department. He said the only witnesswas an |.S. runner who
died inacar bombing.” Thelight changed, and we moved forward.

| nodded. Edden had told him the basics. “Let metdl you about Trent Kalamack,” | said asthewind
pushed againgt my hand. “When he caught merifling through his office looking for away to bring himinto
the courts, hedidn’t turn meinto thel.S., he offered me ajob. Anything | wanted.” Cold, | angled the
vent toward me. “He' d pay off my 1.S. death threat, set me up as an independent runner, give measmal
daff, everything—if | worked for him. He wanted meto run the same system | had spent my entire
professond lifefighting. He offered me what looked like freedom. | wanted it so badly, | might have said
yes”

Glenn was sllent, wisdly not saying anything. There wasn't a.cop aive who hadn’t been tempted, and |
was proud that | had passed that test. “When | turned him down, his offer became athresat. | was spelled
into amink at thetime, and he was going to torture me mentaly and physicaly until | would do anything
to get it to stop. If he couldn’t have me willingly, he' d be satisfied with awarped shadow eager to please
him. | was helpless. Just like Sara Janeis.”

| hesitated to gather my resolve. | had never admitted that doud before—that | had been helpless. “ She
thought | was amink, but she gave me more dignity asan anima than Trent gave me asaperson. | have
to get her away from him. Beforeit’ stoo late. Unlesswe can find Dan and get him safe, she doesn’'t have
achance.”

“Mr. Kdamack isjust aman,” Glenn said.

“Redly!” | said with abark of sarcadtic laughter. “Tell me, Mr. FIB Detective, is he human or
Inderlander? Hisfamily has been quietly running agood dice of Cincinnati for two generations, and no
one knowswhat heis. Jenks can't tell what he smellslike, and neither can thefairies. He destroys people
by giving them exactly what they want—and he enjoysit.” | watched the passing buildings without seeing
them.

Glenn's continued slence pulled my eyesup. “Y ou redly think Dan’ s disgppearance has nothing to do
with the witch hunter murders?’ he asked.

“Yeah.” | resettled mysdlf, not comfortable with having told him so much. 1 only took thisrunto help
Sara Jane and pull Trent down. Y ou going to run tattling to your dad now?’

The lights from oncoming traffic illuminated him. He took abreath and let it out. “Y ou do anything in your
little vendetta to jeopardize me proving Dr. Andersisthe murderer, and I'll tie you to abonfirein
Fountain Square,” he said softly in threet. “Y ou will go to the university tomorrow, and you will tell me
everything you learn.” His shoulders eased. “ Just be careful.”

| eyed him, the passing lightsilluminating him in flashes that seemed to mirror my uncertainty. It sounded
asif he understood. Imaginethat. “Fair enough,” | said, settling back. My head turned as we turned | eft
ingtead of right. | glanced a him with afeding of d§avu. “Where are we going? My office isthe other

W@/_"
“PizzaPiscary’s,” hesaid. “ There' sno reason to wait until tomorrow.”

| eyed him, not wanting to admit I’ d promised Ivy | wouldn’t go out there without her. “Piscary’ s doesn't
open until midnight,” | lied. “They cater to Inderlanders. I mean, how often does ahuman order apizza?’
Glenn’ sface went gtill in understanding, and | picked at my nail polish. “It will be at |least two before they
dow down enough to be ableto talk to us.”



“That' stwo in the morning, right?” he asked.

Wel, duh, | thought. That was when most Inderlanders were hitting their stride, especialy the dead ones.
“Why don’'t you go home, deep in, and we'll al go out tomorrow?’

He shook hishead. “Y ou'll go tonight without me.”

A puff of affront escaped me. “1 don’t work like that, Glenn. Besides, if | do, you'll go out there aone,
and | promised your dad I’ d try to keep you dive. I’ll wait. Witches honor.”

Lie, yes. Betray the trust of a partner—even unwel come ones—no.

He gave me aquick, suspicious glance. “All right. Witches honor.”

Seven

“Rache,” Jenks said from my earring. “Takeasquint at that guy. Ishetrolling or what?’

| tugged my bag up higher onto my shoulder and peered through the unseasonably warm September
afternoon a the kid in question as | waked through the informa lounge. Music tickled my subconscious,
the volume of hisradio set too low to hear well. My firgt thought was that he must be hot. His hair was
black, his clothes were black, his sunglasses were black, and his black duster was made of leather. He
was leaning againgt a vending machine trying to look suave as he talked to awoman in agothic black lace
dress. But he was blowing it. No one looks sophisticated with afoam cup in his hand, no matter how
sexy histwo-day stubbleis. And no one wore goth but out-of-control teen living vamps and pathetically
sad vamp wannabes.

| snickered, feding vastly better. The big campus and the conglomeration of youth had me on edge. | had
goneto school a asmal community college, taking the standard two-year program followed by a
four-year internship with the 1.S. My mother would have never been ableto afford tuition at the
Univergty of Cincinnati on my dad’ s penson, extra desth benefit asde.

| glanced at the faded yellow receipt Edden had given me. It had the time and days my class met, and
right down at the lower right-hand corner was the cost of it all—tax, lab fees, and tuition all totaled up
into one gppalling sum. Just this one classwas nearly as much as a semester at my dmameater. Nervous,
| shoved the paper in my bag as| noticed a Were in the corner watching me. | looked out of place
enough without wandering around with a class schedulein my grip. | might aswell have hung acard
around my neck saying, “Continuing Adult Education Student.” God help me, but | fdt old. They weren't
much younger than | was, but their every move screamed innocence.

“Thisisstupid,” | muttered to Jenks as| left the informa commissary. | didn’t even know why the pixy
was with me. Must be Edden had sicked him on me to make sure | went to class. My vamp-made boots
clicked smartly as| strode through the windowed, €levated walkway connecting the Business Arts
building with Kantack Hall. A jolt went through me as| realized my feet were hitting the rhythm of
Takata s“ Shettered Sight,” and though | till couldn’t redly hear the music, the lyrics settled themsdlves
deep into my head to drive me nuts. Sft the clues from the dust, from my lives, of my will./ | loved
you then. | love you still.

“| should be with Glenn, interviewing Dan’sneighbors,” | complained. “I don’t need to take the freaking
class, just talk to Dan’s classmates.”

My earring swung like atire swing, and Jenks swings tickled my neck. “Edden doesn’'t want to give Dr.
Anders any warning that she’ sa suspect. | think it'sagood idea.”
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| frowned, my steps growing muffled as| found the carpeted hallway and began watching the numberson
the doors count up. “Y ou think it'sagood idea, do you?’

“Y eah. But there sonething heforgot.” He snickered. “ Or maybe he didn’t.”

| dowed as| saw agroup standing outside adoor. It was probably mine. “What' s that?’

“Wdl,” he drawled, “now that you' re taking the class, you fit the profile.”

Adrendine zinged through me and vanished. “How about that?” | murmured. Damn Edden anyway .

Jenks s laughter waslike wind chimes. | shifted my heavy book to my other hip, scanning the small
gathering for the person most likely to spill the best gossip. A young woman looked up a me, or Jenks
rather, smiling briefly before turning away. She was dressed in jeans like me, with an expensive-looking
suede coat over her T-shirt. Casua yet sophisticated. Nice combination. Dropping my bag to the carpet
tile, | leaned back againgt the wall like everyone el se, anoncommittal four feet away.

| surreptitioudy looked at the book by the woman's feet. Noncontact Extensions Using Ley Lines. A
tiny wash of relief went through me. | had the right book, at least. Maybe thiswouldn’t be so bad. |
glanced at the frosted glass of the closed door, hearing a muted conversation from inside. Must be the
previous class hadn't let out yet.

Jenksrocked my earring, pulling onit. | could ignore that, but when he started singing about inchworms
and marigolds, | batted him off.

Thewoman beside me cleared her throat. “ Just transfer in?” she asked.
“Beg pardon?’ | asked as Jenks flitted back.

She popped her gum, her heavily made-up eyes going from meto the pixy. “There aren’t many of usley
line students. | don’'t remember seeing you. Do you usually take night classes?”’

“Oh.” | pushed mysdlf away from the wal and faced her. “No. I'm taking aclassto, ah, move ahead at
work.”

Shelaughed as she tucked her long hair back. “Hey, I’ m right there with you. But by thetime | get out of
here, there' s probably not going to be any jobs left for afilm production manager with ley line
experience. Everyone seemsto be minoring in art these days.”

“I'mRachd.” | extended my hand. “And thisis Jenks.”
“Niceto meet you,” shesad, taking it for an ingant. “ Janine.”

Jenks buzzed to her, aighting on her hagtily raised hand. “ Pleasureisdl mine, Janine,” he said, actudly
making abow.

She beamed, utterly delighted. Obvioudy she hadn’t had much contact with pixies. Most stayed outside
the city unlessemployed in the few areas pixies and fairies excelled in: camera maintenance, security, or
good old-fashioned sneaking around. Even so, fairies were far more commonly employed, sincethey ate
insectsingtead of nectar and their food supply was more readily available.

“Uh, does Dr. Anders actudly teach the class, or does shehavean aidedo it?’ | asked.

Janine chuckled, and Jenksflitted back to my earring. “Y ou’ ve heard about her?” she asked. “Yes, she
teaches, seeing asthere’ snot that many of us.” Janine s eyes pinched. “ Especidly now. We started with



more than adozen, but we lost four when Dr. Anderstold usthe murderer wastaking only ley line
witches and to be careful. And then Dan went and quit.” She dumped back againgt thewall, sighing.

“Thewitch hunter?’ | asked, gifling my smile. | had chosen the right person to stland beside. | made my
eyeswide. “You'rekidding....”

Her face went worried. “| think that’s some of the reason why Dan left. And it was ashame, too. The
man was S0 hot, he could make a sprinkler spark in araingtorm. He had abig interview. Wouldn't tell me
anything. | think hewas afraid I’ d apply for it, too. Lookslike he got thejob.”

My head bobbed as | wondered if thiswas the news he was going to tell Sara Jane on Saturday. But
then adow burn started in me that perhaps supper at Carew Tower had been adump dinner, and he
chickened out and left without telling her anything.

“Areyou sure he quit?’ | asked. “Maybe thewitch hunter...” | left my sentence open, and Janine smiled
reassuringly.

“Yes, hequit. He asked if | wanted to buy his magnetic chak if he got the job. The bookstore won't take
them back once you break the sedl.”

My face went dack in sudden, red darm. “I didn’t know | needed chalk.”

“Oh, I ve got one you can borrow,” she said as she rummaged in her purse. “Dr. Andersusually has us
sketching something or other: pentagrams, north/south apogees...you nameit, we ve traced it. She lumps
thelab in with the lecture. That'swhy we meet here instead of alecture hal.”

“Thanks,” | said as| accepted the metallic stick and gripped it aong with my book. Pentagrams? |
hated pentagrams. My lineswere always crooked. I’ d have to ask Edden if he would pay for a second
trip to the bookstore. But then remembering the cost of the class he would probably never be reimbursed
for, | decided to go pick up my old school suppliesfrom my mom. Swell. Better give her acall.

Janine saw my sick look, and misunderstanding it, she rushed to say, “ Oh, don’t worry, Rachdl. The
murderer isn't after us. Redlly. Dr. Anders said to be careful, but he' sonly going for experienced
witches”

“Yeah,” | said, wondering if | would be considered experienced or not. 1 guess.”

The conversations around us ceased as Dr. Anders s voice shrilled from behind the door, “1 don’t know
who'skilling my students. I’ ve been to too many funerals this month to listen to your foul accusations.
And I’ ll sueyou from here back to the Turn if you dander my name!”

Janine looked alarmed as she picked up her book and held it to her chest. The studentsin the hallway
shifted from foot to foot and exchanged uneasy looks. From my earring Jenks whispered, “ So much for
keeping Dr. Andersin the dark about her possible suspect status.” | nodded, wondering if Edden would
let me drop the class now. “It's Denon in there with her,” Jenks added, and | took a quick bresth.

“What?’
“I can smell Denon,” hereterated. “He sin there with Dr. Anders”
Denon? | thought, wondering what my old boss was doing out from behind his desk.

There was a soft murmur, followed by aloud pop. Everyonein the hal but Jenks and me jumped. Janine
reached up and touched her ear asif she had just been knocked agood one. “Didn’t you fed that?” she



asked me, and | shook my head. “ She just set acircle without drawing area onefirs.”

| eyed the door along with everyone dse. | didn’t know you could set acircle without drawing it. | dso
didn’t like that everybody but Jenks and | had been ableto tell she had doneit. Feding asif | wasin over
my head, | picked my bag up.

Thelow rumble of my old boss s voice pulled achill from me. Denon wasaliving vamp, like Ivy. But he
was low-blood, rather than high, having been born ahuman and infected with the vamp viruslater by one
of the true undead. And where vy had political power because she' d been born avamp and thus was
guaranteed to join the undead even if she should die done with every drop of blood in her, Denon would
aways be second-class, having to trust that someone would bother to finish turning him after he died.

“Get out of my room,” Dr. Anders demanded. “Before | file harassment charges.”

The students dl shifted nervoudly. | wasn't surprised when the frosted glass darkened with ashape
behind it. | giffened with the rest when the door opened and Denon walked out. The man amost had to
turn sdewaysto clear the door frame.

| still maintained my belief that Denon had been aboulder in a previous life—asmooth, river-worn
boulder massing about aton maybe? Being low-blood and having only human strength, he had to work
hard to keep up with his dead brethren. The results were atrim waist and oodles of bunching muscles.
They pulled at hiswhite dress shirt as he sauntered into the hallway. The stark cotton stood in sharp
contrast with his complexion, drawing my eye and holding it—just as he wanted.

The classfell back as he eased past. A cold presence seemed to flow out of the room and pool about
him, the remnants of the aura he had probably pulled on Dr. Anders. A confident, dominating smile
curved over him as his eyesfastened on me.

“Uh, Rachd?’ Jenks muttered as heflitted to Janine. “I’ll seeyou inside, okay?’
| said nothing, suddenly fedling too thin and vulnerable.

“I'll saveyou aseat,” Janine said, but | didn’t look from my old boss. There was a soft rustle asthe
hallway emptied.

| had been scared of the man, and | was ready and willing to be scared of him now, but something had
changed. Though gtill moving with the grace of a predator, the ageless ook he once carried was gone.
The hungry cast in hiseye, which he didn’t bother to hide, told me he was till a practicing vamp, but |
was guessing he had lost favor and was no longer tasting the undead, though they were probably il
feeding upon him.

“Morgan,” he said, hiswords seeming to backwash against the brick wall behind me and give me ashove
forward. Hisvoice wasjust like him, practiced, powerful, and full of aheavy promise. “I heard you were
whoring for the FIB. Or are we just bettering ourselves?’

“Héello, Mr. Denon,” | said, not dropping his pupil-black eyes. “Y ou get bumped down to runner?” The
hungry lust in his eyesfatered into anger, and | added, “L ooks like you’ re doing the runs you gave me.
Rescuing familiars out of trees? Checking for valid licenses? How are those homeless bridge trolls doing,

anyway?’

Denon shifted forward, his eyesintent and his musclestense. My face went cold, and | found my back
againg thewall. The sun streaming in from the distant walkway seemed to dim. Like akaeidoscope, it
swirled to look twice asfar away asit was. My heart leapt, then settled back into its usual pace. Hewas



trying to pull an aura, but | knew he couldn’t do it without me giving him the fear to feed it. | wouldn't be
afrad.

“Cut the crap, Denon,” | said boldly, my stomach knotting. “1 live with avamp who could egt you for
breakfast. Save the aurafor someone who cares.”

Still, he pressed close until hewasthe only thing | could see. | had to look up, and it ticked me off. His
breath waswarm, and | could smell the tang of blood on it. My pulse pounded, and | hated that he knew
| wasafraid of him ill.

“Anyone here but you and me?’ he said, his voice as smooth as chocolate milk.

Hand moving in adow, controlled motion, | reached for the grip of my splat gun. The brick scraped my
knuckles, but as my fingers touched the handle, my confidence raced back. “ Just you, me, and my splat
gun. Touchme, and I'll drop you.” | smiled right back at him. “What do you suppose | put in my splat
balls? Might be kind of hard to explain why someone from the I.S. had to come out here and hose you
off with saltwater, huh? 1’ d say that would be good for alaugh for at least ayear.” | watched hiseyes
shift to hate.

“Back up,” | said clearly. “If I pull it, | useit.”
He backed up. “Wak away from this, Morgan,” he threatened. “ Thisismy run.”

“That explainswhy thel.S. is spinning itswhedls. Maybe you should go back to ticketing parked cars
and let aprofessond take care of it.”

His breath hissed out, and | found strength in hisanger. Ivy wasright. There was fear in the back of his
soul. Fear that someday the undead vampires that fed on him would lose control and kill him. Fear that
they wouldn’t bring him back as one of their brothers.

He should be afraid.

“Thisisan |.S. matter,” hesad. “Interfere, and I’ [l have you down in lockup.” He smiled, flashing me his
human teeth. “If you thought being in Kalamack’ s cage was bad, wait until you see mine.”

My confidence cracked. Thel.S. knew about that?“Don’t get your fasiesinatwigt,” | said sniddly. “I'm
here on amissing person, not your murders.”

“Missing person,” he mocked. “That'sagood story. I'd stick withit. Try to keep your tag divethis
time.” He gave me afind glance before he started down the halway to the sun and the distant sound of
the commissary. “Y ou won't be Tamwood'’ s pet forever,” he said, not turning around. “ Then, I’'m coming
foryou.”

“Y eah, whatever,” | said even asadiver of my old fear tried to surface. | quashed it as| pulled my hand
away from the smdl of my back. | wasn't Ivy’ s pet, though living with her gave me aheap of protection
from Cincinnati’ s vamp population. Shewasn't in apodtion of power, but asthe last living member of the
Tamwood family, she had aleader-in-waiting status honored by wise vamps both living and dead.

| took adeep breath to try to dispel the weaknessin my knees. Great. Now | had to go into class after
they had probably started.

Thinking my day couldn’t possibly get any worse, | gathered myself and walked into the room lit brightly
from the bank of windows overlooking the campus. As Janine had said, it was set up like alab, with two
people sitting on stools at each of the high date tables. Janine was by hersdlf talking to Jenks, clearly



having saved me the spot next to her.

Ozonefrom Dr. Anders s hastily constructed circle caught at me. The circle was gone, but my sinuses
tingled at the remnants of power. | glanced at its source at the front of the room.

Dr. Anderssat at an ugly metal desk before atraditional blackboard. She had her elbows on the table,
her head in her hands. | could see her thin fingers trembling, and | wondered if it was from Denon’s
accusations or that she had pulled upon the ever-after strong enough to make a circle without the aid of a
physical manifestation. The class seemed unusudly quiet.

Her hair was back in a severe bun, gray streaks making unflattering lines through the black. She looked
older than my mother, dressed in aconservative pair of tan dacks and atasteful blouse. Trying not to
draw attention to mysdlf, | dipped past the first two rows of tables and sat beside Janine. “ Thanks,” |
whispered.

Her eyeswerewide as | tucked my bag under thetable. “ Y ou work for the|.S.?”
| glanced at Dr. Anders. “1 used to. | quit last spring.”
“I didn’t think you could quit thel.S.,” she said, her face going even more full of wonder.

Shrugging, | pushed my hair out of the way so Jenks could land on hisusual spot. “It wasn't easy.” |
followed her attention to the front of the room as Dr. Anders stood.

Thetall woman was as scary as | remembered, with along thin face, and anose that wouldn't be out of
place on apre-Turn depiction of awitch. No wart, though, and her complexion wasn’'t green. She
reeked of tenure, gathering the class s attention by smply standing. The tremor was gone from her hands
as shetook up a sheaf of papers.

Dropping apair of wire-rimmed glasses down to perch on her nose, she made a show of studying her
notes. I’ d have been willing to bet they had a spell on them to see through ley line charmsaswell as
correct her sght, and | wished | had the gall to put my own glasses on and seeif she used ley line magic
to make her look that unattractive or if it was al her. A sigh shifted her narrow shoulders as she looked
up, her gaze going right to mine through her spelled glasses. “1 see,” she said, her voice making my spine
crawl, “that we have anew face today.”

| gave her afalse amile. It was obvious she recognized me; her face had scrunched up like a prune.
“Rachd Morgan,” shesaid.
“Here” | sad, my voiceflat.

A wisp of annoyance flashed over her. “1 know who you are.” Low hedls clicking, she cameto stand
before me. Leaning forward, she peered at Jenks. “Who might you be, pixy sir?’

“Uh, Jenks, maam,” he sammered, hiswings moving fitfully to tangleinmy hair.

“Jenks,” she said, her tone bordering on the respectful. “1’m glad to make your acquaintance. Y ou’ re not
onmy classlist. Pleaseleave.”

“Yesmdam,” hesad, and much to my surprise, the usudly arrogant pixy swung himsalf off my earring.
“Sorry, Rache,” he said, hovering beforeme. “I'll bein the faculty lounge or the library. Nick might till
beworking.”



“Sure. I'll find you later.”

He gave Dr. Anders ahead bob and zipped out the still open door.
“I'msorry,” Dr. Anderssaid. “I1smy dlassinterfering with your socid life?’
“No, Dr. Anders. It' s a pleasure seeing you again.”

She pulled back at the faint sarcasm. “Isit?’

From the corner of my sight | saw Janine' s mouth hanging open. What | could see of the rest of the class
looked about the same. My face burned. | don’t know why thewoman had it in for me, but shedid. She
was as hice as a hungry crow to everyone ese, but | got the ravenous badger.

Dr. Anderslet her papersfal to my table with adap. My name was circled in athick red marker. Her
thin lipstightened almost imperceptibly. “Why are you here?’ she asked. “We aretwo classesinto the
semeder.”

“It' still add/drop week,” | countered, feding my pulse increase. Unlike Jenks, | had no problem fighting
authority. But asthe song went, authority always won.

“I don't even know how you managed to get the gpproval for taking thisclass,” she said caudtically.
“Y ou have none of the prerequisites.”

“All my creditstransferred in. And | got ayear for life-experiences.” True enough, but Edden wasthe
real reason | had been able to skip right to afive-hundred-level class.

“You arewasting my time, Ms. Morgan,” she said. “Y ou are an earth witch. | thought | had made that
very clear to you. Y ou don’t possess the control to work ley lines beyond what you need to close a
modest circle” Sheleaned over me, and | felt my blood pressurerise. “I’' m going to flunk you out of my
classfagter than before.”

| took a steadying breath, glancing at the shocked faces. Clearly they had never seen thisside of their
beloved ingtructor. “1 need thisclass, Dr. Anders,” | said, not knowing why | wastrying to appedl to her
stunted compassion. Except that if | got kicked out, Edden might make me pay thetuition. “I'm hereto
learn.”

At that, the prickly woman picked up her papers and retreated to the empty table behind her. Her gaze
roved over the class before settling on me. “Having trouble with your demon?’

Severd in the class gasped. Janine actudly shrank away from me. Damn that woman, | thought, my
hand going to cover my wrist. Not even here for five minutes, and she alienates me fromthe entire
class. | should have worn abracelet. My jaw clenched and my breathing increased as | fought to not

respond.

Dr. Anders seemed satisfied. “Y ou can't reliably hide ademon mark with earth magic,” she said, her
voiceraised in the sound of ingtruction. “Y ou need ley line magic for that. Isthat why you're here, Ms.
Morgan?’ she mocked.

Shaking, | refused to drop her eyes. | hadn’t known that. No wonder my charmsto disguiseit never
worked past sundown.

Her wrinkles went deeper as she frowned. “ Professor Peltzer’ s Demonology for Modern Practitionersis
in the next building over. Perhaps you should excuse yourself and seeif it’ snot too late to change classes.



We do not dedl inthe black arts here.”

“I am not ablack witch,” | said softly, afraid if | raised my voice, | would start shouting. | pushed up my
deeve to show my demon mark, refusing to be ashamed of it. “1 did not call the demon who gave me
this. | fought it off.”

| took adow breath, unable to look at anyone, most of al Janine, who had pushed asfar from me as she
could get. “I’m hereto learn how to keep it off of me, Dr. Anders. | will not take any demonology
classes. I'm afraid of them.”

The last was awhisper, but | knew everyone heard. Dr. Anders seemed taken aback. | was
embarrassed, but if it kept her off my case, then it was embarrassment well spent.

The woman' s footsteps were loud as she clacked to the front of the room. “ Go home, Ms. Morgan,” she
said to the blackboard. “1 know why you're here. | did not kill my past students, and | take offensein
your unsaid accusgtion.”

And with that pleasant thought, she turned, flashing the class atight-lipped smile. “If the rest of you will
please retain your copies of elghteenth century pentagrams? We will be having aquiz on them Friday.
For next week, | want you to go over chapters six, seven, and eight in your texts and to do the even
practices at the end of each. Janine?’

At the sound of her name, the woman jumped. She had been trying to get agood look a my wrist. | was
gl shaking, my fingerstrembling as | wrote down the assgnment.

“Janine, you would do well to do the odds on chapter six, aswell. Y our control in releasing stored ley
line energy leaves something to be desired.”

“Yes, Dr. Anders,” she said, white-faced.
“And go gt by Brian,” she added. “Y ou can learn more from him than Ms. Morgan.”

Janine didn’'t hesitate. Before Dr. Anders had even finished, Janine picked up her purse and book,
moving to the next table. | was|eft done, feding sick. Janine' s borrowed chalk sat next to my book like
astolen cookie.

“I would also like to eva uate your linkages with your familiars on Friday, aswe will be starting a section
on long-term protection over the next few weeks,” Dr. Anders was saying. “ So please bring themiin. It
will take sometimeto get through al of you. Those at the end of the aphabet can expect to be held
beyond the usud classtime.”

Therewas aweary groan from some of the students, but it lacked a certain jovidity that | sensed was
usually there. My stomach dropped. | didn’'t have afamiliar. If | didn’'t get one by Friday, she'd flunk me.
Sameaslast time.

Dr. Anders smiled at me with thewarmth of adall. “Isthat aproblem, Ms. Morgan?’

“No,” | sadflatly, starting to want to pin the murders on her whether she had committed them or not.
“No problem at dl.”

Eight

Thankfully, there was no line when we pulled up to Pizza Piscary’ sin Glenn’sunmarked FIB car. Ivy and
| did out Amost as soon asthe car stopped. It hadn’t been avery comfortable ride for either of us, the
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memory of her pinning meto the kitchen wall till new-penny bright. Her manner had been odd this
evening, subdued but excited. | felt like | was going to meet her parents. Inaway, | suppose | was.
Piscary was the way-back originator of her living-vamp family line.

Glenn yawned as he dowly got out and put his jacket on, but he woke up enough to wave off Jenks,
flitting around hishead. He didn't seem at al uneasy about going into what was grictly an Inderland
edtery. | could dmost see the chip on his shoulder. Maybe he wasadow learner.

The FIB detective had agreed to exchange his stiff FIB suit for the jeans and faded flannd shirt 1vy had
tucked in the back of her closet in abox labeled |eftoversin afaded black marker. They fit Glenn
exactly, and | didn’t want to know where she had gotten them or why they had severa neetly mended
tearsin some rather unusud places. A nylon jacket hid the weapon he refused to leave behind, but | had
left my splat gun at home. It would be usdless againgt aroom full of vamps.

A van eased into the lot to take an empty space at the far end. My attention drifted from it to the brightly
lit delivery/ takeout window. As| watched, another pizzawent out, the car lurching into the street and
speeding away with the quicknessthat told of alarge engine. Pizza drivers have made good money since
they successfully lobbied for hazard pay.

Past the parking lot was the soft 1apping of water on wood. Long strips of light glinted on the Ohio River,
and thetaller buildings of Cincinnati reflected in wide stresks on the flat water. Piscary’ s was waterfront
property, situated in the middle of the more affluent strip of clubs, restaurants, and nightspots. It even had
alanding where yacht-traveling patrons could tie up to—but getting a table overlooking the dock would
beimpossblethislate.

“Ready?’ Ivy said brightly as she finished adjusting her jacket. She was dressed in her usua black leather
pants and slk shirt, looking lanky and predatory. The only color to her face was her bright red lipstick. A
chain of black gold hung about her neck in place of her usua crucifix—which was now tucked in her
jewdry box at home. It matched her ankle bracelets perfectly. She had gone further to paint her nails
with aclear coat, giving them asubtle shine,

The jewdry and nail polish were unusua for her, and after seeing it, | had opted to wear awide silver
band instead of my usual charm bracelet to cover my demon mark. It felt nice to get dressed up, and I'd
even tried to do something with my hair. Thered frizz | ended up with dmost looked intentiond.

| kept a step behind Glenn as we moved to the front door. Inderlanders mixed fregly, but our group was
more odd than usual, and | was hoping to get in and out quickly with the information we came for before
we attracted attention. The van that pulled in after us was a pack of Weres, and they were noisy asthey
closed the gap between us.

“Glenn,” Ivy said aswe reached the door. “Keep your mouth shut.”
“Whatever,” the officer said antagoniticaly.

My eyebrows rose and | took awary step back. Jenks landed upon my big hoop earrings. “ This ought to
be good,” he snickered.

Ivy grabbed Glenn’s callar, picking him up and damming him againgt the wooden pillar supporting the
canopy. The startled man froze for an instant, then kicked out, aiming for Ivy’sgut. Ivy dropped himto
evade the strike. With avamp quickness, she picked him back up and dammed him into the post again.
Glenn grunted in pain, struggling to caich his bregth.

“Ooooh,” Jenks cheered. “ That’ s going to ache in the morning.”



| jiggled my foot and glanced at the pack of Weres. “Couldn’t you have taken care of this before we
left?’ | complained.

“Look, you little snack,” Ivy said calmly, putting hersdf in Glenn’sface. *'Y ou will kegp your mouth shuit.
Y ou do not exist unless | ask you aquestion.”

“Goto hell,” Glenn managed, hisface reddening under hisdark skin.

Ivy shifted him asmidgen higher, and he grunted. “ Y ou stink like ahuman,” she continued, her eyes
shifting toward black. “Piscary’ sisdl Inderlanders or bound humans. The only way you' re going to get
out of herewith al your partsintact and unpunctured isif everyone thinks you' re my shadow.”

Shadow, | thought. It was a derogatory term. Thrall was another. Toy would be more accurate. It
referred to a human recently bit, now little more than awalking source of sex and food, and mentally
bound to avamp. They were kept submissive aslong as possible. Decades sometimes. My old boss,
Denon, had been counted among them until he curried the favor of the one who had granted him amore
free exigtence.

Face ugly, Glenn broke her hold and fell to the ground. “Go Turn yourself, Tamwood,” he rasped,
rubbing his neck. “1 can take care of mysdlf. Thiswon't be any worse than walking into a
good-old-boy’ s bar in deep Georgia.”

“Yeah?' she questioned, pale hand on her cocked hip. “ Anyone there want to eat you?’

The Were pack flowed past us and inside. Onejerked, doing a double take as he saw me, and |
wondered if my stedling that fish was going to be aproblem. Music and chatter drifted out, cutting off as
the thick door shut. | sighed. It sounded busy. Now we' d probably have to wait for atable.

| offered Glenn ahand up as Ivy opened the door. Glenn refused my help, tucking his anti-itch spdll back
behind his shirt as he struggled to find his pride, squished under Ivy’ s boots somewhere. Jenksflitted
from meto his shoulder, and Glenn garted. “ Go sit somewhere ese, pixy,” he said around a cough.

“Oh, no,” Jenks said merrily. “Don’t you know avamp won't touch you if there’ sapixy on your
shoulder? It' sawell-known fact.”

Glenn hesitated, and my eyesrolled. What a crock.

Wefiled in behind Ivy asthe Were pack was being led to their table. The place was crowded, not
unusud for awork-day. Piscary’ s had the best pizzain Cincinnati, and they didn’t take reservations. The
warmth and noise relaxed me, and | took off my coat. The rough-cut, thick support beams seemed to
prop up the low celling, and arhythmic sscomping to the beat of Sting’s* Rehumanize Y oursdlf” filtered
down the wide stairs. Past them were wide windows looking out over the black river and the city
beyond. A three-story, obscenely expensive motorboat was tied up, the docking lights shining on the
name across the bow, solar. Pretty college-age kids moved efficiently about in their skimpy uniforms,
some more suggestive than others. Most were bound humans, since the vamp staff traditiondly took the
less supervised updtairs.

The host’ s eyebrows rose as he took Glennin. | could tell he was the host because his shirt was only half
undone and his nametag said so. “ Table for three? Lighted or non?’

“Lighted,” | interjected before Ivy could say different. | didn’t want to be upstairs. It sounded rowdy.

“It will be about fifteen minutes, then. Y ou can wait & the bar if you like.”



| Sghed. Fifteen minutes. It was dwaysfifteen minutes. Fifteen little minutes that dragged to thirty, then
forty, and then you were willing to wait ten more so you didn’t have to go to the next restaurant and start
al over agan.

Ivy smiled to show her teeth. Her canines were no bigger than mine were, but sharp likeacat's. “We'll
wait here, thanks.”

Looking almost enraptured by her smile, the host nodded. His chest, showing beneath his open shirt, was
scattered with pale scars. It wasn't what the hosts were wearing at Denny’s, but who was | to complain?
There was a soft |ook about him that | didn’t like in my men but some women did. “It won't belong,” he
sad, hiseyesfixing to mine as he noticed my attention on him. Hislips parted suggestively. “ Do you want
to order now?’

A pizzawent by on atray, and as| jerked my gaze from him, | glanced at vy and shrugged. We weren't
there for dinner, but why not? It smelled grest.

“Yeah,” vy said. “An extralarge. Everything but peppers and onions.”

Glenn jerked his attention from what looked like a coven of witches applauding the arrival of their dinner.
Eating at Piscary’ swas an event. “ Y ou said we weren't going to stay.”

Ivy turned, black swelling within her eyes. “I’'m hungry. Isthat okay with you?’
“Sure,” he muttered.

Immediately Ivy regained her composure. | knew she wouldn't vamp out here. It might Start a cascading
reaction from the surrounding vampires, and Piscary would lose his A rating on hisMPL. “Maybe we
can share atable with someone. I'm starved,” she said, jiggling her foot.

MPL was short for Mixed Public License. What it meant was a strict enforcement of no blood drawn on
the premises. Standard stuff for most places serving alcohol since the Turn. It crested a safe zone that we
frail “dead means dead” folk needed. If you had too many vamps together and one drew blood, the rest
had atendency to lose control. No problem if everyone savampire, but people didn’t like it when their
loved on€ s night on the town turned into an eternity in the graveyard. Or worse,

The clubs and nightspots without aMPL existed, but they weren't as popular and didn’t make as much
money. Humans liked MPL places, since they could safdly flirt without someone else’ s bad decision
turning their date into an out of control, bloodthirsty fiend. At least until the privacy of their own
bedroom, where they might surviveit. And vampsliked it too—it was easier to break the ice when your
date wasn't uptight about you breaking hisor her skin.

| looked around the semiopen room, seeing only Inderlanders among the patrons. MPL or not, it was
obvious Glenn was attracting attention. The music had died, and no one had put in another quarter. Apart
from the witchesin the corner and the pack of Weresin the back, the downgtairswas full of vampsin
various levels of sensudlity ranging from casua to satin and lace. A good part of the floor wastaken upin
what looked like adesth-day party.

The sudden warm breath on my neck jerked me straight, and it was only Ivy’ s bothered look that kept
me from smacking whoever it was. Spinning, my tart retort died. Swell. Kisten.

Theliving vamp was Ivy’ sfriend, and | didn’t like him. Some of that was because Kist was Piscary’s
scion, aloose extension of the master vampire who did his daylight work for him. It didn’t help that
Piscary had once bespelled me againgt my will through Kist, something | hadn’t known was possible at



thetime. It dso didn't help that he was very, very pretty, making him very, very dangerous by my
reckoning.

If vy wasadivaof the dark, then Kist was her consort, and God help me, he looked the part. Short
blond hair, blue eyes, and chin holding enough stubble to give his ddlicate features a more rugged cast
made him asexy bundle of promised fun. He was dressed more conservatively than usua, his biker
leather and chains replaced with atasteful shirt and dacks. His I-shoul d-care-what-you-think-because?
attitude remained, though. The lack of biker boots put him a shade taller than me with the heels| had on,
and the ageless ook of an undead vampire shimmered in him like apromise to be fulfilled. He moved
with acatlike confidence, having enough muscle to enjoy running your fingertips over but not so much
that it got in theway.

Ivy and he had apast | didn’t want to know about, since she had been avery practicing vamp at the
time. | was dways struck with the impression that if he couldn’t have her, he’ d be happy with her
roommeate. Or the girl next door. Or the woman he met on the bus thismorning. ..

“Evening, love,” he breathed in afake English accent, his eyes amused because he had surprised me.

| pushed him back with afinger. “Y our accent stinks. Go away until you get it right.” But my pulse had
increased, and afaint, pleasant tickle from the scar on my neck brought al my proximity darmsinto
play. Damn it. I’ d forgotten about that.

Heglanced at Ivy asif for permission, then playfully licked hislips as she frowned her answer. | scowled,
thinking | didn’'t need her help fending him off. Seeing it, she made a puff of exasperated air and pulled
Glenn to the bar, enticing Jenks to join them with the promise of ahoneyed toddy. The FIB detective
glanced a me over his shoulder as he went, knowing something had passed between the three of us but
not what.

“Aloneat lagt.” Kist shifted to stand shoulder-to-shoulder with me and look across the open floor. |
could smdll leather, though he wasn't wearing any. That | could see, at least.

“Can’'t you find a better opening linethan that?’ | said, wishing | hadn’t driven vy away.
“Itwasn'taline”

His shoulder was too close to mine, but | wouldn't shift away and let him know it bothered me. | shuck a
glance at him as he bresthed with a heavy downess, his eyes scanning the patrons even as he took in my
scent to gauge my State of unease. Twin diamond earrings glittered from one ear, and | remembered the
other had only one stud and ahealed tear. A chain made out of the same stuff aslvy’ swasthe only hint
of hisusual bad-boy dttire. | wondered what he was doing here. There were better placesfor aliving
vamp to pick up a date/snack.

Hisfingers moved with arestless motion, dways pulling my eyes back to him. | knew he wasthrowing
off vamp pheromones to soothe and relax me—all the better to eat you with, my dear—but the prettier
they are, the more defensive | get. My face went dack as| redized | had matched my breathing to his.

SQubtle bespelling at its finest, | thought, purposdly holding my breath to get us out of sync, and | saw
him smile as he ducked his head and ran ahand over his chin. Normaly only an undead vampire could

bespd | the unwilling, but being Piscary’ s scion gave Kist aportion of his master’ s abilities. Hewouldn't
daretry it here, though. Not with vy watching from the bar around her bottled water.

| suddenly realized he was rocking, moving his hipswith asteady, suggestive motion. “Stopit,” | said as|
turned to face him, disgusted. “ There€' s an entire string of women watching you at the bar. Go bother



them.”

“It' smuch more fun to bother you.” Taking my scent deep into him, heleaned close. “Y ou till smell like
Ivy, but she hasn't bitten you. My God, you are atease.”

“We'refriends” | sad, affronted. “ She' s not hunting me.”
“Then shewon't mind if | do.”

Annoyed, | pulled away. He followed me until my back found a support post. “Stop moving,” he said as
he put his hand againgt the thick post beside my head, pinning me though air still showed between us. “I
want to tell you something, and | don’t want anyone elseto hear it.”

“Like anyone could hear you over the noise,” | scoffed, the fingers behind my back bending into afist
that wouldn't make my nails cut my pam if | had to dug him.

“Y ou might be surprised,” he murmured, hiseyesintent. | fixed on them, looking for and recognizing the
barest hint of swelling black, even as his nearness sent a promise of heat frommy scar. I'd lived long
enough with lvy to know what avamp looked like when they were closeto losing it. He wasfine, his
ingtincts curbed and his hunger sated.

| was reasonably safe, so | relaxed, easing my shoulders down. His lust-reddened lips parted in surprise
at my acceptance at how close hewas. Eyes bright, he breathed languoroudy dow, tilting hishead and
leaning in so hislips brushed the curve of my ear. Thelight shimmered on the black chain around his
neck, drawing my hand up. It waswarm, and that surprise kept my fingers playing with it when | should
have stopped.

The clatter of dishesand conversation retreated as| exhaed into his soft, unrecognizable whisper. A
ddiciousfeding ran through me, sending the sensation of molten metd through my veins. | didn’t care that
it was from him triggering my scar into play; it felt so good. And he hadn’t even said aword | recognized
yet.

“Sr?’ came ahegtant voice from behind him.

Kigt's breath caught. For three heartbeats he held himself till, unmoving as his shoulderstensed in
annoyance. My hand dropped from his neck.

“Someonewantsyou,” | said, looking beyond him to the hogt, shifting nervoudy. A smile edged over me.
Kist was tempting abreak in the MPL, and someone had been sent to rein him in. Laws were good
things. They kept medivewhen | did something stupid.

“What,” Kigt said flatly. I'd never heard his voice carry anything but sultry petulance before, and the
power in it sent ajolt through me, its unexpectedness making it al the more demanding.

“Sir, the party of Weres upstairs? They’ re starting to pack.”
Oh? | thought. That was not what | had expected.

Kist graightened his elbow and pushed away from the pogt, irritation flickering acrosshim. | took aclean
breeth, my unhealthy disappointment mixing with adistressingly smal waft of self-preserving relief.

“I told you to tell them we were out of bane,” Kist said. “They camein reeking of it.”
“Wedid, sr,” the waiter protested, taking astep back asKist pulled entirely away from me. “But they



coerced Tarrainto admitting there was some in the back, and she gaveit to them.”

Kigt’sannoyance turned into anger. “Who gave Tarrathe upstairs? | told her to work the lower floor
until that Were bite hedled over.”

Kist worked at Piscary’s? Surprise, surprise. | hadn’t thought the vamp had the presence of mind to do
anything useful.

“She convinced Samuel to et her up there, saying she' d get better tips,” the waiter said.

“Sam...”Kig said from between closed teeth. Emotion crossed him, thefirgt hints of coherent thoughts
that didn’t revolve around sex and blood surprising me. Full lips pressed together, he scanned the floor.
“All right. Pull everyone asif for abirthday and get her out of there before she setsthem off. Cut off the
bane. Complimentary desert for any who want it.”

Blond stubble catching the light, he glanced up asif able to see through the celling to the noise updtairs.
The music was high again, and Jeff Beck filtered down. “Loser.” Somehow, it seemed to fit asthey all
durred the lyricstogether. The wedthier patronsin the lower floor didn’t seem to mind.

“Piscary will have my hideif weloseour A rating over aWerebite,” Kigt said. “And as exciting asthat
might be, | want to be able to walk tomorrow.”

Kigt'seasy admission of hisrelationship with Piscary took me aback, but it shouldn’t have. Though |
aways equated the giving and taking of blood with sex, it wasn't, especidly if the exchange was between
aliving and an undead vampire. The two held vastly different views, probably because one had a soul
and the other didn’t.

The* bottle the blood camein” mattered to most living vamps. They picked their partners with care,
usualy—but not dways—following their sexua gender preferences on the happy chance that sex might
be included in the mix. Even when driven by hunger, the giving and taking of blood often fulfilled an
emotiond need, aphysica affirmation of an emotiona bond in much the same way that sex could—but
didn't dways haveto.

Undead vampires were even more meticul ous, choosing their companions with the care of aserid killer.
Seeking domination and emationa manipulation rather than commitment, gender didn’t enter into the
equation—though the undead wouldn'’t turn down the addition of sex, snceit imparted an even more
intense feding of domination, akin to rape even with awilling partner. Any relationship that grew from
such an arrangement was utterly one-sided, though the bitee usualy didn’t accept it, thinking their master
was the exception to the rule. It gave me pause that Kist seemed eager for another encounter with
Piscary, and | wondered, as| glanced at the young vampire beside me, if it was because Kist received a
large measure of strength and status by being his scion.

Unaware of my thoughts, Kist furrowed his brow in anger. “Where' s Sam?’ he asked.
“Thekitchen, gr.”

Hiseyetwitched. Kist |looked at the waiter asif to say, “What are you waiting for?’ and the man hurried
avay.

Bottled water in hand, Ivy snuck up behind Kigt, pulling him farther from me. “And you thought | was
stupid for mgoring in security instead of business management?’ shesaid. Y ou sound dmost
responsible, Kisten. Be careful, or you'll ruin your reputation.”

Kist smiled to show his sharp canines, the air of harried restaurant manager faling from him. “The perks



aregredt, vy, love,” he said, curving ahand around her backside with afamiliarity shetolerated for an
ingtant before hitting him. “Y ou ever need ajob, come see me.”

“Shoveit up your ass, Kigt.”

Helaughed, dropping his head for an instant before bringing his dy gaze back to mine. A group of
waiters and waitresses were headed up the wide stairway, clapping in time and singing some asinine
song. It looked annoying and innocuous, nothing like the rescue mission it redlly was. My eyebrowsrose.
Kist wasgood ét this.

Almogt asif reading my mind, he leaned close. “I’'m even better in bed, love,” hewhispered, hisbreath
sending addlicious dart of sensation down to the pit of my being.

He shifted out of my reach before | could push him away, and gtill smiling, waked off. Halfway to the
kitchen heturned to seeif | waswatching. Which | was. Hell, everything femaein the place—dlive,
dead, or in between—was watching.

| pulled my attention from him to find acurioudy closed look on Ivy. “You aren't afraid of him anymore,”
shesadflatly.

“No,” | said, surprised to find | was't. 1 think it s because he can do something other than flirt.”

Shelooked away. “Kist can do alot of things. He gets off on being dominated, but when it comesto
business, he'll dam you to the ground soon as ook at you. Piscary wouldn't have afool for ascion, no
matter how good heisto bleed.” Her lips pressed together until they went white. “ Table' sready.”

| followed her gaze to the sSingle empty table againgt the far wall away from the windows. Glenn and
Jenks had joined us when Kigt left, and as a group we wove through the tables, settling on the haf-circle
bench with al our backs to the wall—Inderlander, human, Inderlander—and waited for the waiter to find
us

Jenks had perched himsdlf on the low chanddlier, and the light coming through hiswings made green and
gold spots on the table. Glenn silently took everything in, clearly trying not to look nonplussed at the Sight
of the scarred, well-put-together waiters and waitresses. Whether male or female, they were dl young
with smiling, eager facesthat had me on edge.

Ivy didn’t say anything more about Kigt, for which | was grateful. It was embarrassing how quickly vamp
pheromones acted on me, turning “ get lost” to “get over here” Thanksto the excessive amount of vamp
sdivathe demon pumped into me whiletrying to kill me, my resistance to vamp pheromones was amost
nil.

Glenn carefully put hisebows on thetable. “Y ou haven't told me how classwent.”
Jenks laughed. “ It was hdll on earth. Two hours of non-stop nitpicking and putdowns.”
My mouth dropped open. “How do you know that?’

“I snuck back in. What did you do to that woman, Rachel ?Kill her cat?’

My face burned. Knowing Jenks had witnessed it made it worse. “ Thewomanisahag,” | said. “ Glenn, if
you want to string her up for killing those people, you go right ahead. She aready knows she' s a suspect.
Thel.S. wasthere stirring her into atizzy. | didn’t find anything that remotely resembled possible motive
or guilt.”



Glenn pulled hisarms from the table and sat back. “Nothing?”

| shook my head. “Just that Dan had an interview after Friday’ s class. I'm thinking that was the big news
he was going to spring on Sara Jane.”

“Hedropped dl his classes Friday night,” Jenks said. * Just made the add/drop with afull refund. Must
have doneit by email.”

| squinted up at the pixy dtting by the lightbulbs to stay warm. “How do you know?’

Hiswings blurred to nothing and he grinned. “1 checked out the registrar’ s office during class break. Y ou
think the only reason | went wasto look pretty on your shoulder?’

Ivy drummed her fingernails. *Y ou three aren’t going to talk shop dl night, are you?’

“Ivy girl!” came astrong voice, and we al looked up. A short, spare man in acook’ s gpron was making
abedinefor usfrom across the restaurant, weaving gracefully through the tables. “My lvy girl!” hecdled
over thenoise. “Back dready. And with friends!”

| glanced at vy, surprised to see afaint blush coloring her pale cheeks. Ivy girl?
“Ivy girl?” Jenks said from on high. “Whét the hell isthat?”

Ivy roseto give him an embarrassed-looking hug as he hated before us, making an odd picture since he
was nearly six inches smaller than she was. He returned it with afatherly pat on the back. My eyebrows
rose. She hugged him?

The cook’ s black eyes glittered in what |ooked like pleasure. The scent of tomato paste and blood
drifted to me. He was clearly apracticing vamp. | couldn’t tell yet if he was dead.

“Hi, Piscary,” vy said as she sat, and Jenks and | exchanged looks. Thiswas Piscary? One of
Cincinnati’ smost powerful vamps? I’ d never seen such an innocuous looking vampire.

Piscary was actudly an inch or two shorter than | was, and he carried his dight, well-proportioned build
with a comfortable ease. His nose was narrow, and his wide-spaced, amond-shaped eyes and thin lips
added to his exotic appearance. His eyes were very dark, and they shone as he took his chef’ s hat off
and tucked it behind his gpron ties. He kept his skull clean-shaven, and his honey-amber skin glinted in
thelight from over our table. The lightweight, pale shirt and pants he wore might have been off-the-rack,
but | doubted it. They gave him theair of comfortable middle class, his eager smile enforcing the picture
inmy mind. Piscary ran much of the darker sde of Cincinnati, but looking at him, | wondered how.

My usua hedlthy distrust of undead vamps sank to awary caution. “Piscary?’ | asked. “Asin Pizza
Piscary’'s?’

The vampire smiled, showing histeeth. They werelonger than Ivy’ s—he was atrue undead—and looked
very white next to his dusky completion. “Yes, PizzaPiscary’ sismine.” Hisvoice was deep for such a

small frame, and it seemed to carry the strength of sand and wind. The faint remnants of an accent made
me wonder how long he had been spesking English.

Ivy cleared her throat, jerking my attention away from his quick, dark eyes. Somehow the sight of his
teeth hadn’t indtilled my usua knee-jerk darm. “Piscary,” vy said, “thisis Rachd Morgan and Jenks, my
business associates.”

Jenks had flitted down to the hot-pepper shakers, and Piscary gave him anod before turning to me.



“Rachd Morgan,” he said dowly and with care. “1’ ve been waiting for my Ivy girl to bring you to sseme.
| think she’ safraid I'll tell her she can’'t play with you anymore.” Hislipscurved into asmile. “I’'m
charmed.”

| held my breath as he took my hand with a high gentility that stood in sharp contrast to hislooks. He
lifted my fingers, bringing them closeto hislips. His dark eyes were fixed on mine. My pulse quickened,
but | felt asif my heart were somewhere el se. Heinhded over my hand, asif scenting the blood humming
within them. | gtifled ashiver by cenching my jaw.

Piscary’ s eyes were the color of black ice. | boldly returned his gaze, intrigued at the hints beyond their
depths. It was Piscary who looked away first, and | quickly pulled my hand from him. He was good.
Redlly good. He had used his aurato charm rather than frighten. Only the old ones could do that. And
there hadn’t been even atwinge from my demon scar. | didn’t know whether to take that asagood sign
or bad.

Laughing good-naturedly at my sudden, obvious suspicion, Piscary sat down on the bench beside vy as
three waiters struggled to get by with round platters. Glenn didn’t seem at al upset Ivy hadn’t introduced
him, and Jenks kept his mouth shut. My shoulder pressed into Glenn as he shoved me down until | was
nearly hanging off the edge to make room for Piscary.

“Y ou should have told me you were coming,” Piscary said. “I’ d have saved you atable.”
Ivy shrugged. “We got one okay.”

Half turning, Piscary looked to the bar and shouted, “Bring up a bottle of red from the Tamwood cdllar!”
A dy grin came over him. *Y our mother won't missone.”

Glenn and | exchanged aworried look. A bottle of red? “Uh, Ivy?’ | questioned.
“Oh, good God,” shesaid. “It' swine. Relax.”

Relax, | thought. Easier said than done with my rear hanging half off the seet and surrounded by
vampires.

“Haveyou ordered?’ Piscary asked Ivy, but his gaze was on me, suffocating. “1 have anew cheese that
uses ajust-discovered species of mold to age. All the way from the Alps.”

“Yes” lvy sad. “Anextralarge—’

“With everything but onions and peppers,” hefinished, showing histeeth in awide smile asheturned
from meto her.

My shoulders dumped as his gaze left me. He looked like nothing more than afriendly pizza chef, and it
was setting off more darm bellsthan if he had been tall, thin, and dunk about seductively in lace and silk.

“Hal” he barked, and | stifled my jump. “I’m going to make you dinner, Ivy girl.”
Ivy smiled to look like aten-year-old. “ Thank you, Piscary. I'd like that.”

“’Course you would. Something special. Something new. On the house. It will be my finest creetion!” he
sad boldly. “I will nameit after you and your shadow.”

“I'm not her shadow,” Glenn said tightly, shoulders hunched and his eyes on the table.

“I wasn't talking about you,” Piscary said, and my eyes widened.



Ivy dtirred uneesily. “Rachd... isn't my shadow ...either.”

She sounded guilty, and an instant of confusion crossed the old vamp' sface. “Redly?’ he said, and Ivy
visbly tensed. “Then what are you doing with her, Ivy girl?’

Shewouldn’t look up from the table. Piscary caught my eye again. My heart pounded asafaint tingle
rippled across my neck at my demon bite. Suddenly the table was too crowded. | felt pressed upon at all
sdes, and the claustrophobic fedling beat at me. Shocked at the change, my breath left meand | held the
next one. Damn.

“That' san interesting scar on your neck,” Piscary said, his voice seeming to scour my soul. It hurt and felt
good dl a the sametime. “Isit vamp?’

My hand rose unbidden to hideit. Jenks swife had sawn me up, and the tiny stitches were dmost
invishle. | didn't likethat he had noticed them. “It'sdemon,” | said, not caring if Glenn told hisdad. |
didn’t want Piscary thinking I’ d been bitten by avamp, Ivy or otherwise.

Piscary arched his eyebrowsin amild surprise. “1t looks vampiric.”
“So did the demon at thetime,” | said, my stomach tightening in the memory.

The old vamp nodded. “Ah, that would explainit.” He smiled, chilling me. “ A ravaged virgin whose
blood has been left unclaimed. What a delectable combination you are, Ms. Morgan. No wonder my lvy
girl has been hiding you from me.”

My mouth opened, but | could think of nothing to say.

He stood with no warning. “I’ll have your dinner out inamoment.” Leaning to vy, he murmured, “Tak
to your mother. She missesyou.”

Ivy dropped her eyes. With acasua grace, Piscary snagged a stack of plates and breadsticksfrom a
passing tray. “Enjoy your evening,” he said as he set them on our table. He made hisway back to the
kitchen, stopping several timesto greet the more well-dressed patrons.

| sared a lvy, waiting for an explanation. “Well?’ | said bitingly. “'Y ou want to explain why Piscary
thinks 1’ m your shadow?’

Jenks snickered, taking his hands-on-hips Peter Pan poseatop the pepper shaker. Ivy shrugged in
obvious guilt. “He knows we live under the same roof. He just assumed—"

“Yeah, | gotit.” Annoyed, | chose abreadstick and dumped againgt the wall. Ivy’ sand my arrangement
was odd no matter what angle you looked at it. She was trying to abstain from blood, the lure to break
her fast dmost irresstible. Asawitch, | could fend her off with my magic when her ingtincts got the better
of her. | had dropped her once with acharm, and it was that memory that helped her master her cravings
and keep her on her side of the hdlway.

But what bothered me was that it was shame that made her let Piscary believe what he wanted—shame
for turning her back on her heritage. She didn’t want it. With aroommeate, she could lie to theworld,
pretending she had anorma vamp life with alive-in source of blood yet remain true to her guilty secret. |
told mysdf | didn't care, that it protected me against other vamps. But sometimes... Sometimesit
rankled methat everyone assumed | was Ivy’ stoy.

My sulk was interrupted by the arriva of the wine, dightly warm, asmost vampslikedit. It had been
opened dready, and lvy took control of the bottle, avoiding my look as she poured three glasses. Jenks



made do with the drop on the mouth of the bottle. Still peeved, | settled back with my glass and watched
the other guests. | wouldn't drink it because the sulfur it broke down into tended to wreak havoc with
me. I'd havetold Ivy, but it was none of her business. It wasn't awitch thing, just my own persona quirk
that gave me headaches and made me so light sengitive that | had to hide in my room with awashcloth
over my eyes. It was an oddly related lingering remnant of a childhood &ffliction that had mein and out of
the hospita until puberty kicked in. I"d take the devel oped sulfur sensitivity any day in exchange for my
misery asachild, weak and sickly as my body tried to kill itself.

The music had started again, and my unease at Piscary dowly filtered away, driven out by the music and
background conversations. Everyone could ignore Glenn now that Piscary had talked to us. Therattled
human downed hiswineasif it werewater. Ivy and | exchanged glances as herefilled his glasswith
shaking hands. | wondered if he was going to drink until he passed out or try to tough it out sober. He
took asip of hisnext glass, and | smiled. He was going to split the difference.

Glenn gave vy awary glance and leaned close to me. “How could you meet hiseyes?” he whispered,
hard to hear above the surrounding noise. “Weren't you afraid he' d be-spell you?’

“Themanisover three hundred yearsold,” | said, realizing Piscary’ s accent was Old English. “If he
wanted to be-spell me, he wouldn't have to look into my eyes.”

Face going salow behind his short beard, Glenn pulled away. Leaving him to mull that around for abit, |
jerked my head to get Jenks s attention. “ Jenks,” | said softly. “Why don’t you take aquick peek in
back? Check out the employees break room? See what's up?’

Ivy topped her glass off. “ Piscary knowswe re herefor areason,” she said. “He |l tell uswhat we want
to know. Jenkswill only get himself caught.”

Thesmall pixy bristled. “Get Turned, Tamwood,” he snarled. “Why am | hereif not to snesk around?
Theday | can't evade abaker isthe day I—" He cut histhought short. “Uh,” hereterated, “yeah. I'll be
right back.” Pulling ared bandannafrom aback pocket, he put it around hiswaist like abelt. It wasa
pixy’sversgon of awhite flag of truce, adeclaration to other pixies and fairies that he wasn't poaching
should he sumble into anyone' sjealoudy guarded territory. He buzzed off just below the celling, headed
for the kitchen.

Ivy shook her head. “He s going to get caught.”

| shrugged and edged the breadsticks closer. “They won't hurt him.” Settling back, | watched the
contented people enjoy themselves, thinking of Nick and how long it had been sincewe' d beenout. I'd
started on my second breadstick when awaiter appeared. Already silent, the table went expectant as he
cleared away the crumbs and used plates. The man’s neck from behind the blue satin shirt was a mass of
scars, the newest till red-rimmed and sore looking. Hissmile at Ivy was alittle too eager, alittle too
much like a puppy. | hated it, wondering what his dreams had been before he became someone's

plaything.

My demon bite tingled, and my gaze roved across the crowded room to find Piscary himsdlf bringing our
food. Heads turned as he passed, drawn by the fabulous smell that had to be emanating from the
elevated platter. Thelevel of conversation notably dropped. Piscary settled the platter before us, an
eager smile hovering about him, his need for his cooking skills to be recognized looking odd on someone
with so much hidden power. “I cal it Temer€ sneed,” he said.

“Ohmy God!” Glenn said in disgust, clear over the hush. “It’sgot tomatoesonit!”

Ivy elbowed him in the gut hard enough to knock the wind out of him. The room went silent except for



the noisefiltering down from upgtairs, and | stared at Glenn. “Uh, how wonderful,” he wheezed.

Sparing Glenn aglance, Piscary cut it into wedges with a professond flourish. My mouth watered &t the
smd| of melted cheese and sauce. “That smdlsgreat,” | said admiringly, my earlier distrust lulled by the
prospect of food. “My pizzas never come out like this.”

The short man raised histhin, dmost nonexistent eyebrows. “Y ou use sauce from ajar.”
| nodded, then wondered how he knew.
Ivy looked to the kitchen. “Where is Jenks? He should be herefor this.”

“My saff isplaying with him,” Piscary said lightly. “1 imagine he' [l be out soon.” The undead vamp did
thefirst piece onto Ivy’ s plate, then mine, then Glenn's. The FIB detective pushed his plate away with
onefinger in disgust. The other patrons whispered, waiting to see our reaction to Piscary’ slatest creation.

Ivy and | immediately picked our dices up. The smell of cheese was strong, but not enough to hide the
odor of spice and tomatoes. | took a bite. My eyes closed in bliss. There was just enough tomato sauce
to carry the cheese. Just enough cheeseto carry thetoppings. | didn’t careif it had Brimstone on it it
was S0 good. “Oh, burn me at the stake now,” | moaned, chewing. “ Thisis absolutely wonderful.”

Piscary nodded, the light shining on his shaven heed. “And you, Ivy girl?’
Ivy wiped her chin free of sauce. “It’s enough to come back from the dead for.”
Theman sghed. “I'll rest easy thissunrise.”

| dowed my chewing, turning with everyone e'seto Glenn. He was Sitting frozen between Ivy and me, his
jaw clenched with amix of determination and nausea. “Uh,” he said, glancing down at the pizza. He
swalowed, looking asif the nauseawas winning out.

Piscary’ ssmile vanished, and Ivy glared a him. “Eat it,” she said loud enough for the entire restaurant to
hear.

“And gtart at the point, not the crugt,” 1 warned him.

Glenn licked hislips. “It hastomatoeson it,” he said, and my lips pursed. Thiswas exactly what | had
been hoping to avoid. Onewould think we had asked him to et live grubs.

“Don'tbeanass,” Ivy said caudticaly. “1f you redly think the T4 Angd virus skipped forty tomato
generations and appeared in an entirely new speciesfor your benefit, I’ [l ask Piscary to bite you before
we leave. That way you won't die but just turn vamp.”

Glenn scanned the waiting faces, redlizing he was going to have to eat some pizzaif he wanted to walk
out under hisown power. Visbly swalowing, he awkwardly picked the dice up. His eyes screwed up
and he opened his mouth. The noise from upstairs seemed loud as everyone downstairs watched, their
bresth held.

Hetook abite, hisface distorting wildly. The cheese made twin bridges from him to the pizza. He
chewed twice before his eyes cracked open. His jaw dowed. He was tasting it now. His eye caught
mine, and | nodded. Sowly he pulled the pizza away until the cheese separated.

“Yes?' Piscary leaned to put his expressive hands atop the table, genuinely interested in what a human
thought of his cooking. Glenn was probably thefirst in four decadesto sampleit.



The man’sface was dack. He swallowed. “Uh,” he grunted from around apartidly full mouth. “It' suh...
good.” He looked shocked. “It’ sredlly good.”

The restaurant seemed to heave asgh. Piscary straightened to dl of his short height, clearly ddighted as
the conversations started up with anew, excited edge to them. “Y ou’ re welcome here anytime, FIB
officer,” he said, and Glenn froze, clearly worried that he had been made.

Piscary grabbed achair behind him and siwung it around. Hunched over the table across from us, he
watched us eat. “Now,” he said as Glenn lifted the cheese to look at the tomato sauce under it. “You
didn’t come herefor dinner. What can | do for you?’

Ivy set her pizzadown and reached for her wine. “I’m helping Rachd find amissing person,” she said,
flicking her long hair needlessy back. “One of your employees.”

“Trouble, Ivy girl?" Piscary asked, his resonate voice surprisingly gentle with regret.
| took asip of wine. “That'swhat we want to find out, Mr. Piscary. It's Dan Smather.”

Piscary’ sfew wrinklesfolded into a soft frown as he gazed at Ivy. With telltale motions so dight they
were almost undetectable, she fidgeted, her eyes both worried and defiant.

My attention jerked to Glenn. He was pulling the cheese off his pizza. Appalled, | watched him gingerly
pileitinto amound. “ Can you tdll usthelast time you saw him, Mr. Piscary?’ the man asked, clearly
more interested in denuding his pizzathan our questioning.

“Certainly.” Piscary eyed Glenn, his brow furrowed asif not sure whether to be insulted or pleased asthe
man ate the pizza, now nothing more than bread and tomato sauce. “It was early Saturday morning after
work. But Danisn't missng. He quit.”

My face went dack in surprise. It lasted for three heartbesats, then my eyes narrowed in anger. It was
garting to fal together, and the puzzle was alot smaller than | had thought. A big interview, dropping his
classes, quitting hisjob, standing hisgirlfriend up a a“we haveto tak” dinner. My eyesflicked to Glenn,
and he gave me a brief, disgusted look as he came to the same conclusion. Dan hadn’t disappeared; he
had gotten agood job and ditched his smal-town girlfriend.

Pushing my glassaway, | fought off afeding of depresson. “Hequit?’ | said.

The innocuous-looking vamp |ooked over his shoulder to the front door as arowdy group of young
vamps swirled in and what looked like the entire wait aff flocked to them with loud calls and hugs. “Dan
was one of my best drivers,” hesaid. “I’m going to misshim. But | wish him luck. He said it was what he
was going to school for.” The dight man brushed the flour from the front of his apron. “ Security
maintenance, | think hesaid.”

| exchanged weary lookswith Glenn. Ivy straightened on the bench, her usua aoof mien looking
grained. A sick fedling went through me. | didn’t want to be the oneto tell Sara Jane she had been
dumped. Dan had gotten a career job and cut al hisold ties, the cowardly sack of crap. | would have
bet he had a second girlfriend on the side. He was probably hiding out at her place, |etting Sara Jane
think hewas dead in an dley and laughing as she fed his cat.

Piscary shrugged, his entire body moving with the dight motion. “If | had known he was good at security,
| might have made him abetter offer, though it would be hard to give more than Mr. Kalamack. I'm just
asmplerestaurant owner.”

At Trent’sname, | started. “Kaamack?’ | said. “He got ajob with Trent Kalamack?’



Piscary nodded as vy sat tiffly on the bench, her pizza sitting untouched but for the first bite. “Yes,” he
sad. “Apparently hisgirlfriend works for Mr. Kalamack, too. | believe her nameis Sara? Y ou might
want to check with her if you arelooking for him.” Hislong-toothed smile went devious. “ She' s probably
the onethat got him thejob, if you know what | mean.”

| knew what he meant, but from the sound of it, Sara Jane hadn’t. My heart pounded and | started to
swest. | knew it. Trent was the witch hunter. He lured Dan with a promise of employment and probably
nacked him when Dan tried to back out, realizing what side of the law Trent worked. It was him. Damn
him back to the Turn, | had knownit!

“Thanks, Mr. Piscary,” | said, wanting to leave so | could start cooking up some spdlsthat night. My
stomach tightened, the pleasant durry of pizzaand my gulp of wine going sour in my excitement. Trent
Kalamack, | thought bitterly, you are mine.

Ivy set her empty wineglass onto the table. | met her eyestriumphantly, my pleased emotion fatering as
she watched hersdlf refill it. She never, ever, drank more than one glass, rightly concerned about lowered
inhibitions. My thoughts went back to how she had flaked out in the kitchen after | told her | was going
after Trent again.

“Rachd,” Ivy said, her gaze fixed on thewine. “1 know what you' re thinking. Let the FIB handleit. Or
giveittothel.S”

Glenn stiffened but remained silent. The memory of her fingers around my neck made it easy for meto
find aflat tone. “I'll befing,” | said.

Piscary rose, his bare head coming below the hanging light. “Come see me tomorrow, lvy girl. We need
totak.”

That same wash of fear that | saw in her yesterday swept her. Something was going on that | wasn't
aware of, and it wasn't something good. Ivy and | were going to have to have atalk, too.

Piscary’ s shadow fell over me, and | looked up. My expression froze. He was too close, and the smell of
blood overwhelmed the sharp tang of tomato sauce. His black eyesfixed to mine, something shifted, as
sudden and unexpected asice cracking.

The old vamp never touched me, but adelicioustingle raced through me as he exnded. My eyes
widened in surprise. Hiswhisper of breath followed his thoughts through my being, backwashing into a
warm wave that soaked into me like water through sand. His thoughts touched the pit of my soul and
rebounded as he whispered something unheard.

My bresth caught as the scar on my neck suddenly throbbed in time with my pulse. Shocked, | sat
unmoving astrails of promised ecstasy raced from it. A sudden need pulled my eyeswide, and my breeth
camefad.

Piscary’ sintent gaze was knowing as | took another breath, holding it againgt the hunger swelingin me. |
didn’t want blood. | wanted him. I wanted him to pull upon my neck, to savagely pin meto thewall, to
force my head back and draw the blood from me, to leave behind a swelling sensation of ecstasy that
was better than sex. It beat upon my resolve, demanding | respond. | sat stiffly, unable to move, my pulse

pounding.

His potent gaze flowed down my neck. | shuddered at the sensation as my stance shifted, inviting him.
The pull grew worse, tantdizingly indstant. His eyes caressed my demon bite. My eyes dipped shut at the
tendrils of aching promise. If hewould just touch me...I ached for even that. My hand crept unbidden to



my neck. Abhorrence and blissful intoxication warred within me, drowned out by a hurting need.

Show me, Rachel, | felt hisvoice chime through me. Wrapped in the thought was compulsion. Beautiful,
beautiful thoughtless compulsion. My need shifted to anticipation. | would haveit al and more...soon.
Warm and content, | traced afingernail from my ear to my collarbone, poised on the brink of ashudder
asmy fingernail bumped over each and every scar. The hum of conversation was gone. We were aone,
wrapped in amuzzy swirl of expectation. He had be-spelled me. | didn't care. God help me; it felt so
good.

“Rachd?’ Ivy whispered, and | blinked.

My hand was resting againgt my neck. | could fed my pulselifting rhythmicaly againgt it. The room and
the loud noise snapped back into existence with apainful rush of adrenaline. Piscary was knedling before
me, one hand upon mine as he looked up. His pupil-black gaze was sharp and clear asheinhaed, tasting
my breeth asit flowed back through him.

“Yes” hesad as| pulled my hand from his, my ssomach in knots. “My Ivy girl has been most cardess.”

Almogt panting, | stared a my knees, pushing my sudden fear down to mix with my fading craving for his
touch. The demon scar on my neck gave afina pulse and faded. My held bresth escaped me in soft
sound. It carried ahint of longing, and | hated mysdlf for it.

In amotion of smooth grace, he stood. | stared a him, seeing and loathing his understanding of what he
had done to me. Piscary’ s power was so intimate and certain that the thought | could stand againgt it
rightly never occurred to him. Beside him, Kist looked like achild, even when borrowing his master’s
abilities. How could | ever be afraid of Kisten again?

Glenn' s eyes were wide and uncertain. | wondered if everyone knew what had happened.

Ivy’ sfingers gripped the stem of her empty wineglass, her knuckles white with pressure. The old vamp
leaned closeto her. “Thisisn't working, Ivy girl. You ether get control of your pet or | will.”

Ivy didn’t answer, Sitting with that same frightened, desperate expression.
Stll shaking, | wasin no position to remind them that | wasn't a possession.
Piscary Sghed, looking like atired father.

Jenksflitted erraticaly to our table with afaint whine. “What the hell am | herefor?” he snarled ashe
landed on the salt shaker and started brushing himsdlf off. What smelled like cheese dust sifted down to
the table, and there was sauce on hiswings. “I could be homein bed. Pixies deep at night, you know.
But no-0-0-0,” hedrawled. “I had to volunteer for baby-gtting. Rachel, give me some of your wine. Do
you know how hard it isto get tomato sauce out of Silk? My wifeis gonnakill me.”

He stopped his harangue, redlizing no one was listening. Hetook in vy’ s distressed expression and my
frightened eyes. “What the Turnisgoing on?’ he said belligerently, and Piscary drew back from the table.

“Tomorrow,” the old vamp said to Ivy. He turned to me and nodded his good-bye.

Jenks looked from meto vy and back again. “Did | miss something?’

Nine

“Where' s my money, Bob?’ | whispered as | dropped the stinky pelletsinto vy’ s bathtub. Jenks had
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sent hisbrood out to the nearest park yesterday to bring back a handful of fish food for me. The pretty
fish gulped at the surface, and | washed the smell of fish oil off my hands. Fingersdripping, | looked at
Ivy's perfectly arranged pink towels. After amoment of hesitation, | dried my hands, then smoothed
them out so she couldn’'t tell I'd used one.

| spent amoment trying to arrange my hair under my leather cap, then strode out into the kitchen, boots
thumping. My eyes went to the clock above the sink. Fidgeting, | went to the fridge, opening it to Sare at
nothing. Where the devil was Glenn?

“Rachd,” vy muttered from her computer. “ Stop. Y ou'’ re giving me a headache.”

| shut the fridge and leaned against the counter. “He said he' d be here at one 0’ clock.”
“So he'slate,” she said, one finger on the computer screen as she jotted down an address.
“Anhour?’ | exclamed. “Cripes. | could have been out to the FIB and back by now.”

Ivy clicked to anew page. “If he doesn't show, I'll loan you busfare.”

| turned back to the window and the garden. “That’snot why I'mwaiting for him,” | said, even though it
was.

“Yeah. Right.” She clicked her pen open and shut so fast it dmost hummed. “Why don’t you make us
some breskfast while you wait? | bought toaster waffles.”

“Sure” | said, feding atug of guilt. | wasn't in charge of breskfast—just dinner—but seeing aswe ate
out last night, | felt | owed her something. The deal was, Ivy did the grocery shopping if | made supper.
Origindly the arrangement had been to keep me from running into nsat the store and cregting a
new meaning to the phrase“ cleanup in aidethree.” But now, vy didn’t want to cook and refused to
renegotiate. Just aswel. The way things were going, | wouldn’t have enough for acan of Spam by
week’send. And rent was due Sunday.

| opened the door to the freezer and pushed aside the half-empty cartons of ice cream to find the frozen
waffles. The box hit the counter with ahard clunk. Yum, yum. vy gave me araised eyebrow look when |
struggled to open the damp cardboard. “ So-0-0-0,” she drawled as| dug my red nailsinto the top and
toreit completely off when the handy-dandy pull-tab broke. “When are they coming to get thefish?’

My eyes darted to Mr. Fish swimming in his brandy snifter on the kitchen windowsilI.
“The onein my bathtub?’ she added.
“Ohl” | exdlamed, flushing. “Wel...”

Her chair creaked as she leaned back. “ Rachel, Rachel, Rachd,” shelectured. “I’ vetold you before.
Y ou have to get the money up front. Before therun.”

Angry that shewasright, | jammed two wafflesinto the toaster and shoved them down. They popped
back up, and | smacked them down again. “It wasn't my fault,” | said. “ The stupid fish was never missing
and no one bothered to tell me. But I'll have the rent by Monday. Promise.”

“It'sdue Sunday.”

Therewas adistant pounding at the front door. “ There’'sGlenn,” | said, striding out of the kitchen before
she could say anything more. Boots clattering, | went down the hall and into the empty sanctuary. “Come



onin, Glenn!” | shouted, voice echoing againgt the distant celling. The door remained shut, so | pushed it
open, stopping short in surprise. “Nick!”

“Hey. Hi,” hesaid, hislanky height looking awkward on the wide stoop. Hislong face wasdack in
question, and histhin eyebrows were high. Tassing hisblack, enviably straight bangs from his eyes, he
asked, “Who's Glenn?’

A smile quirked the corners of my mouth at hishint of jealousy. “ Edden’s son.”

Nick’ sface went empty, and | grinned, grabbing hisarm and pulling him insde. “He san FIB detective.
We re working together.”

“Oh”

The volume of emotion behind that one word was better than ayear’ sworth of dates. Nick edged past
me, his sneakers hushed on the wooden floor. His blue plaid shirt was tucked into his jeans, and | caught
him before he made it to the sanctuary, pulling him back into the dark foyer. The skin about his neck
amost seemed to glow in the dusk, nicely tanned and so smooth it begged for my fingersto trace the
outline of hisshoulders. “Where smy kiss?’ | complained.

Theworried look pinching his eyes vanished. Giving me alopsided smile, he put hislong hands about my
wad. “Sorry,” hesaid. “You kind of threw methere.”

“Aw,” | gently kidded him. “What' re you worried about?’

“Mmmm.” Heran his gaze down me and back up. “Plenty.” Eyesamost black in the dim light, he pulled
me closer, sending the smell of musty books and new eectronicsto fill my senses. | tilted my head up to
find hislips, awarm feding garting in my middle. Oh yeah. Thiswas how | liked to start my day.

Being narrow of shoulders and somewhat spare, Nick didn’t exactly fit the white-knight-on-a-horse
mold. But he had saved my life by binding an attacking demon, leading me to think a brainy man could be
as sexy asamuscular one. It was athought that solidified to fact thefirst time Nick had gallantly asked if
he could kiss me, then left me breathless and pleasantly shocked after I'd said yes.

But by saying he wasn't muscle-bound, | didn’t mean Nick was aweakling. His lanky build was
surprisingly strong, as | learned the time we wrestled over the last spoon of Chunky Monkey and broke
Ivy’slamp. And hewas athletic in alean sort of way, hislong legs able to keep up with me whenever |
coerced him into driving me out to the zoo for their early open hoursfor runners only; those hillswere
killersonthe caves.

Nick’s strongest appeal, though, wasthat his relaxed, flow-with-the-punches exterior hid awickedly
quick, dmogt frightening mind. His thoughts jumped faster than mine, taking them places|’d never think
to go. Thresat brought quick, decisive action with little regard to future consequences. And he wasn't
afraid of anything. It wasthelast that | both admired and worried about. He was a magic-using human.
He should be afraid. Of alot. And he wasn't.

But best of all, | thought as| eased myself against him, he didn’t care one whit that | wasn’t human.

Hislipswere soft againgt mine, with acomfortable familiarity. Not ahint of abeard ruined our kiss. My
hands linked behind hiswaist and | tugged him suggestively into me. Off balance, we shifted until my
back hit thewall. Our kissbroke as| fdt hislips curl against minein asmile at my forwardness.

“Y ou are awicked, wicked witch,” he whispered. “Y ou know that, don’t you? | came over hereto give
you thetickets, and here you are, getting me al bothered.”



His bangs were a soft whisper against my fingertips. “Y eah? 'Y ou probably ought to do something about
that.”

“I'will.” Hisgrip on meloosened. “But you' re just going to haveto wait.” Hishand ran adelicioudy light
path across my backside as he stepped away. “Isthat anew perfume?’

Payful mood fatering, | turned away. “Yes” | had thrown my cinnamon scent out that morning. vy
hadn’t said aword upon finding the thirty-dollar-an-ounce bottle making our trash smdll like Christmeas. It
hed failed me; | hadn’t the scomach to wesr it again.

It was the beginning of afamiliar argument, and | stiffened. Being in the unusua circumstances of having
been raised in the Hollows, Nick knew more about vamps and their scent-triggered hungersthan | did.
“I'mnot moving out,” | said flatly.

“Couldyou judt...” He hestated, hislong pianist hands moving in short, jerky motionsto show his
frugtration as he saw my jaw clench.

“We redoing okay. I'm very careful.” Guilt for having not told him she had pinned me againgt the kitchen
wall pulled my eyesdown.

He sighed, his narrow body shifting. “Here.” He twisted to reach into his back pocket. “Y ou hold the
tickets. | lose everything that lays around longer than aweek.”

“Remind meto keep moving, then,” | quipped to lighten the mood as | took them. | glanced down at the
Seat numbers. “Third row. Fantastic! | don’t know how you do it, Nick.”

Heflashed histeeth in apleased amile, the hint of cunning sweling in hiseyes. He d never tdl mewhere
he' d gotten them. Nick could find anything, and if he couldn’t, he knew someone who could. | had a
fedling the guarded wariness he showed to authority ssemmed from here. In spite of mysdlf, | found this
asyet unexplored part of Nick ddicioudy daring. And aslong as| didn’t know for sure...

“Do you want some coffee?’ | asked, shoving the tickets into my pocket.
Nick glanced past meinto the empty sanctuary. “Ivy il here?’
| said nothing, and he read my answer in the silence. “ Sheredly doeslikeyou,” | lied.

“No thanks.” He shifted to the door. Ivy and Nick didn’t get dong. | hadn’'t acluewhy. “I’ ve got to get
back to work. I’'m on lunch break.”

Disappointment dumped my shoulders. “Okay.” Nick worked full-time a the museum at Eden Park,
ceaning artifacts when he wasn't moonlighting at the university library, helping them catalog and move
their more sengtive volumes to amore secure location. | thought it amusing that our break-in to the
university’ s ancient-book locker was probably what prompted the move. | was sure Nick had taken the
job so he could “borrow” the very tomes they were trying to safeguard. He was working both jobs until
the end of the month, and | knew it left him tired.

Heturned to leave, and | reached after him with a sudden thought. “Hey, you sill have my largest spell
pot, don't you?” We d used it for making chili three weeks ago for a Dirty Harry marathon at his place,
and I’d never brought it back.

He hesitated, his hand on the door latch. “Y ou need it?”



“Eddenismaking metakealey lineclass” | said, not wanting to tell him that | wasworking on the witch
hunter murders. Not yet. | wasn't going to ruin that kisswith an argument. “1 need afamiliar or the witch
will flunk me. That meansthe big spdll pot.”

“Oh.” Hewasslent, and | wondered if hewas going to figure it out anyway. “ Sure,” he said dowly.
“Tonight soon enough?’ When | nodded, he added, “ Okay. See you then.”

“Thanks, Nick. ’Bye.” Pleased | had wrangled a promise to see him tonight, | pushed the door open,
stopping hafway when amasculine voice caled out in protest. | looked to find Glenn on the stoop,
juggling three sacks of fast food and atray of drinks.

“Glenn!” | exclaimed, reaching for the drinks. “ Thereyou are. Comeonin. Thisis Nick, my boyfriend.
Nick, thisis Detective Glenn.” Nick my boyfriend. Yeah, | liked that.

Shifting the sacks to one hand, Glenn extended his hand. “How do you do,” he said formally, still outsde.
He was dressed in a sharp-looking gray suit, making Nick’s casud clothes seem untidy. My eyebrows
rose a Nick’ s hesitation before shaking Glenn’ s hand. | was positive it was because of Glenn’sFIB
badge. Don’t want to know. Don’t want to know.

“Niceto meet you,” Nick said, then turned to me. “I’ll, uh, see you tonight, Rachel.”

“’Kay. Bye.” It sounded abit forlorn even to me, and Nick shifted from foot to foot before leaning
forward to give me akiss on the corner of my mouth. | thought it was more to prove his boyfriend satus
than any attempt to show affection. Whatever.

Sneakers silent, Nick hastened down the steps to his salt-rusted blue pickup at the curb. | felt awash of
worry at his hunched shoulders and stilted pace. Glenn, too, was watching, but his expression was more
curiousthan anything ese.

“Comeonin,” | repeated as| eyed the sacks of food and shifted the door wider.

Glenn took his sunglasses off, one hand tucking them into the inner breast pocket of his suit. With his
athletic build and tidy beard, he looked like a pre-Turn Secret Service guy. “That's Nick Sparagmos?’
he asked as Nick drove away. “The onewho wasarat?’

My hacklesrose at how he had said it, asif turning into arat or mink was moraly wrong. | put ahand on
my hip, thetray of drinkstilting dangeroudy close to spilling ice and soda pop. Obvioudy his dad had
told him more of the story than Glenn had let on. “You'relate.”

“| stopped to get usdl lunch,” he said tiffly. “Mind if | comein?

| fell back, and he crossed the threshold. He hooked the door with hisfoot, closing it with atug behind
him. The smdll of fries became overpowering in the sudden dusk in the foyer. “ That’ sanice little outfit,”
he said. “How long did it take you to paint it on?’

Affronted, | looked down at my leather pants and the red silk blouse tucked into them. Wearing leather
before sunset had worried me until Ivy convinced me that the high qudity of the leather | bought elevated
thelook from “white witch trash” to “wedthy witch class.” She ought to know, but | was still sensitiveto
it. “Thisiswhat | wear to work,” | sngpped. “It saves on skin graftsif | haveto run and end up diding on
pavement. Got a problem with it?’

Keegping his comments to anoncommittal grunt, he followed me to the kitchen. vy looked up from her
map, Slently taking in the burger bags and drinks. “Well,” shedrawled. “I see you survived the pizza. |
could gtill have Piscary biteyou if you want.”



My mood lifted a Glenn’s suddenly closed expression. He made an ugly noise deep in histhroat, and |
went to put the frozen waffles away, seeing that the toaster hadn’t been plugged in. “Y ou scarfed down

“| ateit to stay alive.” Mations sharp, he stood at the table and pulled the bagsto him. Seeing atall black
man in an expensive suit and shoulder holster unpacking paper-wrapped food made an odd picture. “I
went home and prayed to the porcelain god for two hours sraight,” he added, and Ivy and | exchanged
amused looks.

Pushing her work aside, vy took the burger that was the most unsguished and the fullest envel ope of
fries. | douched into achair besde Glenn. He moved to the end of the table, not even trying to make it
look casud. “ Thanksfor breskfast,” | said, eating afry before unwrapping my burger with arustle of

paper.

He hesitated, his death grip on his FIB officer personaloosening as he undid the lowest button to his
jacket and sat. “The FIB ispaying for it. Actudly, thisismy breskfast, too. | didn’t get home until the sun
wasamost up. You put in along day.”

Hisfaint tone of acceptance eased my shoulders another notch. “Not redly. It just Sarts about six hours
|ater than yours.”

Wanting ketchup for my fries, | levered myself up and went to the fridge. | hesitated in my reach for the
red bottle. Ivy caught my eye, shrugging after | pointed toit. Yeah, | thought. He wasinvading our lives.
He ate the pizzalast night. Why should Ivy and | suffer because of him? That decided, | pulled it out and
et the bottle on the table with a bold thump. Much to my disappointment, Glenn didn't notice.

“S0,” lvy said, reaching across the table and taking the ketchup. “Y ou' re going to baby-sit Rachel
today? Don’t take her on the bus. They won't stop for her.”

He glanced up, sarting as vy laced her burger with the red sauce. “Uh.” He blinked, clearly having lost
his thought. His eyes were fixed upon the ketchup. “ Y es. I'm going to show her what we have so far on
the murders.”

A amile quirked the corner of my mouth a a sudden thought. “Hey, Ivy,” | said lightly. “ Passmethe
clotted blood.”

Not missing a besat, she pushed the bottle across the table. Glenn froze. “Oh my God!” he whispered
harshly, hisface going sallow.

Ivy snickered, and | laughed. “Relax, Glenn,” | said as| squirted ketchup over my fries. | lounged in my
chair, giving himady look as| ate one. “It' s ketchup.”

“Ketchup!” He pulled his paper place mat with hisfood closer. “ Are you insane?’
“Nearly the same stuff you were durping last night,” Ivy said.
| pushed the bottle toward him. “1t won't kill you. Try some.”

His eyesriveted to the red plastic, Glenn shook his head. His neck was stiff, and he pulled hisfood
closer. “No.”

“Aw, comeon, Glenn,” | coaxed. “Don’t be asquish. | was kidding about the blood.” What' s the point
of having a human over if you can’t jerk himaround a little?



He stayed sullen, eating his burger asif it were achore, not an enjoyable experience. But without
ketchup, it might beajob. “Look,” | said persuasively as | edged closer and turned the bottle around.
“Here swhat' sin it. Tomatoes, corn syrup, vinegar, salt...” | hesitated, frowning. “Hey, Ivy. Did you
know they put onion and garlic powder in ketchup?’

She nodded, wiping astray bit of ketchup off the corner of her mouth. Glenn looked interested, leaning
closer to read the fine print above my freshly painted nail. “Why?’ he asked. “What’ swrong with onions
and garlic?” He got aknowing look in hisbrown eyes and settled back. “Ah,” he said wisdly. “Garlic.”

“Don’t be stupid.” | set the bottle down. “Garlic and onions have alot of sulfur. So do eggs. They give
memigranes”

“Mmmm,” Glenn said smugly as he picked the ketchup bottle up between two fingersto read the label
for himsdf. “What' snaturd flavors?’

“Y ou don’'t want to know,” Ivy said, her voice pitched dramatically.
Glenn st the bottle down. | couldn’t help my snort of amusement.

The sound of an gpproaching motorcycle pulled vy to her feet. “ That’smy ride,” she said, crumpling her
wrapper and pushing her half-eaten carton of friesto the middle of the table. She siretched, her lanky
body reaching for the ceiling. Glenn ran his attention over her, then looked away.

My gaze met Ivy’s. It sounded like Kist’ s cycle. | wondered if this had anything to do with last night.
Seeing my apprehension, lvy grabbed her purse. “ Thanks for breakfast, Glenn.” She turned to me. “See
you later, Rachel,” she added as she breezed out.

Shoulders easing, Glenn looked at the clock above the sink, then went back to eating. | was scraping the
last of the ketchup up with afry aslvy’sdemand filtered in from the street, “Go Turn yoursdf, Kist. I'm
driving.” 1 smiled asthe bike accelerated and the street grew quiet.

Finished, | crumpled my paper into aball and stood. Glenn wasn't done, and as| cleared thetable, | left
the ketchup. From the corner of my sight, | watched him eyeit. “It' sgood on burgers, too,” | said,
dropping to crouch beside the idand counter and pick out aspell book. There was the sound of diding
plastic. Book in hand, | turned to find he had pushed the bottle away. He wouldn’t meet my eyesas| sat
down at thetable. “Mind if | check on something before we leave?’ | asked, opening to the index.

“Go ahead.”

Hisvoice had turned cold again, and deciding it was the spell book, | sighed and leaned over the faded
print. “1 want to stir aspell for the Howlersto change their mind about not paying me,” | said, hoping he
would rdax if he knew what | wasdoing. “1 thought | might pick up what | don’t have in the garden while
I’'m out. Y ou don’'t mind an extra stop, do you?’

“No.” It wasmargindly less cold, and | took that asagood sgn. Hewas noisly stirring theicewith his
straw, and | purposely edged closer so he could see.

“Look,” | sad, pointing at the blurring print. “I wasright. If | want to send their pop fliesfoul, | need a
noncontact spell.” For an earth witch such as myself, noncontact meant wands. I’ d never made one
before, but my eyebrowsrose a the ingredients. | had everything but the fern seed and the wand. How
much could a dowel of redwood cost?

“Why doyou doit?’



Hisvoice had atouch of belligerence, and blinking, | closed the book. Disappointed, | went to put it
away, turning to face him with my back againg the idand counter. “Make spdlls? It swhat | do. I’ m not
going to hurt anyone. Not with aspdll, anyway.”

Glenn sat his super-sized cup down. His dark fingers|oosened their grip and did away. Leaning back in
hischair, he hesitated. “No,” he said. “How can you live with someone like that? Ready to explode with
nowaning?’

“Oh.” | reached for my drink. *Y ou just caught her on abad day. She doesn’t like your dad, and she
took it out onyou.” And you did ask for it, dickhead. | durped thelast of my drink and threw the cup
away. “Ready?’ | said as| got my bag and coat from achair.

Glenn stood and adjusted his suit coat before crossing in front of meto throw his suff awvay under the
ank. “ Shewants something,” he said. “ And every time shelooks at you, | see guilt. Whether she means
to or not, she’ sgoing to hurt you, and she knowsit.”

Affronted, | gave him an up-and-down look. “ She' snot hunting me.” Trying to keep alid on my anger, |
headed down the hallway at afast pace.

Glenn was close his hard-soled shoes a heartbeat behind mine. “ Are you telling me yesterday wasthe
firgt time she attacked you?’

My lips pursed, and the thumps of my boots went al the way up my spine. There had been lots of
amosts before | figured out what pushed her buttons and quit doing it.

Glenn said nothing, clearly hearing the answer in my slence. “Listen,” he said aswe emerged into the
sanctuary, “1 may have looked like the dumb human last night, but | was watching. Piscary bespelled you
easer than blowing out acandle. She pulled you from him by smply saying your name. That can’t be
normal. And he called you her pet. Isthat what you are? It surelooks likeit to me.”

“I’'m not her pet,” | said. “ Sheknowsit. | know it. Piscary can think what he wants.” Shoving my arms
into my coat, | pushed my way out of the church and stormed down the steps. His car was locked, and |
yanked at the handle. Angry, | waited for him to unlock it. “And it’snone of your business,” | added.

The FIB detective was silent as he opened his door, then paused to look at me over the roof of the car.
He put on his shades, hiding hiseyes. “Y ou'reright. It'snot my business”

The door unlocked, and | got in, damming it to make the car shake. Glenn did softly in behind the whedl
and shut hisdoor.

“Damnrightitisn’'t your business” | muttered in the closeness of hiscar. “Y ou heard her last night. I'm
not her shadow. Shewasn't lying when she said that.”

“| dso heard Piscary say if shedidn’'t get control of you, he would.”

A flash of redl fear tightened me, unwanted and unsettling. “1’m her friend,” | asserted. “All shewantsisa
friend that isn’t after her blood. Ever think of that?’

“A pet, Rachd?’” he said softly as he started the car.

| said nothing, tapping my fingers on the armrest. | wasn't Ivy’ s pet. And not even Piscary could make
her turn meinto one.



Ten

The late September afternoon sun was warm through my leather jacket as| rested my amonthecar’s
window. Thetiny vid of sdt on my charm bracelet shifted in the wind to clink against my wooden cross,
and reaching out, | adjusted the side mirror to watch the traffic hanging a car length behind. It was niceto
have avehicle a my beck and cal. We' d be at the FIB in fifteen minutes, not the forty it would take by
bus, afternoon traffic and dll. “Takearight at the next light,” 1 said, pointing.

| watched in dishdlief as Glenn drove straight through the intersection. “What the Turn iswrong with
you!” | exclaimed. “I haveyet to get in this car and you go where | want you to.”

Glenn’ s expression was smug behind his sunglasses. “ Shortcut.” He grinned, histeeth startlingly white. It
wasthefirst real smile | had seen on him, and it took me aback.

“Sure,” | said, waving ahand in the air. “ Show me your shortcut.” | doubted it would be faster, but |
wasn't going to say anything. Not after that smile.

My head turned to follow afamiliar Ssgn on one of the passing buildings. “Hey! Stop!” | shouted, spinning
halfway around in my sedt. “It'sacharm shop.”

Glenn checked behind him and made anillega U-turn. | gripped the top of the window as he made
another, pulling up right before the shop and parking at the curb. | opened the door and grabbed my bag.
“I'll just beaminute,” | said, and he nodded, moving his seat backward and leaning his head againgt the
headrest.

Leaving him to nap, | strode into the shop. The bells above the door jingled, and | took asow bresth,
feding mysdf relax. | liked charm shops. This one smelled like lavender, dandelion, and the bite of
chlorophyll. Bypassng the ready-made spells, | went straight to the back where the raw materialswere.

“May | hdpyou?’

| looked up from aposy of bloodroot to find atidy, eager sdlesman leaning over the counter. Hewas a
witch by the smdl of him—though it was hard to tell with dl the scentsinthere. “Yes” | sad. “I'm
looking for fern seed and adowel of redwood suitable for awand.”

“Ah!” he sad triumphantly. “We keep our seedsright over here.”

| paraleled his path from my side of the counter to adisplay of amber bottles. He ran hisfingers over
them, bringing down one the size of my pinky and extending it. | wouldn't take t, indicating he should put
it on the counter. He looked affronted as | dug about in my bag, then held an amulet over the bottle. “I
assureyou, ma am,” he said iffly, “it’ sthe highest quality.”

| gave him aweak smile asthe amulet glowed afaint green. “I was under a death threat thisspring,” |
explained. “Y ou can't blame mefor being cautious.”

The doorbellsjingled, and | glanced back to see Glenn comein.

The salesman brightened, snapping his fingers and taking astep back. “Y ou're Rachdl. Rachel Morgan,
right?1 know you!” He pressed the bottle into my hands. “On the house. So glad to see you survived.
What were the odds on you? Three hundred to one?’

“It wastwo hundred,” | said, dightly offended. | watched his gaze dart over my shoulder to Glenn, his
smilefreezing as he redized he was human. “He swith me,” | said, and the man gasped, trying to disguise
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it with acough. His eyes lingered on Glenn’ s half-hidden weapon. The Turn take it, | missed my cuffs.

“Thewands are over here,” he said, histone giving me clear indication he didn’t approve of my choice of
companions. “We store them in adesi ccation box to keep them fresh.”

Glenn and | followed him to aclear spot beside the cash register. The man pulled awooden box the size
of aviolin case out, opened it, and turned it with aflourish so | could see.

| sighed asthe sent of redwood came rolling out. My hand rose to touch them, dropping as the salesman
cleared histhroat. “What spdll are you stirring, Ms. Morgan?’ he asked, histone going professona ashe
eyed me over hisglasses. Therimswerewood, and I’ d bet my panties they were spelled to see through
earth magic disguise charms.

“| want to try anoncontact spell. For...oh... breaking wood aready under stress?’ | said, tifling atinge
of embarrassmen.

“Any of thesmaler oneswill do,” he said, his gaze shifting between Glenn and me.
| nodded, my eyesfixed upon the pencil-size wands. “How much?’
“Nine hundred seventy-five,” hesaid. “But to you, I’d sdll it for nine.”

Dallars? “You know,” | said dowly, “I should make sure | have everything before | actudly get the
wand. No sense having it lay around and pick up moisture before | need it.”

The sdlesman’ s smile turned stiff. “Of course.” In one smooth motion he snapped the case closed and
tucked it away.

| winced, withering insde. “How much for thefern seed?’ | asked, knowing his earlier offer had been
made only because | was buying awand.

“Fiveifty.”

| had that—I thought. Head bowed, | dug about in my bag. | had known wands were expensive, but not
that expengive. Money in hand, | glanced up to find Glenn eyeing arack of stuffed rats. Asthe sdlesman
rang up my purchase, Glenn leaned close and, sill staring at the rats, whispered, “What are those used
for?’

“I havenoidea.” | got my receipt and jammed everything in my bag. Trying to find ashred of dignity, |
headed for the door, Glenn trailing behind. The bellsjingled as we reached the pavement. Againinthe
sun, | took acleansing breath. | wasn't going to spend nine hundred bucks to possibly get my
five-hundred-dollar fee.

Glenn surprised me by opening the car door for me, and as | settled in the seat, he leaned against the
frame of the open window. “I'll beright back,” he said, and strode inside. He was out in amoment with a
smal white bag. | watched him crossin front of the ca—wondering. Timing himsdf between thetraffic,
he opened the door and did in behind the whed!.

“Wel?’ | asked as he set the package between us. “What did you get?’
Glenn started the car and pulled out into traffic. “ A stuffed rat.”

“Oh,” | said, surprised. What the devil was he going to do with it? Even | didn’t know what it wasfor. |
was dying to ask al theway to the FIB building but managed to keep my mouth shut even aswe dipped



into the cold shade of their underground parking.

Glenn had areserved spot, and my heels echoed as | found the pavement. With the pained downess |
remembered from my dad, Glenn dowly unkinked himsdlf as he got out and tugged the deeves of his
jacket down. He reached back in for hisrat and gestured to the stairs.

Stll sllent, | followed him into the concrete stairway. We only had to go up oneflight, and he held the
door for me aswe went in the back door. He took his shades off aswe entered, and | pushed my hair
out of my eyes and under my cap. The air conditioner was on, and | looked over the small entryway
thinking it was worlds away from the busy front lobby.

Glenn plucked avidgtor passfrom behind a cluttered desk, signing mein and giving the man on the phone
anod. | clipped it on my lgpel as| followed him to the open-aired offices.

“Hi, Rose,” Glenn said as he came to Edden’ s secretary. “Is Captain Edden available?’

Ignoring me, the older woman put afinger on the paper she wastyping from and nodded. “He' sina
meseting. Want meto tell him you' re here?’

Glenn took my elbow and started hustling me past her. “When he gets out. No rush. Ms. Morgan and |
will be herefor the next few hours.

“Yesdr,” shesad, going back to her typing.

Hours? | thought, not liking the way he hadn’t let metalk to Rose; | wanted to find out what their dress
code was. The FIB couldn’'t have that much information. The|.S. had primary jurisdiction of the crimes.

“My officeisover there,” Glenn said, pointing to the bank of officeswith walls and adoor that lined the
cubicle-divided space. The few officers at their deskslooked up from their paperwork as Glenn amost
pushed me forward. | was getting the distinct impression that he didn’t want anyone to know | wasthere.

“Nice,” | said sarcadtically as he ushered meinto his office. The off-white room was amost barren, the
dirt obviousin the corners. A new computer screen sat on anearly empty desk. It had old speskers. A
nasty chair sat behind it, and | wondered if there was a decent chair in the entire building. The desk was
laminated white, but the grime embedded into it from past use made it dmost gray. Therewasnothing in
the wiretrash can besideit.

“Watch the phonelines,” Glenn said as he swept past me and dropped his bag-o-rat on thefile cabinet.
Hisjacket came off and he meticuloudy hung it on awooden hanger which then went on a hat tree.
Looking over the ugly room, | wondered what his apartment waslike.

The twin phone lines from the jack behind the long table ran across the open floor to hisdesk. It had to
be an OSHA violation having them strung like that, but if he didn’t care if someone pulled his phone off
the desk by tripping on it, then why should 1?

“Why don't you put your desk over there?’ | asked, looking at the paper-cluttered table in the logical
spot for adesk.

Standing hunched over his keyboard, he looked up. “My back would be to the door, and | wouldn’t be
ableto seethemain floor.”

“Oh.”
There were no knickknacks of any kind—nothing of apersona nature at al—the single shelf holding only



foldersleaking papers. It didn’'t look asif he had been herelong. Light rectangular shadows showed
where pictures had once hung. The only thing on the walls besides his detective certificate was a dusty
bulletin board with hundreds of sticky notes thumbtacked to it, hanging right over that long table. They
were faded and curling, with cryptic messages only Glenn could probably decipher.

“What arethese?’ | asked as he checked to see that the blinds on his window overlooking the open floor
were closed.

“Notesfrom an old case I’'m working on.” He had a preoccupied tone in his voice as he edged back to
his keyboard and typed in astring of letters. “Why don’t you st down?’

| stood in the middle of his office, saring at him. “Where?’ | finaly asked.

Helooked up, reddening as he redlized he was standing over the only chair. “I’ll beright back.” He
moved around his desk, coming to an awkward halt before me until | got out of hisway. Hisgait was
stilted as he edged past me and strode out.

Thinking his office was the most inhospitable dice of FIB bureaucracy | had seen yet, | took off my hat
and coat, hanging them on the nail sticking out from the back of his door. Bored, | wandered to his desk.
A welcome screen with ablinking prompt waited.

A rattle preceded Glenn as he pushed arolling swive chair into his office. Giving me an apologetic 100k,
he set it next to his. | dropped my bag on his barren desk and sat beside him, leaning forward to see. |
watched him typein three passwords: dolphin, tulip, and Monica. Old girlfriend? | wondered. They
showed up on the screen as asterisks, but he was atwo-fingered typist and it wasn't hard to follow.

“Okay,” he said, pulling to him anotepad with alist of namesand 1D numbers. | glanced at the first and
looked back at the screen. With a painful downess, he furrowed his brow and started to type them in.
Tap. Pause. Tap, tap.

“Oh, just givemethat,” | said, pulling the keyboard close. Keys chattering happily, | typed in thefirdt,
then grabbed the mouse and clicked the All button, making the only limit to the retrieval being those
entriesmadein the last twelve months.

A query came on the screen, and | hesitated. “Which printer?’ | asked.

Glenn said nothing, and | turned to see him leaning back in his chair with hisarms crossed before him. “I
bet you take the remote away from your boyfriend, too,” he said, pulling the keyboard back in front of
him and reclaming the mouse.

“Wdlitsmy TV,” | said hotly, then added, “ Sorry.” Actudly, it waslvy’s. Minewaslost in the big st
dip. Which wasjust aswell snceit would have looked like atoy nextto Ivy’s.

Glenn made asmall noise at the back of histhroat. He dowly typed the next namein, checking it against
the list before moving to the next. | impeatiently waited. My eyeswent to the crumpled bag on thefile
cabinet. Aninane desireto teke therat out filled me. This must be why he had said we' d be here for
hours. It’'d be faster to cut the letters out and paste them in anote.

“That' snot the same printer,” | said, seeing he had switched them.

“I didn’t know you wanted to look at everything,” he said, hisvoice preoccupied as he picked |etters of f
the keyboard. “I’'m sending the rest to the basement’ s printer.” Slowly he typed in the last string of
numbers and hit Enter. “1 don’t want to hear about tying thisfloor’s printer up,” he added.



| fought to hideasmirk. Didn’'t want to hear about it? How much could there be?
Glenn stood, and | stared up at him. “I’ll get them. Stay put till 1 get back.”

| nodded as he left. Swiveling my chair from sideto side, | waited, listening to the background chatter
coming in. A smile eased over me. | hadn’t realized how much | missed the camaraderie of my fellow I.S.
runners. | knew if | went out of Glenn’s office, the conversations would stop and the looks would go
cold, but if | stayed here and listened, | could pretend someone might stop by to say hi, or ask my
opinion on atough case, or tell me adirty joke to see me laugh.

Sighing, | roseto take Glenn' srat out of the bag. | set the ugly, beady-eyed thing on the cabinet where it
could watch him. A scuffing at the door pulled me around. “Oh. Hi,” | said, seeing that it wasn't Glenn.

“Maam.” The heavy FIB officer eyed first my leather pants, then my visitor’ s badge. | shifted so he
could see better. The badge, not my pants.

“I'mRachd,” | said. “I’'m hel ping Detective Glenn. He' s getting some printouts.”
“Rache Morgan?’ he said. “1 thought you were an old hag.”

My mouth opened in anger, then shut in understanding. Thelast time he saw me, | probably did look like
anold hag. “That wasadisguise” | said as| crumpled the bag and threw it away. “ Thisisthe red me.”

Heran hiseyes over my outfit again. “Okay.” Heturned to leave, and | breathed easier.

He was gone when Glenn strode in, adecidedly preoccupied air about him. There was a nice-size packet
of paper in hisgrip, and | thought the FIB’ sinformation gathering must be on par with thel.S. after dl.
He stood for amoment in the center of his office, then pushed the papers on hislong table against the
wall to one end. “Here' sthefirst one,” he said, dropping the reports on the cleared spot. “1I' Il beright
back with the ones from the basement.”

| frozein my reach for them. The first one? | had thought that was dl of them. | took a breath to ask
him, but he was gone. The thickness of the report wasimpressive. | wheeled my chair to the table and
positioned it sideways so | wouldn’t have my back to the door. Sitting, | crossed my legs and pulled the
wad of pagesinto my lap.

| recognized the front picture of thefirst victim because the 1.S. had released it to the papers. She had
been a nice-looking older woman with amotherly smile. By the makeup and jewelry, it looked like they
lifted her photo from a professiona picture, like those poses you get for anniversaries and such. She had
been three months from retiring from a security firm that designed magic-resistant safes. Died from
“complicationsfrom rape.” Thiswasal old news. | shuffled to the coroner’ s report, my gaze dropping to
the picture.

My gut clenched, and | flipped the report closed. Suddenly cold, | stared out of Glenn’s door to the
open offices. A phone rang, and someone picked it up. | took another breath, and held it. | forced myself
to breethe, holding it again so | wouldn't hyperventilate.

| suppose, in aloose fashion, it could be consdered rape. The woman'’ sinsides had been pulled out from
between her legs and were dangling to her knees. | wondered how long she had stayed alive through the
orded, then wished | hadn’t. Stomach turning, | vowed to not ook at any more pictures.

Fingers shaking, | tried to concentrate on the report. The FIB had been surprisingly through, leaving me
with only one question. Stretching, | snagged the cordless phone from the desk. My jaw hurt from having
clenched it too long as| diaed the number listed for next of kin.



An older man answered. “No,” | assured him when hetried to hang up on me. “I’m not adating service.
Vampiric Charmsis an independent runner firm. I’ m currently working with the FIB to identify the person
who attacked your wife.”

The picture of her lying twisted and broken on the gurney flashed before me. | shoved it down to whereiit
would probably stay until | tried to deep. | hoped he hadn’t seen the picture. | prayed he hadn’t found

her body.

“I gpologizefor caling, Mr. Graylin,” | sad in my best professond voice. “I have only one question. Did
your wife happen to talk to aMr. Trent Kalamack anytime before her death?”

“The councilman?’ he said, hisvoice thick with astonishment. “Is he asuspect?’

“Perish thethought,” | lied. “I’m following up one of the faint leads that we have concerning astalker
working hisway up to him.”

“Oh.” Therewasamoment of slence, then, “Y es. Asamatter of fact, wedid.”
Thezing of adrendine pulled me upright.

“Wemet him at aplay thisspring,” the man was saying. “| remember because it was the Pirates of
Penzance, and | thought the lead pirate looked like Mr. Kdamack. We had dinner afterwards at Carew
Tower and laughed about it. HE snot in any danger, ishe?’

“No,” | said, my heart pounding. “I’d ask you to keep our line of investigation quiet until we' ve proven it
fdse. I'mvery sorry about your wife, Mr. Graylin. Shewas alovely woman.”

“Thank you. | missher.” He hung up the phone in the uncomfortable slence.

| set the phone down, waiting three heartbests before whispering an exuberant, “ Y esl” Spinning my
swivel chair around, | found Glenn standing in the doorway.

“What are you doing?’ he asked, dropping another stack of papers before me.
| grinned, continuing to shift back and forth in my chair. “Nothing.”

He went to his desk and punched a button on the phone' s cradle, frowning asthe last number caled
appeared on thetiny screen. “| never said you could call these people.” Hisface went angry and his
posture became Hiff. “ That man istrying to put this behind him. He doesn’'t need you dredging it up for
himagan.”

“I only asked one question.” Legs crossed, | swiveled, smiling.

Glenn glanced behind him into the open offices. “ Y ou are aguest here,” he said roughly. “If you can't
play by my rules—" He stopped. “Why areyou il smiling?’

“Mr. and Mrs. Graylin had dinner with Trent amonth before she was attacked.”
The man straightened to hisfull height and drew back astep. His eyes narrowed.
“Mindif | cal thennext?’ | asked.

Helooked at the phone beside my hand, then back to the open floor. With aforced casuaness, he shut
his door halfway. “ Keep it down.”



Peased with mysdlf, | pulled the stack of papers closer. Glenn went back behind his computer, typing
with an annoying downess.

My mood quickly sobered as | scanned the coroner’ s report, skipping the picture portion thistime.
Apparently the man had been eaten dive from the extremitiesinward. They knew he had been dive at the
time by the tearing pattern of the wounds. And they werefairly confident he had been eaten by the lack

of body parts.

Trying to ignore the mental picture my imagination provided, | called the contact number. Therewasno
answer, not even amachine. | called hisformer place of work next, my intuition settling into anice groove
a the name of the place: Seary Security.

The woman there was very nice, but she didn’t know anything, telling me that Mr. Seary’ swifewas
away at a“hedth resort” trying to relearn how to deep. Shedid look in her files, though, telling me that
they had been contracted to install a safe on the Kalamack estate.

“Security...” | murmured, pinning Mr. Seary’ s packet to the bulletin board atop Glenn' s sticky notesto
get it out of my way. “Hey, Glenn. Y ou have any more of those sticky notes?’

He rummaged in his desk drawer, tossing me a pack, shortly followed by apen. | scrawled the name of
Mr. Seary’ sworkplace and stuck it to his report. After amoment’ sthought, | did the sameto the
woman's, writing “ safe designer” onit. | added a second sticky notewith “Talked to T” circled in black
ink.

A scuffing in the hallway brought my eyes up from the third report. | made a noncommittal smile
recognizing the overweight cop, minibag of chipsin hand. He acknowledged me and Glenn’snod,
coming to arest in the doorway. “Glenn’ s got you doing his secretary work?’ he asked, his
good-old-boy tone amost thick enough to cut.

“No,” | sad, amiling sweetly. “Trent Kdlamack isthe witch hunter, and I’ m just taking amoment to tie
the linkstogether.”

He grunted, eyeing Glenn. Glenn wearily returned hislook, adding ashrug. “Rachel,” hesaid, “thisis
Officer Dunlop. Dunlop, thisisMs. Morgan.”

“Charmed,” | said, not offering my hand lest | get it back covered in potato-chip grease.

Not getting the hint, the man walked in, crumbsfaling to thetile floor. “Whatchagot?’ he said, coming to
peer at my thick reports stuck to the board atop Glenn’ s faded sticky notes.

“Too soonto say.” | pushed him out of my space with afinger in hisgut. “Excuse me.”

He backed up but didn’t leave, going instead to see what Glenn was doing. Heaven save me from cops
on break. The two talked over Glenn’ s suspicions concerning Dr. Anders, their rising and faling voices
soothing.

| blew chip crumbs off my papers, my pulse quickening as| saw that the third victim had worked &t the
city racetrack in weether control. It was avery difficult field of work, heavy inley line magic. The man
had been pressed to death while working late, stirring up afall shower to dampen down the track for the
next day’ srace. The actua implement of death was unknown. There had been nothing in the stables
heavy enough. | didn’t look at that picture, ether.

It had been &t this point that the mediarealized the three deaths were connected despite the varying
methods of desth and named the sadlistic freak the “witch hunter.”



A quick phone call got me hissister, who said of course he knew Trent Kalamack. That the councilman
often called her brother to ask about the state of the track, but that she hadn’t heard if he had talked to
Mr. Kalamack before his death or not, and that she wasjust sick about her brother’ s desth, and did |
know how long it took for insurance checksto comein?

| finally got my condolences wedged in between her chattering and hung up on her. Everyone handled
degth differently, but that was offensive.

“Did he know Mr. Kaamack?' Glenn asked.

“Yup.” | pinned the packet to the board and stuck a note to it with the words “westher maintenance” on
it.

“And hisjob isimportant because...”

“It takesaheckuvalot of ley line skill to manipulate the weather. Trent raises racehorses. He could have
eadly been out there and talked to him and no one would have given it a second thought.” | added
another notewith “Knew T” onit.

Old Dunlop-the-cop made an interested noise and ambled over. He hung a respectful three feet behind
methistime. “Done with thisone?’ he asked, fingering thefirs.

“For now,” | said, and he pulled it from the board. Some of Glenn’s notes fluttered down to fal behind
thetable. Glenn’sjaw tightened.

Fedling like someone was starting to take me serioudy, | sat straighter. The overweight man ambled back
to Glenn, making noises as he found the pictures. He dropped the report onto Glenn’ s desk, and | heard
the patter of chip crumbs. Another officer camein, and an impromptu meeting seemed to be taking shape
asthey clustered around Glenn’s computer screen. | turned my back on them and looked at the next

report.

The fourth victim had been found in early August. The papers had said the cause of desth was severe
blood loss. What they hadn’t said was that the man had been disemboweled, torn apart asif ravaged by
animas. His boss had found him in the basement of hisworkplace, till dive and trying to push hisinsdes
back into him where they belonged. It was more difficult than usua since he only had one arm, the other
hanging by hisunderarm skin.

“Hereyou go, ma am,” avoice said a my elbow, and | jerked. Heart pounding, | stared a ayoung FIB
officer. “Sorry,” he said as he extended a sheaf of papers. “ Detective Glenn asked meto bring these up
when they finished. Didn’t mean to startle you.” His eyes dropped to the report in my hand. “Nasty, isn’t
it?”

“Thank you,” | said, accepting the reports. My fingers were trembling as | dialed the number for the
victim'’ s boss when there was no next of kin.

“Jm’'s” atired voice said after thethird ring.

My greeting frozein my throat. | recognized hisvoice. It was the announcer at Cincinnati’ sillegd rat
fights. Heart pounding, | hung up, missing the button thefirst time. | stared at the wall. The room had
goneslent.

“Glenn?’ | said, my throat tight. | turned to see him surrounded by three officers, al looking at me.
1] Ya,]?’



My hands shook as | extended the report across the small space. “Will you look at the crime scene
photos for me?’

Hisface blank, hetook it. | turned to hiswall of sticky notes, listening to the pages turn. Feet shuffled.
“What am | looking for?’ he asked.

| swallowed hard. “Rat cages?’ | asked.
“Oh my God,” someone whispered. “How did she know?’
| swallowed again. | couldn’t seem to stop. “ Thanks.”

With motions dow and ddliberate, | took the report and stuck it to the bulletin board. My handwriting
was shaky as| wrote T availability” and stuck it on the pages. The report said he had been a bouncer at
adance club, but if hewas one of Dr. Anders s students, he had been skilled with ley lines and was more
likely the head of security at Jm’srat fights.

| reached for the fifth packet with agrim feding. It was Trent—I knew it was Trent—but the horror of
what he had donewaskilling any joy | might find iniit.

| felt the men behind mewatching as| |eafed through the report, recalling that the fifth victim, found three
weeks ago, had died the same way asthefird. A cdl to her tearful mother told me she had met Trentina
speciaty bookstore last month. She remembered because her daughter had been surprised that such a
young, important man wasinterested in collectable, pre-Turn fairy-tae anthologies. After confirming that
her daughter had been employed in a security subscription firm, | gave her my condolences and hung up.

The background murmurs of the excited men added to my numb state. | carefully wrotemy big T,
making sure the lineswere clear and straight. | stuck it beside the copy of the woman’swork 1D picture.
She had been young, with straight blond hair to her shoulders and a pretty, oval face. Just out of college.
The memory of the picture | had seen of the first woman on the gurney flashed into my mind. | felt the
blood drain from me. Cold and light-headed, | stood.

The men's conversations stopped asif | had rung abell. “Where stheladies room?’ | whispered, my
mouth dry.

“Turn left. Go to the back of the room.”

| didn’'t havetimeto say thanks. Low hedls clacking, | strode out of the room. | looked neither |eft nor
right, moving faster as| saw the door at the end of the room. | hit the door at arun, reaching the toilet
jugintime.

Retching violently, | lost my breskfast. Tears streamed down my face, the salt mixing with the bitter taste
of vomit. How could anyone do that to another person? | wasn't prepared for this. | wasawitch, damn
it. Not acoroner. Thel.S. didn't teach its runners how to deal with this. Runners were runners, not
murder investigators. They brought their tagsin dive, even the dead ones.

My stomach was empty, and when the dry heavesfinally stopped, | stayed where| was, Sitting on the
floor of the FIB bathroom with my forehead againgt the cold porceain, trying not to cry. | suddenly
redlized someone was holding my hair out of the way, and had been for awhile.

“It will go away,” Rose whispered, dmost to hersdlf. “ Promise. Tomorrow or the next day, you'll close
your eyesand it will be gone.”

| looked up. Rose dropped her hand and took a step back. Beyond the propped-open door was the



row of snksand mirrors. “Redly?’ | said miserably.
She amiled wegkly. “ That’ swhat they say. I'm il waiting. | think they dl are”

Feding foolish, | awkwardly got to my feet and flushed thetoilet. | brushed myself off, glad the FIB kept
their bathroom cleaner than | kept mine. Rose had gone to asink, giving me amoment to gather myself. |
|eft the stdl| feding embarrassed and stupid. Glenn would never let melivethis down.

“Better?’ Rose asked as she dried her hands, and | gave her aloose-necked nod, ready to burst into
tears again because she wasn't calling me anewbie or making me fedl inadequate or that | wasn't strong.
“Here” she sad, taking my purse from asink and handing it to me. “1 thought you might want your
makeup.”

| nodded again. “Thanks, Rose.”

She amiled, the agelinesin her face making her look even more comforting. “Don’'t worry about it. This
isabad one”

Sheturned to go, and | blurted, “How do you ded with it? How do you keep from falling apart?
That—What happened to them is horrible. How can a person do that to another?’

Rosetook adow breath. “Y ou cry, you get angry, then you do something about it.”
| watched her leave, the clack of her quick heels sounding sharp before the door closed.

Yeah. | can do that.

Eleven

It took more courage than | wanted to admit to walk out of the ladies' bathroom. | wondered if
everybody knew | had logt it. Rose had been unexpectedly kind and understanding, but | was sure the
FIB officerswould useit against me. Pretty little witch too soft to play with the big boys? Glenn
would never ook past it.

| darted a nervous glance over the open-air offices, my stepsfdtering as| didn’t find mocking, knowing
faces but empty desks. No, everyone was standing outside of Glenn’ s office, peering in. Loud voices
were coming frominsde.

“Excuseme,” | murmured, holding my bag closeto mysdf as| pushed past the uniformed FIB officers. |
halted just over the threshold, finding the room full of arguing people with weapons and handcuffs.

“Morgan.” The cop who had been eating chips grabbed my arm and pulled mefarther in. “You dl right
now?’

| caught mysdlf, sumbling at my abrupt entrance. “Yes,” | said hesitantly.

“Good. | caled thelast onefor you.” Dunlop met my eyes. They were brown—and it seemed | could
seeright to hissoul, they were so frank. “Hope you don’t mind. | was dying of curiosity.” Heran ahand
across his mustache, wiping the grease from it as his gaze went to the Six reports tacked over Glenn's
notes.

My gaze swept the room. Every man and woman glanced at me asthe weight of my eyesfell on them,
recognizing me before going back to hisor her conversation. They al knew | had spewed my guts, but
by their lack of comment, it seemed | had broken the ice in some twisted fashion. Perhgpsfaling apart
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proved to them that | was just as human as they were—sort of .

Glenn was Sitting at his desk with his arms crossed, saying nothing as he watched the separate arguments.
He gave me awry, eyebrow-raised look. By the sound of it, most of the room wanted to arrest Trent,
but afew were too cowed by his political muscle and wanted more. There waslesstension in the room
than | would have expected, seeing asthey were al shouting at each other. Humans appeared to enjoy
doing things by loud committee.

| put my purse on the floor beside the table and sat down to look at the last report. The paper had said
the latest victim had been aformer Olympic swimmer. He d died in his bathtub. Drowning. He worked
for alocd TV dation asthe celebrity weatherman but had gone to schoal for ley line manipulation. The
note stuck to it said in astilted print that his brother didn’t know if hetalked to Trent or not. | pulled the
report from the board and made mysdlf look it over, paying more attention to the conversations around
me than the print.

“He' slaughing at us,” astreet-hardened, swarthy woman said as she argued with athin, nervous-looking
officer. Everyone but Glenn and | were standing, and | felt like | was at the bottom of awell.

“Mr. Kdamack isn't the witch hunter,” the man protested in anasdlly voice. “He gives more to Cincinnati
than Santa Claus.”

“That fitsthe profile,” Dunlop butted in. “Y ou’ ve seen the reports. Whoever isdoing thisis certifigble.
Twin lives, probably aschizophrenic.”

There was a soft murmur from the surrounding officers as the arguments swirled down to just thisone.
For what it wasworth, | agreed with Dunlop. Whoever was doing thiswas an itsy-bitsy-skitzy. Trent
filled that description nicely.

The nervous man straightened, gaze darting about the room for support. “ Okay, the murderer is mental,
yes,” headmitted in an irritating whine. “But I’ ve met Mr. Kdamack. The man isno more amurderer
than my mother is”

| flipped to the coroner’ sreport, learning that our Olympic svimmer had indeed died in his bathtub, but
that it had been full of witch blood. A bad fedling started to push out the horror. It takes alot of blood to
fill abathtub. A lot more than one person has, more like two dozen. Where had it dl come from? A
vampirewouldn't have wasted it like that.

The discussion concerning the thin cop’s mother became loud, and | wondered if | should tell them about
benevolent Mr. Kalamack killing hislead geneticist and blaming it on abee sting. Nice, nest, and tidly.
Murder without hardly lifting ahand. Trent had given the widowed wife and orphaned
fifteen-year-old-girl the upgraded benefits package and an anonymous, full university scholarship.

“Stop thinking with your wallet, Lewis,” Dunlop said, swinging hisample middle around aggressively.
“Just because the man givesto the FIB charity auction, that doesn’t make him asaint. | say that makes
him more suspicious. We don't even know if he s human.”

Glenn flicked aglance a me. “What does that have to do with anything?’

Dunlop started, clearly remembering | was here. “ Absolutely nothing!” he said loudly, asif the volume of
his voice could erase the hidden, underlying racid dur. “But the man has something to hide.”

| Slently agreed, starting to like the overweight cop despite hislack of tact.

The officers clustered at the door |ooked over their shouldersinto the open offices. They exchanged



looks and backed up. One of them said, “ Afternoon, Captain,” as he ducked out of theway, and |
wasn't surprised when Edden’ s squat bulk replaced theirsin the doorframe.

“What isgoing on?’ he said, pushing his round-framed glasses back up hisnose.
Another FIB officer made asilent farewel to me and dipped out.
“Hi, Edden,” | said, not getting up from my swivel chair.

“Ms. Morgan,” the short man said, a hint of anger on him as he shook my offered hand and raised his
eyebrows at my leather pants. “Rose said you were here. I’ m not surprised to find you in the middle of
an argument.” Helooked at Glenn, and thetall FIB officer shrugged, not abit apologetic ashe got to his
feet.

“Captain,” Glenn said, taking a deep breath. “We were conducting afree-flow exercise concerning the
possible dternate suspects for the witch hunter murders.”

“Noyouweren't,” Edden said, and my eyeswent to his at the anger in hisvoice. “Y ou were gossping
about Councilman Kaamack. He' s not a suspect.”

“Yesdr,” Glenn agreed as Dunlop gave me an unreadable ook and edged quietly out of the room,
aurprisingly agilefor hissze. “But | bdieve Ms. Morgan is entertaining avaid thought path.”

Surprised at the support, | blinked at Glenn.

Edden didn’t even look at me. “ Stop the college psychobabble, Glenn. Dr. Andersis our prime suspect.
Y ou’ d better have agood reason for pulling your energies from there.”

“Yesdr,” Glennsad, not at adl upset. “Ms. Morgan has found adirect link from four of the Six victimsto
Mr. Kalamack, and a probable window of opportunity for contact with Mr. Kaamack in the other two.”

Instead of being excited as | would have expected, Edden dumped. | stood up as he came close to look
at the records tacked to the wall. Histired eyes went from one to the next. Thelast of the FIB officers
left, and | went to stand beside Glenn. With aunited front, maybe he might stop wasting our time and let
usgo after Trent.

Feet spread wide, Edden put his hands on his hips and stared at the sticky notes tacked to the reports. |
found | was holding my breath, and let it out. Unableto resst, | said, “All but the last victim used ley lines
heavily in their daily work. And there’ sadow progression from those highly skilled down to those just
out of school and not yet using their degrees.”

“I know.” Edden’ svoice wasflat. “Which iswhy Dr. Andersisasuspect. Sheisthelast ley line witch of
any repute left in Cincinnati actively practicing. | think she’ s getting rid of the competition. Especidly as
most of the victims were working in security related fields.”

“Or Trent just hasn't gotten to her yet,” | said softly. “ Thewoman isacacti.”

Edden turned, putting his back to the reports. “Morgan, why would Trent Kalamack bekilling ley line
witches? He has no motive.”

“He has the same motive you' ve given Dr. Anders,” | said. “ Getting rid of the competition. Maybe he
offered them ajob, and when they refused, he killed them? It would fit in with Sara Jane smissing
boyfriend.” Not to mention what he did to me.



Creases appeared in Edden’ sforehead. “\Which brings up the question asto why hewould let his
secretary cometothe FIB.”

“I don't know,” | said, my voicerising as| became frustrated. “Maybe the two are unrelated. Maybe she
lied about him knowing she came to us. Maybe the man is crazy and wantsto get caught. Maybe he's so
surewe can't find our assesin the dark that he’ sthumbing his nose a us. He had them killed, Edden. |
know it. He talked to them before they died. What more do you need!”

| was dmost shouting. | knew it wouldn't get me anywhere with Edden, but this bureaucracy was part of
thereason | had quit thel.S. And it rankled to find myself trying to “convince the boss’ again. Head
bowed and hand on his chin, Glenn took a step back, leaving medone. | didn't care.

“It'snot againgt the law to talk to Trent Kadlamack,” Edden said, hiseyesleve with mine. “Haf the city
knowshim.”

“You're going to ignore that he talked to every one of these people?’ | protested.

Hisface went red behind his eyeglasses. They looked too small for hisround face. “1 can't accuse a
councilman of phone callsand casud conversations,” he said. “That’ shisjob.”

My pulse quickened. “Trent killed those people,” | said softly. “ And you know it.”

“What you know isn't worth goose shit, Rachel. It swhat | can prove. And | can’t prove anything with
this” Heflicked ahand at the nearest report, making it flutter.

“Then search hiscompound,” | demanded.

“Morgan!” Edden shouted, shocking me. “I won'’t authorize a search on the evidence that he talked to
thevictims. | need more.”

“Thenlet metak tohim. I'll getit.”

“God blessit!” he swore. *Y ou want mefired, Rachd? Isthat it? Do you know what will happen if | let
you go through his compound and find nothing?’

“Nothing,” | said.

“Wrong! | will have accused awell-respected man of murder. Heisacouncilman. A benefactor of most
of the charities and hospitals on both sides of the state line. The FIB will become afoul word in human
and Inderland households dike. My reputation will be shot!”

Frustrated, | stood toe-to-toe with him, able to look the man right in the eye. “I didn’t know you became
an FIB officer to better your reputation.”

Glenn shifted, making a soft sound of warning. Edden stiffened, hisjaw clenching until white spots
gppeared on hisforehead. “Rachd,” he said with asoft threet, “thisisan officia FIB investigation, and
wearegoing to doit my way. You ve alowed yoursdlf to become emationdly involved, and your
judgment is compromised.”

“My judgment?’ | shouted. “He stuck mein afresking cage and put mein therat fights”

Edden took astep closer. “I’m not,” he said, pointing a me, “going to let you watz into his office and
telegraph your vendetta-based suspicions while we' re gathering evidence. Even if we do question him,
you will—not—be—there!”



“Edden!” | protested.
“No!” he barked, rocking me back astep. “This conversation is over.”

| took abreath to tell him it wasn't over until | said so, but he had walked out. Angry, | struck out after
him. “Edden,” | caled after his swiftly vanishing shadow. For asquat man, he moved fast. A door
dammed. “ Edden!”

Ignoring the watching FIB officers, | stormed through the open offices, past Rose, and to his closed

door. | reached for the handle, then hesitated. It was his office; angry or not, | couldn’t bargein.
Frustrated, | stood outside his door and shouted, “ Edden!” | tucked astrand of hair behind my ear. “You
and | both know Trent Kalamack is able and willing to commit murder. If you won't et metalk to him
through the FIB, then | quit!”

| took off my visitor’ s badge asif it meant something and threw it on Rose' sdesk. “ Y ou hear me?1’ll go
talk to him by mysdf.”

Edden’ sdoor jerked open, and | took a step back. He stood before me, his khaki dacks creased and
hisplaid shirt garting to come untucked. He loomed out into the halway, pushing me dmost into Rose's
desk with astubby finger. “1 told you if you cameinto this gunning for Mr. Kalamack, I’ d ding your witch
ass back acrossthe river and into the Hollows. Y ou made a commitment to work with Detective Glenn
onthis, and I’'m holding you toit. But if you talk to Mr. Kalamack;, I'll tossyou in my own lockup for

| took abreath to protest, but my resolve fatered.

“Now get out of here,” Edden amost growled. “Y ou have a classtomorrow, and I’ [l deduct the tuition
from your compensation if you don’t go.”

Thoughts of rent money intruded. Despising that money, not what was right, would be what stopped me.
| glared a him. “Y ou know hekilled those people” | said tightly.

Shaking in unspent adrendine, | walked away. | passed through the sillent FIB officers at their deskson
my way to the front. I’ d take the bus home.

Twelve

| fell hard aslvy cut my legsfrom under me. | rolled away, aready aching where my hip had hit the floor.
My heart pounded in time with the twin pains on the back of my calves. | tossed astrand of hair that had
escaped my exercise band from my eyes. Putting ahand against thewadll of the sanctuary, | used it for
balance as| got to my feet. Lungs heaving, | ran the back of my hand across my forehead to wipe the
swesat from me.

“Rachd,” vy said from eight feet away. “ Pay attention. | dmost hurt you that time.”

Almost? | shook my head to clear my vision. | had never seen her move away, she was so quick. Of
course, | might not have seen her move since | wasfaling on my can at thetime.

Ivy took three loping steps toward me. Eyeswide, | twisted my body in atight circle to the left, sending
my right foot into her midsection.

Grunting, she clutched her ssomach and stumbled backward. “Ow,” she complained, retreating. |
hunched over, putting my hands on my kneesto signd | wanted abreather. Ivy obediently moved farther
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away and waited, trying not to show that | had hurt her.

From my position, | glanced at her standing in aband of green and gold afternoon sun streaming in
through the sanctuary’ swindows. The black body stocking and soft dippers she wore when we sparred
with each other made her look more predatory than usual. Her straight black hair wastied back,
accentuating her tall, lean appearance. Face blank and pale, she waited for me to catch my breath so we
could continue.

The practice was more for methan her. Sheinssted it would extend my life expectancy should | run up
againg a big-bad-ugly without my spellsor adirection to run. | dways came away from of our sparring
bruised and headed for my charm cupboard. How that extended my life was beyond me. More practice
making pain amulets, maybe?

Ivy had arrived home early from her afternoon with Kigt, surprising me with the offer to work out. | was
gtill seething over Edden’ srefusal to let me question Trent and needed to burn off some anger and so said
yes. Asusud, within fifteen minutes | was hurting and breathing hard while she had yet to bresk a swest.

Ivy danced impatiently from foot to foot. Her eyes were anice steady brown. | kept a close watch on
her when we worked out together, not wanting to push her too closeto her limits. Shewasfine.

“What'sup?’ she asked as| straightened. “Y ou’ re more aggressive than usua.”

| bent my leg back to stretch my leg muscle and pull the cuff of my sweatpants back down about my
ankle. “Every one of thevictimstaked to Trent beforethey died,” | said, stretching the truth. “ Edden
won't let me question him.” | pulled the other leg, then nodded.

Ivy’s breath quickened. | dropped to a crouch as she darted forward. Too quick for thought, | ducked
her blow, siweeping my leg at her feet. Calling out, she flung hersalf in abackflip to avoid it, landing on
her hands and then feet. | jerked back to keep her foot from hitting my jaw on the way by.

“S0?" vy questioned softly, waiting as | stood up.
“So Trent isthe murderer.”
“Canyou proveit?’

“Not yet.” | lunged for her. She danced out of the way, jumping onto the thin windowsill. As soon as her
feet landed, she pushed off, somersaulting right over me. | spun to keep her in view. Red spots of
exertion were garting to show on her. Shewas dipping into her vamp repertoire to evade me.
Encouraged, | followed up, striking with my fists and elbows.

“So quit and finish the run yourself,” vy said between blocks and counterstrikes.

My wrists smacking into her blocks hurt, but | kept at it. “I told him... that’swhat | wasgoing to do...”
Strike, block, block, strike. “....and he threatened to lock me up for harassment. Told me | should
concentrate on Dr. Anders.” Pull six feet back. Pant. Swest. Why was | doing this again?

A smile, real and unusua flashed across her face and was gone. “ Sneaky bastard,” she said. “I knew
God had put him on earth to be more than a happy medl.”

“Edden?’ | wiped at the swest dripping from my nose. “He'smore of abig kid'smed, isn't he?’ |
gestured for her to come get me. Eyes glinting in amusement, she obliged, attacking with a barrage of
blows ending with astrike to my solar plexus that sent me redling.



“Y our concentration isdipping,” she said, breathing hard as she watched me knedl, gasping, on the floor.
“Y ou should have seen that coming.”

| had, but my arm was going numb and dow from having been hit too many times. “I’'mal right,” |
wheezed. Thiswasthefirst timel’d seen her break asweat, and | wasn't going to stop now. | shakily
got to my feet and held up two fingers, then one. My hand went down, and she lunged with a
supernatura quickness.

Alarmed, | blocked her vamp-quick blows, retreating off the mats and most into the foyer. She
grabbed my arm as | reached the threshold, flinging me over her and back onto the mats. My back hit
with athump, knocking the wind from me. | felt her feet padding after me. Adrenaine surged. Still not
breathing, | rolled until 1 hit thewall. She was hot after me, landing to pin methere.

Eyesdight, sheleaned over me. “ Eddenisawise man,” she said between bresths, astrand of hair that
had escaped her tie tickling my face. Sweat dampened her brow. “Y ou should listen to him and leave
Trent done”

“Et tu, brute?’ | wheezed. Grunting, | jerked my knee up to her groin.

She sensed it coming and fell back. | had known she wastoo fast to let it land, but it got her off
me—which waswhat |’ d wanted.

Ivy stood her usua eight feet back and waited for meto rise. It was dower thistime. | rubbed my
shoulder as| took her in, avoiding eye contact to let her know | wasn't ready.

“Not bad,” she admitted. “But you didn’t follow it up. Mr. Big Bad Ugly isn't going to stand aside and
wait for you to regain your balance, and neither should you.”

| gave her aweary look from around my red frizz of hair. Trying to keep up with her, much lessbest her,
was hard. I'd never had to think about overcoming avampire before sincethe |.S. didn’t send witchesto
tag them. And whatever else, the |.S. took care of its own, on or off the job. Unless they wanted you
dead.

“What are you going to do?’ she asked as| felt my ribs through my swestshirt.
“About Trent?” | said, bregthless. “ Tak to him without Edden or Glenn knowing.”
Ivy’ srocking motion faltered. With awarning shout, she legpt forward.

Instinct and practice saved me as| ducked. She spunin atight circle, and | jerked out of the way. vy
followed with a series of blowsthat backed meto the wall. Her voice echoed against the empty walls of
the sanctuary, filling it with sound.

Shocked at her sudden ferocity, | pushed mysalf from thewall and fought back using every trick that she
had taught me. | became angry that she wasn’t even trying. With her vamp speed and strength, | wasa

moving target dummy.
My eyeswidened as Ivy’ s face went savage. She was going to show me something new. Swell.

She shouted and spun. | foolishly did nothing as her foot dammed into my chest, sending meinto thewall
of the church.

My breath whooshed out and pain crushed my lungs. She darted away, leaving me to hang gasping.
Staring &t the floor, | saw the green and gold sunbeams shake as the stained-glass windows to either side



of me shivered. Still not bresthing, | looked up to see Ivy sauntering away. Her dow, mocking pace
ticked me off.

Anger burned, giving me strength. Still having not caught my breeth, | jumped her.

Ivy cried out in surprise as| landed on her back. Grinning savagdly, my legs went around her waist. |
grabbed afistful of her hair and jerked her head back, diding an arm around her throat to choke her.

Gasping, she backpedaled. | let go, knowing she was going to dam me againgt the wall again. | dropped
to thefloor, and she tripped over me. She went down. | grappled for her, catching her around the neck
again. She bucked againgt thefloor, twisting her body at animpossible angle, breaking my hold.

Heart pounding, | flipped myself to my fest, finding Ivy standing eight feet away—waiting. My
exhilaration at having surprised her vanished as| redized something had shifted. She was moving from
foot to foot with an unnerving, fluid grace, the first Sgn of her vamp background getting the better of her.

Immediately | straightened and waved my armsin surrender. “That'sit,” | panted. “| haveto get cleaned
up. I’m done. I’ ve got to do my homework.”

But instead of backing off as she always did, she started to circle. Her movements were languoroudly
dow and her eyes werefixed to mine. My heart pounded and | spun to keep her in view. Tension laced
through me, tightening my muscles one by one. She cameto ahdt in asunbeam, thelight glinting on her
black body stocking likeit was oil. Her hair wasfree, the black band lying between uswhere | had
accidentadly ripped it off her.

“That' sthe trouble with you, Rachel,” she said, her soft voice echoing. “Y ou dways quit when it sartsto
get good. Y ou're atease. Nothing but a goddamned tease.”

“Excuseme?’ | asked, the pit of my stomach clenching. | knew exactly what she meant, and it scared the
crap out of me.

Her face tightened. Forewarned, | braced myself as shelunged. | blocked her fists, driving her away with
afoot aimed at her knees. “Knock it off, Ivy!” | shouted as she jerked out of my reach. “I said I'm
done!”

“Noyou aren't.” Her gray voice settled over melikeslk. “I'mtrying to save your life, littlewitch. A big
bad vamp isn’'t going to stop because you tell him to. He' s going to keep coming until he getswhat he
wants or you drive him away. I’m going to save your life—one way or another. Y ou'll thank me when
it sover.”

She darted forward. Catching my arm, she twisted it, trying to force meto the floor. | gasped and kicked
her legs from under her. We went down, my breath exploding out of me. Panicking, | pushed away and
rolled to my fest.

| found her waiting her usual eight feet back—circling. A subtle heat had soaked into her movements.
Her head was |owered and she was eyeing me from around her hair. Her lips were parted, and | could
amost see her breath passing through them.

| backed away. Fear grew asthe ring of brown around her pupils flashed to black. Damn.

Swallowing, | ran ahand over mysdf, foolishly trying to wipe her swest off. | had known better than to
jump her. | had to get her smdll off me, and now. My fingers touched the demon scar on my neck, and
my breath caught. It wastingling from the pheromones she was pumping into the air. Double damn.



“Stop, Ivy,” | said, cursing the quaver that had crept into my voice. “We re done.” Knowing my life hung
on what happened in the next few seconds, | turned my back on her in afalse show of confidence. Either
| would makeit to my room and itstwo locks or | wouldn't.

The hair on the back of my neck prickled as| paced past her. My heart pounded, and | held my breath.
She did nothing as | neared the halway, and my breath dipped out.

“No, wearen't,” she whispered.
The sound of moving air pulled me around.

She attacked slently, her eyeslost in black. | fended off her blows by ingtinct. She wasn't even trying.
Ivy caught my arm, and | cried out in pain as she spun me around, crushing my back againgt her. | leaned
forward asif trying to break her grip. Asher aamstightened and her body leaned to find our balance, |
dammed my head backward into her chin.

Grunting, she dropped her grip and stumbled back. Adrenaline sang through me. She was between me
and my spdlls. If | went for the front door, I’ d never makeit. Thiswas my fault. Damn it back to the
Turn, | shouldn’t have jumped her. | shouldn’t have become aggressive. Shewas driven by ingtinct, and |
had pushed her too far.

| stood, watching her cometo aswaying hat in asunbeam. Standing sideways, shetilted her head and
touched the corner of her mouth.

My stomach clenched as her fingertip came away colored in blood. Her eyes met mine as she rubbed the
blood between her fingers and smiled. | shuddered at the sight of her sharp canines. “First blood,
Rachd?’

“Ivy, no!” | shouted as shelunged.

She caught me before | had moved a step. Gripping my shoulder, she flung meto the front of the church.
| hit thewall where the altar had once stood, dipping down to thefloor. | struggled for air as she paced
to me. Everything hurt. Her eyeswere black pits. Her movements were smooth with power. | tried to rall
away. She caught me, yanking me up.

“Comeon, witch,” Ivy said gently, her black, owl-feather voicein stark contrast to her painful grip on my
shoulder. “| taught you better. Y ou're not even trying.”

“| don’'t want to hurt you,” | panted, one arm clutched around my middle.

She held meto the wall under the shadow of along gone cross. The blood from her lip made ared jewe
caught at the corner of her mouth. “You can't,” she whispered.

Heart pounding, | jerked to get away, failing. “Let mego, Ivy,” | panted. “Y ou don't want to do this.” A
cloying scent of incense pulled the memory of her pinning meto her chair last spring. “If you do this” |
sadfranticaly, “I'll leave. You'll beaone”

Sheleaned close, putting theflat of her freeforearm againgt thewall by my head. “I1f | do this, you won't
leave.” A heated smile curved over her—showing a hint of teeth—and she pressed closer. “But you
could get away if you redly wanted to. What do you think I’ ve been teaching you the last three months?
Do you want to get away—Rachel ?’

Panic lanced degp into me. My heart beat wildly, and vy sucked her breath in asif | had dapped her.
Fear was an aphrodisiac, and I'd just given her ajolt. Lost in the blackness of ingtinct and need, her



muscles went tenson-wiretight. “ Do you want to get away, little witch?” she murmured, her bresth
againg my demon scar sending asurge of tingling through me.

My intake of breath went to my core, seeming to turn my blood to liquid metal asit conducted apulse
through me. “ Get off,” | panted, the delicious feding coursing from my neck to fill me. It was my scar.
She was playing on my demon scar as Piscary had done.

Shelicked her lips. “Makeme.” She hesitated, the hard hunger shifting to something more playful and
ingdious. “Tell meit does't fed good when | do this” Breeth easing from her in asigh, she watched my
eyes as her finger ran atrail from my ear, across my neck, and down my collarbone.

| dmost buckled at the sensation of her nall finding the faint bumps of scar tissue, simulating the scar
back into full play. My eyes closed as | remembered that the demon had taken Ivy’ sface when it ripped
out my throat, filling the wound with a dangerous cocktail of neurotransmittersto make pain into pleasure.
“Yes,” | breathed, dmost moaning. “God help me. It does. Please...stop.”

Her body shifted againgt mine. “I know how it fedls,” she sad. “The hunger racing fromiit to fill your
body, the need it dtirs, until the only thought burning in you isto touch the craving to fulfill it.”

“Ivy?’ | whimpered. “Stop. | can't. | don't want to.”

My eyesflashed open a her silence. The drop of blood at the corner of her mouth was gone. | could fedl
the blood pounding through me. | knew my reactions were tied to the demon scar, that she was sending
out pheromones to restimul ate the pseudovamp saliva that remained in me to make pain into pleasure. |
knew it was one of the surviva adaptations vamps relied upon to bind people to them, ensuring thet they
had awilling supply of blood. | knew al of this, but it was getting harder to remember. Harder to care. It
wasn't sexud. It was need. Hunger. Hedt.

Ivy put her forehead against the wall beside mine asif to gather her resolve. Her hair made asilk curtain
between us. | fdt the warmth from her through her body stocking. | couldn’t move, wire-tight with fear
and want, wondering if shewould sateit or if | would be strong enough of will to push her away.

“Y ou don't know what it’ s been like living besde you, Rachd,” she said, her whisper coming from
behind her hair asif from aconfessona grate. “1 knew you' d be frightened if you knew how vulnerable
your scar makesyou. Y ou’ ve been marked for pleasure, and unless you have avampireto clam and
protect you, they al will take advantage of it, taking what they want and passing you to the next until

you' re nothing but a puppet begging to be bled. | was hoping you might be ableto say no. That if | taught
you enough, you would be able to drive ahungry vampire away. But you can't, dear heart. The
neurotoxins have soaked in too far. It snot your fault. I'm sorry....”

My breeth camein smadll pants, each one sending the promise of coming pleasure through me, flowing
back to renew that which ebbed, building on those that came before. | held my bresth, trying to find the
will to tell her to get off me. Oh God, | was failing.

Ivy’ s voice went soft, persuasive. “Piscary said thisisthe only way to keep you. To keep you dive. |
would be kind, Rachel. | wouldn’t ask anything you didn’t want to give. Y ou wouldn’t belike those
pathetic shadows at Piscary’s, but strong, an equal. He showed me when he bespelled you that it
wouldn't hurt.” Her voice went little girl soft. “ The demon aready broke you. The painisover. It will
never hurt again. He said you would respond, and my God, Rachel, you did. It'sasif a master broke
you. And you' remine.”

Fear flashed through me at her hard, possessive tone. She turned her head, her hair falling back to show
her face. Her black eyes were an ancient hunger, faultlessin their innocence. “I saw what happened



under Piscary, what you felt with no more than afinger touching your skin.”

| wastoo frightened and enraptured by the waves of feding coming off my neck in timewith my pulseto
move. “Imagine,” shewhispered, “what it' slike whenit’ s not your finger but my teeth—dicing clean and
pure through you.”

Thethought sent apulse of hegat through me. | went dack in her grip, my body rebelling against my railing
thoughts. Tears dipped down my face, warm on my cheeksto fal on my collarbone. | couldn't tell if they
weretears of fear or need.

“Don't cry, Rachd,” she said, tilting her head to brush her lips upon my neck in time with her words. |
amost passed out from the ache of desire. “I didn’t want it to belike this, either. But for you,” she
whispered, “1’d bresk my fast.”

Her teeth grazed my neck, taunting. | heard a soft moan, shocked to redlize it came from me. My body
cried out for it, but my soul screamed no. The eager, pliant faces a Piscary’ sintruded. Lost dreams.
Wasted lives. Existence turned to serve someone e se’ sneed. | tried to push her away, but failled. My
will was aribbon of cotton, faling apart with the dightest tug. “Ivy,” | protested, hearing my whisper.
“Wait.” | couldn’t say no. But | could say wait.

She heard, pulling away to look at me. She waslost in a haze of anticipation and rapture. Numb terror
struck through me. “No,” | said, panting as| fought the pheromone-induced high. | had said it.
Somehow | had said it.

Wonder and hurt crossed her face, a breath of awareness returning to her black eyes. “No?’ She
sounded like ahurt child.

My eyes closed in the ripples of ecstasy that flowed from my neck as her fingernails continued to trace
the scarswhere her lips had let off. “No...” | managed, feding unreal and disconnected as | weakly tried
to push her away. “No.”

My eyesflashed open as her grip on my shoulder tightened. “I don't think you mean that,” she snarled.

“Ivy!” | shrieked as she pulled me againgt her. Adrendine scoured my veins. Pain followed it, punishing
me for my defiance. Terrified, | found the strength to keep her from my neck. She pulled mewith an
increasing power. Her lips drew back from her teeth. My muscles began to shake. Sowly she pulled me
closer. Her soul waslost from her eyes. Her hunger shonelike agod. My arms trembled, ready to give
out.

God save me, | thought desperately, my eyesfinding the crossincorporated into the celling.
Ivy jerked asametallic bong reverberated through the air.

She stiffened. The need in her flickered. Her eyebrows rose in bewilderment and her focus wavered.
Breath hdd, | felt her grip dacken. Fingers dipping from me, she collgpsed a my feet with asigh.

Behind her stood Nick with my largest copper spell pot.

“Nick,” I whispered, tears blurring my vision. | took a breath and reached out for him, passing out as he
touched my hand.

Thirteen

It was warm and stuffy. | could smell cold coffee. Star-bucks: two sugars, no cream. | opened my eyes
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to find ared stringy mass of my hair blocking my sight. My arm aching, | pushed it out of theway. It was
quiet, with only the hushed sound of traffic and the familiar hum of Nick’saarm clock to bresk the
gtillness. | wasn't surprised to find | wasin his bedroom, safe on my occasiond side of the bed, facing
both the window and the door. Nick’ s dilapidated dresser with the missing knob never looked so good.

Thelight danting in past the drawn curtainswasfaint. | was guessing it was getting closeto sunset. A
glance at his clock showed 5:35. | knew it was accurate. Nick was agadget guy, and the clock received
asgna from Colorado every midnight to reset it from the atomic clock there. Hiswatch was the same
way. Why someone had to be that accurate was beyond me. | didn’t even wear my wristwatch.

The gold and blue afghan Nick’ s mother had crocheted him was snuggled under my chin, smelling faintly
of ivory soap. Wheat | recognized asapain amulet lay on the night-stand—right beside the finger stick.
Nick thought of everything. If he could have invoked it, he would have.

| sat up looking for him, knowing by the scent of coffee that he was probably nearby. The afghan pooled
about me as| swung my feet to the floor, Muscles protesting, | reached for the amulet. My ribs hurt and
my back was sore. Head bowed, | pricked my finger for the three drops of blood to invoke the charm.
Even before| dipped the cord over my heed, | felt mysdlf relax inimmediate rdief. It wasdl muscle
aches and bruises, nothing that wouldn't hedl.

| squinted in the artificid dusk. An abandoned coffee cup pulled my eyesto adump of clotheson the
chair. It moved in a gentle rhythm, becoming Nick adeep with hislong legs sprawled out before him. He
was sock-footed, since he wouldn't et shoes on his carpet, and his big feet pulled asmile from me.

| sat, content to do nothing for the moment. Nick’ s day started six hours earlier than mine, and afaint
stubble made early shadows on hislong face dack in dumber. His chin rested on his chest, his short
black hair falling to hide his eyes. They opened asa primitive part of him felt my gaze on him. My smile
grew as he gretched in the chair, asigh dipping from him.

“Hi, Ray-ray,” he said, hisvoice pooling like brown puddle-warm water about my ankles. “How areyou
doing?’

“I'mokay.” | was embarrassed that he had witnessed what happened, embarrassed he' d saved me, and
heartily glad he had been there to do both.

He cameto st beside me, hisweight making me dideinto him. My bresth made arelieved, contented
sound as| fell againgt him. He put his arm around me and gave me asideways squeeze. | rested my head
againg his shoulder, taking the scent of old books and sulfur deep into me. Slowly my heartbeat became
obviousas| sat and did nothing, taking strength smply from his presence.

“Areyou sureyou'redl right?’” he asked, his hand buried degp in my hair ashe held me.

| pulled away to look a him. “Yes. Thanks. Where' sIvy?’ He didn’t say anything, and my face went
dack indam. “Shedidn’t hurt you, did she?’

His hand dropped from my hair. “ She'son the floor where Ieft her.”

“Nick!” | protested, pushing myself away from him so | could Sit straight. “How could you just leave her
there?’ | stood, looking for my bag and redizing he hadn’t brought it. | was ill barefoot, too. “ Take me
home,” | said, knowing the buswouldn’t pick me up.

Nick had risen when | did. Hisface flashed into darm and his eyes dropped. “ Shit,” he said under his
breath. “I’m sorry. | thought you said no to her.” His gaze flicked to mine and away, hislong face looking



pained, disappointed, and red with embarrassment. “ Aw, shit, shit, shit,” he muttered. “I’ m redly sorry.
Yeah. Yeah, comeon. I'll get you home. Maybe she hasn’'t woken up yet. I'm redlly, really sorry. |
thought you said no. Oh God. | shouldn't have interfered. | thought you said no!”

He was hunched with discomfort, and bewildered, | reached out and pulled him back before he could
walk out the bedroom door. “Nick?’ | said as hejerked to ahalt. “1 did say no.”

Nick’s eyes widened even farther. Hislips parted and he stood there, seeming unable to even blink. “But
...you want to go back?’

| sat on the bed and looked up a him. “Wdll, yeah. She'smy friend.” | gestured in dishdlief. “1 can't
believeyou just lft her lying therel”

Nick hesitated, confusion thick in his pinched eyes. “But | saw what shetried to do,” he said. “ She
amost bit you, and you want to go back?’

My shoulders dumped and | dropped my gaze to the stain-spotted, ugly yellow carpet. “It was my fault,”
| said softly. “We were sparring and | wasangry.” | glanced up. “Not with her. With Edden. Then she
got cocky, and it ticked me off, so | jumped her, catching her off guard...landed on her back, pulled her
head back by her hair and breathed on her neck.”

Hislips pressed together, Nick lowered himself to Sit on the edge of the chair and put hiselbows on his
knees. “Let me get thisstraight. Y ou decided to spar with her while you were angry. Y ou waited until

you were both emationadly charged, and then you jumped her?” He exhaded loudly through hisnose. “Are
you sureyou didn’'t want her to bite you?’

| made asour facea him. “I did say it wasn't her fault.” Not wanting to argue with him, | got up and
moved his armsto make aspot for mein hislap. He made a surprised grunt, then curved his arms about
meas| sat down. | tucked my head againgt his cheek and shoulder, breathing in his masculine scent. The
memory of the vamp-sadivarinduced euphoriaflickered through me and was gone. | hadn’t wanted her to
bite me—I hadn’t—but a niggling thought wouldn't go away that the baser, pleasure-driven sde of me
might have. | had known better. It hadn’t been her fault. And as soon as| could convince myself of that
and get out of Nick’slap, | wasgoing to call and tell her so.

| snuggled and listened to the traffic as Nick ran ahand over my head. He seemed inordinately relieved.
“Nick?" | questioned. “What would you have doneif | hadn’'t said no?’

Hetook adow breath. “Put your spell pot just insde the door and Ieft,” he said, hisvoice rumbling up
through me.

| straightened, and he winced as my body weight shifted against him. “Y ou would have let her tear out
my throat?’

Hewouldn’'t meet my eyes. “Ivy wouldn’t have drained you and left you for dead,” he said reluctantly.
“Even in the frenzy you had her whipped up to. | heard what she offered you. That was no one night
gand. It was alife commitment.”

My demon scar tingled a hiswords, and frightened, | pushed the fedling away. “ Just how long were you
sanding there?’ | asked, going cold with the thought that the nightmare might have been far more than
Ivy Smply losing control.

His grip around me tightened as his eyesfailed to reach mine. “Long enough to hear her ask to make you
her scion. | wasn't going to stand in your way if it was something you wanted.”



My mouth dropped open and | pulled my arm from around behind him. *Y ou would have walked away
and let her make meinto a plaything?’

A flash of anger flickered in hisbrown eyes. “ A scion, Rachel. Not a shadow or plaything, or evena
thrall. There saworld of difference.”

“Y ou would have walked away?’ | exclaimed, not willing to get out of hislap for fear pride might make
me leave his gpartment. “'Y ou would have done nothing?’

Hisjaw clenched but he made no move to dump me onto the floor. “1 am not the oneliving in achurch
withavamp!” hesaid. “I don’t know what you want. | can only go on what you tell me and what | see.
Y ou live with her. Y ou date me. What am | supposed to think?’

| said nothing, and he added in a softer voice, “What Ivy wantsis not wrong or unusud, it' sacold, scary
fact. She' sgoing to need atrustworthy scion in about forty years or so, and shelikesyou. To tell you the
truth, it' sadamn fine offer. But you had better make up your mind as to what you want before time and
vamp pheromones makeit for you.” Hisvoice grew hdting, reluctant. “Y ou wouldn't be aplaything. Not
with lvy. And you would be safe with her, untouchable by just about every nasty thing Cincinnati has.”

Gaze digant, my thoughts it on small, ssemingly unrelated instances of friction between vy and Nick,
seeing theminanew light. “ She' sbeen hunting me dl thistime,” | whispered, feding thefirg hints of red
fear.

The wrinkles around Nick’ s eyes creased. “No. It'snot just blood she' s after, though an exchangeis
involved. But | have to be honest. Y ou complement each other like no vamp and scion pair I've seen.” A
flicker of unknown emoation swelled and died within hiseyes. “It' sa chance at greatness—if you're
willing to give up your dreams and bind yoursdlf to hers. Y ou would aways be second. But you would
be second to avamp dated to rule Cincinnati.”

Nick’ s hand ceased its motion over my hair. “If | madeamistake,” he said carefully, not looking a me,
“and you want to be her scion, then fine. I'll drive you and your toothbrush home and walk away, letting
you two finish what | interrupted.” His hand began moving again. “My only regret will bethat | wasn't
enough to lure you away from her.”

My eyes drifted across Nick’ s hodgepodge of furniture, hearing the busy traffic outside his apartment. It
was so unlike Ivy’ s church with its wide open spaces and breathing room. All | had wanted wasto be
her friend. She desperately needed one, unhappy with herself and wanting to be something more,
something clean and pure, something untouched and unsullied. Shewastrying so hard to escape her
vampiric existence, and | knew she harbored abelief that someday | might find aspell to help her. |
couldn’t leave and destroy the one thing that kept her going. God save meif | wasafool, but | admired
her indomitable will and belief that someday she' d find what she sought.

Despite the potentia threat she posed, her asinine demands for organization, and her strict adherence to
dructure, shewasthe firgt person I’ d roomed with who said nothing about my mind-dips, like draining
the water heater or neglecting to turn off the heat before opening the windows. I d lost too many friends
over such petty arguments. | didn’t want to be alone anymore. The scary thing wasthat Nick wasright.
We did do well together.

And now | had anew fear. | hadn’t redlized the threat of my vamp scar until shetold me. Marked for
pleasure and unclaimed. Passed from vampire to vampire until | begged to be bled. Remembering the
waves of euphoriaand how hard it had been to say no, | saw how easy Ivy’ s prediction could turn redl.
Though she hadn't bitten me, | was sure the word on the streets was that | was taken goods and to back
off. Damn. How did | get to this place?



“Do you want meto take you back?” Nick whispered, pulling me close.

| shifted my shoulder to mold mysdlf into him. If | wassmart, I'd ask hishelp in moving my stuff out of
the church tonight, but what came out of my mouth wasasmall, “Not yet. I'll cal to make sure she' sdll
right, though. I'm not going to be her scion, but | can't leave her to be done. | said no, and | think she'll

respect that.”
“What if she doesn't?’

| tucked in closer. “1 don’'t know.... MaybeI’ll put abellon her.”

He chuckled, but I thought | heard atrace of paininit. | felt hisamusement fade. His chest shifted my
head as he breathed. What happened had scared me more than | wanted to admit. “Y ou aren’t under a
death threat anymore,” he whispered. “Why don't you leave?’

| didn’t move, hearing his heartbest. “I don’t have the money,” | protested softly. We d been over this
before.

“I told you that you can movein with me.”

| smiled, though he couldn’t seeit, my cheek scraping againg his cotton shirt. His gpartment was small,
but that wasn't why | had always kept our deepoversto the weekends. He had hisown life, and | would
getin hisway if he had to take mein more than smal doses. “It would last for aweek, and then we
would hate each other,” | said, knowing from experience it wastrue. “And I’ m the only thing keeping her
from faling back into being a practicing vamp.”

“So let her fall. She savampire”

| sighed, not finding the strength to get angry. “ She doesn’t want to be. I'll be more careful. It'1l be all
right.” | put a confident, persuasive tonein my voice, but was left wondering if | wastrying to convince
him or me.

“Rachd...” Nick bresthed, his bregth shifting the hair atop my head. | waited, dmost able to hear him
trying to decide whether he should say anything more. “ Thelonger you stay,” he said reluctantly, “the
harder it'sgoing to beto resst the vamp-induced euphoria. That demon that attacked you last spring
pumped more vamp salivainto you than amaster vampire. If witches could be turned, you' d be one by
now. Asitis, | think vy could bespell you smply by saying your name. And she' s not even dead yet.

Y ou' re making unsafe rationdizations for staying in an unsafe gtuation. If you think you will ever want to
leave, you should go now. Believe me, | know how good avampire scar feels when avamp's need kicks
in. I know how deep the lie goes, and how strong the lure.”

| sat up, my hand going to cover my neck. “Y ou know?’

His eyeswent sheepish. “1 went to high school in the Hollows. Y ou don't think | got through that without
being bitten at least once?”’

My brow rose a hisamost guilty look. “Y ou have avamp bite? Where?’

Hewouldn't meet my eyes. “It was asummer fling. And she wasn't dead so | didn’t contract the vamp
virus. Therewas't much sdivainit to begin with, so it stays pretty quiet unless| get in agtuation where
there are alot of vampire pheromones. It'satrap. Y ou know that, don’t you?’

| dumped back into him, nodding. Nick was safe. His scar was old and made by aliving vampire barely
out of adolescence. Mine was new and laced with so much neurotoxin that Piscary could set it into play



with just the weight of hiseyes. Nick went till, and | wondered if his scar had flamed to lifewhen he'd
walked into the church. It might explain why he had said nothing and smply watched. How good hed his
scar felt? | wondered, unable to blame him.

“Whereisit?’ | asked dowly. “Y our vamp scar?’
Nick jiggled mefarther up onto hislap. “Never mind that—witch,” he said playfully.

| suddenly became very aware of him pressing up against me, his arms draped around me to keep me
from fdling off. | glanced a the clock. | had to go to my mom'’ sand get my old ley line Suff beforel
could do my homework. If | didn’t do it tonight, it wouldn't get done. My gazetilted to Nick’s, and he
smiled. He knew why | waslooking at the clock.

“Isthisit?’ | asked. Shifting on hislap, | pulled the collar of his shirt aside to show afaint white scar on
his upper shoulder from adeep scratch.

Hegrinned. “I don’t know.”

“Mmmm,” | said. “Bet | could tell.” Ashelaced his handsto cradle me about the hips, | undid the top
button of his shirt. The angle was awkward, and | shifted to straddle hislap, my kneesto either side of
him. His hands moved to hold me atrifle lower, and arching my eyebrows a our new position, | leaned
closer. My fingers went behind his neck and | nuzzled aside his collar to set my lips agains the scar,
leaving it with an audible pop.

Nick took anoisy breath, shifting under meinto more of adouch so hewouldn’t have to hold me from
fdling. “That' snot it,” he said. His hand went to my back, tracing atrail down my spine, bumping ashe
found the waistband of my swedts.

“Okay,” | murmured as hisfingerstugged the hem of my sweatshirt. He reached up under it, hisfingertips
making along tingle acrossmy skin. “1 know itisn't thisone” Bending over him, | let my hair fall about
hischest as| flicked my tongue againg first one then the second puncture mark | had given himwhen1’d
been amink and thought he was arat trying to kill me. He said nothing, and | carefully worried the
three-month-old scar with gentle teeth.

“No,” he said, hisvoice suddenly strained. “Y ou gave methose.”

“That'sright,” | breathed, my lips grazing hisneck as| steadily worked my way to hisear with little
hop-kisses. “Hmmm...” | breathed. “I guess|I’ll haveto do someinvestigating. Y ou are aware, Mr.
Sparagmos, that | am professondly trained in thefidd of investigation?’

He said nothing, his free hand making a delicious sensation as he traced a path dong the smdl of my
back, testing.

| pulled back, and his hands followed the curves of my waist under my sweatshirt with anincreasing
pressure. | was glad it was near dark. So still and warm. An eager anticipation wasin his gaze, and
leaning forward to brush the tips of my hair over hisface, | whispered, “ Close your eyes.”

His entire body shifted as he sighed, doing as | asked.

Nick’ s touch became more ingstent, and | settled my forehead into the crook between his neck and
shoulder. Eyesclosed, | felt for the buttons on his shirt, enjoying the rising fedling of expectation aseach
onegaveway. | struggled with the lagt, tugging his shirt out from hisjeans.

Hishandsfdl from me and hetwisted to pull hisshirt free. | tilted my head and gently bit his earlobe.



“Don’'t you dare help,” | whigpered, hislobe still between my teeth. | shivered as he resumed histouch,
his hands warm against my back. All the buttons were undone, and | ran my lips across the faint notches
rimming hisear.

With aquick motion he reached up, pulling my faceto his. Hislips were demanding. A soft sound urged
me to respond. Had it been him or me? Don’t know. Don’'t care. One hand was buried degp in my
hair, holding meto him as hislips and tongue explored. His motions grew aggressive, and | pushed him
back into the chair, liking his rough touch. He hit the dats with athump, pulling me down with him.

His stubble was prickly, and lips till on mine, he reached around, pulling me close. With agrunt of effort,
he lurched to hisfeet, carrying me. My legs wrapped around him as he moved usto the bed. My lipsfelt
cold as he pulled away, setting me down gently. Hisarms dipped from me as he knelt over me.

| looked up at him, his shirt still on, but open to show Iean muscles running down to disappear benesth
hiswaistband. | had tossed one of my arms artfully over my head, and | reached up with the other to
draw alinefrom his chest downward, tugging at hisjeans.

Button fly, | thought in awash of impatience. God help me. | hated button fly. His dusky smilefatered
and he dmost shuddered as | gave up for amoment and reached behind him, tracing the curve of his
back, following it asfar as| could reach. It wasn't nearly far enough, and | pulled him down toward me.
Sumping forward, Nick supported himsdf on theflat of aforearm. A sigh escaped me as| got my hands
to where | wanted them to be.

Warm, and with the delightful mix of gentle pressure and rough skin, Nick sent his hand searching under
my shirt. | ran my hand over his shoulders, fegling his muscles bunch and ease. He scooted lower, and |
gasped in surprised as he nuzzled my midriff, histeeth searching for the hem of my sweetshirt.

My breath came faster, and a whispered pant of anticipation dipped from me as he tugged my shirt
upward, his hands pushing against my waist. Hasty with a sudden need, | dropped my hands from
fumbling a his button fly to help him get my shirt off. It scrgped my nosein passing, taking my amulet with
it. My held breath dipped out in a sound of relief. Nick’ steeth were ateasing hint as he tugged at my
tight-fitting exercise bra. | shuddered, arching my upper back in encouragement.

He buried hisface at the base of my neck. My demon scar, running from my collarbone to my ear, gave
aknife-edged pulse of feding, and | froze into a frightened wariness. It had never done that before when
I”d been with Nick. I didn’t know whether to enjoy it or lump the fedling in with the terror of the scar's
origin.

Sensing my sudden fear, Nick dowed, his body nudging mine once, twice, then hdting. Inadow
dtillness, he brushed my scar with hislips. | couldn’t move aswaves of promise raced through me, settling
low and ingstent in my body. My heart pounded as | compared it to vy’ s vamppheromone induced
ecstasy and found it identical. It felt too good to dismiss out of hand.

Nick hestated, his breath harshin my ear. Slowly the feding ebbed. “ Should | op?’ he whispered, his
voice husky with need.

| closed my eyes, reaching downward to work amost frantically at his button fly. “No,” | moaned. “It
amogt hurts. Be—careful.”

Hisbreath camein aquick sound, matching mine. More ingstent, he ran ahand under my braand made
soft kisses against my scarred neck. An unhelped sound escaped me as | got the last of his buttons
undone.



Nick’slips ghosted up the underside of my chin and found my mouth. Histouch was gentle, and | lunged
my tongue deep into him. He pushed back, his stubble harsh. Our breath came in tandem. His continuing
gentle fingers on my neck sent a sudden spasm through me.

| traced my hands down his open shirt to find hisjeans. Bresth fast, | pushed his clothes down to where |
could hook my foot into them and push them all the way off. Hungry for him, | sent my hands searching,
gretching to find what | wanted.

Nick’ s bresth caught as| grasped him, fedling the tight, smooth skin between my fingers and thumb. His
head dropped from mine, burying it between my breasts, nuzzling, as my brahad somehow disappeared.

He pushed his hips againgt me, hinting, and | pushed pack. My heart pounded. Strong and insistent, my
scar sent waves through me, though Nick’ s searching lips were nowhere neear it.

| abandoned mysdlf to the demon scar, letting the feeling flow through me. I d figure out later if it was
wrong or not. My hands quickened their motion againgt him, fedling the difference between himand a
male witch, finding it roused me further. Leaving one hand to caress him, | grasped the hand not
supporting hisweight over me and led him to the drawstring on my swests.

He snatched my wrigt, pinning it up over my head on the pillow, refusing to accept my help. A jolt struck
through me. He nipped a my neck and darted away, the barest hint of teeth bringing agasp from me.
Nick’s hands tugged at my waistband, pulling my sweets and underwear off in afierce need. | arched my
back to help free them from my hips, and a heavy hand pinned my shoulder to the bed.

| opened my eyes, and Nick leaned over me and breathed, “My job, witch.” But my sweats were gone.

| reached downward for him, and he shifted hisweight, nudging his knee againg the inside of my thigh.
Again | arched my lower back, reaching, straining to find him. Heféll to cover me. Hislipson mine, we
begin to move againgt each other.

Sowly, dmost tauntingly, he moved insde of me. | clutched at his shoulders, racked with tingling jolts as
hislipsfound my neck.

“My wrigt,” he panted in my ear. “Oh God, Rachdl. She bit my wrist.”

The surges of feding camein time with our bodies' rhythm as | hungrily found hiswrist. Hemoaned as|
fastened onit. | grazed my teeth acrossit, sucking hungrily as he did the same on my neck. The ache rose
inme, and out of my mind in need, | bit Nick’ sold scar, making it mine, trying to take it away from the
onewho firs marked him.

Pain shot through my neck, and | cried out. Nick hesitated, then again pinched afold of scarred skin
between histeeth. | did the same with hiswrigt to tell him it wasdl right. Silent with a desperate need, his
mouth lunged hungrily into me. Want crept up fromwithin. | felt it swell. | seduced it closer, willing it to
happen. Now, | thought, dmost crying. Oh God. Make it now.

Together Nick and | shuddered, our bodies responding as one as awave of euphoriawashed from me
into him. It rebounded, striking me with twofold strength. | gasped, clutching at him. He groaned asif in
pain. Again thewave took us, pulling us back. Poised, we hung at the point of climax, trying to hold it
forever.

Sowly it ebbed, jolts of dying pleasure sending tremors through us both asthe tension eased from usin
stages. Nick’ sweight gradualy pressed down atop me. His bresth was rough in my ear. Exhausted, |
made a conscious effort to unkink my hands from his shoulder. The imprints of my fingers made red lines



on hisskin.

| lay for amoment, feding adying tingle from my neck. Then it was gone. | ran my tongue aong the
insgde of my teeth. No blood. | hadn’t broken his skin. Thank God.

Still atop me, Nick shifted hisweight so | could bregthe easier. “Rache?” he whispered. “I think you
amog killed me”

Breath dowing, | said nothing, thinking I could forego my three-mile run today. My heartbeat eased,
filling mewith arelaxed lassitude. | pulled hiswrist close, eyeing the old scar showing astark white
againg the red, roughened skin. | felt atwinge of embarrassment to see | had given him ahickey. No
guilt, though, for having marked him. He' d probably known what would happen better than | had, and
my neck was undoubtedly inasmilar sate.

Did | care? Not right now. Maybe later when my mom spotted it.

| gave histender skin akissand set hisarm down. “Why did it fedl like one of uswasavampire?’ |
asked. “My demon scar was never that sengitive before. And you?’ | left my sentence unfinished. | had
nibbled a good share of hisbody over the last two months and never provoked such aresponsein him.
Not thet | was complaining.

Looking exhausted, he eased himself off me and fell groaning on the bed. “Must have been from Ivy
getting things started,” he said, his eyes closed as he faced the celling. “I’m going to be sore tomorrow.”

| grabbed the afghan and pulled it to cover me, cold now without his body hegt. Shifting to my sde, |
leaned close and whispered, “ Sure you want me to move out of the church?1 think I’ m beginning to see
why threesomes are so popular in the vamp circles.”

Nick’ s eyes opened as he grunted. “Y ou aretrying to kill me, aren’t you?’

Chuckling, | stood, wrapping the afghan around me. My fingers touched my neck to find the skin sore
but unbroken. 1 wouldn't say it had been wrong to take advantage of the sensitivities Ivy set into play, but
the vehement need of it had me concerned. Almost too exquisitely intenseto control... No wonder vy
had such ahard time.

Thoughts dow and speculative, | dug about in the bottom drawer of Nick’s dresser for one of hisold
shirts and made my way to his shower.

Fourteen

“Hello.” Nick’ s recorded voice came from my answering machine, sounding smooth and polished.

“Y ou’ ve reached Morgan, Tamwood, and Jenks of Vampiric Charms, independent runners. They are
currently unavailable. Please leave amessage and let us know if you would prefer adaylight or evening
return call.”

| gripped the black plastic of Nick’ s phone tighter and waited for the beep. Having Nick leave the
outgoing message on our machine had been my idea. | liked hisvoice, and | thought it very posh and
professiona for usto appear to have aman as areceptionist. ' Course, that al went out the window when
they saw the church.

“Ivy?" | said, wincing at the guilt | could hear in my voice. “Pick upif you' rethere”

Nick walked past me from the kitchen, his hand trailing across my waist as he went into his living room.
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The phone remained silent, and | rushed to fill the gap before the machine clicked off. “Hey, I'm at
Nick’s. Um... about earlier. Sorry. It wasmy fault.” | glanced at Nick doing the “ bachelor tidy shuffle’
as he siwooped about, shoving things out of sight under the couch and behind cushions. “Nick sayshe's
sorry for hitting you.”

“I donot,” hesaid, and | covered the receiver thinking her vamp hearing might catchiit.

“Hey, umm,” | continued, “I’m going to my mom’ sto pick up some stuff, but Il be back around ten. If
you get home before me, why don't you pull the lasagna out and we'll have that tonight. We can est
around midnight? Make it an early dinner so | can get my homework done?’ | hesitated, wanting to say
more. “Wél, | hopeyou get this,” | finished lamely. “ 'Bye.”

| clicked the phone off and turned to Nick. “What if she'still knocked out?’
Hiseyestightened. “I didn’t hit her that hard.”

| dumped to lean againg thewall. It was painted an icky brown and didn’t go with anything else. Nothing
in Nick’ s gpartment went with anything else, so it kind of fit—in awarped sort of way. It wasn't that
Nick didn’t care about continuity, but that he looked at things differently. Thetime | found him wearing a
blue sock with ablack, he had blinked at me and said they were the same thickness.

His books, too, weren't catal oged a phabetically—his ol dest tomes had no title or author—but by some
ranking system | had yet to figure out. They lined an entirewall of hisliving room, giving methe eerie
fedling of being watched whenever | wasthere. He had tried to get me to store them in my closet for him
after his mother dumped them on his doorstep early one morning. I’ d kissed him soundly and refused.

They cregped me out.

Nick leaned into the kitchen and grabbed hiskeys. The diding sound of meta pulled me from the wall
and to thedoor. | glanced over my outfit before following him into the hall: blue jeans, tucked-in black
cotton T, and the flip-flops | used when we swam in his gpartment’ s pool. | had left them last month and
found them washed and hung up in Nick’s clost.

“I don’'t have my bag,” | muttered as he gave the door afirm tug to lock it.
“Y ou want to stop at the church on the way?’

His offer didn’t sound genuine, and | hesitated. We d haveto cross half of the Hollowsto get there. It
was after sundown. The Streets were getting busy, and it would take forever. There wasn't much in my
bag in terms of money, and | wouldn’t need my charms—I was only going to my mom’s—but the
thought of Ivy flat out on the floor wasintolerable. “ Could we?’

Hetook adow breath, and with hislong face twisted into a stilted expression, he nodded.

| knew he didn’t want to, and the bother of that made me dmost missthe step out of the apartment
house and onto the dark parking lot. It was cold. Therewasn't acloud in the sky, but the starswere lost
behind the city lights. My feet fdt drafty in their flip-flops, and when | clutched my arms about mysdlf,
Nick handed me his coat. | shrugged into it, my anger a hisreluctance to check on vy easing at the
warmth and lingering smell of him on the thick fabric.

A faint whine came from a gtreet lamp. My dad would have cdled it athief light. Just enough illumination
to let athief know what he was doing. The sound of our feet was|oud, and Nick reached for my door.
“I'll get it,” hesaid gdlantly, and | smirked as he fought with the handle, grunting as he gaveit afina yank
and the latch released.



Nick had been working his new job for only three months but somehow managed to get a beat-up blue
Ford truck already. | liked it. It was big and ugly, which was why he had gotten it so cheagp. He said it
was the only thing they had on thelot that didn’t scrunch hislegs up to his chin. The clear coat was
peding and the tailgate was rusting out, but it was transportation.

| lurched up and in, putting my feet squarely on the offensive floor mat from the previous owner as Nick
dammed the door shut. The truck shook, but it was the only way to be sure the door wouldn’t fly open
when we went acrossrailroad tracks.

As| waited for Nick to come around the back, aflickering shadow over the hood caught my eye. |
leaned forward, squinting. Something amost smacked the window, and | jumped.

“Jenkd” | exclaimed, recognizing him. The glass between us did nothing to hide his agitation. Hiswings
were agossamer blur, shimmering in the street |lamp as he frowned. A floppy, wide-brimmed red hat
looking gray in the uncertain light was on his head, and his hands were on hiships. My guilty thoughts
flashed to vy, and | rolled the window down, pushing it dong when it got stuck hafway. He darted
ingde and took off his hat.

“When the hell are you two going to get a speaker phone?’ he snarled. “1 belong to this crappy firm as
much asyou, and | can’t use the phone!”

He had come from the church? | didn’'t know he could move that fast.

“What did you do to Ivy?’ he continued as Nick silently got in and shut his door. “I spend the afternoon
with Glendathe Good trying to calm him down after you yelled at hisdad, then | come hometo find vy
having hysterics on the bathroom floor.”

“Isshedl right?’ | asked, then looked at Nick. “Get me home.”

Nick started the truck, jerking back as Jenks landed on the gearshift. “ She' sfine—as much as she ever
is” Jenks said, hisanger shifting to worry. “Don’t go back yet.”

“Get off thet,” | said, flicking ahand under him.

Jenksflitted up, then down, staring at Nick until the man put his hands back on thewhed. “No,” the pixy
sad. “I meanit. Give her sometime. She heard your message and iscaming down.” Jenksflew to Sit on
the dash before me. “Man, what did you do to her? She was going on and on about not being able to
protect you, and that Piscary was going to be angry with her, and she didn’t know what she was going to
doif youleft.” Histiny festures grew worried. “ Rache? Maybe you should move out. Thisistoo weird,
even for you.”

| felt cold at the undead vampire' s name. Maybe | hadn’t pushed her too far; maybe Piscary had put her
up to it. Wewould' ve been fine had she quit when | first said to. He' d probably figured out that vy
was't the dominant one in our odd relationship and wanted her to rectify the Stuation, thelittle prick. It
wasn't hisbusiness.

Nick put the car in gear, and the tires cracked and popped against the gravel lot. “ Church?’ he
questioned.

| glanced at Jenks, and he shook his head. It was the wisp of fear on him that decided it for me. “No,” |
sad. I'd wait. Give her timeto collect hersdlf.

Nick seemed asrdieved as Jenks. We pulled out into traffic, headed for the bridge.



“Good,” Jenks said. Eyeing my lack of earrings, he vaulted up to Sit on the rearview mirror. “What the
hell happened, anyway?”

| rolled my window back up, feding the coldness of the coming night in the damp breeze. “1 pushed her
too far while we were working out. She tried to make me her—uh—tried to bite me. Nick knocked her

out with my spell pot.”
“Shetried to bite you?’

| looked from the passing night to Jenks, seeing in the light from the car behind us hiswings go till, then
blur to nothing and go still again. Jenks looked from Nick’ s embarrassed face to my worried one.
“Ohhh,” he said, hiseyeswidening. “Now | get it. She wanted to bind you to her so only she could make
your vamp scar resonate to vamp pheromones. Y ou turned her down. My God, she must be
embarrassed. No wonder she's upset.”

“Jenks, shut up,” | said, fifling the urge to grab him and toss him out the window. He would only catch
up a thefirgt red light.

The pixy flitted to Nick’s shoulder, eyeing the lights glowing on the dash. “Nicetruck.”
“Thanks”

“Stock?’

Nick’sgaze did from thetaillights of the car ahead to Jenks. “Modified.”

Jenks swings blurred, then steadied. “What' s your top end?’

“Onefifty with NOS.”

“Damn!” the pixy swore admiringly as he flew back to the rearview mirror. “Check your lines. | smdll a
leek.”

Nick’s eyes darted to agrimy, obvioudy not factory-instaled lever under the dash before returning to the
road. “Thanks. | wondered.” Slowly herolled hiswindow down a crack.

“No problem.”

| opened my mouth to ask, then closed it. Must be aguy thing.
“S0-0-0-0-0,” Jenks drawled. “We going to your mom’s?’

| nodded. “Y eah. Want to come?’

Herose an inch as we hit a pothole, hovering cross-legged. “ Sure. Thanks. Her Rose of Sharonis
probably gtill blooming. Think she’'d mind if | took some of the pollen home?’

“Why don't you ask her?’
“I'will.” A grin came over him. “Y ou' d better put some makeup on that love bite”

“Jenks!” | exclamed, my hand going to cover my neck. | had forgotten. My face warmed as Jenks and
Nick exchanged looksin some asinine macho thing. God help me, | fet asif | wasback in the cave. Me
mark woman so Glurg keep his furry hands off her.



“Nick,” | pleaded, keenly fegling the lack of my bag. “Can | borrow some money?| haveto stop at a
charm shop.”

But the only thing more embarrassing than buying acomplexion spell is buying one with ahickey on your
neck. Especially when most of the shop owners knew me. So | opted for autonomy and asked Nick to
stop at agas station. Of course, the spell rack by the register was empty, so | ended up plastering my
neck with conventiona makeup. Covergirl? Don't you believeit. Nick said it looked dl right but Jenks
laughed hiswingsred. He sat on Nick’ s shoulder and chatted about the attributes of the pixy girls he had
known before meeting Matdina, hiswife. Therandy pixy kept it up al the way to the outskirts of
Cincinnati where my mom lived while | tried to touch up my makeup in the visor’ smirror.

“Left down that street,” | said, wiping my fingers off on each other. “It' sthe third house on the right.”

Nick said nothing as he pulled to the curb in front of my house. The porch light was on for us, and |
swear | saw the curtain flutter. | hadn’t been there for afew weeks, and thetree I’ d planted with my
dad’ s asheswas turning. The spreading maple was dmost shading the garage in the twelve yearsit had
been in the ground.

Jenks had aready buzzed out Nick’ s open door, and as Nick leaned to get out, | reached for hisarm.
“Nick?’ | questioned. He paused at the worried tone in my voice, easing back against the age-worn vinyl
as| drew my hand away and looked at my knees. “Um, | want to gpologize for my mom—nbefore you
mest her,” | blurted.

He smiled, hislong face going soft. He leaned across the front seat and gave me aquick kiss. “Moms are
terrible, aren’t they?” He got out, and | waited impatiently until he came around and jerked my door
open for me.

“Nick?’ | said ashetook my hand and we started up the walk. “I mean it. She' salittle whacked. My
dad’ s degth redlly threw her. She' s not a psychopath or anything, but she doesn’t think about what she's
saying. If it comesinto her head, it comes out her mouth.”

His pinched expression eased. “Isthat why | haven't met her yet? | thought it was me.”

“You?' | questioned, then winced ingde. “ Oh. The human/witch thing?’ | said softly, so hewouldn’'t have
to. “No.” Actualy, | had forgotten about that. Suddenly nervous, | checked my hair and felt for my
missing bag. My toes were cold, and the flip-flops were loud and awkward on the cement steps. Jenks
was hovering beside the porch light, looking like ahuge moth. | rang the bell and stood beside Nick.
Please make it one of her good days.

“I'mgladitwasn’t me,” Nick said.

“Yeah,” Jenks said as he landed on my shoulder. Y our mom ought to meet him. Seeing as he' s bonking
her daughter and dll.”

“Jenksl” | exclaimed, then steeled my face as the door opened.

“Rachd!” my mom cried, swooping forward and giving me ahug. | closed my eyesand returned her
embrace. She was shorter than | was, and it felt odd. Hair spray caught in my throat over the faint whiff
of redwood. | felt bad about not telling her the full truth about quitting the 1.S. and the degth threats1'd
survived. | hadn’t wanted to worry her.

“Hi, Mom,” | said, pulling back. “ThisisNick Sparagmos. And you remember Jenks?’
“Of course | do. It'sgood to see you again, Jenks.” She stepped back into the threshold, ahand briefly



going to her faded, straight red hair and then her calf-length, sweater dress. A knot of worry loosened in
me. Shelooked good. Better than the last time. The mischievous glint was back in her eyes, and she
moved quickly as she ushered usingde. “Comein, comein,” she said, putting asmall hand on Nick's
shoulder. “ Before the bugsfollow you.”

Thehdl light was on, but it did little to illuminate the shadowy green halway. Pictureslined the narrow
space, and | felt claustrophobic as she gave me another fierce hug, beaming as she pulled away. “1I'm so
glad you came,” she said, then turned to Nick. “So you're Nick,” she said, giving him aonce-over, her
lower lip between her teeth. She nodded sharply as she saw his scuffed dress shoes, then her lips twisted
in thought as she saw my flip-flops.

“Mrs. Morgan,” he said, smiling and offering his hand.

Shetook it, and | winced as she pulled him staggering into ahug. Shewas agreat ded shorter than he
was, and after hisfirg sartled moment, he grinned at me over her head.

“How wonderful to meet you,” she said as shelet him go and turned to Jenks.

The pixy had put himself at the ceiling. “Hi, Mrs. Morgan. Y ou look nicetonight,” he said warily, dipping
dightly.

“Thank you.” She smiled, her few wrinkles degpening. The house smelled like spaghetti sauce, and |
wondered if | should have warned Mom that Nick was human. “Wdl, come dl theway in. Can you stay
for lunch?I’m making spaghetti. No problem to make alittle more.”

| couldn’t help my sigh as she led the way to the kitchen. Slowly | started to relax. Mom seemed to be
watching her mouth more than usua. We entered the kitchen, bright from the overhead light, and |
bresthed easier. 1t looked normal—human normal. My mom didn’t do much spelling anymore, and only
the dissolution vat of satwater by the fridge and the copper spell pot on the stove gave anything away.
She had been in high school during the Turn, and her generation was very discreet. “We just cameto
pick up my ley line stuff,” | said, knowing my ideato get it and run was alost cause since the copper pot
wasfull of boiling water for pasta.

“It'sno trouble,” she said as she added a sheaf of spaghetti, ran her eyes down Nick, then added
another. “It' s after seven. You're hungry, aren't you, Nick?’

“Yes, Mrs. Morgan,” he said, despite my pleading look.

Sheturned from the stove, content. “And you, Jenks. | don't have much in the yard, but you' rewelcome
to what you can find. Or | can mix up some sugar water if you'd like.”

Jenks brightened. “ Thank you, ma am,” he said, flitting close enough to send the wisps of her red hair
waving. “I'll check the yard. Would you mind if | gathered the pollen from your Rose of Sharon? It will
do my youngest aworld of good thislate in the season.”

My mother beamed. “ Of course. Help yourself. Those damned fairies have just about killed everything
looking for spiders.” Her eyebrows arched, and | froze in amoment of panic. She had athought. No
teling what it was.

“Might you happen to have any children who would be interested in alate summer job?” she asked, and
my breath escaped mein areieved sound.

Jenks landed on her offered hand, wings glowing a satisfied pink. “Y es, ma am. My son, Jax, would be
dedlighted to work your yard. He and my two eldest daughters would be enough to keep the fairies out.



Il send them tomorrow before sunup if you like. By the time you have your first cup of coffee, there
won't beafary insght.”

“Marveous” my mother exclaimed. “ Those damn bastards have been in my yard dl summer. Drove my
wrens away.”

Nick started at the foul word coming from such amild-looking lady, and | shrugged.

Jenks flew an arching path from the back door to mein an unspoken request for meto openit. “If you
don't mind,” he said, hovering by the knob, “I’ll just nip out and take alook. | don’t want them running
into anything unexpected. He' sjust aboy, and | want to be sure he knows what to watch out for.”

“Excdlent idea,” my mother said, her hedls clacking on the white linoleum. Sheflicked on the back light
and let him out. “Wdl!” she said as she turned, eyeing Nick. “Sit down, please. Would you like
something to drink? Water? Coffee? | think | have abeer somewhere.”

“Coffee would be great, Mrs. Morgan,” Nick said as he pulled achair from under the table and lowered
himsdf intoit. | opened the fridge for the coffee, and my mom took the bag of grounds out of my hands,
fussing with soft mother sounds until | sat beside Nick. The scraping of my chair wasloud, and | wished
shewasn't making such afuss. Nick grinned, clearly enjoying my disquiet.

“Coffee,” she said as she puttered about. “1 admire aman who likes coffee with lunch. Y ou have no idea
how glad | am to meet you, Nick. It'sbeen solong since Rachel brought aboy home. Evenin high
school shewasn't much for dating. | was starting to wonder if she was going to lean the other way, if you
know what | mean.”

“Mom!” | exclaimed, feding my face go asred asmy hair.

Sheblinked a me. “Not that there' s anything wrong with that,” she amended, scooping out the grounds
and filling thefilter. | couldn’t look at Nick, hearing the amusement in him as he cleared histhroat. | put
my elbows on the table and dropped my head into my hands.

“But you know me,” my mother added, her back to us as she put the coffee away. | cringed, waiting for
whatever was going to come out of her mouth. “I’m of the mind that it’ s better to have no man than the
wrong one. Y our father, now, he was the right man.”

Sighing, | looked up. If she wastalking about Dad, she wouldn’t be talking about me.

“Such agood man,” she said, motions dow as she went to the stove. She stood sideways so she could
see us as shetook thelid off the sauce and stirred it. 'Y ou need the right man to have children with. We
were lucky with Rachdl,” she said. “Even so, weadmost lost her.”

Nick sat up interested. “How so, Mrs. Morgan?’

Her face went long in an old worry, and | rose to plug the coffeemaker in, since she had forgotten. The
coming story was embarrassing, but it was aknown embarrassment, much better than what she might
come out with, especidly after having mentioned children. | sat down beside Nick as my mom started in
with the usud opening line.

“Rachd was born with arare blood disease,” she said. “We had no ideait wasthere, just waiting for an
inopportune match to show itsdf.”

Nick turned to me, his eyebrowsraised. “ Y ou never told me that.”



“Wadl, shedoes't haveit anymore,” my mother said. “ The nice woman at the clinic explained everything,
saying that we were fortunate with Rachel’ s older brother, and that we had a one-out-of-four chance that
my next child would be like Rachdl.”

“That sounds like agenetic disorder,” he said. “Y ou usually don't get better from those.”

My mother nodded and turned the flame down under the boiling pasta. “ Rachel responded to a course of
herbal remedies and traditional medications. She' s our miracle baby.”

Nick didn’'t look convinced, so | added, “My mitochondriawere kicking out this odd enzyme, and my
white blood cdlls thought it was an infection. They were attacking healthy cellsasif they wereinvaders,
mostly the bone marrow and anything that had to do with blood production. All I know was, | wastired
al thetime. The herba remedies helped, but it was when puberty kicked in that everything seemed to
settle down. I'm fine now, except for being sengtive to sulfer, but it did shorten my life span by about ten
years. ' Leadt, that’ swhat they tell me.”

Nick touched my knee under thetable. “1’m sorry.”

| flashed him asmile. “Hey, what' sten years? | wasn't supposed to makeit to puberty.” | didn’t havethe
heart to tell him that even with ten years diced off my life expectancy, | was ill going to live decades
past him. But he probably aready knew that.

“Monty and | met a school, Nick,” my mother said, bringing the conversation back to itsorigina topic. |
knew she didn't like talking about the first twelve years of my life. “It was so romantic. The university had
just started their paranormal studies, and there was alot of confusion about prerequisites. Anyone could
take anything. | had no businessbeing in aley line class, and the only reason | signed up for it was
because the gorgeous hunk of witch in front of me at the registrar’ s office was, and adl my dternate
classeswerefull.”

Her spoon in the pot dowed, and steam wafted over her. “Funny how fate seemsto push people
together sometimes,” she said softly. “| took that classto St next to one man, but ended up faling in love
with hisbest friend.” She amiled a me. “Y our father. All three of us partnered for thelab. | would have
flunked if it hadn’t been for Monty. I'm not aley line witch, and snce Monty couldn’t stir aspell to save
hislife, he set dl my circlesfor methe next two yearsin return for meinvoking dl hischarmsfor him until
he graduated.”

| had never heard this one before, and as | rose to get three coffee mugs, my gaze fell upon the pot of red
sauce. Brow pinching, | wondered if there was atactful way to spill it down the garbage disposd. She
was cooking in her spell pot again, too. | hoped she had remembered to wash it in saltwater, or lunch
might be abit more interesting than usual.

“How did you and Rachel meet?’ my mother asked as she nudged me away from the pot and set aloaf
of frozen bread to bake in the oven.

Eyes suddenly wide, | shook my head in warning a Nick. His eyesflicked from meto my mother. “Ah, a
sporting event.”

“The Howlers?’ she questioned.

Nick looked to mefor help, and | sat beside him. “We met at therat fights, Mom,” | said. “I bet on the
mink, and he bet on therat.”

“Rat fights?” she said, making aface. “Nagty business, that. \WWho won?’



“They got away,” Nick said, his eyes soft on mine. “We adwaysimagined they escaped together and fell
madly in love and areliving in the city’ s sawers somewhere.”

| choked back alaugh, but my mother et hersflow freely. My heart seemed to catch at the sound. |
hedn't heard her laughin ddight inalong time,

“Yes” shesaid as she set her oven mittsaside. “| like that. Minks and rats. Just like Monty and me with
no more children.”

| blinked, wondering how she had jumped from rats and minksto her and Dad, and how that related to
them not having any more children.

Nick leaned close and whispered, “Minks and rats can’t procreste, either.”

My mouth opened in asilent, Oh, and | thought that perhaps Nick, with his odd way of seeing theworld,
might understand my mother better than | did.

“Nick, dear,” my mom said as she gave the sauice aquick, clockwiseturn. “You don't have acelular
diseasein your family, do you?’

Oh, no, I thought in panic as Nick answered evenly, “No, Mrs. Morgan.”
“Cdl meAlice” shesad. “I likeyou. Marry Rachdl and havelots of kids.”
“Mom!” | exclaimed. Nick grinned, enjoyingit.

“But not right away,” she continued. “Enjoy your freedom together for awhile. Y ou don't want children
until you'reready. Y ou are practicing safe sex, yes?’

“Mother!” | shouted. “ Shut up!” God, help me get through this night.

She turned, one hand on her hip, the other holding the dripping spoon. “Rachd, if you didn’t want meto
bring it up, you should have spelled your hickey.”

| stared at her, my mouth agape. Mortified, | rose and pulled her into the hdl. “ Excuse us,” | managed,
seeing Nick grinning.

“Mom!” | whispered in the safety of the hall. *'Y ou ought to be on medication, you know that?’

Her head drooped. “He seemslike anice man. | don’t want you to drive him away like you do al your
other boyfriends. I loved your father so. | just want you to be that happy.”

Immediately my anger fizzled to nothing, seeing her standing alone and upset. My shoulders shiftedina
sgh. | should come over more often, | thought. “Mom,” | said. “He' shuman.”

“Oh,” she said softly. “Guess thereisn’t much safer sex than that, isthere?’

| felt bad asthe weight of that Smple statement fell on her, and | wondered if that might change her
opinion of Nick. There could never be any children between Nick and me. The chromosomesdidn’t line
up right. Finding that out for sure had been the end of along-running controversy among Inderlanders,
proving that witches, unlike vamps and Weres, were a separate species from humans, as much as pixies
or trolls. Vamps and Weres, whether bitten or born to their status, were only modified humans. Though
witches mimicked humanity amost perfectly, we were as different as bananas from fruit fliesat acdlular
level. With Nick, | would be barren.



| had told Nick thefirst time our cuddling turned to something more intent, afraid he would notice if
something didn’t look quiteright. | had been amost sick with the thought he would react in disgust about
the different speciesthing. Then | dmost cried when his only wide-eyed question had been, “1t dl looks
and worksthe same, doesn't it?’

At thetime, | honestly hadn’t known. We had answered that question together.

Flushing at such thoughtsin front of my mother, | gave her aweak smile. Shereturned it, pulling her dight
body up straight. “Wdl,” shesaid, “I’'ll go open ajar of dfredo, then.”

Tenson drained from me, and | gave her ahug. Her grip had anew tightnessto it, and | responded in
kind. I'd missed her. “Thanks, Mom,” | whispered.

She patted my back, and we stepped apart. Not meeting my eyes, she turned to the kitchen. “I’'ve an
amulet in the bathroom if you want it, third drawer down.” She took a breath, and with a cheerful face
headed into the kitchen with quick, short steps. | listened for amoment, deciding nothing had changed as
she chattered happily to Nick about the weather while packing the tomato-based sauce avay. Relieved,
| thumped down the shadowed hdl in my flip-flops.

My mom'’ s bathroom looked eerily like vy’ s—minusthe fish in the bathtub. | found the amulet, and after
washing off the Covergirl, | invoked the spell, pleased at the result. A fina primp and sigh at my hair, and
| hustled back to the kitchen. No telling what my mom would tell Nick if | left her donewith him too

long.

Sure enough, | found them together with their heads amost touching as she pointed at the photo abum.
He had acup of coffeein hishands, the steam drifting between them. “Mom,” | complained. “Thisiswhy
| never bring anyone over.”

Jenks swings made a harsh clatter as he rose from my mother’ s shoulder. “Aw, lighten up, witch. We ve
already got past the naked baby pictures.”

| closed my eyesto gather my strength. Moving with ahappy swing in her step, my mother went to stir
the afredo sauce. | took her place by Nick, pointing down. “That’s my brother, Robert,” | said, wishing
he would return my phone cdls. “And there smy dad,” | said, feding a soft emotion fill me. | smiled back
at the photo, missing him.

“Helooksnice” Nick said.

“Hewasthebest.” | turned the page, and Jenks landed on it, hands on his hips as he strolled over my
life, carefully arranged in neet little rows and columns. “ That’ s my favorite picture of him,” | said, tapping
an unlikely looking group of deven-and twelve-year-old girls standing before ayellow bus. Wewere dl
sunburned, our hair three shades lighter than usua. Mine was cropped short and stuck out al over. My
dad was standing beside me, ahand on my shoulder as he smiled a the camera. | felt asigh dip from me.

“Thosearedl my friendsat camp,” | said, thinking my three years there had been some of my best
summers. “Look,” | said, pointing. “Y ou can seethe lake. It wasway up in New Y ork somewhere. |
only went swimming once, since it was so cold. Made my toes cramp up.”

“I never went to camp,” Nick said, looking at the facesintently.

“It was one of those‘Make-aWish' camps,” | said. “They kicked me out when they figured out | wasn't
dying anymore.”

“Rache!” my mother protested. “Not everyone there was dying.”



“Most were.” My mood went somber as my gaze roved over the faces, and | realized | was probably the
only oneinthepicture ill dive. | tried to remember the name of the thin black-haired girl standing beside
me, not liking it when | couldn’t. She had been my best friend.

“Rachel was asked to not come back after shelost her temper,” my mom said, “ not because she was
getting well. Shegot it into her head to punish alittle boy for teesing the girls”

“Little boy,” | scoffed. “He was older than everyone elsethereand abully.”
“What did you do?’ Nick asked, aglint of amusement in hisbrown eyes.
| got up to put coffeein my mug. “ Threw himinto atree.”

Jenks snickered, and my mother rapped the spoon on the side of the sauce pot. “Don’'t be modest.
Rachel tapped theley line the camp was built on and threw him thirty feet up.”

Jenks whistled and Nick’ s eyes grew wide. | poured out the coffee, embarrassed. It hadn’t been avery
good day. The brat had been about fifteen, and was tormenting the girl whose shoulder my arm was
draped over in the picture. | had told him to leave her aone, and when he pushed me down, | lostit. |
hadn’t even known how to draw on aley ling; it just kind of happened. Thekid landed in atree, fdl, and
cut hisarm. There had been so much blood, | got scared. The young vampsin the camp dl had to take a
specia overnight trip across the lake until they could dig up the dirt he had bled on and burniit.

My dad had to fly up and sort things out. It wasthefirst time | had used ley lines, and basicaly the last
until I went to college since my dad had tanned my hide but good. I’ d been lucky they hadn’t made me
leave right then and there.

| went back to the table, looking at him smiling at me from the photo. “Mom, can | have this picture?|
lost mine this spring when—amisaigned spell took them out.” | met Nick’ s eyes, the shared
understanding in them reassuring me he' d say nothing about my desth threats.

My mom sdled close. “ That’ sanice one of your father,” she said, pulling the photo out and handing it to
me before she went back to the stove.

| sat down in my chair and looked at the faces, searching for aname for any of them. | could recal none.
It bothered me.

“Um, Rachd?’ Nick said, peering down at the abum.
“Wha? Amanda? | slently asked the dark-haired girl. Was that your name?
Jenks swings flashed into motion, sending my hair to dance about my face. “Holy crap!” he exclamed.

| looked down to the picture that had been under the one now in my hand and felt my face go white. It
was the same day, since the background was of the bus. But thistime, instead of being surrounded by
preadolescent girls, my dad was next to aman who was adead ringer for an older Trent Kalamack.

My bresth wouldn’t come out. The two men were smiling, squinting againgt the sun. They had anarm
companionably about each other’ s shoulders and were clearly happy.

| exchanged frightened looks with Jenks. “Mom?” | finally managed. “Who isthis?”’

She came close, making asmall sound of surprise. “Oh, | had forgotten | had that one. That's the man
who owned the camp. Y our father and he were such good friends. It broke your dad’ s heart when he



died. And so tragically, too, not six years after hiswife. | think that was part of the reason your dad lost
the will to fight. They died only aweek gpart, you know.”

“No, | didn't,” | whispered, staring down. It wasn't Trent, but the resemblance was eerie. It had to be
hisfather. My dad had known Trent' sfather?

| put ahand to my stomach in a sudden thought. | had gone to camp with arare blood disease and | ft
every year feding better. Trent dabbled in genetic research. Hisfather might have done the same. My
recovery had been caled amiracle. Perhapsit had been outlawed, immoral, genetic manipulation. “God
help me,” | breathed.

Three summersat camp. Months of not waking until dmost sundown. The unexplained sorenessin my
hip. The nightmares| sill occasiondly woke from, of acloying vapor.

How much? | wondered. What had Trent’ sfather taken from my dad in payment for thelife of his
daughter? Had he exchanged it for hisown?

“Rachel?’ Nick said. “Are you okay?’

“No.” | concentrated on breathing, staring at the picture. “Can | have this one, too, Mom?’ | asked,
hearing my voice asif it weren't my own.

“Oh, | don'twant it,” shesaid, and | dipped it out, fingerstrembling. “ That’ swhy it was underneath. Y ou
know | can’t throw anything of your father’ saway.”

“Thanks,” | whispered.

Fifteen

| wedged one of my fuzzy pink dippers off and dismaly scratched the back of my calf with my toe. It
was after midnight, but the kitchen was bright, gleams of fluorescent light reflecting off my copper spell
pots and hanging utensils. Standing at the stainless stedl idand, | ground the pestle into the mortar, pulping
the wild geranium into agreen paste. Jenks had found it in avacant lot for me, trading one of his precious
mushroomsfor it. The pixy clan that worked the lot had gotten the better end of the dedl, but | think
Jenksfdt sorry for them.

Nick had made us sandwiches about ahaf an hour ago, and the lasagnawas put away into the fridge still
hot. My bologna sandwich had been tasteless. | didn’t think | could blameit al on the fact that Nick
hadn’t put ketchup oniit as| asked, saying he couldn’t find any in the fridge. Stupid human foible. I'd find
it endearing if it didn’t tick me off so much.

Ivy had yet to show, and | wouldn't eat the lasagna by mysalf in front of Nick. | wanted to talk to her but
I’d have to wait until she was ready. She was the most private person | knew, not even telling hersalf
what her fedingswere until she found alogicd reason to justify them.

Bob the fish swam in my next-to-the-largest spell pot beside me on the counter. | was going to use him
asmy familiar. | needed an animd, and fish were animds, right? Besides, Jenkswould flip out if | s0
much as hinted a akitten, and Ivy had given her owlsto her Sster after one narrowly escaped being torn
gpart when it caught Jenks s youngest daughter. Jezebd wasfine. The owl might be ableto fly again.
Someday.

Depressed, | continued to grind the leaves to a pulp. Earth magic held more power when made between
sunset and midnight, but tonight | was having difficulty concentrating, and it was aready past one. My
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thoughts kept circling back to that photo and the Make-a-Wish camp. A heavy sigh escaped me.

Nick looked up from the opposite side of the counter, where he was perched on abar stool finishing off
thelast of the bologna sandwiches. “ Giveit up, Rachd,” he said, smiling to soften hiswords, clearly
knowing where my thoughtslay. “1 don’t think you' ve been tampered with, and even if you were, how
could anyone proveit?’

| let the pestlefal till and pushed the mortar away. “My father died because of me,” | said. “If it hadn’t
been for me and my damned blood disease, he' d till be here. | know it.”

Hislong face went sad. “In hismind, it was probably hisfault you weresick.”
That made mefedl awhole lot better, and | dumped where | stood.
“Maybe they were just friends, like your mom said,” Nick offered.

“And maybe Trent’ sfather tried to blackmail my dad into something illegal and died because he wouldn't
doit.” At least he had taken Trent’s dad with him.

Nick stretched hislong arm out to snag the photo still on the counter where | had dropped it. “1 don't
know,” he said, hisvoice soft ashe gazed &t it. “They look like friendsto me.”

| wiped my hands off on my jeans and leaned to take the picture. My eyes crinkled as | scanned my
dad sface. Sealing my emotionsaway, | handed it back. “1 didn’t get well because of herba remedies
and spdlls. I" ve been tampered with.”

It wasthefirst time | had said it doud, and my stomach tightened. “But you' re dive,” he offered.

| turned away and measured six cups of springwater. Thetinkling asit ran into my largest copper spell
pot sounded loud. “What if it got out?’ | asked, unableto look at him. “They’ d pack me up and put me
away on somefrozenidand like | wasaleper, afraid whatever he did to me might mutate into something
and gtart another plague.”

“Oh, Rachd...” Nick dipped from hisstool. Anxious, | bused myself needlessy drying the measuring
cup. He came up behind me, giving me abackward hug before turning me around to face him. “You're
not a plague waiting to happen,” he cgjoled, meeting my eyes. “If Trent’ sfather cured your blood
disease, then he did. But it wasjust that. He fixed it. Nothing' s going to happen. See? I’ m il here” He
amiled. “Alive and everything.”

| sniffed, not liking that it bothered me so much. “1 don’t want to owe him anything.”

“Y ou don’t. Thiswas between your father and Trent’s, and that’ s assuming it even happened.” His hands
were warm around my waist. My feet were between his, and | laced my fingers behind his back and
balanced my weight against his own. “ Just because your dad and Trent’ s father knew each other, it
doesn’'t mean anything,” he said.

Right, | thought sarcastically. Welet go of each other a the same time, stepping reluctantly avay. While
Nick stuck hishead in the pantry, | checked over my recipe for the transfer medium. Thetext | had for
binding afamiliar wasin Latin, but | knew the scientific names of the plants enough to follow it. | was
hoping Nick would help with the incantation.

“Thanksfor kegping me company,” | said, knowing that he had a half-day shift a the university
tomorrow and anight shift at the museum. If he didn’t leave soon, he wouldn't get any deep before he
had to go to work.



Nick glanced at the black hallway as he sat down on his stool with abag of chips. “I was hoping to be
here when Ivy came back. Why don’t you spend the night a my house?’

My lipscurledinagmile. “I'll befine. She won't come home until she's calmed down. But if you're going
gtay for awhile, how about sketching some pentagrams for me?’

The crackle of plastic stopped. Nick looked at my black paper and silver chalk stacked suspicioudy on
the counter, then to me. Amusement lit hiseyes, and hefinished rolling down the edges of thebag. “I'm
not going to do your homework, Ray-ray.”

“I know what they look like,” | protested, putting the clippings of my hair into the spell pot and pushing
them down with my ceramic spoon until they sank. “I promise !’ [l copy them mysdif later. But if | don't
hand them in tomorrow, she' Il flunk me and Edden will deduct the cost of tuition from my fee. It'snot
far, Nick. Thewoman hasitinfor me!”

Nick ate a chip, skepticism pouring from him. “Y ou know them?’ | nodded, and he wiped hishand on
his jeans before pulling my textbook closer. “All right,” he challenged as hetilted the book so | couldn’t
see. “What does a pentagram of protection look like?’

My bresth escaped mein arelieved whoosh, and | added the sanicle decoction I' d prepared earlier.
“Standard graph with two braided linesin the outer circle.”

“Okay...How about divination?’
“New moons sketched at the points, and a mobius strip in the center for balance.”
Theamused glint in Nick’ s eye turned to surprise. “ Summoning?’ he prompted.

| smiled and dropped the pulped wild geranium into the brew. The bits of green hung suspended asif the
water wereagel. Coal. “Which one? Summoning internal power or aphysica entity?’

1] B(xh.”

“Internd power has acorns and oak leavesin the midpoints, and summoning an entity usesa Cdtic chain
binding the points.” Smug at his obvious surprise, | adjusted the flame under the pot and dug in my
slverware drawer for afinger stick.

“Okay. I’'mimpressed.” The book dipped down and he grabbed a handful of chips.
“You'll copy them for me?’ | asked, delighted.
“Promiseyou'll do them yoursdf later?’

“Dedl,” | said cheerfully. | had dready finished the short essays. Now al | had to do was make Bob my
familiar and I’ d be set. Piece of cake. | looked at Bob and cringed. Yeah. Piece of cake. “Thanks” |
said softly as Nick straightened my black drawing paper by tapping the ends on the counter.

“I'll make them doppy so shethinksyou did them,” he said.

| gave him araised eyebrow look. “ Thanksalot,” | amended dryly, and he grinned. Done with the brew,
| jabbed my finger and massaged out three drops of blood. The scent of redwood blossomed as they
plunked into the pot and the spell quickened. So far, so good.

“Earth witches don’'t use pentagrams,” Nick said as he sharpened the chalk by rubbing it against apiece
of scrap paper. “How come you know them?”



Careful to keep my bloodied finger clear, | polished my scrying mirror with avelveteen scarf borrowed
from Ivy. A shudder sfted through me at the cold fed of it. | hated scrying. It gave methe willies. “From
those pentagram jelly glasses,” | said. Nick looked up, the lost look on his face making me fed good for
some reason. “Y ou know. Thosejdly jars you can use for juice glasses when they’ re empty? These had
pentagrams on the bottom and their uses written on the side. | lived on peanut butter and jelly sandwiches
that year.” My mood went soft a the memory of my dad quizzing me over toas.

Nick rolled his deeves up and started sketching. “And | thought | was bad for digging to the bottom of
my cered box for thetoy.”

| was done with the prep work and ready to do some serious spelling. Timeto set my circle. “In or out,”
| asked, and Nick looked up from my homework, blinking. Seeing his confusion, | added, “I’m ready to
set my circle. Do you want to bein or out of it?’

He hesitated. “Y ou want meto move?’

“Only if you want to be out of it.”

Hislook turned incredulous. “Y ou' re going to enclose the entireidand?’
“Isthat aproblem?’

“No-0-0-0." Nick scooted hisbar stool closer. “Witches must be able to hold more ey line power than
humans. | can’t make acircle much bigger than three feet across.”

| smiled. “1 don’t know. I'd ask Dr. Andersif she wouldn’'t make mefed likeanidiot. | think it depends.
My mom can't hold acircle bigger than three feet, either. So...in or out?’

“In?l

My breath dipped from mein relief. “Good. | was hoping you'd say that.” Leaning over the counter, |
plunked my spell book down beside him. “I need your help trandating this.”

“Y ou want meto do your homework and help you bind your familiar, too?’ he protested.
| winced. “Theonly spel | could find in my bookswasin Latin.”

Nick looked at mein disbdlief. “Rachd. | degp at night.”

| glanced at the clock abovethe sink. “1t' sonly one-thirty.”

Sighing, he did the book to him. I knew he wouldn’t be able to resist once he sarted, and sure enough,
his mild annoyance shifted to hot interest before he had read more than a paragraph. “Hey, thisisold
Lain.

| leaned across the counter until my shadow covered the print. “1 can read the plant names, and I’ m sure
| made the transfer medium right, asit’s standard, but the incantetion isiffy.”

Hewasn't listening anymore, his brow furrowed as he ran along finger under thetext. “ Y our circle needs
to be modified to resolve and gather power.”

“Thanks,” | said, glad hewas going to help. | didn’t mind muddling through most things, but spelling was
an exact science. And just theideathat | needed afamiliar made me uncomfortable. Most witches had
them, but ley line witches needed them as amatter of safety. Dividing one' s aura helped prevent ademon
from pulling you into the ever-after. Poor Bob.



Nick went back to sketching pentagrams for me, glancing up as| pulled my twenty pound bag of st
from under the counter and set it thumping on top. Acutely aware of hiseyes on me, | scraped ahandful
from the clumping mass. At Ivy’singstence, | had blown off the security deposit and etched ashallow
circleinthelinoleum. vy had helped. Actudly, Ivy had doneal of it, using astring and chak contraption
to be surethe circle was perfect. I’ d sat on the counter and let her have at it, knowing it would tick her
off if I got in her way. The result was an absolutely perfect circle. She had even taken acompass and
marked true north with black nail polish to show mewhereto start my circle.

Now, peering down to find the black dot, | carefully sifted salt, moving clockwise around the idand until |
found my starting point. | added the doodads for protection and divination, put the green candles at the
appropriate places, then lit them from the flame that I’ d used to make the transfer medium.

Nick watched with half hisattention. | liked that he accepted me as awitch. When we had met, I'd
worried that snce he was one of the few humans who practiced the black arts, | would eventudly have
to smack him up and turn him in, but Nick had taken demonology to improve his Latin and get through a
language devel opment class, not to summon demons. And the novety of ahuman who accepted magic
with such ease was a definite turn-on.

“Last chanceto leave,” | said as| turned the gas burner off and moved the mediato the center idand.

Nick made anoise deep in histhroat, setting his perfect pentagram aside and starting on the next.
Envious of his smooth, straight lines, | pushed my paraphernalia aside to make a clear spot on the counter
acrossfrom him.

Thememory of being punished for having unknowingly tapped into aley line and flinging the camp bully
into atree flashed through me. | thought it stupid that my didike of ley lines might stem from the childhood
incident, but | knew it was more than that. | didn’t trust ley line magic. It wastoo easy to lose sight of
which side one smagic was on.

With earth witchcraft, it was easy. If you have to daughter goats, it's probably agood bet it’s black
magic. Ley line magic required a death payment, too, but it is amore nebulous death taken from your
soul, much harder to quantify and easier to dismiss—until it'stoo late.

The cogt for white ley line witcheraft was negligible, tantamount to me pulling weeds and using them in my
speling. But the unfiltered power available through ley lines was seductive. It took a strong will to stick to
sef-imposed limits and remain awhite ley line witch. The boundaries that |ooked so reasonable and
prudent when set, often seemed foolish or timid when the strength of aline coursed through you. I’d seen
too many friends go from the“pulling weeds’ andogy to “daughtering goats’ without even redizing

they’ d made the jump to the black arts. And they never listened, saying | wasjedlous or afoal.
Eventudly I’ d find myself hauling their asses down to the 1.S. lockup when they put ablack charm on the
cop who pulled them over for going fifty in athirty-five zone. Maybe that waswhy | couldn’t keep my
friends,

Those were the ones that bothered me, basically good people who had been tempted by a power greater
than their will. They were pitiable, their souls dowly eaten away to pay for the black magic they played
with. But it was the professional black witcheswho scared me, those strong enough to foster the
soul-death onto someone e seto pay for their magic. Eventualy, though, the soul-death found its way
home, probably dragging ademon aong withit. All I knew was, there was screaming, and blood, and
great big booms that shook the city.

And then | didn’t have to worry about that particular witch anymore.

| wasn't that strong of will. | knew it, accepted it, and avoided the problem by shunning ley lines



whenever | could. | hoped that taking afish as my familiar wasn't the start of anew path but just a speed
bump in my current road. Glancing a Bab, | vowed that’sal it would be. All witches had familiars. And
there was nothing in that binding spell that would hurt anyone.

Taking adow breeth, | closed my eyesto prepare myself for the coming disorientation of connecting to a
ley line. Sowly | willed my second sight into focus. The stench of burnt amber tickled my nose. An
unseen wind shifted my hair though the kitchen window was closed. It was dwayswindy in the
ever-after. | imagined thewalls that surrounded me becoming transparent, and in my mind' seyethey did.

My second sight strengthened, and the sensation of being outside grew until the mental scenery beyond
thewadlls of the church became asred as the counter, unseen under my fingers. Eyes closed to block my
mundane vison, | glanced over the nonexistent kitchen with my mind’ seye. Nick didn’t show up &t dl,
and the memory of the church’ swalls had vanished to faint, sllvery chalk lines. Through them, | could see

the surrounding landscape.

It was parklike, with aglowing red haze reflecting off the bottom of clouds where Cincinnati would be,
hiding behind the stunted trees. It was common knowledge that the demons had their own city, built on
the sameley lines as Cincinnati. Thetrees and plants carried asmilar reddish glow, and though no wind
whispered through the linden tree outside the kitchen, the branches of the stunted ever-after treestossed
inthe wind that lifted my hair. There were people who got off on the discrepancies between redlity and
the ever-after, but I thought it freaking uncomfortable. Someday, I’d go up Carew Tower and look at the
broken, glowing demon city with my second sight. My stomach tightened. Yeah, sure | would.

My gaze was drawn to the graveyard by the stark, amost glowing white tombstones. They and the moon
were the only things that seemed to exist without that red glow, unchanged in both worlds, and | stifled a
shudder. The ley line made a solid-looking red smear running due north at head height abovethe
tombstones. It was small—not even twenty yards, | guessed—but so underused that it seemed stronger
than the enormous ey line the univergity straddled.

Consciousthat Nick was probably watching with his own second sight, | stretched out my will and
touched the ribbon of power. | stlaggered, forcing my eyesto remain shut as my grip tightened on the
counter. My pulse legpt and my breeath quickened. “Swdll,” 1 whispered, thinking the force surging into
me seemed stronger than thelast time.

| stood and did nothing asthe influx continued, trying to equalize our strengths. My fingertipstingled and
my toes ached asit backwashed at my theoretica extremities, which mirrored my red ones. Findly it
began to balance, and atrace of energy left meto rgointheline. It was asif | was part of acircuit, and
theline' s passage left agrowing resdue that made me fed dimy.

The link with the ley line was heady, and no longer able to keep my eydids closed, they flew open. My
cluttered kitchen replaced the silver outlines. Queasy with disorientation, | tried to reconcile my mind's
eyewith my more mundane vision, using them smultaneoudy. Though | couldn’t see Nick with my
second sight, it would cast shadows upon him through my usud vision. Sometimes there was no
difference, but | waswilling to bet Nick wouldn’t be one of those people. Our eyes met, and | felt my
face go dack.

Hisaurawas rimmed in black. It wasn’t necessarily bad, but it pointed to an uncomfortable direction. His
narrow build looked gaunt, and where his bookish mien gave him ascholarly air before, now it had
undertones of danger. But what shocked me was the black circular shadow upon hisleft temple. It was
where the demon he had saved me from had put its mark, an |OU that Nick would someday haveto
repay. Immediately | looked at my wrist.



My skin showed only the usua upraised scar tissue in the shape of acircle with aline running through it.
That didn’t mean that was al Nick could see, though. Holding my arm up, | asked him, “Isit glowing
black?’

He nodded solemnly, his usua gppearance sarting to overshadow histhreatening look as my mind' seye
began to fater under the strength of my mundane sight.

“It' sthe demon mark, isn't it?’ | said as| ran my fingersover my wrigt. | didn’t see any hint of black, but
| couldn’'t see my aura, either.

“Yes” hesad softly. “Did, uh, anyonetell you that you look redlly different while channeling aley line?’

| nodded, my balance wavering asthe two redlities clashed. “ Different” was better than “scary asdl hell,”
whichiswhat Ivy had caled me once. “ Do you want out of the circle? | haven't closed it yet.”

1] NO_”

Immediately | felt better. A properly closed circle couldn’t be broken except by its maker. He didn’t
mind being trapped insde with me, and his show of trust was gratifying.

“All right, then. Here goes.” Taking asteadying breeth, | mentally moved the narrow rill of salt from this
dimension to the ever-after. My circle made the jump with the sharpness of a snapping rubber band
againgt my skin. | started asthe salt winked out of existence, replaced with an equa ring of ever-after.
The spine-tingling jolt was expected, but it got me every time.

“I hateit when it doesthat,” | said as| glanced at Nick, but he was staring a my circle.
“Whoa,” he breathed in awe. “Look at that. Did you know they were going to do that?’

| followed his gaze to the candles, and my jaw dropped. They had gone transparent. The flames il
flickered, but the green wax glowed with an utterly unreal [ook.

Nick did from hisstool, edging carefully around the counter to avoid hitting the circle. He crouched by
one of the candles, and | amost panicked when he extended afinger to touchit.

“No!” | shouted, and he jerked his hand back. “Um, | think they shifted to the ever-after with the sdt. |
don’t know what touching them will do. Just... don’t. Okay?’

He nodded as he stood. L ooking properly cowed, he went back to his stool. He didn’t pick up the
chak, though. He was going to watch. | smiled weeakly at him, not liking that | wasat sucha
disadvantage with ley line magic. But if | followed therecipe, I'd befine.

All but the barest remnant of power | had drawn from the ley line was now running through my circle. |
could fed it pressing againgt my skin. The molecule-thin dice of the ever-after was ared smear between
me and the rest of the world, making adome arching just over my head. Nothing could get through the
bands of dternating redlities. The oblong sphere was mirrored below me aswel, and if it had run into any
pipes or dectrical lines, the circle would not have been perfect, but vulnerable to breskage at that point.

Though most of the ley line force had gone into sealing the circle, there was dready a secondary buildup
beginning in me. It was dower, amost insdioudy so. It would continue until | broke the circleand
disconnected from the ley line. Ley line witches knew how to properly store power, but | didn't, and if |
remained connected to the line too long, it would drive me insane. The bare hour I’ d need would come
nowhere near too long.



Satisfied the circle was secure, | let my second sight die completely. The vison of Nick’ saurawas|ost to
me. “ Ready for step two?’ he asked, and | nodded.

Setting his pentagrams completely aside, he pulled the old book closer. Hisbrow furrowed asheran a
finger under the text to leave achak mark as heread. “Next, you remove dl charms and spellsfrom
yourself.” He looked up. “Maybe you should have taken asdt bath.”

“No. Theonly charms| have are amulets.” | pulled the spell | had gotten from my mom off, the cord
tugging a my hair. | felt my neck, giving Nick alopsided grin a his attention on it. After amoment’s
hesitation, | worked my pinkie ring off and set it aside.

“I knew it!” Nick exclaimed. “1 knew you had freckles. It wasthering, wasn't it?’

Hewas reaching out, and | handed it to him across the clutter between us. “My dad gaveit to mefor my
thirteenth birthday,” | said. “Seethewood inlay? | haveto renew it every year.”

Nick glanced at me from under hisbangs. “1 like your freckles.”

Embarrassed, | took my ring back and set it aside. “What do | do now?’

He glanced down. “Um... prepare the transfer medium.”

“Done,” | said, giving the spell pot asharp tap to hear it ring. Thiswasn’t so bad.

“Okay...” Hewasdlent, and theticking clock seemed to grow loud. Still reading, he said, “Now you
have to stand on your scrying mirror and push your auradown into your reflection.” His brown eyes
pinched in worry asthey met mine. “Y ou can do that?’

“Intheory. That'swhy | was S0 picky about the circle. Until I get my auraback, I'll be vulnerableto all
sorts of things.” He nodded, his gaze distant in thought. “Will you watch and tell meif it works?1 can't
seemy own aura”

“Sure. Itisn't going to hurt, isit?’

| shook my head as| took up the scrying mirror and set it on the floor. Looking down at its black
surface, | was reminded of why | had worked so hard to avoid ley line magic. Its perfect blackness
seemed to soak up thelight, but at the same timewas ill shiny. | couldn’'t see mysdlf init, and it pegged
my creepy meter.

“Barefoot,” Nick added, and | kicked off my dippers. Taking adeep bregath, | stepped onto the mirror.
It wasascold asit was black, and | stifled ashiver, feding | might fall through it asif it were apothole.

“Euwie” | said, making aface at the pulling sensation from under my feet.

Nick stared, standing up and looking over the counter at my feet. “It' sworking,” he said, hisface
suddenly pae.

Swallowing, | took my hands and ran them down my head asif pushing off water. An ache set my heed
to throb.

“Oh, yeah,” Nick said, sounding sick. “That pullsit off much faster.”

“It fedsawful,” | muttered as| continued to push my auradown to my feet. | knew it was going by the
soft ache its absence | eft behind. There was ataste of meta on my tongue, and | glanced at the black
surface, my mouth dropping as| saw my reflectioninit for thefirst time. My red hair hung about my face,



looking just as | would have expected, but my features were lost behind asmear of amber. “Ismy aura
brown?’ | asked.

“It' sbright gold,” Nick answered as he dragged his stool around to my side of the counter. “Modtly. |
think you got it al. Canwe ...moveon?’

Hearing the uneasein hisvoice, | met hiseyes. “Please”

“Good.” He sat and pulled the book onto hislap. Head bowed, he read the next passage. “ Okay, put the
scrying mirror into the transfer medium, being careful not to let your fingers touch the mediaor your aura
will resttach and you' |l haveto start over.”

| refused to look in the mirror, worried that I’ d see mysdlf trapped init. Shoulderstense, | scuffed my
dippers back on. My feet ached and my head throbbed with the beginnings of amigraine. If | didn’t finish
thisquickly, | was going to be stuck in adark room with awashcloth al day tomorrow. Taking up the
mirror, | gingerly dipped it into the media. The specks of wild geranium flashed to nothing, dissolved by
my aura. It was eerie, even by my standards, and | couldn’t help an “ooooh” of appreciation. “What's
next?’ | asked, wanting to be donewith it so | could take my aura back.

Nick’s head was bent over the book. “Next, you need to anoint your familiar with the transfer medium,
but you have to be careful to not touch the mediayoursdf.” Helooked up. “How do you anoint afish?’

| felt my face go dack. “I don’'t know. Maybe | could just dip him into the vat dong with the mirror?’ |
reached for the book on hislap, turning the page. “1sn't there anything about making afish your familiar?’
| questioned. “Everything eseisin there”

Nick pushed my hands from the pages as one tore. “No. Go put your fish in the spell pot. If it doesn't
work, we'll try something else”

My mood went sour. “1 don’t want my aurasmelling likefish,” | said as| dipped ahand into Bob's bowl,
and he snickered.

Bob didn’t want to go in the spell pot. Trying to catch his darting shape in around bowl was dmost
impossible. Getting him out of the bathtub had been easy—I smply drained it until he was beached—but
now, after afrustrating moment of near misses, | was ready to dump him onto thefloor. Findly | got him
and, dripping water over the counter, dropped himin. | peered into the spell pot, watching his gills pump
the amber liquid.

“Okay,” | said, hoping hewasdl right. “He s anointed. What' s next?’

“Jugt an incantation. And when the transfer medium goes clear, you can take back the aurayour familiar
left you.”

“Incantation,” | said, thinking ley line magic was stupid. Earth magic didn’t need incantations. Earth magic
was precise and beautiful inits smplicity. My eyes shifted to the not-there candlesand | tifled a shudder.

“Here. I'll read it for you.” He stood up with the book, and | made a spot for it beside Bob in the bowl. |
leaned close to him over the book, thinking he smelled good, manly good. Intentionaly bumping into him,
| felt awarm current that was probably his aura. Too busy deciphering the text, he didn’t notice. Sighing,
| put my attention on the book.

Nick cleared histhroat. His eyebrows bunched and hislips moved as he whispered the words, sounding
dark and dangerous. | caught about onein every three words. He finished, giving me one of his half
smiles. “How about that,” he said. “It rhymes.”



A sgh shifted my shoulder. “Do | needtosay it in Latin?’

“I wouldn't think so. The only reason they made these things rhyme is so the witch can remember them.
It stheintent behind the words rather than the words themselves that does the trick.” He bent back over
the book. “ Give meamoment and I'll trandateit. | think | can even makeit rhymefor you. Latinisvery
looseinitsinterpretation.”

“Okay.” Nervous and jittery, | tucked my hair behind an ear and looked into the spell pot. Bob didn’t
look happy.

“ “Parstibi, totum mihi. Vinctus vinculis, precefactis’ ” Nick looked up. “Ah, ‘someto you, but dl to
me. Bound by ties made so by plea.” ”

| dutifully repeated it, feding silly. Invocations. Could it be any more hokey? Next I’ d be stlanding on one
foot and shaking a posy of feathersat the full moon.

Nick’sfinger ran under the print. “ *Lunaservata, lux sanata. Chaos statutum, pgus minutum.” ” His
brow furrowed. “Let’s go with, ‘ Moon made safe, ancient light made sane. Chaos decreed, taken
tripped if bane.” ”

| echoed him, thinking ley line witches had a substantia lack of imagination.

“ *Mentem tegens, malum ferens. Semper servus, dum duret mundus.” Ah, I’d say, “Protection recaled,
carrier of worth. Bound before the world' srebirth.” ”

“Oh, Nick,” | complained, “are you sure you' re trandating that right? That' s dreadful .”

Hesghed. “Try thisthen.” He thought for amoment. “Y ou could dso trandate it as, ‘lee of mind, bearer
of pain. Save until theworldsaredain.’ ”

That | could livewith, and | said it, feding nothing. We both peered in at Bob, waiting for the amber
liquid to go clear. My head pounded, but other than that, nothing happened. “I think | did it wrong,” |
sad, scuffing my dippers.

“Oh—shit,” Nick swore, and | looked up to find him staring over my shoulder at the doorway to the
kitchen. He swallowed hard, his Adam'’ s apple bobbing.

The hair on the back of my neck pricked. My demon scar gave a pulse. Bregath catching, | spun around,
thinking Ivy must be home.

Butit wasn't Ivy. It was ademon.
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“Nick!” I cried, ssumbling back. The demon grinned. It looked like an aristocratic Brit, except that |
recognized it as the one who put on vy’ sface and tore out my throat that spring.

My back found the counter. | had to run. | had to get out of here! It would kill me! Flailing to put the
counter between us, | hit the spell pot.

“Watch the brew!” Nick shouted, reaching out even as the bowl tipped.

| gasped, tearing my gaze from the demon long enough to see Bob' s bowl spill. Aura-laced water spilled
over the counter in an amber wash. Bob did out, flopping.
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“Rachd!” Nick exclamed. “ Get thefish! He has your aura. He can bresk the circle!”
I’'minacircle, | thought, strangling my panic. The demon isn’t. It can’t hurt me.
“Rachd!”

Nick’s shout tore my eyesfrom the grinning demon. Nick was desperately trying to catch Bab, flopping
on the counter, and keep the spilled water from reaching the edge. My face went cold. | waswilling to
bet just the aura-laced water would be enough to break the circle.

| lunged for the paper towels. As Nick fumbled for Bob, | made a mad dash around the counter, laying
sguares of white to sop up rivulets before they could make puddles on the floor that would run to the
circle. My heart pounded and | frantically ternated my attention from the water to the demon standing
with a bewildered, amused expression in the archway to the hall.

“Gotcha,” Nick whispered, his breath exploding from him in aragged sound as he findly gained control
of thefish.

“Not the sdltwater!” | warned as Nick held him over my dissolution pot. “Here.” | shoved Bob'sorigina
bowl a Nick. Ordinary water doshed out, and | blotted it up as Nick dropped Bob in. The fish
shuddered, snking to the bottom with his gills pumping.

Silence descended, framed by the heavy rasping of our breathing and the ticking of the clock abovethe
snk. Nick’sand my eyes met over the bowl. As one, we turned to the demon.

It looked pleasant enough, having taken the shape of a young man with amustache, e egant and polished.
It was dressed as an eighteenth century businessman in asuit of green velvet with lacetrim and long tails.
Round glasses were perched atop its thin nose. They were smoked to hideits red eyes. Though ableto
shift itsform and shape at will—becoming everything from my roommate to a punk rocker—its eyes
stayed the same unless it made the effort to take on al the abilities of whomever it was mimicking. Hence,
my demon bite laced with vamp sdiva. A tremor shook me as| recalled that its pupils were ditted like a
goat's.

Fear tightened my stomach, and | hated being afraid. | forced my hands to unclench their grip on my
elbows, pulled mysdlf straight and tossed my head. “Ever think of updating your wardrobe?’ | mocked. |
wassafeinacircle. | wassafeinacircle.

My breath caught asared mist of ever-after hazed it. The demon’s clothes molded to a modern-day
business suit I’ d expect to see on a Fortune-twenty executive. “ Thisisso... common,” it said, its
resonate, British-laden accent perfect for the stage. “But | wouldn't want it said that | wasn't
accommodating.” It took its glasses off, and my breath hissed in. | stared at the alienness of its eyes,
jerking as Nick touched my arm.

Nick looked wary—not nearly scared enough to please me—and | felt aflush of embarrassment at my
earlier panic. But damn it, demons scared the crap out of me. No onerisked calling up demons since the
Turn. Except for whoever called this one up to maul me last spring. And then there had been the one that
attacked Trent Kalamack. Maybe demon summoning was more common than | wanted to admit.

| hated that Nick’ s respect for them stopped short of terror. They fascinated him, and | was afraid his
search for knowledge would someday lead him to make afoolish decision, letting the tiger turn and egt
him.

The demon smiled to show thick flat teeth asit glanced over itsattire. It made a degp-in-thought sound



and thewool disappeared, to become ablack T-shirt tucked into leather pants with agold chain belted
around narrow hips. A black leather jacket appeared, and the demon stretched in acloud of sensudlity,
showing every curve of the new, attractive muscle pulling its T-shirt tight acrossits chest. Blond hair cut
short grew asit shook its head, and its height lengthened.

| felt mysdf pae. It had become Kigt, pulling my old fear of him right out of my head. The demon seemed
to take great ddight in changing into whatever frightened methe mogt. | wouldn't let it shakeme. |
wouldn't.

“Oh, thisisnice,” the demon said, its accent shifting to asultry, bad-boy drawl to match its new look.
“You'reafraid of the prettiest people, Rache MarianaMorgan. | rather like being thisone.” Licking its
lips suggestively, it sent its gaze across my neck, lingering on the scar it had given mewhile | was
sprawled on the floor of the university library’ s basement, lost in ahaze of vamp-sdivarinduced ecstasy
asitkilled me.

The memory sent my heart pounding. My hand rose to cover my neck. The pressure from its gaze
pushed on my skin, making it tingle. “Stop it,” | demanded, frightened asit sent the scar into play and
tendrils of feding ran like molten metal from my neck to my groin. My breeth hissed in through my nose.
“l sad stop it!”

The blue of Kist's eyes went wide and flashed to red. Seeing my resolve, the demon’ s outlines blurred.
“You aren't afraid of thisone anymore,” it said, its voice shifting to become lower and laden with a
proper British accent again. “ Pity. | do so like to be young and testosterone laden. But | know what
frightensyou. Let’' s keep that a secret, hum? No need to let Nick Sparagmos know. Not yet. He may
want to buy the information.”

Nick’ s breathing sounded harsh beside me as the demon doffed the biker’ s hat—uwhich promptly
vanished in ahaze of ever-after red—and shifted, returning to its previous form of British nobility inlace
and green velvet. It smiled at me over itsround smoked glasses. “Thiswill do, inthe meantime,” it said.

| jJumped as Nick touched me. “Why are you here?’ he asked. “No one called you.”

The demon said nothing, glancing over the kitchen with undisguised curiosity. Showing a predatoria
grace, it began to circle the bright room, its shiny buckled boots silent on the linoleum. “1 know you are
new to dl of this” it mused adoud asit tapped at Mr. Fish’ s brandy snifter on the windowsill and thefish
quivered, “but generdly the summoner is outside the circle, and the summoned ison the inside.” It
turned on ahed to send itslong coattailsfurling. “1I’ll give you that for free, Rachel MarianaMorgan.
Because you made melaugh. | haven't laughed since the Turn. We dl laughed at that.”

My pulse had dowed but my knees felt watery. | wanted to it down but didn’t dare. “How can you be
here?” | asked. “Thisisholy ground.”

The vison of British grace opened my fridge. Making atsk-tsk sound, it shuffled through the leftovers,
coming out with a half-empty container of fudge frogting. “Ohyes, | do like thisarrangement. Being on
the outsideis ever so much moreinteresting. | think I'll answer that query for freeaswell.”

Oozing old world charm, it pulled the top of the frosting off. The blue plastic disappeared in asmear of
ever-after, and the demon dipped the gold spoon that had taken its place into the container. “Thisisn’t
holy ground,” it said asit stood in my kitchen in agentleman’ sfrock and ate frogting. “ The kitchen was
added after the sanctuary was blessed. Y ou could have the entire grounds sanctified, but then you'd
connect your bedroom to the ley line in the graveyard. Ooooh, and wouldn’t that be ddightful.”

A sck feding twisted my stomach at what that might mean. Eyebrowsraised, it looked at me over its



smoked glasses, its red eyes showing a shocking amount of sudden ire. “Y ou had better have something
worth hearing, or I’'m going to beroyaly buggered.”

| sraightened in understanding. It thought | had summoned it with an offer of information to pay off my
IOU. My pulse jackhammered back into full throttle as the container of frosting vanished from the
demon’shand and it came closeto thecircle.

“Don’t!” | blurted asit tapped the sheet of ever-after between us. The demon’ sface logt its amusement
and, expression deadly serious, it ran its attention over the seam with thefloor. | gripped Nick’sarm asit
mumbled about tearing summonerslimb from limb, interrupted teas, and how inconsderate it wasto pull
someone from their dinner or Wednesday night telly. Adrendine shook me asthe demon dissolved to a
red mist and sank through the floorboards.

| clutched a Nick, my kneesthreatening to give way. “He s checking for pipes,” | said. “Thereareno
pipes. | looked.” Fear made my shoulders hurt as | waited for the demon to rise through the floor at my
feet and kill me. “I looked!” | asserted, trying to convince mysdlf.

| knew the circle bisected rocks and roots, and the top of it went into the attic, but aslong asthere
wasn't an open path like a phone or gasline, the circle was secure. Even alaptop could bresk acircleif
it was connected to the net and an e-mail camein.

“Oh good. He' sback,” Nick breathed as the demon reappeared outside the circle, and | stifled alaugh,
knowing it would sound hysterical. What kind of alifedid | have when seeing a demon was a good

thing?

The demon stood before us, taking atin of what probably wasn't snuff out of atiny vest pocket and
sniffing apinch of black powder into both nodirils. “Y ou cast awell-built circle” it said between cultured
sneezes. “Asgood as your father's.”

My eyeswidened and | stepped to the circle' s edge. “What do you know of my dad?’

“Reputation, Rachel MarianaMorgan,” it Smpered. “ Strictly reputation. He was not in my realm of
expertise when he was alive. Now that he’ sdead, I'm interested. | specialize in secrets. Asdoes Nick
Sparagmos, it seems.” It put the tin away and pulled Ivy’ s chair out from before her computer. “Now,” it
sadidly asit shook the mouse and brought up the Internet, “as amusing asthisis, can we get on with it?
Your circleistight. | won't bekilling you now.” Itsred eyeswent dy. “Later, perhaps.”

| followed its gaze to the clock over the sink. It was one-forty. | hoped Ivy didn't walk in onthis. An
undead vamp might survive a demon attack, but alive one would stand as much of achance asme.

| took a bregth to tell it to go away because | didn’t cal it, but athought stopped me cold. It knew
Nick’slast name. It had said it twice.

“It knowsyour last name,” | said, turning to Nick. “Why doesit know your name?’
Nick’s mouth opened and his eyes did to the demon. “Ah...”

“Why doesit know your name?’ | demanded, my handson my hips. | wastired of being afraid, and
Nick was a convenient outlet. “ Y ou’ ve been cdling it up, haven’t you!”

“Wdll...” hesad, hislong face reddening.

“Youidiot!” | shouted. “I told you not to call it. Y ou promised you wouldn't!”



“No,” hesaid, hishandstaking agrip on my shoulders. “I didn’'t. You said | wouldn’t. And it just sort of
happened. | didn’'t even mean to cdl him thefirgt time.”

“Thefirgd?" | exclamed. “How many times have there been?”’

Nick scratched the bristles on his cheek. “ See, | was sketching pentagrams—for practice. | wasn't going
to do anything. He appeared, thinking | wastrying to cal him with some information to pay off my debt.
Thank God | wasinacircle” Nick glanced at the soggy paperswith their slver chalk lines. “ Just like he
showed up tonight.”

Together we turned to the demon, and it sent its shouldersto riseand fall in ashrug. It seemed more than
willing to wait out our argument, moreinterested in vy’ sfavoriteslist than us a the moment.

“It'sanit, notahim,” | said. “And I’m not going to let you blame this on the demon.”
“How very kind of you, Rachel MarianaMorgan,” the demon said, and | scowled.

Nick was gtarting to look angry. On sudden impulse | pushed the hair from hisleft temple. My breath
caught as | saw two lines bisecting his demon scar instead of one. “Nick!” | wailed. “Y ou know what
happens when you get too many of those?’

He took a bothered step back, and his brown hair fell to hideit.

“It can pull you into the ever-after!” | shouted, wanting to smack him agood one. | had only oneline
through my demon scar, and theworry il kept me up at night.

Nick said nothing, watching me with unrepentant eyes. Damniit dl to hell, hewasn’t even trying to explain
himsdf. “Tak tomel” | exclamed.

“Rachd,” hesaid. “Nothing is going to happen. I'm being careful.”
“But you havetwo 10Us,” | protested. “If you don’'t make good, you belong to it.”

He smiled confidently, and | cursed his belief that the printed word held al the answers and he would be
safeif hefollowed therules. “It'sokay,” he said as he took my shouldersagain. “1I’ve only entered into a
tria contract.”

“Trid contract...” | ssammered, floored. “Nick, thisisn't twenty CDsfor a penny with only three moreto
buy. It strying to take your soul!”

The demon chuckled, and | flicked aglance at it.

“That' s not going to happen,” Nick soothed. “1 can call on him whenever | want, same asif | gave him
my soul. And at the end of three years| walk away with no ties or commitments.”

“If it soundslike too good aded, you aren't looking at the fine print.”

Still he smiled, hisface showing confidence instead of the terror he should have been feding. “I read the
fine print.” Hisfinger rose to touch my lips and stop my outburgt. “All of it. | get minor questions
answered for free, and | can put larger questions to him on credit.”

My eyes closed. “Nick. Did you know your auraisrimmed in black? Y ou look like awraithin my
mind’ seye.”

“So doyou, love,” Nick whispered, pulling me close.



Shocked, | did nothing as his arms went about me. My aura was as tainted as his? | hadn’t done
anything but let it save my life.

“Hehasdl theanswers, Rachd,” Nick whispered, and | felt my hair move with hisbregath. “1 can't help
it

The demon cleared itsthroat, and | pulled away from Nick.

“Nick Sparagmosis my best student since Benjamin Franklin,” the demon said, its accent making it
sound completely reasonable asit touched vy’ s screen to makeit go blue. It didn’t fool me, though. The
thing couldn’t be swayed by pity, guilt, or remorse. If it had found away past my circle, it would have
killed us both for the audacity of calling it from the ever-afte—whether it had been intentiond or not.

“Though Attila could have gone far if he had been ableto look past the military applications,” it
continued, looking &t itsnails. “And it is hard to best Leonardo di ser Piero da Vinci for outright
cleverness”

“Name dropper,” | muttered, and the demon inclined its head gracioudy. It was more obvious than
wordsthat if Nick had the demon at hisbeck and call for three years, he would agree to anything to keep
it there. Which was exactly what the demon was counting on.

“Um, Rachd,” Nick said as he took my elbow. “ Since he' s here, you might want to arrange for a
summoning name from him so he doesn’t show up every timeyou close acircle and draw a pentagram.
That'show he got my name. | gaveit to him for his summoning name.”

“I know your names, Rachel MarianaMorgan,” the demon said. “1 want a secret.”

My stomach clenched. “Sure,” | said tiredly, scrambling for something. | had afew of those. My eyesféll
on the photo of my dad and Trent’ sfather, and | sllently held it up to the transparent sheet of ever-after.

“Where sthe secret in that?’ the demon mocked. “Two men standing beforeabus.” Then it blinked. |
watched, fascinated, asthe horizontal ditswent wide until its eyeswere almost black. It stood, reaching
out for it. A muttered curse dipped past itslips asitsfingers smacked into the barrier. | smelled burnt
amber.

My pulse legpt at its sudden interest. Maybe it was enough to completely pay off my debt. “ Interested?”
| taunted. “Clear my debt, and I'll tell you who they both are.”

The demon fdll back, chuckling. “Oh, you think it’sthat important?’ it mocked. But its eyestracked the
photo as | set it on the counter behind me. Without warning, it shifted forms. The red blur of ever-after
melted and flowed. | stared, appalled, asit took on my face. It even had freckles. It waslike staring into
amirror, and my skin crawled as my image moved without my volition. Nick went ashen, hislong face
dack ashe stared from metoiit.

“I' know who both men are,” the demon said in my voice. “ The oneisyour father, the other is Trenton
Aloysius Kdamack’ sfather. But the camp bus?’ Its eyesfastened on mein adevious delight. “ Rachel
MarianaMorgan, you have indeed given me asecret.”

It knew Trent’s middle name? Then the same demon attacked us both. Someone had wanted us both
dead. For an instant | was tempted to ask the demon who, then dropped my eyes. | could find that out
on my own, and it wouldn’t cost me my soul.

“Cdl useven for you having taken methrough theley linesand leave meforever,” | said, and the demon
laughed. | wondered if my teeth wereredly that big when | opened my mouth.



“Oh, you arealove” it said in my voice and its accent. “ Seeing that picture is enough to buy a
summoning name, perhaps, but if you want to absolve your debt, | need something more. Something that
could mean your death if it waswhispered into theright ear.”

Thethought that | might berid of it completely filled mewith arecklessdaring. “What if | told you why |
was there? At that camp?’ Nick moved nervoudly beside me, but if | got rid of the demon forever, it
would beworthit.

The demon snickered. “Y ou flatter yourself. That can’t be worth your soul.”

“Then I'll tdl youwhy | wasthereif | can summon you safely even without acircle” | blurted, thinking it
didn’t want to clear my debt smply so it would have achance at melater.

At that, the demon laughed, turning my stomach asits appearance grotesquely shifted back to the British
gentleman even asit roared in mirth. “A promise of safety without acircle?’ it said, wiping itseyeswhen
it could spesk again. “ There' s nothing on this God-gtinking earth that’ s worth that.”

| swallowed hard. My secret was good—and all | wanted was to be free of it—but it wouldn’t believe it
wasworth it unless| told it first. “1 had arare blood disease,” | said before | could change my mind. “I
think Trent’ sfather fixed it with hisillega genetic therapy.”

The demon chortled. “ Y ou and severa thousand other brats.” Coattailsfurling, it strode to the edge of
thecircle. | backpeda ed to the counter, heart pounding. “Y ou had better start taking this serioudy, or |
will losemy good...” It jerked asit caught sight of my book, open to the charm for binding afamiliar.
“...temper,” it finished, the word trailing to nothing.

“Where did you—" it sammered, then it blinked, sending its goat-ditted eyes over me, then Nick. |
couldn’t have been more surprised when asmall sound of disbelief escaped it. “Oh,” it said, sounding
shocked. “ Damn methrice.”

Nick reached behind me, closing the book and covering it with my sheets of black paper. Suddenly | felt
ten times more nervous. My gaze roved over the trangparent candles and the pentagram made out of sdlt.
What in hdll was| doing?

The demon backed away with a degp-in-thought, toe-to-heel maotion. White-gloved hand to its chin, it
eyed mewith anew intentness, giving me the sensation that it could see through me aseasily as| could
see through those green candles | had lit, not knowing what they werefor. Its quick shift from anger to
surpriseto an ingidious contriving went right to my core, shaking me.

“Wel now, let’ snot be hasty,” it amended, its brow furrowed asit glanced at the gadget-strewn watch
that appeared on itswrist the instant it looked down. The watch was atwin to Nick’s. “What to do, what
to do. Kill you or keep you? Hold to tradition or bow to progress? | do believe the only thing that will
stand up in court isto let you decide.” It smiled, and an unstoppable shiver shook me. “And we do want
thistobelegd. Very, very legd.”

Frightened, | did down the counter to tuck into Nick. When did what was legal mean anything to a
demon?

“I'will not kill you if you summon mewithout acircle,” the demon said abruptly, its heds making asharp
tap on thelinoleum asit backed up, excitement showing initsjerky motions. “If I'mright, | will begiving
you thisanyway. We Il know soon.” It grinned wickedly. “1 can hardly wait. Either way, you' re mine.”

| jumped as Nick took my elbow. “I’ve never heard of a promise of safety without acircle,” he



whispered, his gaze pinched. “Ever.”
“That' s becauseit’ sonly given to the walking dead, Nick Sparagmos.”

The bad feding in the pit of my stomach started working itsway upward, tightening every muscle on the
way. There was nothing on this God-gtinking earth worth arisk-free summoning, but it gave me that
ingtead of absolving me from my debt? Oh, that had to be good.

| had overlooked something. | knew it. Resolute, | pushed the fedling aside. I’ d made bad deals before
and survived them. “Fine,” | said, my voice quavering. “I’m done with you. | want you to go directly
back to the ever-after with no deviations aong the way.”

The demon glanced at itswrist again. “ Such aharsh mistress,” it said elegantly, in agrand mood asit
opened the freezer and took out afrozen box of microwavefries. “But asyou'rein thecircleand I’m out
here, I'll leave when | damn well please.” Itswhite-gloved hand was enveloped in ared smesr, clearing
to show the fries teaming. Opening the fridge, it frowned. “No ketchup?’

Two p.m., | thought, glancing at the clock. Why was that important? “Nick,” | whispered, going cold.
“Takethe batteries out of your watch. Now.”

“What?’

The clock above the sink said five minutesto two. | wasn't sure how accurate it was. “ Just doit!” |
shouted. “It’s connected to Colorado’ s atomic clock. It sends out a pulse at midnight their time to reset
everything. The pulsewill bresk the circle, just like an active phoneline or gas pipe.”

“Oh... shit,” Nick said, hisdack face going white.
“Damn you witch!” the demon shouted, furious. “I dmost had you both!”

Nick wasfrantically working at hiswatch, hislong fingers prying at the back. “Do you have acoin?|
need adimeto get the back off.” His eyeswere frightened as they jerked to the clock above the sink.
His hand went into a pocket, searching.

“Giveit herel” | exclaimed, snatching the watch. | threw it on the counter. Plucking the mest-tenderizing
hammer from the rack above me, | swung.

“No!” Nick cried as pieces of watch went everywhere. “We had three minutes yet!”

| shrugged off hisgrip and beet at it. “You seel” | exclamed, bringing the hammer down again and again.
“You see how clever itis?” Adrenaine made my motionsjerky as| brandished the wooden hammer at
him. “1t knew you had that watch. It wasjust waiting! That’swhy it agreed to giving me asafe
summoning!” With acry of frugration, | threw the hammer a the demon. It hit the unseen wall of the
circle and bounced back to clatter at my feet. There wasn't much left of Nick’ swatch but abent back
and shards of quartz.

Nick dumped against the counter, the fingers of one hand pressing into hisforehead as he bowed his
head. 1 thought he wanted to teach me,” Nick whispered. “ All those times, hewas just trying to get me
to keep him with me until the circle broke.”

Hejumped as | touched his shoulder, staring at me with frightened eyes. Findly he wasfrightened. “ Do
you understand now?” | said hitterly. “It'sgoing to kill you. It'sgoing to kill you and take your soul. Tell
meyouwon't cal it again. Please?’



Nick took aquick breath. He met my eyes, shaking his head. “I’ll be more careful,” he whispered.
Frustrated, | spun to the demon. “Get out of herelikel told you to!” | shouted.

With an unearthly grace, the demon stood. The vision of a British gentleman took a moment to adjust the
lace about itsthroat and then its cuffs. Motions dow and deliberate, it pushed the chair back under the
table. It inclined its head to me, itsred eyes watching from over its glasses. “ Congratul ations on binding
your familiar, Rache MarianaMorgan,” it said. “ Summon me with the name Algdiarept. Tell anyone my
name, and you' re mine by default. And don't think that because you don’t haveto beinacircleto
summon methat you're safe. Y ou are mine. Not even your soul isworth your freedom.”

And with that it vanished in asmear of red ever-after, leaving the scent of grease and fried potatoes.

Seventeen

| st at the lab stool and tapped my ankle againgt the rungs. “How much longer do you think she can drag
thisout?’ | asked Janine as | tossed my head to Dr. Anders. The woman was at her desk before the
blackboard, testing one of the students.

Janine popped her gum and twirled afinger in her enviably straight hair. Her previous fear of my demon
mark had turned into arebellious daring after | told her | got it through my past work withthe .S, Yes, it
was ninety percent alie, but | couldn’t bear her distrust of me.

“Familiar evduationstake forever,” the young woman agreed. The fingers of her free hand were gentling
the fur between her cat’ s ears. The white Manx had his eyes closed, clearly enjoying the attention. My
gaze didto Bob. | had put him in one of those big peanut butter tubs with alid to get him there. Janine
had “oooohed” over him, but | knew it was a sympathy oooh. Most everyone had cats. One had aferret.
| thought that was cool, and the man to whom it belonged said they made the best familiars.

Bob and | were the only two left to be evauated, and the room was dmost empty, but Janine was
waiting for Paula, the student with Dr. Anders. | nervoudy pulled Bob' s bucket closer and glanced out
thewindow to the lightsjust now flickering on over the parking lot.

| was hoping to see lvy that night. We still hadn't crossed paths since Nick knocked her out. | knew
she' d been around. There was coffee in the pot that afternoon, and the messages were cleared. She had
gotten hersalf up and out before | woke up. That wasn't like her at al, but | knew better than to forcea
conversation before she was ready.

“Hey,” Janine said, jerking my attention back. “ Paulaand | are going out to Piscary’ sfor some lunch
before the sun goes down and the place fills up with undead vamps. Do you want to come? W€ |l wait
for you.”

Her offer pleased me more than | wanted to admit, but | shook my head. “Thanks, no. I’ ve aready made
plansto meet my boyfriend.” Nick wasworking in the next building over, and as he quit today about the
time my class was supposed to end, we were going to Micky-d’ sfor hisdinner and my lunch.

“Bring him along,” Janine urged, her thick blue eydiner clashing with her otherwise tasteful gppearance.
“Having one guy at atable of girlsaways brings the good-looking, single men to the table.”

| couldn’t help my smile. “No-0-0-0,” | hedged, not wanting to tell her Piscary scared the peas out of
me, set my demon scar tingling, and was my roommate’ s uncle, for lack of abetter word. “Nick’s
human,” | said. “It'd be kind of awkward.”
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“Y ou're dating a human!” Janine whispered harshly. “Hey, isit true what they say?’

| gave her asidewayslook as Paulafinished with Dr. Andersand joined us. “ About what?’ | asked as
Paula shoved her unwilling cat into a collapsble carrier amid yowls and spitting. | stared, gppalled, as she
zipped the door shuit.

“You know...” Janine nudged my arm. “Do they have, uh... Arethey redly...”
Pulling my eyesfrom the shaking carrier, | grinned. “ Y eah. They do. They redly are”

“Yowserd” Janine exclaimed, reaching to take Paula sarm. “Y ou here that, Paula? | gottacharm mea
human before | get too old to appreciate him.”

Paulawas flushed, looking especidly red againgt her blond hair. “Stop it,” she hissed, shooting aglance
a Dr. Anders.

“What?’ Janine said, not abit flustered as she opened her carrier and her cat voluntarily went in, curling
up and purring. “I wouldn’t marry one, but what's wrong with rolling around with a human while you're
looking for Mr. Right? My dad’ sfirst wife was human.”

Our conversation was cut short as Dr. Anders cleared her throat. Janine grabbed her purse and did off
thelab stoal. Giving the two women athin smile, | ructantly dragged Bob' s peanut butter tub off the lab
bench and made my way forward. Nick’ s pentagrams were tucked under my arm, and Dr. Andersdidn’t
look up as | did the container onto the open space of her desk.

| wanted to wrap this up and get out of here. Nick was going to drive me out to the FIB tonight after
lunch so | could talk to Sara Jane. Glenn had asked her to come in so he could get an ideaof Dan’sdaily
patterns, and | wanted to ask her about Trent’ s whereabouts the last few days. Glenn wasn't happy
about my angle of investigation, but it was my run, too, damniit.

Nervous, | forced mysdf to the back of the chair beside Dr. Anders s desk, wondering if Jenkswas right
and Sara Jane' s coming to the FIB was Trent’ s roundabout way to get his clawsinto me. One thing was
certain. Dr. Anders wasn't the witch hunter. She was nasty, but she wasn't amurderer.

The two women hesitated in the doorway to the hall, thelr cat carriers pulling them both off balance. “ See
you Monday, Rachd,” Janine said.

| gave her awave, and Dr. Anders made an annoyed noise deep in her throat. The uptight woman put a
blank form on top of the stack of papersand printed my namein large block |etters.

“Turtle?’ Dr. Anders guessed as she glanced a my container.
“Fgh,” | sad, feding likeanidiot.

“At least you know your limits,” she said. “Being an earth witch, it would be difficult for you to hold
enough ever-after to bind arat to you, much lessthe cat I'm sure you wanted.”

Her voice was just shy of patronizing, and | had to unkink my hands from their tight grip.

“You see, Ms. Morgan,” Dr. Anders said as she opened the lid and took a peek, “the more power you
can channel, the smarter your familiar needsto be. | have an African gray parrot asmy familiar.” She
brought her gaze to mine. “Isthat your homework?’

| stifled a surge of annoyance and handed her a pink folder full of short essays. Under it were Nick’s



water-spotted pentagrams, the black paper curling and warped.

Dr. Anders slipswere so tight, they were bloodless. “ Thank you,” she said, tossing Nick’s sketches
aside without even acursory glance. “Y ou’' ve got areprieve, Ms. Morgan. But you don't belong in my
class, and | will remove you thefirst chancel get.”

| kept my breathing shalow. | knew shewouldn’t dare say that if anyone else wasin the room.
“Wadl,” shemurmured asif tired, “let’ s see how much aura your fish was able to accept.”

“It took alot.” My mood shifted to one of nervousness. Nick had looked over my aura before he left last
night, pronouncing it to be rather thin. It would dowly replaceitsdlf, but in theinterim | fet vulnerable.

Dr. Anders kept her opinion of my obviousfluster to herself. Gaze going distant, she dipped her fingers
into Bob'swater. The skin on the back of my neck tightened, and it seemed asif my hair drifted in the
wind that ways seemed to blow in the ever-after. | watched, fascinated, as a blue smear from her hands
enveloped Bob. It was ey line power, having turned from red to blue asit reflected the dominant color in
the woman'saura

It was unlikely that Dr. Anders was drawing upon the university’ sley line. The power had been taken
earlier and stored; it made for faster spdll casting. | waswilling to bet having asphere of ever-after in her
gut was what made the woman so sour.

The blue haze about Bob vanished as Dr. Anders drew her fingers out of the water. “Take your fish and
get out,” the woman said brusquely. “ Consider yourself flunked.”

Foored, | could do nothing but stare. “What?” | findly managed.

Dr. Anderswiped her fingers dry on atissue and threw it in her trash can under her desk. “Thisfishisn't
bound to you. If it were, theley lineforce | cloaked it with would have turned to the color of your aura.”
Her gaze went indistinct—as if she was |ooking through me—then her focus sharpened. “Y our auraisa
sckly gold. What have you been doing, Ms. Morgan, to get it soiled with such athick haze of red and
black?’

“But | followed theingtructiond!” | cried, not standing up as she began writing on my form. “I’'m missng a
good chunk of my aura. Whereisit?’

“Maybe abug got into your circle,” shesaid irately. “Go home, call your familiar, and see what comes.”
Heart pounding, | licked my lips. How the hell do you call your familiar?

She looked up from her writing, putting her crossed arms down upon the page. “Y ou don’t know how to
cdl your familiar.”

It wasn't aquestion. | lifted my left shoulder and let it fall in ashrug. What could | say?
“I'll doit,” she muttered. “ Give me your hand.”

| started as she grabbed my wrist. Her bony grip was surprisingly strong. The metallic taste of ash coated
my tongue as Dr. Anders muttered an incantation. It was like chewing tinfoil, and | pulled away as soon
as her fingers dackened. Rubbing my wrigt, | watched Bob, willing him to swim to the surface, or toward
me, or something. He just sat on the bottom and swished histail.

“| don’'t understand,” 1 whispered, feding betrayed by my books and the spell-casting abilities | was so



confident in. “| followed the ingructionsto the letter.”

Dr. Anderswas positively smug. “ Y ou will find, Ms. Morgan, that unlike earth magic, ley line

mani pul ation requires more than an unimaginative adherence to rulesand to-do ligts. It needstdent and a
certain amount of freethinking and adaptability. Go home. Make a pet out of whatever shows up on your
doorstep. And don’'t come back to my classroom.”

“But | did everything right!” | protested, standing up as she made shooing motions and shuffled her
papersin dismissa. “I stood on the scrying mirror and pushed my auraoff. | got it into the transfer
medium without touching it. | put Bobin with it—"

Dr. Andersjerked, turning her thin face up to me. “ Scrying mirror?”’

“| said theincantation,” | continued. “Nick said it didn’t matter if | couldn’'t say it in Latin.” Frustrated, |
stood before her desk and fumed. If | left, it would be over. It wasn't the money anymore. It wasthis
woman thinking | was stupid.

“Latin?’ Dr. Anders sface was dack.

“I sadit,” | protested, replaying the night in my head. “ And then—" My breath caught and my face went
cold. “ And then the demon showed up,” | whispered, sinking down on the chair before my knees gave
way. “Oh God. Did it take my aura? Did the demon take my aura?’

“Demon?’ She looked gppalled. “Y ou called ademon?’

| panicked, ditting there at the nasty woman’s desk. | was scared out of my panties, and | didn’t care if
she knew it. Algaliarept had my aura. “It got through the circlel” | babbled, forcing mysdlf to not clutch at
her arm. “ Somehow it got my aurathrough the circle!”

“Ms. Morgan!” Dr. Anders exclamed. “If ademon got in your circle, you would not be sitting in front of
me. Y ou' d bein the ever-after with it, begging for your death!”

Frightened, | sat where | waswith my arms clasped about me. | was arunner, not ademon killer.

The woman looked angry as she tapped her pen on the desktop. “What were you doing summoning a
demon? Those things are dangerous.”

“I didn’t,” | gushed. “Y ou gotta believe me. It showed up on itsown. See, | oweit afavor for taking me
through the ley lines after it was sent to kill me. It wasthe only way to get back to Ivy beforel bled to
death. And it thought that | wastrying to call it to settle my debt, what with the circle and pentagrams that
Nick was copying fo—uh—me.”

Her eyesflicked to the water-spotted drawings. “ Y our boyfriend did these, did he?’

Again | nodded, unableto outright lieto her. “I was going to redo them mysdif later,” | said. “1 didn’t
have time to do two weeks of homework and catch amurderer both.”

Dr. Anders stiffened. “1 did not kill my past students.”
My eyes dropped and | felt mysdlf start to calm. “1 know.”

Shetook abreath, holding it for amoment before letting it out. | felt somekind of ley line force pass
between us, and sat wide-eyed, wondering what shewas doing. “Y ou don’t think | killed them,” she
findly said, and thefeding that | was chewing tinfoil stopped. “So why are you in my class?’



“Captain Edden of the FIB sent meto find evidence that you' re the witch hunter,” | said. “Hewon't pay
meif | don’t follow up on hisidea. Y ou’' re obnoxious, overbearing, and the meanest thing I’ ve seen since
my fourth-grade teacher, but you' re not amurderer.”

The older woman dumped as the tenson drained from her. “Thank you,” shewhispered. “Y ou don’t
know how good it isto hear someone say that.” She pulled her head up, shocking me with aweak smile.
“The not-murdering part,” she added. “ The adjectives!’ll ignore.”

Seaing ahint of humanity in her, | blurted, “I don’t likeley lines, Dr. Anders. Where' sthe rest of my
aura?’

Shetook a breath to say something, stopping as her gaze went over my shoulder to the door. | spunin
my chair at the tentative knock on the frame. Nick peeked round the open door, and | felt my face light
up. “1 apologize, Dr. Anders,” he said, making ashow of hisuniversity work ID clipped to his shirt. “ Can
| interrupt for amoment?’

“I'mwith astudent,” she said, the professona tone back in her voice. “I'll be with you in amoment if
you'd liketo wait in the hall. Could you shut the door, please?’

Nick winced, looking awkward as he stood in his jeans and casua shirt in the doorway. “ Ah, it's Rachel
| need to see. I'mredly sorry for interrupting like this. I’ m working in the next building over.” Heturned
to look down the hall and back. “1 wanted to see that shewasall right. And possibly find out how much
longer it was going to be?’

“Who areyou?’ Dr. Anders asked, her face blank.
“That'sNick,” | said sheepishly. “My boyfriend.”

Hunched in embarrassment, Nick fidgeted. “I don’t know why I’m even bothering you,” hesaid. “I’ll go
wait inthelounge”

A flash of what |ooked like horror passed over Dr. Anders. She looked from meto Nick, then surged to
her feet. Hed's clacking, she pulled him in and shut the door behind him.

“Stay there,” she said as she left him bewildered in front of her desk. Nick’ s pentagrams sat before us
like guilt given substance. Standing before the windows with her back to us, Dr. Anderslooked at the
dark parking lot. “Where did you get afamiliar binding spell that wasin Latin?’ she asked.

Nick touched my shoulder in sympathy, and | wished I’ d never gotten him into this. “Uh, out of one of
my old spell books,” | admitted, thinking she wanted Nick there for verification. “It was the only charm |
could find on such short notice. But I know the pentagrams. | just didn’t have the time to do them.”

“There sabinding incantation in the appendix of your textbook,” she said, sounding tired. “ Y ou were
supposed to use that one.” It wasn't the pentagrams she was worried about, and acold feding did
through me as she turned around. The wrinklesin her facelooked harsh in the fluorescent light. “ Tell me
exactly what you did.”

At Nick’sencouraging nod, | said, “Uh, first | made the transfer medium. Then | closed thecircle”
“Modified to summon and protect,” Nick interrupted. “And | wasinsdeit with her.”
“Wait amoment,” Dr. Anders said. “Just how big was your circle?’

| tucked my hair back, glad she wasn't barking at me anymore. “Maybe six feet?’



“Around?’

“Across”

She took abreath and sat down, motioning me to continue.

“Um, then | sood on my scrying mirror and pushed off my aura.”

“What wasthat like?’ she whispered, elbows on her desk as she stared out the window.

“Damn—uh—darn uncomfortable. | got the mirror into the transfer medium without touching the surface.
My aura precipitated out into the media, and then | put Bob into it.”

“Into the transfer medium?”’

| nodded, though she wasn’'t looking at me. “| figured that was the only way to anoint afish. Then | said
theincantation.”

“Actudly,” Nick interrupted. “I said theincantation first in Létin, then trandated it for her, giving her an
dternate interpretation on the last part.”

“That'sright,” | admitted. “1 said it, and then the demon showed up.” | glanced at Nick, but it didn’t
bother him as much asit bothered me. “Then | knocked over Bob'sbowl. My aurawasal over him. |
was afraid he might breek the circleif my auratouched it.”

“It would have.” Dr. Anderswas staring at the parking lot again.
“Isthat why some of my auraismissng?’ | asked. “Did | throw it away with the paper towels?’
Dr. Anders brought her gazeto mine. “No. | think you made Nick your familiar.”

My jaw dropped. | spunin my chair and looked up a Nick. His hand had fallen from my shoulder and
he took awide-eyed step back. “What?’ | exclamed.

“Y ou can do that?’ Nick asked.

“No. You can't,” Dr. Anders said. “ Sentient beings with free will can’t be bound to another by
incantation. But you mixed earth magic with ley linemagic. I’ ve never heard of binding afamiliar likethat.
Where did you get that book?’

“My attic,” 1 whispered. | looked up at Nick. “Oh, Nick,” | said, embarrassed. “I'mredly sorry. You
must have picked up my aurawhen you were trying to catch Bob.”

Nick looked confused. “I’m your familiar?’ he whispered, hislong face quizzicd.

Dr. Anders made a bitter-sounding bark of laughter. “1t's nothing to be proud of, Ms. Morgan. Taking a
human asafamiliar isheinous. It'sdavery. Demonic.”

“Hold up,” | sammered, feding myself go cold. “It was an accident.”

The woman’s eyes turned hard. “Remember what | said about a practioner’ s abilities being linked to his
or her familiar? Demons use people as familiars. The more powerful the person is, the more power the
demon can widld through him or her. That’ swhy they are forever trying to educate the foolish in the dark
arts. They teach them, gain control over their souls, then make them their familiars. Y ou used demon
meagic by mixing earth and ley linewitcheraft.”



| put ahand to my stomach. “I’'m sorry, Nick,” | whispered.
Hewas pale, and he stood unmoving by my shoulder. “It was an accident.”

Dr. Anders made arude noise. “Accident or not, it’ sthe foulest thing I’ ve heard of. Y ou have put Nick
inagreat ded of danger.”

“How?’ | fumbled for hishand. It was cold in mine, and he gave my fingers a squeeze.

“Because he' scarrying some of your aura. Ley linewitches givether familiarsaportion of their aurato
act as an anchor when they pull on aley line. If something goeswrong, the familiar is pulled into the
ever-gfter, not the witch. But moreimportant, familiarsinsulate you from going insane from channding too
much ley lineforce. Ley linewitches don't hold the energy they store from alinein themselves. They
keepitinther familiars. Simon, my parrot, holdsit for me, and | draw upon it as| need. Whenwe're
together, I’'m stronger. When he' sill, my abilities decrease. If he' scloser toalinethan | am, | can reach
it through him. If things go wrong, he dies, not me.”

| gulped, cold as Dr. Anders eyed me asif | had doneit on purpose.
“That' swhy animas are used asfamiliars,” she said coldly. “Not people.”
“Nick,” I murmured. “I’m sorry.” That waswhat, threetimesnow I'd said it?

Dr. Anders sface wrinkled up. “ Sorry? Until we get him unbound, you will not store any ley line energy.
It stoo dangerous.”

“I don’t know how to bind ley lineforce,” | admitted. | had made Nick my familiar?

“Wait amoment.” The woman put athin hand to her forehead. “Y ou don’t know how to storeley line
force? At al?Y ou made acircle six feet across strong enough to keep out a demon using energy straight
fromtheline? Y ou didn’'t use any previoudy stored energy at al?’

| shook my head.

“Y ou don't know how to hold even an ounce of ever-after?’

Again | shook my head.

Thewoman sighed. “Y our father wasright.”

“You knew my dad?’ | questioned. Why not? Everyone else seemed to.

“I taught one of hisundergrad classes,” shesaid. “Though | didn't know it & thetime. | didn't seehim
again until thirteen years ago when we met to discussyou.” She sat back and cocked her eyebrows. “He
asked meto flunk you if you ever showed up in my class”

“Wh-Why?’ | sammered.

“Apparently he knew how much strength you could pull from aline, as he wanted me to persuade you to
turn to earth witchcraft instead of line magic. He said it would be safer. My class was overcrowded that
year, and bending to afather’ swish to protect his daughter was no skin off my nose. | had assumed he
meant safer for you. In hindsight, | think he meant everyone else.”

“Safer?’ | whispered, fedingill.



“Making ahuman your familiar isn't norma, Ms. Morgan,” Dr. Anderssaid.
“Could you doit?’” Nick asked, and | flicked aglance at him, glad he had asked, not me.

She looked affronted. “Probably. If | had the binding spell. But | wouldn't. It's demonic. The only reason
I’'m not cdling Inderland Security is because it was an accident which we will soon rectify.”

“Thanks,” | breathed, numb. | had made Nick my familiar? | had used demon magic to bind himto
me? Dizzy, | put my head between my knees, figuring it was marginaly more dignified then passing out
and faling to thefloor. | felt Nick’shand on my back and stifled ahysterica laugh. What had | done?

Nick’ s voice came out of the blackness as | closed my eyes and struggled to keep from throwing up.
“Y ou can break the spdll? 1 thought familiars were lifelong bonds.”

“They generdly are—for thefamiliar.” She sounded tired. “But you can unbind oneif your skill risesto
the point where your familiar isholding you back. And then you have to supplant the old familiar with a
better one. But what is better than a person, Nick?’

| pulled my head from between my kneesto find Dr. Anders grimacing. “1 need to see that book,” she
sad. “There s probably something in it about how to unbind a person. Demons are notorious for taking
something better when it comesaong. I’d like to know how a book of demon magic ended up in your
aticinthefirs place?

“I'liveinachurch,” | whispered. “It was there when | movedin.” | glanced out the window, my sick
fedling tarting to diminish. Nick had my aura. That was better than ademon having it. And we would be
able to undo this—somehow. | had told Glenn I’d meet him at the FIB tonight, but Nick camefirst.

“I'll go get the book,” | said, looking at the closed door. “ Can we do this here, or doesit have to be
somewhere more private? We can go to my kitchen. I’ve aley linein the backyard.”

Dr. Andershad lost dl of her ugliness. Now shelooked ssimply tired. “I can’t do anything tonight,” she
sad, glancing apologeticaly a Nick. “But let me give you my address.” She reached for apen, scribbling
acrossthe folded evauation of me and my familiar. “Y ou can leave the book with the gateman, and I'll
get to it thisweekend.”

“Why not tonight?’ | asked as| took the paper.

“I'm busy tonight. I’ ll be giving a presentation tomorrow, and | have to prepare an updated
success/failure statement.” She flushed, which turned her years younger.

“Who for?’ | asked, the cold fedling returning to the pit of my stomach.
“Mr. Kalamack.”

My eyes closed in a strength-gathering blink. “Dr. Anders?’ | said, hearing Nick shift from foot to foot
besde me. “ Trent Kdlamack isthe onekilling theley line witches”

The woman flashed back to her usual mien of scorn. “Don’t befoolish, Ms. Morgan. Mr. Kaamack is
no more amurderer than | am.”

“Cdl meRachd,” | said, thinking we ought to be on afirs-name basis. “And Kadamack isthe witch
hunter. I’ ve seen the reports. He talked to every one of the victims within amonth before their death.”

Dr. Anders opened alower drawer and pulled out atasteful black purse. “1 talked with him last spring at



graduation and I'm il dive. HE sinterested in discussing my research. If | can capture his attention, he
will fund meand | can dowhat | redly want. I’ ve been working six yearsto put thistogether, and I’'m not
going to lose my chance to catch a benefactor because of some fool coincidence.”

| shifted to the edge of my chair, wondering how | could go from hating her to being worried so quickly.
“Dr. Anders, please,” | said, glancing up at Nick. “I know you think I'm ascatterbrained flop. But don't
do this. I've seen the reports on the people he' skilled. Every one of them died in terror. And Trent
taked todl of them.”

“Ah, Rachd?’ Nick interrupted. “Y ou don’t know that for sure.”
| spunto him. “You aren't helping!”
Dr. Anders stood with her purse. “ Get me the book. I'll look at it thisweekend.”

“Nol” | protested, seeing her tying up the ends of our conversation. “He |l kill you with no more thought
than swatting afly.” My jaw gritted as she gestured to the door. “Let me comewith you, then,” | said asl
stood up. “I’ ve done escort service for humansinto the Hollows. | know how to stay quiet and watch
your back.”

The woman's eyes narrowed. “| am adoctor of ley line magic. Y ou think you can protect me better than
| can protect myself?’

| took abreath to protest, then let it out. “You'reright,” | said, thinking it would be easier to follow her
without her knowing. “Could you at least tell me when you' re meeting with him?1’d fed better if | could
giveyou acal when you' re supposed to be home.”

She sent one eyebrow up. “Tomorrow night at seven. We' re dining at the restaurant atop Carew Tower.
Isthat apublic enough placeto please you?’

| would have to borrow some money from Ivy if | was going to follow her up there. A glass of water cost
three bucks and alousy house salad wastwelve—or so I'd heard. | didn’t think | had a nice enough
dress, either. But | wasn't going to let her meet with Trent unwatched.

Nodding, | put the strap of my bag over my shoulder and stood by Nick. “Y es. Thank you.”

Eighteen

The early afternoon sun had dmost worked its way from the kitchen, alast band making athin diver
aong the sink and counter. | was Sitting at vy’ s antique table, leafing through her catalogs and finishing
my breakfast of coffee. I'd been up for only an hour or so, nursing my cup and waiting for lvy. | had
made afull carafe, hoping to lure her into talking to me. She gill wasn't ready, having evaded me on the
excuse of having to research her latest run. | wished she' d talk to me. The Turntakeiit, I'd be happy if
she'djust listen. It didn’t seem possible she would put this much weight on the incident. She had dipped
before, and we had gotten past it.

Sighing, | stretched my legs out under the table. | turned the page to a collection of closet organizers, my
eyesdrifting aimlesdy. | didn’t have much to do today until Glenn, Jenks, and | went to tail Dr. Anders
that night. Nick had loaned me some money, and | had a party dress that wouldn’t look too cheap and
would hide my splat gun.

Edden had been thrilled when | told him | was going to follow the woman—until | stupidly admitted she
was meeting with Trent. We had nearly come to blows over it, shocking the officers on thefloor. At this
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point, | didn’t careif Edden threw meinjail. He d have to wait until | did something, and by then1’d
have what | needed.

Glenn wasn't happy with me, ether. I’ d played the daddy’ s-boy card to get him to keep his mouth shut
and comewith metonight. | didn’t care. Trent waskilling people.

My eyes, roving over the catalog, fastened on an oak desk, the kind detectives had in pre-Turn movies.

A sigh escaped mein an exhaation of desire. It was beautiful, with adeep luster that pressboard lacked.
Therewereall sorts of little cubbies and a hidden compartment behind the bottom |eft drawer according
tothe sl line. It would fit nicdly in the sanctuary.

A grimace pulled my face down as| thought of my pathetic furniture, some gtill in storage. vy had
beautiful furniture, with smooth lines and a heavy weight. The drawers never stuck and the metd latches
clicked smartly when they closed. | wanted something like that. Something permanent. Something that
arrived on my doorstep fully assembled. Something that could stand adip in satwater if | ever got
another desth threat put on me.

It would never happen, | thought, pushing the catalog away. Getting nice furniture, not the desth threet.
My eyes did from the shiny paper to my ley linetextbook. | stared at it, thinking. | could channel more
power than most. My dad hadn’t wanted me to know. Dr. Anders thought | was an idiot. There
was only onething | could do.

Taking abreath, | pulled the book closer. | thumbed to the back and the appendices, stopping at the
incantation for binding afamiliar. It wasdl ritudigtic, with notations referring to techniques | hadn't aclue
on. Theincantation was in English, and there were no brews or plantsinvolved at al. It was asdien to
me as geometry, and | didn’t like feding Stupid.

The pages made a pleasant sound as| rifled to the front of the book looking for something | could
understand. | dowed, inserting my thumb as | found an incantation for diverting objectsin motion. Cooal, |
thought. It was exactly why | had wanted awand.

Sitting straighter, | crossed my knees and leaned over the book. Y ou were supposed to draw on stored
ley line energy to manipulate smal things, and connect right to alinefor thingswith alot of massor that
were moving quickly. The only physical thing | needed was an object to serve asafocd point.

| looked up as Jenksflitted in the open kitchen window. “Hey, Rache,” he said cheerily. “Whatcha
doing?’

Reaching for the furniture catalog, | did it smoothly over the textbook. “Not much,” | said as| looked
down. “You'rein agood mood.”

“I just got back from your mom'’s. She’ s coal, you know.” He flew to the center idand counter, landing
onitto put himsdf a nearly my eyeleve. “Jax isdoing well. If your mom is cotton to theidea, I'm going
to let him have ago a making a garden big enough to support him.”

“Cotton?’ | questioned, turning a page to some beautiful phone tables. | blanched at the price. How
could something that small cost so much?

“Yeah. You know... cool, A-okay, keen, kosher.”

“I know what it means,” | said, recognizing it as one of my mother’ sfavorite phrases and thinking it odd
Jenks would have picked it up.

“Haveyou taked to lvy yet?’” he asked.



“ NO_”

My frustration was obvious in the short word. Jenks hesitated, then, with aclattering of wings, heflew a
swooping path to land upon my shoulder. “ Sorry.”

| forced apleasant expression as| pulled my head up and tucked a curl behind my ear. “Y eah, metoo.”

He made an irate noise with hiswings. “ So-0-0, whatcha hiding under the cata og? L ooking through
Ivy’slegther outlets?’

My jaw tightened. “It' snothing,” | said softly.
“Y ou looking to buy furniture?’ he scoffed. “Give me abreak.”

Peeved, | waved him away. “Y eah. | want furniture, something other than pressboard—excuse
me—engineered wood. vy’ s stuff makes minelook like trailer-park plastic.”

Jenkslaughed, the wind from hiswings shifting the hair about my face. “ So get yoursalf something nice
the next time you have some money.”

“Likethat will ever happen,” | muttered.

Jenks zipped under the table. Not trusting him, | bent to see what he was doing. “Hey! Stopit!” | cried,
moving my foot as| felt atug on my shoe. He darted away, and when | came up from retying my lace, |
found he had pulled the catalog off the textbook. His hands were on his hips as he stood on it, reading.
“Jenkd” | complained.

“I thought you didn’t likeley lines,” he said, flitting up and then right back down where he had been.
“Especidly now that you can’t use them without endangering Nick.”

“I don't,” | said, wishing | hadn’t told him about having accidentaly made Nick my familiar. “ But look.
Thissuff isessy.”

Jenkswas slent, hiswings drooping as he looked at the charm. Y ou gonnatry it?’
“No,” | said quickly.

“Nick will be okay if you pull your energy right off theline. HE Il never know.” Jenksturned sideways so
he could see me and the print both. “It saysright here you don’'t have to use stored energy but can pull it
off theline. See? Right herein black and white.”

“Yeah,” | said dowly, not convinced.

Jenks grinned. “Y ou learn how to do this, and you could get back at the Howlers. Y ou still have those
ticketsfor next Sunday’ s game, don’t you?’

“Yegh,” | sid catioudy.

Jenks strutted down the page, hiswingsared blur in excitement. *Y ou could make them pay you, and
since you have Edden’ s paycheck coming for your rent, you could get a nice oak shoe rack or
something.”

“Ye-e-e-eah,” | hedged.
Jenks eyed me dyly from under hisblond bangs. “ Unlessyou're afraid.”



My eyes narrowed. “Anyone ever tell you you'reared prick?’

Helaughed, rising up with aglittering sunbeam of pixy dust. “If | had aquarter...” he mused. Flitting
close, he landed on my shoulder. “Isit hard?’

Leaning over the book, | swung my hair to one side so he could see, too. “No, and that’ swhat worries
me. Ther€ san incantation, and | need afocusing object. I'll haveto connect to aley line. And theré sa
gesture...” My brow furrowed and | tapped the book. It couldn’t be this easy.

“You gonnatry it?’

The thought that Algdiarept might know | was pulling on the lineflitted through me. But seeing thet it was
daylight and we had an agreement, | thought it was safe enough. “ Y eah.”

Sitting Straighter, | settled myself. Reaching out with my second sight, | fumbled for theline. The sun
completey overwhemed any vison of the ever-after, but the ley linewas clear enough in my mind' seye,
looking like asiresk of dried blood hanging above the tombstones. Thinking it wasredly ugly, |
cautioudy reached out athought and touched it.

My breeth hissed in through my nose and | tiffened.
“Y ou okay, Rache?’ Jenks questioned, launching himself off my shoulder.

Head bowed over the book, I nodded. The energy flowed through me faster than before, equdizing the
srengths very quickly. It was amost asif the previoustimes had cleared the channels. Worried about
using too much, | tried to push some of it down through me and out of my feet. It didn’t do any good.
Theincoming force smply filled meback up again.

Resigned to the uncomfortable feding, | mentally shook my second sight from me and looked up. Jenks
was watching mein concern. | gave him an encouraging smile, and he nodded, apparently satisfied.
“How about this?’ Jenks said, flying to my stash of water paint balls. The red spherewasasbig ashis
head, and clearly heavy, but he managed it al right.

“It' sasgood asanything,” | agreed. “Tossone up, and I'll try to shift it.”

Thinking thiswas easier than grinding plants and boiling water, | said the incantation and made a
swooping loop of afigurein thear with my hand, imagining it was like writing your name with a sparkler
on the Fourth of July. | said the last word as Jenks tossed the ball up.

“Ow!” | shouted as a surge of ley lineforce burned my left hand. | looked a Jenksin bewilderment ashe
laughed. “What did | do wrong?’

Heflitted close with thered bal tucked under hisarm, caught when it fell back to him. “Y ou forgot your
focusng object. Here. Usethis”

“Ah.” Embarrassed, | took the red ball as he dropped it into my hand. “Let’stry it again,” | said, and
cradled it in my recessive hand as the book had instructed. Fedling the cool smoothness of it, | said the
incantation and etched thefigurein the air with my right hand.

Jenks tossed a second ball with asharp whistle of hiswings. Startled, | let loose a surge of power. This
timeit worked. | stifled ayelp as| fdt theley line energy dart through my hand, following my attention
right to the ball. It hit it, knocking it into the wall to make adripping smear. “Yedl” | exclaimed, meeting
Jenks sgrin with my own. “Look at that! It worked!”



Jenksflew to the counter to get another ball. “ Try it again,” he prompted, tossing it eagerly to the celling.

It came fagter thistime. | found | could do the incantation and gesture smultaneoudly, holding theley line
energy with my will until | wanted to release it. With that came agreat dedl of control, and soon | was no
longer hitting them with so much force that they broke when they hit thewall. My aim was getting better,
too, and the sink was littered with the balls I’ d been bouncing off the screen. Mr. Fish onthe sill wasn't

happy.

Jenks was awilling partner, zipping about the kitchen, throwing the red balls at the calling. My eyes
widened as hethrew one a meinstead. “Hey!” | cried, sending the bal through the pixy holein the
screen. “Not at me!l”

“What agood idea,” he said, then grinned wickedly as he made asharp whistle. Three of hiskids zipped
infrom the garden, dl talking at once. They brought the smell of dandelions and asterswith them. “Toss
them a Ms. Morgan,” he said, handing his sphereto the girl in pink.

“Holdit,” | protested, ducking asthe girl pixy threw it with as much skill and power as her father. |
looked behind me to the dark splat against the yellow wall, then back to them. My mouth opened. In the
instant | had looked away, they al had gotten splat balls.

“Get her!” Jenks cried.

“Jenkd” | said, laughing as| managed to divert one of the four bals. The three | missed rolled harmlessy
to thefloor. The smalest pixy skimmed over the linoleum, tossng them upward to where hisssters
caught them. “Four againgt oneisn't fair!” | shouted asthey took aim again.

My eyes darted to the hallway asthe phonerang. “Time!” | called out, lurching to escapeinto theliving
room. “Timeout!” Still smiling, | reached for the phone. Jenks hovered in the archway, waiting. “Hello.
Vampiric Charms. Rachel spesking,” | said, ducking the ball he threw at me. | could hear pixy giggles
from the kitchen and wondered what they were up to.

“Rachd?’ came Nick’svoice. “What the blue blazes are you doing?’

“Hi, Nick.” | paused to mouth the incantation. | held the energy until Jenkslobbed aball at me. | was
getting better, dmost hitting him with the diverted splat ball. “ Jenks. Stopit,” | protested. “I’m on the
phone.”

He grinned, then darted out. | flopped into one of Ivy’s cushy, matching suede chairs, knowing he
wouldn't risk getting water on it and have Ivy come after him.

“Hey, you're up dready? Y ou want to do something?’ | asked, draping my legs over onearm and lolling
my neck on the other. | shifted the red bal | was using as afocusing object between two fingers, daring it
to break with the pressure | had it under.

“Um, maybe,” hesad. “Areyou by chance pulling on aley line?”

| waved Jenksto stop as he swooped in. “Yed” | said, sitting up and putting my feet on thefloor. “1I’'m
sorry. | didn't think you would fed it. I’'m not drawing it through you, am 17’

Jenks landed on top of a picture frame. | was sure he could hear Nick, though the pixy was on the other
sde of theroom.

“No,” Nick said, ahint of laughter in hisvoice, tiny through the receiver. “I’m sure I’ d be able to tell. But
it'sodd. I'm gtting here reading, and dl of asudden it fedslike you' re here with me. The best way to



describeit iswhen you're over here and I’ m making dinner, watching you watch TV. Y ou're doing your
own thing, not looking for my attention, but being redly noisy. It'skind of distracting.”

“Y ou watch mewatch TV?' | asked, uncomfortable, and he chuckled.
“Yeah. It'salot of fun. You jump up and down alot.”

My brow furrowed as Jenks snickered. “ Sorry,” | muttered, but then afaint tickle of warning pulled me
sraighter. Nick was up reading. He usualy spent his Saturday in bed catching up on deep. “Nick, what
book are you reading?’

“Ah, yours” he admitted.

| only had one book that he’ d be interested in. “Nick!” | protested as | scooted to the edge of my chair
and gripped the phonetighter, “you said you' d takeit to Dr. Anders.” After blowing off my trip to the
FIB because | was frazzled worse than my hair, Nick had taken me home. I’ d thought he offered to
deliver the book because of my new and healthy phobia of the literally damned tome. Obvioudy Nick
had other plans, and it hadn’t made it that far.

“Shewasn't goingtolook et it last night,” he said defensively. “And it’ s safer in my gpartment than Sitting
in aguardhouse getting coffeerings. If you don't mind, I’d like to keep it one more night. Thereis
something init | want to ask the demon.” He paused, clearly waiting for meto protest.

My face warmed. “Idiot,” | said, obliging him. “You are anidiot. Dr. Anderstold you what that demon is
trying to do. It nearly killsboth of us, and you' re il pumping it for information?’

| heard Nick sigh. “I’'m being careful,” he said, and | made afrightened bark of laughter. “ Rachd, |
promise!’ll takeit over first thing tomorrow. Sheisn't going to look at it until then anyway.” He hesitated,
and | could dmost hear him gather hisresolve. “I’m going to cdl him. Please don’t make me do this
behind your back. I’d fed better if someone knew.”

“Why? So | cantell your mother what killed you?’ | said sharply, then caught mysdf. Eyesclosing, |
squeezed the red ball between my fingers. Hewas silent, waiting. | hated that | had no right to tell him to
gop. Not even ashisgirlfriend. Summoning demonswasn'tillegdl. It wasjust redly, redly stupid.
“Promiseyou’ll call mewhen you'redone?’ | asked, feding my scomach quiver. “I’m up until about five.”

“Sure,” he breathed. “ Thanks. | want to hear how your dinner with Trent goes.”
“Youbet,” | echoed. “Talk to you later.” 1f you survive.

| hung up, meeting Jenks s eyes. He was hovering in the middle of theroom, asplat bal tucked under his
arm. “Y ou two are going to end up asdark smearson ley linecircles” hesaid, and | flicked the splat ball
| held a him. He caught it one-handed, moving severd feet before sopping its momentum. He flung it
back, and | dodged. It hit Ivy’s chair without breaking. Thankful for small favors, | picked it up and
headed for the kitchen.

“Now!” Jenks shrilled as| entered the bright room.
“Get her!” shrieked adozen pixies.

Jerked out of my depression, | cowered as a hailstorm of splat balls hit me, breaking against my covered
head. Darting to the fridge, | opened the door and hid behind it. Adrenaline made my blood seem to sing.
| grinned at the sound of Six or more splats against the metalic door. “You little beggars!” | shouted,

peeking up to seethem flitting over the far end of the kitchen like insanefireflies. My eyes widened; there



must have been twenty of them!

Solat bdlslittered thefloor, rolling dowly away from me. Thrilling init, | said my incantation three times
fast and bounced the next three missilesright back at them.

Jenks skids shrieked in delight, their Sk dresses and pants ablur of color. Pixy dust madetrails of
dowly faling sunshine. Jenks was standing on the ladle hanging from the rack over the center idand
counter. The sword he used to fight off fairieswasin hisgrip, and he brandished it high as he shouted
encouragement.

Under his noisy direction they banded together. Giggled whispers punctuated by excited shoutsfilled the
ar asthey organized. Grinning, | hid behind the door with my ankles cooling in the draft from the fridge. |
sad the incantation over and over, feding the ley line force swell behind my eyes. They were going to
attack en masse, knowing | couldn’t deflect them all.

“Now!” Jenks shouted. Histiny saber swinging, he launched himsdlf from theladle.

| cried out at the cheerful ferocity of hiskids swarming at me. Laughing in protest, | sent thered balls
flying. Little thumps beat at me from the ones| missed. Gasping for air, | rolled under the table. They
followed me, bombarding me.

| was out of incantations. “1 give up!” | cried, careful not to hit any of Jenks skidsas| put my handson
the underside of the table. | was covered in spots of water, and | pushed back the damp strands of hair
stuck to my face. “I giveup! Youwin!”

They cheered, and the phone started ringing again. Proud and exuberant, Jenks bellowed out atirring
song about beating invaders from their land and coming home to seedlings. Sword held high, he made a
circuit around the room, gathering hiskids up in tow. All singing in glorious harmony, they flowed out the
window and into the garden.

| sat in the sudden silence on the kitchen floor under the table. My entire body shifted as| took a deep
breath, smiling as| exhaed. “Whew!” | puffed, fill chuckling as| wiped ahand under my eye. No
wonder thefairy assassins sent to kill me last year hadn’t had a chance. Jenks skidswere clever,
quick—and aggressive.

Still smiling, | rolled to my feet and padded into the living room to get the phone before the machine
picked it up. Poor Nick. | was sure he felt that last one.

“Nick,” I blurted before he could say anything. “1’'m sorry. Jenks s kids had me under the kitchen table
and were throwing splat bals at me. God help me, but it was funny. They’rein the garden right now,
making rings around the ash tree and singing about cold stedl.”

“Rechd?’

It was Glenn, and my mirth died at hisworried tone. “What?" | said, looking at the trees through the
shoulder-high windows. The spots of water covering me were suddenly cold, and | clasped an arm
around mysdlf.

“I'll betherein ten minutes,” he said. * Can you be ready?’
| pushed my damp hair back. “Why? What' s happened?’ | asked.

| heard him cover the receiver and shout something at someone. “Y ou got your warrant to search
Kaamack’ s property,” he said when he returned.



“How?’ | questioned, not believing Edden had caved. “Not that I'm complaining!”

Glenn hesitated. He took adow breath, and | heard excited voicesin the background. “Dr. Anders
cadled melast night,” he said. “ She knew you were going to follow her, so she moved her presentation to
last night and asked me to go with her instead.”

“Thewitch,” | exclaimed softly, wishing | could have seen what Glenn had worn. | bet it had been sharp.
But when he remained silent, the cold feding in my stomach solidified into asour lump.

“I’'msorry, Rachd,” Glenn said softly. “Her car went off Roebling Bridge this morning, pushed over the
rail by what appeared to be ahuge bubble of ley lineforce. They just pulled her car from theriver. We're
gl looking for the body.”

Nineteen

My foot jiggled as | impatiently stood beside the stack of manual's and empty paper cupsthat lined the sl
of Trent’s gatehouse. Jenks was on my earring, muttering darkly as he watched Quen punch a button on
the phone. I" d seen Quen only once before—possibly twice. Thefirgt time, he was masquerading asa
gardener, actualy managing to catch Jenksin aglassbdl. | had agrowing suspicion that Quen had been
the third rider who tried to run me down on horseback the night | stole my blackmail disc from Trent. It
was afeding that solidified when Jenkstold me Quen smelled just like Trent and Jonathan.

Quen reached in front of mefor apen, and | jerked back, not wanting him to touch me. Still on the
phone, he smiled carefully, showing me extremely white, even teeth. This one, | thought, knew what |
was capabl e of. Thisonewouldn't underestimate me as Jonathan continualy did. And though it was nice
being taken serioudy for once, | wished Quen was as egotistica and chauvinistic as Jonathan was.

Trent had once said Quen was willing to take me on as a student—after the security officer got over his
desireto kill mefor infiltrating the Kalamack compound. | wondered if | would have survived having him
asateacher.

Quen looked about the age my father would be if he were till dive. He had very dark hair that curled
about his ears, green eyes that always seemed to be watching me, and adancer’ s grace that | knew
camefrom alifetime of martid arts practice. Dressed in ablack security uniform with noinsignia, he
looked like he belonged to the night. He was a shade tdler than | wasin hedls, and the strength in his
lightly wrinkled physique had me on edge. Hisfingers were quick on akeyboard and hiseyeswere
faster. The only weakness |’ d noticed was adight limp. And unlike everyone else in the room besides
me, he had no wesapon that | could see.

Captain Edden stood beside me, looking squat but capable in hiskhaki pants and white shirt. Glenn was
in another of his black suits, trying to look collected despite his obvious nervousness. Edden, too, looked
worried that he was going to have egg on hisface if we didn’t find anything.

| adjusted my bag higher onto my shoulder and fidgeted. It wasfull of charmsto find Dr. Anders, dead

or dive. | had made Glenn wait while I whipped them up, using the paper she had written her addresson
asthefoca object. If there was ashoe box |eft of her, the charmswould light red. With themwasalie
amulet, my wire-framed glasses to see through ley line disguises, and aspell checker. | was going to take
the opportunity while talking to Trent to seeif he used acharm to disguise his appearance. Nobody |ooks
that good without help.

Outside, parked in the lot beside the gatehouse, were three FIB vans. The doors were open and the
officerslooked hot asthey waited in the heat of an unseasonably warm afternoon. The breeze from
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Jenks swings sent awisp of hair to tickle my neck. “ Can you hear him?’ | breathed as Quen turned
away and began speaking into the phone.

“Oh, yeah,” the pixy muttered. “He' staking to Jonathan. Quenistelling him he' sstanding in the
gatehouse with you and Edden with awarrant to search the property and he bloody well just better wake
himup.”

“Him being Trent?’ | guessed, and felt my earring swing as Jenks nodded. | looked at the clock over the
door, seeing it was alittle after two. Must be nice.

Edden cleared histhroat as Quen hung up. Trent’ s security officer made no bones about letting us know
he was unhappy. Hislight wrinkles degpened as his jaw clenched, and his green eyes were hard.
“Captain Edden, Mr. Kalamack is understandably upset, and would like to speak with you while your
people carry out your search.”

“Of course,” Edden said, and asmall sound of disbelief escaped me.

“Why are you being so nice?’ | muttered as Quen ushered us through the heavy glass and metal doors
and back into the strong sun.

“Rachd,” Edden breathed, tension carrying through hiswhisper, “you will be polite and gracious or you
will wait inthe car.”

Gracious, | thought. Snce when were ex-Navy SEALS gracious? Hard-nosed, aggressive, paliticaly
correct to the point of being and. Ah...hewasbeing palitically correct.

Edden leaned close as he held the door to one of the vansfor me. “ And then we re going to nail hisass
toatree” he added, confirming my suspicions. “1f Kaamack murdered her, we'll get him,” he said, his
eyes on Quen as the man swung into an estate vehicle. “But if we bull in herelike storm troopers, ajury
will let him go even if he confesses. It'sdl in the procedure. I’ ve stopped traffic in and out. No one
leaves without asearch.”

| squinted at him, putting ahand to my hat to keep it from blowing off. I’d much rather have screamed in
with twenty cars and Srens blazing, but I’ d have to be satisfied with this,

The drive up the three-mile entry road through the wood Trent maintained about his estate was quiet
since Jenks had gone with Glenn in the estate car to try and figure out what kind of Inderlander Quen
was. Wefollowed Quen’ s security vehicle around the last turn and pulled into the empty visitor’ s parking
lot.

| couldn’t help but be impressed by Trent’s main building. The three-story edifice was settled in among
the surrounding vegetation asif it had been here for hundreds of yearsrather than forty. The white marble
sent glints of sunlight to pool againgt the trees like a sunrise from the west. Large pillars and wide shalow
steps made an inviting entry. Surrounded by trees and gardens, the office buildings had a sense of
permanence thosein the city lacked. Several smdler buildings sprawled from the main one, attached by
covered walkways. Trent’ s renowned walled gardens took up much of the side and back, the acres of
well-tended plants surrounded by fields of grass and then his eerie planned-out forest.

| wasthefirst one out of the van, my gaze crossing the road to the distant low-dung buildings where
Trent raised histhoroughbreds. A tour buswasjust leaving, obnoxioudy noisy and emblazoned with
advertisementsto vist Trent’ sgardens.

Jenksflitted up to land on my shoulder, snce my current earrings were too smal for him to perch on,



grumbling about hisinability to figure out what Quen was. | turned back to the main building and started
up the stone steps, hedls clicking in asteady cadence. Edden was quick behind me,

My gut tightened when | saw afamiliar Slhouette waiting for us by the marble pillars. “ Jonathan,” |
whispered, my didike for the extremely tall man swinging into adow hatred. Just onceI’d liketo climb
those stairs and not have his haughty eyes on me.

My lipswent tight and | suddenly was glad for having worn my best suit-dress despite the unseasonable
heat. Jonathan’ s suit was exquisite. It had to have been tailored to him since he was too tall to be ableto
buy anything off the rack. His dark hair was graying around the temples, and the wrinkles around his eyes
were embedded asif acid had etched them in concrete. He had been a child during the Turn, seemingly
marked forever by itsfear in his gaunt, dmost malnourished stance.

Tidy and overdressed, his manner screamed British Englishman, but his accent was as midwestern as
mine. He was clean shaven, his cheeks and thin lips never stirring from a perpetua frown unlessit wasa
someone' s expense. He had grinned the entire three days | had been amink trapped inacagein Trent's
office, hisvivid blue eyes dive and eager as he tormented me.

Quen strode quickly up the stairsto pull ahead of me. My eye Started to tic as the two men put their
heads together. They turned, Jonathan’s professiona smile laced with professiond irritation. Nice.

“Captain Edden,” he said, extending histhin hand as Edden and | halted before them. Edden’s muscular
build looked amost dumpy as he shook hands with him. “I’'m Jonathan, Mr. Kalamack’ s publicity
adviser. Mr. Kalamack iswaiting for you,” he added, the congenidity in hisvoice never reaching his
eyes. “He asked meto relay hisdesireto help any way he can.”

Jenks snickered from my shoulder. “He could tell us where he stashed Dr. Anders.”

He whispered it, but both Quen and Jonathan stiffened. | pretended to check the French braid I’ d put my
hair in—subtly threatening to smack Jenks—then put my hands behind my back to forestall a handshake
with Jonathan. | wouldn't touch him. Unlessit was my fist in hisgut. Damn, | redly missed my handcuffs.

“Thank you,” Edden said, eyebrows raised a the evil glances Jonathan and | were exchanging. “We' ll try
to make this as quick and nonintrusive as possible.”

As| stood and glowered, Edden pulled Glenn aside. “Keep the search low-key but thorough,” he said as
Jonathan’ s eyesflicked over my shoulder to the FIB officers assembling in aloose conglomeration on the
wide steps. They had brought severd dogs with them, al wearing blue body deeveswith FIB
emblazoned on themin yellow. Therr tailswaved enthusiastically and they were clearly eager to get to
work.

Glenn nodded, and | swung my bag around. “Here,” | said, pulling out ahandful of charms and dumping
theminto hisgrip. “I primed them on the way over. They're set to find Dr. Anders whether sheisdead or
dive. Givethem to whoever will takethem. They’Il turn red if they get within ahundred feet of her.”

“I'll make sure every team has one,” Glenn said, hisbrown eyes startled as he tried to keep from
dropping them.

“Hey, Rache,” Jenks said as heflitted off my shoulder. “ Glenn asked meto tag along with him. Y ou
mind?| can’t do anything Sitting pretty on your shoulder.”

“Sure, go ahead,” | said, thinking he could search the garden better than a pack of dogs.

A worried frown crossed Jonathan’ slong face, and | beamed sarcadtically at him. Pixiesand fairies



weren't dlowed on the grounds asagenera rule, and I’ d wear my panties on the outside for aweek if
someone would tell mewhat Trent was afraid Jenks might find.

Quen and Jonathan exchanged a silent look. The shorter man'slips went tight and his green eyes
pinched. Looking asif he'd rather make mud pies out of crap than leave Jonathan aone to accompany us
with Trent, Quen hustled after Jenks. My eyestracked the security officer ashe all but flowed down the
dairs, hishurried grace mesmerizing.

Jonathan straightened as he returned his attention to us. “Mr. Kdamack iswaiting for you in hisfront
office,” he said tiffly as he opened adoor.

| gave him anasty smileas| lurched into motion. “ Touch me, and I'll hurt you,” | threatened as | yanked
open the door next to the one Jonathan held.

The main lobby was spacious and eerily empty, the hushed murmur of business silenced with everyone
gone for the weekend. Not waiting for Jonathan, | went straight down the wide corridor to Trent’s office.
Handsfumbling inmy purse, | pulled out my ungodly expengve and criminaly ugly charmed ley line
glasses and put them on my nose. Jonathan gave up on his show of decorum, leaving Edden behind to
catch up with me.

| strode down the hallway, my fists clenched and hedl's thumping. | wanted to see Trent. | wanted to tell
him what | thought of him and spit in hisface for having tried to break my will by putting meinthecity’s
illegd ret fights.

The frosted doorsto either side of me were open, showing empty desks. Farther down was areception
desk tucked into an alcove across from Trent’ s door. Sara Jane’ s desk was as neat and organized asthe
woman herself. Heart pounding, | reached for the handle of Trent’ s door, jerking back as Jonathan
caught up. Giving me alook that could rock an attacking dog back on his haunches, the tall man knocked
on Trent’ swooden door, waiting until his muffled voice came before openingit.

Edden came even with me, his cross ook faltering in shock as he saw my glasses. On edge, | touched
my hat and tugged my jacket straight. Maybe | should have asked Ivy for aloan and gotten the pretty
ones. The sound of water over rocksfiltered out of Trent’s office, and | entered hot on Jonathan’ s heels.

Trent rose from behind hisdesk as| camein. | took abresth to give him a snide but sncere greeting. |
wanted to tell him | knew he had killed Dr. Anders. | wanted to tell him he was scum. | wanted to get in
hisface and scream that | was better than him, that he would never break me, that he was a manipulative
bastard and | was going to bring him down. But | did nothing, taken aback by hiscam, inner core of
strength. He was the most self-possessed man | had ever met, and | stood silent as histhoughts visibly
shifted from other mattersto focus on me. And no, he didn’t use aley line charm to make him look that
good. It wasdl him.

Every srand of hiswispy, dmost transparent hair wasin place. Hisgray, silk-lined suit was unwrinkled,
accenting the narrow-wai sted, wide-shouldered physique | had spent three days ogling asamink.
Standing taler than | was, he gave me histrademark smile: an enviable mix of warmth and professond
interest. He adjusted his jacket with a casual downess, hislong fingers drawing my attention ashe
manipulated the last button. Therewas only asingle ring on hisright hand, and like me, he wore no watch
adl.

Trent was supposed to be only three years older than I—making him one of the wedlthiest bachelorson
the freaking planet—but the suit made him look older. Even so, hisnicely defined jawlineaswell ashis
smooth cheeks and small nose made him look suited more for the beach than the boardroom.



Still smiling that confident, amost pleased smile, he ducked his heed, taking hiswire-rimmed glasses of f
and tossing them to the desktop. Embarrassed, | put my own charmed spectacles away in their hard
leather case. My eyes went to hisright arm as he came around to the front of hisdesk. It had beenina
cast thelast time | saw him, which was probably why the gun he' d shot at me missed. Therewas afaint
ring of lighter skin between his hand and the cuff of his jacket that the sun hadn’t yet had a chanceto
darken.

| stiffened as his gaze drifted over me, resting briefly on the pinky ring he had stolen from meand
returned to prove he could, finaly settling on my neck and the amost invisible scarring from my demon
attack. “Ms. Morgan, | wasn't aware you could work for the FIB,” he said by way of greeting, making
no move to shake my hand.

“I'maconsultant,” | said, ignoring how hisliquid voice had pulled my breath tight. | had forgotten his
voice, dl amber and honey—if color and taste could describe a sound—resonant and deep, each syllable
clear and precise yet blending into the next like liquid. It was mesmerizing in away that only ancient
vampires could match. And it bothered methat | liked it.

| met hisgaze, trying to show amirror image of his confidence. Jittery, | extended my arm, forcing him to
respond. His hand came out to meet mine with the barest of hesitations. A stab of satisfaction warmed
mein that | had made him do something he didn’t want to, evenif it was something thissmall.

Fedling cocky, | dipped my hand into Trent’s. Though his green eyes were cold with the knowledge that
I"d forced him into touching me, his grip was warm and firm. | wondered how long he had been
practicing it. Satisfied, | loosened my grip, but instead of doing the same, Trent’ s hand dipped from mine
with an intimate downessthat wasn't a al professond. | would have said he had just made apassa me
but for the dight tightening of his eyes, which spoke of awary caution.

“Mr. Kdamack,” | said, refusing to wipe my hand on my skirt. “Y ou' re looking good.”

“Asareyou.” Hissmilewasfrozen in place, and hisright hand was amost behind his back. “I understand
you' re doing reasonably wdl with your little investigation firm. | imagineit’ sdifficult when you'rejust
darting out.”

Little investigation firm? My uneaseflashed into irritation. “Thank you,” | managed.

A smile quirking the corner of hismouth, Trent turned his atention to Edden. Asthe two professiona
men made polite, politically correct and hypocritica niceties, | glanced over Trent’ s office. Hisfake
window ill showed alive shot of one of hisyearling pastures, the artificid light shining through the video
screen to make awarm patch of glowing carpet. There was anew school of black and whitefish in the
zoo-sze fish tank, and the freestanding aguarium had been moved into arecess built into thewal behind
his desk. The spot where my cage had been held a potted orange tree, and the scent-memory of food
pellets made my stomach clench. The cameraat the celling in the corner blinked itslittlered light at me.

“It' sapleasure to meet you, Captain Edden,” Trent was saying, the smooth cadence of hisvoice luring
my attention. “1 wish it could be under better circumstances.”

“Mr. Kalamack.” Edden’ s sharp staccato sounded harsh againgt Trent’ svoice. “| gpologize for any
inconvenience incurred while we search your grounds.”

Jonathan handed Trent the warrant, and he looked at it briefly before handing it back. “ Corpord
evidence leading to an arrest in the deaths known as the witch hunter murders?” he said, hiseyesflicking
to mine. “That'salittle broad, isn't it?’



“Putting down * dead body’ looked crass,” | said tightly, and Edden cleared histhroat, the barest hint of
worry we might find nothing staining his professond stance. | noticed Edden had falen into a parade rest,
and wondered if the ex-Navy SEAL even knew it. “ Y ou were the last person to see Dr. Anders,” |
added, wanting to see Trent’ s reaction.

“That’ sout of line, Ms. Morgan,” Edden muttered, but | was more interested in the emotion that passed
over Trent. Anger, frustration, but not shock. Trent glanced at Jonathan, who made the dightest shrug I'd
ever seen. Slowly, Trent sat back on his desktop, hislong, sun-tanned hands clasped in front of him. “I
wasn't aware that she had died,” he said.

“I never said shewasdead,” | said. My heart pounded as Edden gripped my arm in warning.

“She'smissng?’ Trent said, doing acreditable job of showing only relief. “ That' sgood. That sheis
missing and not—ah—dead. | had dinner with her last night.” The barest hint of worry flickered over
Trent as he gestured to the two chairs behind us. “Please, Sit down,” he said as he went behind his desk.
“I"'m sure you have some questions for me—seeing as you' re searching my grounds.”

“Thank you, Sir. | do.” Edden took the seat closest to the hallway. My eyes tracked Jonathan as he
closed Trent’ s door. He remained standing beside it, looking defensive. | eased myself downinthe
remaining seet inthe artificia sun, forcing mysdlf to the back of the chair. Trying for an air of nonchaance,
| set my bag on my lap and felt in my jacket pocket for afinger stick. The prick of the blade zinged
through me. | eased my bleeding finger into my bag, carefully searching for the charm. Now let’ s see
Trent lie and get away with it.

Trent’ sexpression froze at the clatter of my amulet. “Put your truth spell avay, Ms. Morgan,” he
accused. “1 said | would be happy to answer Captain Edden’ s questions, not submit to an interrogation.
Y our warrant isfor search and seizure, not cross-examination.”

“Morgan,” Edden hissed, histhick hand extended. “ Give me that!”

Grimacing, | wiped my fingertip clean and handed the amulet over. Edden stuffed it in apocket. “ My
gpologies,” he said, hisround facetight. “Ms. Morgan istenaciousin her desireto find the person or
persons responsible for so many deaths. She has a dangerous”—thiswas directed at me—*“tendency to
forget she hasto function within thelaw’ s parameters.”

Trent’ swispy hair rosein the current from the air vents. Seeing my gaze on it, he ran ahand over his
head, hinting at irritation. “ She meanswell.”

How patronizing was that? Angry, | set my bag on the floor with athump. “Dr. Anders meant well,
t0o,” | said. “Did you kill her after sheturned down your offer of employment?

Jonathan stiffened, and Edden’ s hands jerked asif he wastrying to keep them in his lap and away from
around my neck. “I’m not going to warn you again, Rachel....” he growled.

Trent'ssmile never flickered. He was angry and trying not to show it. | wasglad | could paint thewalls
with my fedings; it wasfar more satisfying. “No, it'sal right,” Trent said, clagping hisfingerstogether and
leaning forward to set them on hisdesk. “If it will ease Ms. Morgan’ s belief that I’ m capable of such
monstrous crimes, 1’1l be more than happy to tell you what we discussed last night.” Though he was
talking to Edden, his gaze didn’t shift from mine. “We were discussing the possibility of my funding her
research.”

“Ley lineresearch?’ | questioned.



He picked up a pencil, the motion as he twirled it giving away his discomfort. Heredly should have
broken himsdlf of the habit. “Ley line research,” he agreed. “The vein of which haslittle practicad vaue. |
wasindulging my curiogity, nothing more.”

“I think you offered her ajob,” | said. “And when she refused to work for you, you had her killed, just
likedl theother ley linewitchesin Cincinnati.”

“Morgan!” Edden exdamed, pulling himsdf upright in hischair. “Go wait inthe van.” Herose, giving
Trent an gpologetic look. “Mr. Kaamack, I'm very sorry. Ms. Morgan isentirely out of line, and is not
acting under FIB authority in her accusations.”

| spunin my chair to face him. “It’ swhat hetried to do to me. Why would Dr. Anders be any different?’

Edden’ sface went red behind hislittle round glasses. | clenched my jaw, ready to argue right back. He
took an angry bresth, letting it out at the knock at the door. Jonathan opened it, stepping back as Glenn
camein, ducking hishead briefly to Trent in acknowledgment. | could tell by his hunched, furtive
expression that the search wasn't going well.

He murmured something to Edden, and the captain scowled, growling something back. Trent watched
the exchange with interet, his brow smoothing and the faint tension in his shoulders easing. The pencil
was set aside, and he leaned back in hischair.

Jonathan went to Trent, putting a hand on his desk as he leaned to whisper in Trent’ sear. My attention
flicked from Jonathan’ s condescending smile to Edden’ sworried frown. Trent was going to come out of
thislooking like an injured citizen brutaized by the FIB. Darmn.

Jonathan straightened and Trent’ s green eyes met mine, softly mocking. Edden’ s voice rasped at my
awareness as he told Glenn to have Jenks double-check the gardens. Trent was going to get away with
it. He killed those people, and he was going to get away with it!

Frustration gripped me as Glenn gave me ahdlplesslook and left, closing the door behind him. | knew
my charmswere good, but they might not work if Trent was using ley line magic to hide her. My face
went dack. Ley linemagic? If hewashiding her with ley linemagic, | could find her with the same.

| glanced a Trent, seeing his satisfaction falter a the sudden questioning look | knew | must be wearing.
Trent held up afinger to Jonathan, keeping the tall man quiet as he focused on me, clearly trying to figure
out what | wasthinking.

Making a search charm using earth magic was clearly white witcheraft. It followed that one made using
ley line magic would be white aswell. The cost upon my karmawould be negligible, far lessthan, say,
lying about my birthday to get afree drink. And whether slemming from earth or ley line magic, asearch
charm was covered under the search and seizure warrant.

My heartbeat quickened, and | reached to touched my hair. | didn’t know the incantation, but Nick might
haveit in hisbooks. And if Trent used ley line magic to cover histracks, therewould haveto bealine
close enough to use. Interesting.

“I needto makeacadl,” | said, hearing my voice asif it were from outside my head.

Trent seemed a alossfor words. | liked seeing the emotion on him. “Y ou’ re welcome to use my
secretary’ sphone,” he said.

“I havemy own,” | said, digging in my bag. “ Thank you.”



Edden gave me asuspicious glance and went to talk to Trent and Jonathan. By his polite stance and
gppeasaing ook, | thought he might be trying to smooth the political waves hisfaled FIB vist was going
to cause. Tense, | rose, going to the far corner to try and stay out of the camera sview aswell astheir
earshot.

“Bethere,” | whispered as | scrolled through my short list and hit the send button. “Pick up, Nicky.
Please pick up....” He might be getting groceries. He could be doing hislaundry or taking anap or in the
shower, but | waswilling to bet my nonexistent paycheck that he was till reading that damned book. My
shoulders relaxed as someone picked up. He was home. | loved a predictable man.

“"Ello,” he said, sounding preoccupied.
“Nick,” | bresthed. “ Thank God.”
“Rachd? What'sup?’ Concern laced hisvoice, pulling my shoulderstight again.

“I need your help,” | said, glancing at Edden and Trent, trying to keep my voice soft. “I'm at Trent’ swith
Captain Edden. We got a search warrant. Will you look in your booksfor aley line charmto
find—um—dead people?’

There was along hegitation. “ That' swhat | like about you, Ray-ray,” he said as| heard the sound of a
diding book followed by athump. “Y ou say the sweetest things.”

| waited, my stomach knotting as the sound of turning pages camefaintly over the phone.

“Dead people,” he murmured, not fazed at dl, while the butterflies battered my stomach with
jackhammers. “Dead fairies. Dead ghogts. Will aninvocation for ghosts do?’

“No.” | picked at my nail polish, watching Trent watch me as he talked to Edden.
“Dead kings, dead livestock. .. ah, dead people.”
My pulseincreased and | fumbled in my bag for a pen.

“Okay...” Hewassdlent, reading it over. “1t'ssmple enough, but | don’t think you can useit during the
daytime”
“Why not?’

“Y ou know how tombstonesin our world show up in the ever-after? Well, the charm makes unmarked
gravesin our world do the same. But you have to be able to see into the ever-after with your second
sight, and you can't do that unlessthe sun isdown.”

“I canif 'mgandinginaley line” | whigpered, fedling cold. I’ d never seen that tidbit of information
written in abook. My dad had told me when | was eight.

“Rachd,” he protested after amoment’ s hesitation. “ Y ou can't. If that demon knowsyou'rein aley line,
he Il try to pull you the rest of the way into the ever-after.”

“It can't. It does't own my soul,” | whispered, turning to hide my moving lips.
Hewas slent, and my breath sounded loud to me. “I don't likeit,” hefinaly said.

“I don’t like you cdling up demons. And it’ sanit, not ahim.”



The phonewassilent. | glanced a Trent, then turned my back on him. | wondered how good his hearing
wes.

“Yes,” Nick sad, “but he owns two-thirds of my soul, and one-third of yours. What if—"

“Soulsdon’'t add up like numbers, Nick,” | said, my voice harsh with worry. “It'san al or nothing affair.
It doesn’t have enough on me. It doesn’t have enough on you. I'm not walking out of here without
proving Trent killed that woman. What' sthe incantation?’

| waited, my knees going weak. “Got apen?’ hefindly said, and | nodded, forgetting he couldn’t seethe
gediure.

“Yes” | sad, jiggling the phoneto write on my palm like atest cheet sheet.

“Okay. It'snot long. I'll trand ate everything but the invocation word in English, only because we don’'t
have aword that means the glowing ashes of the dead, and | think it’ simportant you get that part exactly
right. Give me amoment, and | can makeit rhyme.”

“Non-rhyming isfine” | said dowly, thinking thisjust kept getting better and better. Glowing ashes of
the dead? What kind of language needed its own word for that?

He cleared histhroat and | readied my pen. “ * Dead unto dead, shine asthe moon. Silence dl but the
restless’ ” He hestated. “ And then the trigger word is ‘favilla’ ”

“Favilla” | repeated, writing it phoneticaly. “ Any gesture?’

“No. It doesn't physicaly act on anything, so you don’t need agesture or focus object. Do you want me
to repest it?’

“No,” | said, alittlesick as| looked a my pam. Did | really want to do this?
“Rachd,” he said, hisvoice sounding worried through the spegker. “ Be careful.”

“Yeah,” | said, my pulsefast in anticipation and worry. “Thanks, Nick.” | bit my lower lip in asudden
thought. “Hey, um, keep my book for me until | talk to you, okay?’

“Ray-ray?" he questioned warily.

“Ask melater,” | said, flicking aglance a Edden, then Trent. | didn’t have to say another word. Hewas
asmart man.

“Wait. Don't hang up,” he said, the concern in hisvoice giving me pause. “Keegp meontheline. | can't it
here and fed those tugs on me without knowing if you' rein trouble or not.”

I licked my lips and forced my hand down from whereit had been playing with the end of my braid.
Using Nick asmy familiar went against every mord fiber | had—and I’ d liketo think | had alot of
them—but | couldn’t walk away. | wouldn’t even try it if | wasn't sure Nick would be unaffected. “I'll
giveyou to Captain Edden, okay?’

“Edden?’ he said faintly, hisworry taking on an edge of self-preservation.

| turned back to the three men. “Captain,” | said, drawing their attention. “I"d like to try adifferent finding
spell beforewe leave.”

Edden’ s round face was pinched with frustration. “We re done here, Morgan,” he said gruffly. “We ve



taken up more than enough of Mr. Kalamack’ stime.”
| swalowed, trying to look like | did thisevery day. “ This one works differently.”
His breath went in and out in arough sound. “Can | have aword with you in the hallway?’ he intoned.

Hallway? | would not be pulled into the halway like an errant child. | turned to Trent. “Mr. Kalamack
won't mind. He has nothing to hide, yes?’

Trent’ sface was amask of professond politeness. Jonathan stood behind him, his narrow face ugly. “As
long asit falswithin the parameters of your warrant,” Trent said smoothly.

| felt ajolt hearing the concern he was trying to hide. He was worried. | was, too.

| made my stepsdow as | crossed the office and handed Edden the phone. “It’ safinding spell tuned to
find unmarked graves. Nick will tell you al about it, Captain, so you can be sureit'slegd. You
remember him, don’'t you?’

Edden took the phone, the dim pink rectangle looking ridiculousin histhick hands. “If it'sso Smple, why
didn’'t you tell me about it before?”

| gave him anervousamile. “It usesley lines”

Trent’ sface froze. His gaze darted to my demon-marked wrist, and he leaned back into his chair and
Jonathan’ s protection. | arched my eyebrows though my stomach wasin knots. If he protested, he would
look guilty. His hands moved with a nervous quickness as he reached for hiswire-rimmed glasses and
tapped them on the desktop. “Please,” he said asif he had any say in the matter. “Invoke your charm. I'd
be interested to see how much an earth witch such as yoursdlf knows about ley line magic.”

“Me, too,” Edden said dryly before he put the phone to his ear and began talking to Nick in low, intent
tones, making sure what | was going to do fell within the FIB warrant, most likely.

“Well havetomove,” | said dmost to mysdlf. “1 need to find aley lineto sand in.”

“Ah, Ms. Morgan,” Trent said, clearly agitated as he sat up straight in his chair. The wire-rimmed glasses
he had put back on made him look less sophisticated, giving him a softer, amost harmlesslook. | thought
he looked alittle pae, too.

Right, | thought snidely as| closed my eyesto makeit easer to find aley linewith my second sight. Like
you have a ley line running through your garden.

| reached out with my thoughts, searching for the red smear of ever-after. My breath hissed in and my
eyesflashed open. | stared at Trent.

The man had afresking ley line running right through hisfreaking office.

Twenty

Mouth agape, | looked across the office to Trent. His face wastight and drawn as he sat flanked by
Jonathan. Neither looked happy. My pulse raced. Trent knew it wasthere. He could use ley lines. That
meant he was either human or witch. Vamps couldn’t pull on them, and humans who could and were
subsequently infected with the vamp virus lost the ability. | didn’t know what frightened me more, that
Trent used ley linesor that he knew | knew. God help me. | was hafway to knowing Trent's most
precious secret of what the hell hewas.
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The door to Trent’ s office smashed into thewall. Adrendine surged painfully, and | fell into adefensive
stance. Quen burgt in. “Sa—Sir,” he barked, changing histitle Sa’ hanu, mid-speech. He jerked to astop,
his eyes narrowing as he took in my tense posture in the corner and Edden sitting in his chair with my
phone at his ear, carefully not moving oneinch.

The man’s green eyes fixed upon mine. My heart pounded. Our defensive postures eased, and | tugged
my skirt down where it belonged. The door arched closed as Jenks darted in.

“Hey, Rache!” the pixy cried, hiswingsred in excitement. “ Someone sfound aley lineand it sgot
someone in an unholy snit.” He stopped short, taking in the tense room. “Oh, it'syou,” he said, grinning.
Wings clattering, helit upon my shoulder, quickly abandoning me for Edden and the chance to overhear
what Nick was saying.

Trent leaned forward to put his elbows on the desk. A bead of sweet edged his hairline. | tried to
swdlow, finding my mouth dry. “Ms. Morgan isdemondrating her ley line skillsfor us” Trent said. “I'm
very interested to see.”

I’1l bet you are, | thought, wondering how deep in the pile| had stepped. Ley line magic was used
heavily in security, and Quen had known the moment | found it.

Uneasy, | took the opportunity to examine everyon€e s auras with my second sight. Jenks swasall
rainbows, asmost pixies were. Edden’ s was asteady blue tending to yellow about his head. Quen's
was agreen so dark asto be amost black, shot through with vibrant orange streaks about his middle and
his hands—not good. Jonathan’ swas green aswell, much lighter and dmost bland inits uniformity and
shade. Trent’s....| hesitated, fatering.

Trent’ saurawas sunshine yelow, streaked with a sharply defined red. The crimson dashes hinted that he
had more than his share of soul-marring tragedy in his past. It was unusudly close around him, rimmed in
slver sparkles, like vy’ swas. They burst into existence and floated about him when he took a hand and
ran it across his head to make his hair lie flat. He was |ooking for something—the way the sparkles
embedded themsalvesin hismain auraindicating that he had dedicated hislife to this search. The money,
the power, the drive, was dl to serve ahigher purpose. What was he looking for? | wondered.

| couldn’t see my aura. Unless | was standing on a scrying mirror—which | would never do again. But |
was sure Trent waslooking at it, and | didn't like that he could see the demon mark on my wrist pulsating
with anasty black smear, or than my aura, too, had those same ugly red streaks, or that apart from his
sparkles, our auras were almost identical.

Edden looked warily between us, knowing something was going on but not what. Brow pinching, he
shifted to the edge of his chair and had aterse, hushed conversation with Nick.

“Y ou have aley line running through your office?’ | said, light-headed.

“Y ou have onein your backyard,” Trent answered flatly. Jaw tightening, he glanced at Edden. | could
amost see hiswish that the FIB captain wasn't there. His expression was laced with athreatening
warning. It was't publicized that only humans and witches could manipulate ley lines, but anyone could
figureit out, and | knew he wanted me to shut up about them. | was more than willing to, knowing that
having the information was like holding a cobra by thetail.

My fingerswere trembling from adrendine, and | clenched them into fissas| turned to the
three-foot-wide smear of ever-after running through Trent’ s office. It made an east to west swath before
his desk, more accurate than any compass, and | imagined it probably ran through his back office, too.
Assoon as| stepped into it, | could make an educated guess.



Swest broke out on the small of my back as| eyed theline. I'd never put mysdf in one before. Unless
you made the effort to tap into aline, you could walk right through it and fed nothing. | took a breath,
willing mysdlf to relax. If Algaliarept did show up, dl I'd have to do was step out of theline. It couldn’t
get out of the ever-after aslong as the sun was above the horizon.

With afind, wary look at the two men standing protectively behind Trent, | closed my eyes. Steding
myself, | reached out and touched my will to theline.

Power, heady with intent, surged into me. My pulselespt, and | think | staggered. Breath fast and
shdlow, | held up ahand to keep Edden from touching me. | had heard him stand. As he shot hushed
questions at Nick, | hung my head and did nothing, riding the surges of power rising through mein ever
stronger pulses. They backwashed at my extremities, my head throbbing in hurt as they rebounded and
crashed into the continuing inflow. | felt amoment of panic asit grew, and grew, and continued to grow.
Just how strong wasthisthing?

| felt like an overinflated balloon and it seemed | was going to burst or go insane. This, | thought, amost
panting, was why ley line witches have familiars. Their anima companionsfiltered the raw energy,
their smpler minds better able to handle the strain. | wouldn’t make Nick take my risk. | had to take it
al. And | had yet to actudly step into the line. How much more potent it would be then was anyone's
guess.

Sowly, the demanding influx ebbed, becoming amost bearable. Tingling from theinside, | took a breath
that sounded suspicioudly like a sob. The balance of energy finally seemed to have equaized. | could fed
the wisps of my hair that had escaped my braid tickle my neck asthe wind from the ever-after lifted past
and through me.

“My God...” | heard Edden breathe, and | hoped | hadn’t just lost histrust. | don’t think he truly
understood how different we were until that moment, seeing my hair move in the breeze that only | could
fed.

“Not much of awitch,” | heard Jonathan say, “ staggering in apower drunk at noon.”

“It would beif sheweretapping it like most people,” came Quen’ sthroaty whisper, and | strained to
hear him. “ She’ snot using afamiliar, Sa han. Shel' s channeling the entire bloody line by hersdlf.”

Jonathan’ sintake of alarm sent a surge of vindication through me—until he followed it up with an urgent,
“Kill her. Tonight. She' snot worth the risk anymore.”

My eyes amost flew open, but | held them shut so they wouldn’t know | had heard. My wildly pounding
heart sounded loud in my ears, adding to the dow swelling of ley lineforce till trickling in. “ Jonathan,”
Trent said, sounding tired. “ Y ou don't kill something becauseit’s stronger than you. Y ou find away to
useit.”

Use me? | thought bitterly. Over my dead body. Hoping it wasn't apremonition, | lifted my heed,
crossed my fingersfor luck, prayed | wasn't making a mistake, and entered theley line.

My knees buckled as the power swelling in me vanished with a painful suddenness. It was gone. The
uncomfortable influx of ever-after was gone. Not believing it, | stood, redlizing | had fallen to oneknee. |
forced my eyesto remain shut lest | lose my second sight, dapping away Edden’s hand gripping my
shoulder.

The grength of theley line swirled through me, making my skin prickle and my hair float, but the balance
had become perfect. It left me shaken but no longer having to fight the strain of its power. Why had no



one ever told methis? Standing in alinewas ahdl of alot easer than maintaining alink to one, eveniif the
gritty wind took getting used to.

Eyesdill shut, | looked at the ever-after, thinking it was even stranger lit under the demons’ sun. The
walls of Trent’ s office were gone, and only Edden’ s hushed conversation with Nick kept me grounded,
telling my frazzled mind that no, | hadn’t crossed into the ever-after, | was standing in atrapdoor, seeing
avisonof it.

Spreading in dl directions was arolling landscape of scattered groves of trees and wide, open tracts. To
the east and west stretched a hazy ribbon of ley lineforce. | was standing two-thirds down its
congderable length, and | would guessit went to Trent’ s back office. The sky was awashed-out yellow
and the sun wasintense, beating down asif trying to crush the squat, stubby treesinto the ground. | felt
asif it was passing right through me, bouncing up and warming the undersides of my feet. Eventhe
coarse grass seemed stunted, barely coming to mid-caf. In the hazy distance to the west were a cluster
of sharp lines and angles towering over the landscape. Eerie and strange, the demon city was clearly
broken.

“Cool,” | breathed, and Edden shushed Nick’ s demands for information.

Knowing Trent was watching, though I couldn’t see him, | turned my back on him so he couldn’t read
my lipsas| whispered thefirst haf of the incantation. Fortunately, | recalled the short trandated phrase,
sincel didn’t want to open my eyesto read it off my pam.

Asthewordsfdl from me, adight imbaance of everafter energy stirred in my feet, swirling up to settlein
my belly. My knees grew loose as the grass bent toward me from dl sdes. Ley line strength flowed into
me, carrying a pleasant durry of tingleswith it. | wondered how intense the sensation would grow, not
wanting to admit it felt good.

My hair lifted in asudden swirl of power as| began the second half. With al but the word of invocation
sad, the energy crested, sending aswirl of pricklesto push evenly through me. It hung within mefor a
moment, then it flashed from mein aflat pulse of yellow, to run like ripples over the contours of the land.

“Holy crap,” | said, then covered my mouth, hoping | hadn’t just ruined the charm. | hadn’t finished it yet.
Shocked, | watched with my second sight asthe flat sheet of ever-after energy sped away. The pulse
wasthe color of my aura, and | felt uneasy, reminding myself that the spell had taken only the hue of my
aura, not my auraitself.

Thering continued to expand until it went faint in the distance. | didn’t know whether to be pleased or
adarmed that it seemed to have gone dl the way to the haf-seen city. The outgoing ripple didn’t leave the
ever-after landscape unchanged, and my awe shifted to dlarm as| redlized that initswakewas a
smattering of glittering green smears.

Bodies. They were everywhere. Besde me| could see the small ones, some no bigger than my pinky
nail. Farther out, only the larger ones could be discerned. My firgt gut-twisting reaction dulled as|
redlized the charm was picking up everything that was dead: rodents, birds, bugs, everything. A huge
number of big oneslay to the west in neat and orderly rows and columns. | had amoment of panic until |
redlized they were right where Trent’ s stableslay in the real world and were probably the bodies of his
past race winners.

My heart dowed, and | tried to remember the last word, the one that would sensitize the charm to show
only human remains. Brow furrowed, | sood in Trent’ s office, my feet firmly in agateway to the
ever-after, trying to remember what it had been.



“Oh, ign't thisaddight,” camearichly cultured voice from behind me.

| waited for someoneto tell mewho had just walked into Trent’ s office, but no one said aword. The hair
pricked on the back of my neck. Anticipating theworst, | kept my eyes closed and my second sight
open, and turned. My hand rose to my mouth and | froze. It was ademon dressed in arobe and dippers.

“Rachel MarianaMorgan?’ it said, then smiled wickedly. | swalowed hard. Okay—it was my demon.
“What are you doing in Trenton Aloysius Kdamack’sley line?” it questioned.

My breath came faster and | waved ahand behind me, trying to find the edge of theline. “1’m working,”
| said, my hand throbbing as| found it. “What are you doing here?’

It shrugged, its stance lengthening asit molded into the familiar vision of alanky, leather-clad vamp with
blond hair and atorn ear. Sumping into a bad-boy swagger, it licked its pouty lips, the chain running
from a back pocket to its belt loop jingling. My breath went shaky. It was getting better at picking Kisten
out of my mind; it had him down perfectly.

A pair of smoked glasses with round frames appeared in its hand, and it snapped the earpieces out with a
quick flick of thewrigt. “I fet you, love,” it said, itsteeth lengthening to that of avampire sasit put the
glassesonto hideitsred goat eyes. “I Smply ha-a-a-ad to seeif you had comefor avist. You don't
mind if | bethisone, do you? He sgot the bdls of abull.”

God, help me. | shuddered, sticking my hand out of the line despite the stabbing hurt of ever-after
imbalance. “1 wasn't trying to get your attention,” 1 whispered. “ Go away.”

| felt atouch on my hand and | jerked away. | could smell burnt coffee, and | wished Edden would quit
doing that. “Who the devil isshetalking to?’ the FIB captain asked softly.

“I don’'t know,” Jenks said. “But I'm not going into thet lineto see”

“Leave?’ the demon said, itsgrin widening. “No, no, no. Don't be silly. | want to see how much
ever-after you can manipulate. Go on, love. Finish your little charm,” it encouraged.

In the background I could hear Trent and Quen having an intense argument. | wasn't willing to open my
eyesand risk losing Sght of the demon, but | thought Trent waswinning. Nervous, | licked my lips, hating
mysaf when thevison of Kisten did the same with amocking downess. “| forgot the last word,” |
admitted, then gtiffened as| remembered. “Favilla,” | blurted in relief, and the demon clapped his hands
inddight.

| jumped as a second wave of ever-after jolted through me. Clutching my arms about myself asif to keep
my auraintact, | watched theflat pulse of yellow dart away, following the path of thefirst. Algdiarept
moaned, staggering asif in pleasure asit passed through it. | watched its reaction in near horror. The
demon obvioudy liked it, but if it could have taken my aura, it would have by now. | think.

“Spun candy,” it said, closing itseyes. “Flay me and day me. Spun candy and nectar.”
Swell. | had to get out of there.

While Algdiarept ran its hand over the grass and licked fromitsfingersthe yellow smear of ley line
power my charm had left onit, | scanned the surrounding countryside. My shoulderstightened in worry.
Every glittering blur marking death was gone. Algdiarept seemed content seining the grass for remnants
of my spell, so | snuck aquick look behind me, my fast spin jerking to a stop.

One of the horse graves glowed a bright red. It wasn't ahorse, it was a person.



Trent had killed her, | thought, my attention darting to anew shape materiaizing within theley line.

It was Trent, having stepped into it to seewhat | was seeing. His gaze went to the flash of red, widening,
but his shock was nothing compared to when the demon shifted into amirror copy of me, deek and
dangerousin ablack silk body stocking.

“Trenton AloysiusKaamack,” it said, making my voice sexier than | ever could. It suggestively licked the
last of my spell off itsfinger, and | wondered if the demon was making me look better than | actually did.
“What a dangerous direction your thoughts have taken,” the demon said. Y ou should be more careful
whom you inviteto play inyour ley line.” It hesitated, its hip cocked asit squinted over its glassesand
compared our auras. “ Such a pretty pair you make, like matched horsesin my stables.”

And it disappeared in a sensation of tingles, leaving me to stare across the ever-after landscape at Trent.

Twenty-One

My hedl's clacked with more authority than | felt as| walked down the long planked porch of Trent's
foaling stable ahead of Trent and Quen. The empty row of box stdls faced the south and the afternoon
sun. Atop them were the vet gpartments. No one was in them, seeing asit wasfall. Though horses could
have their foas any time of the year, most stables enforced a gtrict breeding program so the mares all
dropped their foas at once, getting the dangerous period over with at onetime.

| thought the temporarily abandoned buildings were a perfect place to hide abody.

God help me, | thought with a sudden wash of ill feding. How could | be so cavdier? Dr. Anderswas
dead.

A faint baying of abeagle lifted over the hazy afternoon. My head jerked up and my heart gave a pound.
Farther down the dirt road was akennel the size of asmall apartment complex. Dogs were standing
againg their wire runs, waiching.

Trent brushed past me, the breeze of his passage smelling of falen leaves. “They never forget their
quarry,” he murmured, and | tensed.

Trent and Quen had accompanied us out here, leaving Jonathan behind to supervise the FIB officers ill
coming in from the gardens. The two men angled for an alcove tucked dead center between the row of
box gtals. The wood-walled room was completely open to the wind and sun on one side. By the rustic
furniture, | guessed it was abox stall converted to an outdoor meeting place for the vetsto relax during
birthsand such. | didn't like that no one was with them, but | wasn't about to join them. Slowing, |
leaned againgt a support pogt, deciding | could keep an eye on them from there.

Three FIB officerswith their cadaver dogs stood by the dog van parked in the shade of a huge oak tree.
The doorswere open, and Glenn’ s authoritative voice drifted to hang over the sun-warmed pastures.
Edden was with them, looking out of place on the fringes. It was obvious that Glenn wasin charge, by
the way Edden kept his handsin his pockets and his mouth shut.

Hitting over them was Jenks, hiswingsred in excitement as he got in the way and offered a steady
stream of unasked for advice that wasignored. The remaining FIB officers stood under the ancient oak
that shadowed the parking lot. As| watched, a crime scene van pulled in with an exaggerated downess.
Captain Edden had called it after | found a body.

| snuck aglance at Trent, deciding the businessman looked a bit bothered if anything, as he stood in the
informa room with his hands behind his back. Persondly, I’ d be visbly upset if someone was about to
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find an unexplained body on my property. | was sure this was where the unmarked grave had been
shining.

Cold, | stepped off the covered walkway and into the sun. Hands gripping my elbows, | cameto ahatin
the sawdust parking lot, surreptitioudy watching Trent from around awisp of hair that had escaped my
braid. He had put on alightweight cream-colored hat against the sun and changed his shoesto bootsin
deference to our trip out to his stables. Somehow the mix looked right on him. It was't fair he should
look so calm and relaxed. But then he jerked at the sound of a car door damming. He was wound as
tight as| was; hejust hid it better.

Glenn said afew last, loud words and the group broke up. Tails waving, the dogs began a methodical
search: two in the nearby pastures, one through the building itsdlf, | couldn’t help but notice that the
handler assigned to the stables was using his kills, too, instead of relying on the dog’ s nose done,
looking up into rafters and opening latched pandls.

Captain Edden touched his son’s shoulder and headed toward me, short arms swinging. “Rachd,” he
said even before hewas close, and | looked up, surprised he had used my first name. “We' ve been over
thisbuilding dready.”

“If itign't thisbuilding, then it’ snear here. Y our men may not have been usng my charms properly.” Or
not at all, | finished slently, knowing the prejudice humansfelt was often covered up in smiles lies, and
hypocrisy. | knew | shouldn’t jump to conclusions, though. | wasfairly sure Trent had used aley line
charm to cover up her whereabouts, and so my spells would have been less than useful. My attention
went from the dogs to Trent as Quen leaned to speak into hisear. “ Shouldn’t he be under arrest, or
detained, or something?’ | asked.

Edden squinted from the low sun. *“Keep your panties on. Murder cases are won and lost in the
collection of evidence, Morgan. Y ou ought to know that.”

“I’m arunner, not adetective,” | said sourly. “Mogt of the people | tagged were charged before |
brought themin.”

He grunted at that. | thought that Captain Edden’ s adherenceto “therules’ might lead to Trent vanishing
inapuff of smoke to never be seen again. Seeing mefidget, he pointed a me and then at the ground, to
tell meto stay where | was before he moseyed down to Quen and Trent. The squat human’s hands were
in his pockets but not far from hisweapon. Quen hadn’t awegpon, but looking at him shifting lightly on
hisfeet, | didn’t think he needed one.

| felt better when Edden subtly moved the two men apart, snagging a passing officer and telling him to
ask Quen to detail their security procedures while he talked to Trent about the upcoming FIB fund-raiser
dinner. Nice.

| turned away, watching the sun shine on the dog’ s yellow coat. The heat soaked into me, and the smell
of the stables was warm with memory. | had enjoyed my three summers at camp. The scent of sweaty
horse and hay mixing with the hint of aged manure waslikeabam.

My riding lessons had been to help increase my balance, improve my muscle tone, and up my red blood
cdl count, but | think itslargest benefit had been the confidence | gained from being in control of abig
beautiful anima that would do anything | asked of it. To an eleven-year-old, that feding of power was
addictive.

A smile curved over meand | closed my eyes, feding the autumn sun soak deeper. My friend and | had
snuck out of our camp house one morning to deep in the stables with the horses. The soft sounds of their



breathing had been indescribably comforting. Our cabin mother had been furious, but it wasthe best |
had dept the entiretime.

My eyes opened. It had probably been the only night I’ d dept uninterrupted. Jasmin, too, had dept well
at the stables. And the pale girl had desperately needed deep. Jasmin! | thought, clutching at the name.
That’ swhat the dark-haired girl’ s name had been. Jasmin.

The sound of radio chatter pulled my gaze from thefild, leaving me feding more meancholy than |
would’ ve expected. She had possessed an inoperable brain tumor. | didn’t think even Trent’ sfather's
illegd activities could havefixed that.

My attention went to Trent. His green eyes were intent on me even as he talked to Edden, and | tugged
my hat straight and tucked awisp of hair behind an ear. Refusing to let him rattle me, | stared back. His
gaze flicked behind me, and | turned as Sara Jane’ sred car pulled up with a scattering of sawdust beside
the FIB vehicles.

The smal woman bolted from her car, looking like a different person in her jeans and casud blouse.
Slamming the door, she stalked forward. “ Y ou!” she accused, coming to aflustered halt before me, and |
took a surprised step back. “Thisisyour doing, isn't it!” she shouted up a me.

My face went blank. “Uh.”

She put herself in my face, and | took another step back. “I asked for your help in finding my boyfriend,”
shesad shrilly, eyesflashing. “Not accuse my employer of murder! Y ou are an evil witch, soevil, you
could—could fire God!”

“Um,” | sammered, glancing at Edden for help. He and Trent were on their way over, and | backed up
another step, holding my bag tight against me. | hadn’t thought of this.

“SaraJane,” Trent soothed even before hewas close. “It' sal right.”

She spun to him, her blond hair catching the highlights of the sun. “Mr. Kaamack,” she said, her face
shifting abruptly to fear and worry. Eyes pinched, she wrung her hands. “I’m sorry. | came as soon as |
heard. | didn’t ask her to come here. I—I...” Her eyeswelled, and making asmall noise, she dropped
her head into her hands and Started crying.

My lips parted in surprise. Was she worried about her job, her boyfriend, or Trent?

Trent gave me adark ook, asif it were my fault she was upset. It melted into genuine sympathy as he put
ahand upon the smal woman'’s shaking shoulders. “ Sara Jane,” he soothed, ducking his head to try and
meet her eyes. “Don’'t even think that | blame you for this. Ms. Morgan' s accusations have nothing to do
with you going to the FIB about Dan.” Hiswonderful voice rose and fdl like puddles of slk.

“B-But she thinks you murdered those people,” she ssammered, sniffing as she pulled her hands from her
face and smeared her mascarainto a brown blur under her eye.

Edden shifted uneasily from foot to foot. The radio chatter from the FIB vehicles rose over the crickets. |
refused to fed sorry that | had made Sara Jane cry. Her boss was dirt, and the sooner she redlized that,
the better off shewould be. Trent hadn’t killed those people with his hands, but he had arranged it,
making him as guilty asif he had carved them up himsdf. My thoughts went to the picture of the woman
on the gunnery, and | stedled mysdif.

Trent pulled Sara Jan€e' s gaze up with a gentle encouragement. | wondered at his compassion. |
wondered how it would fed to have hisbeautiful voice soothing me, telling me that everything was dl



right. Then | wondered if there was achancein hell of Sara Jane getting away from him with her life
intact.

“Don't jumpto conclusons” Trent said, handing her alinen handkerchief embroidered with hisinitids.
“No one has been accused of anything. And there’ s no need for you to stay here. Why don't you go
back home? This ugly businesswill be done as soon as we find the stray dog that Ms. Morgan’s charm
hasfixed on.”

Sara Jane shot me apoisonouslook. “Yesdir,” she said, her voice harsh.

Stray dog? | thought, torn between my desire to take her out to lunch for a heart-to-heart and my need
to dap some senseinto the woman.

Edden cleared histhroat. “I’ d ask Ms. Gradenko and yoursdlf to stay here until we know more, sir.”
Trent’ s professiond smilefdtered. “ Are we being detained?”’
“Nodr,” hesad respectfully. “Merdly arequest.”

“Captain!” adog handler shouted from the second floor landing. My heart pounded at the excitement in
the man’svoice. “ Socks didn’t point, but we have alocked door.”

Adrendine zinged through me. | looked at Trent. His face showed nothing.

Quen and asmal man started forward, accompanied by an FIB officer. The short man was obvioudy a
past jockey now turned manager. His face was leathered and wrinkled, and he had awad of keyswith
him. They jingled as he pulled one off and handed it to Quen. Body tense with that unnerving liquid
menace, Quen handed it in turn to Edden.

“Thank you,” the FIB captain said. “Now go stand with the officers.” He hesitated, smiling. “If you
would, please.” He crooked hisfinger at apair of FIB officerswho had just arrived, pointing at Quen.
They jogged over.

Glenn left the crime scene van with its radio and headed in our direction. Jenks was with him, and the
pixy circled him three times before zipping ahead. “ Give methe key,” Jenks said ashe cameto a
pixy-dust-laced halt between Edden and me. “I’ll takeit up.”

Glenn looked at the pixy in bother ashejoined us. “ Y ou're not FIB. Key, please.”

An unheard sigh lifted through Edden. | could tell he wanted to see what wasin that room and was
making a conscious effort to et his son handleit. By rights, he had no business being out here. | imagine
accusing acity council member of murder gave him more judtification than he might have otherwise.

Jenks swings clattered harshly as Captain Edden handed the key to Glenn. | could smell Glenn’s swest
over hiscologne, hiseagerness. A cluster of people had joined the dog and her handler about the door,
and gripping my bag tightly, | started to the Sairsright dong with him.

“Rachd,” Glenn said, coming to astop and catching my elbow. “Y ou' re saying here.”

“l'amnot!” | exclaimed, jerking out of hisgrip. | glanced at Captain Edden for support, and the squat
man shrugged, looking put out that he hadn’t been invited, ather.

Glenn' sface hardened as he saw the direction of my gaze. Letting go of me, he said, “ Stay here. | want
you to watch Kalamack. Read his emotionsfor me.”



“That’'saload of crap,” | said, thinking, crap or not, it was probably agood idea. “ Y our d—" | bit my
tongue. “Y our captain can do that,” | amended.

Bother pinched hisbrow. “All right. It' s crap. But you' re going to stay here. If wefind Dr. Anders, |
want this crime scene tighter than—"

“A graight man’sbutt cheeksin prison?” Jenks offered, histiny shape starting to glow.

Helanded on my shoulder, and | Iet him stay. “Come on, Glenn,” | wheedled. “1 won'’t touch anything.
Andyou'll need meto tell you if there are any lethd spells.”

“Jenks can do that,” he said. “ And he doesn’t have to step on the floor to do it.”

Frudtrated, | cocked my hip and fumed. | could tell that under his official veneer, Glenn wasworried and
excited dl at the sametime. He had only made detective recently, and | imagined thiswas the biggest
case he' d worked. Cops spent their entire professiond lives on the job and were never assigned a case
with this many potentid political ramifications. All the more reason | should bethere. “But I'm your
Inderland consultant,” | said, grasping at Straws.

He put adark hand on my shoulder, and | pushed it off. “Look,” he said, the rims of his ears going red.
“There are proceduresto follow. | lost my first court case because of a contaminated crime scene, and
I’m not going to risk losing Kalamack because you were too impatient to wait your turn. It needsto be
vacuumed, photographed, dusted, andyzed, and anything ese | can think of. Y ou comein right after the
psychic. Got it?’

“Psychic?’ | questioned, and he frowned.

“Okay, I’'m kidding about the psychic, but if you put one manicured nail over that threshold before | say,
I’1l throw you out of here fagter than stink on snake.”

Faster than stink on snake? He must have been seriousif he was mixing his metaphors.
“Youwant an ACG suit?’ he asked, his eyes shifting from mine to the dog van.

| took adow breath at the subtle threat. Anticharm gear. Thelast time | tried to take Trent down, he had
killed the witness right out from under me. “No,” | said.

My subdued tone seemed to satisfy him. “Good,” he said, turning and striding away.

Jenks hovered before me, waiting. His dragonfly wings were red in excitement and the sun caught the
glitter of pixy dust. “Let me know what you find, Jenks,” | said, glad at least one representative from our
sorry little firm would be there.

“You bet, Rache,” he said, then zipped after Glenn.

Edden silently joined me, and | fdt asif we were the only two people in high school who hadn’t been
invited to the big pool party, standing across the road and watching. We waited with an edgy Trent, an
indignant Sara Jane, and atight-lipped Quen as Glenn knocked at the door to announce his FIB
presence—as if it wasn't obvious—and unlocked it.

Jenkswasthefirst onein. He darted out dmost immediately, hisflight somewhat ragged as he landed on
therailing. Glenn leaned in, then out of the black rectangular opening. “Get meamask,” | heard him
muitter, clear through the hush.



My breath came fast. He had found something. And it wasn't adog.

Hand over her mouth, an FIB officer extended a surgica mask to Glenn. A foul stench camefaintly over
the comforting aroma of hay and manure. My nose wrinkled, and | glanced at Trent to see hisface
empty. The parking lot went silent. Aninsect shrilled and another answered it. By the upstairs door,
Socks whined and pawed at her handler’ slegs as she looked for reassurance. | felt ill. How had they
missed the smell before? I’ d been right. It had to have been spelled to keep it contained in the room.

Glenn took a step into the room. For amoment his back was bright with sun, then he took another to
disappear, leaving an empty black door frame. A uniformed FIB officer handed him aflashlight from the
thresnold, ahand over her mouth. Jenks wouldn't look at me. His back was to the door as he stood on
therailing, hiswings bowed and unmoving.

My heart hammered and | held my bresth as the woman in the doorway backed up and Glenn came out.
“It'sabody,” he said to a second young officer, his soft voice carrying clear down to us. “Detain Mr.
Kaamack for questioning.” He took a breath. “Ms. Gradenko, too.”

The officer’ s response was subdued, and she headed down the stairsto find Trent. | triumphantly looked
to Trent, then sobered as | imagined Dr. Anders dead on the floor. | superimposed the memory of
watching Trent kill hisleading researcher, so quick and clean with aready aibi waiting to be
implemented. | had caught him thistime, having moved too fast for him to cover his butt.

Sara Jane clutched a Trent. Fear, rea and full, made her eyeswide and colored her pale cheeks. Trent
didn’t seem to notice her grip, hisface serioudy blank as he looked at Quen. Knees weak, | watched
Trent take adow breath asif steadying himsdlf.

“Mr. Kdamack?’ the young officer said, gesturing for Trent to accompany him.

A flicker of emotion flickered over Trent asthe FIB officer said hisname. | would have said it wasfear if
| thought anything could shake the man. “Ms. Morgan,” Trent said in parting to me as he helped Sara
Jane into motion. Edden and Quen went with them, the captain’ s round face dack with relief. He must
have put his reputation further on the line than | had thought.

Sara Jane pulled from Trent and turned to me. “Y ou bitch,” she said, fear and hatred in her high, childlike
voice. “Y ou have no ideawhat you've done.”

Shocked, | said nothing as Trent took her elbow with what | thought might be awarning sirength. My
hands started shaking and my stomach clenched.

Glenn was on the stairway. There was a digposable wipe in his hands and he was running it over his
fingers as he made hisway to me. He pointed to the crime scene van and then the black rectangle the
door made. Two men lurched into motion. With acalm tenson, they whedled ablack hard-walled
suitcase forward.

| was going to get Trent Kalamack arrested, | thought. Can | survive that?

“It' sabody,” Glenn said as he cameto a squinting hat before me, wiping his hands with yet another
wipe. “Youwereright.” He saw my face, and | knew | must have looked anxious as he followed my
gaze to Trent standing with Quen and Edden. “He sjust aman.”

Trent was confident and unruffled, the picture of cooperation, a sharp contrast to Sara Jane' s anger and
hysterics. “Ishe?’ | breathed.

“It'sgoing to be awhile before you can goin,” he said, taking athird towel and swabhbing the back of his



neck. He looked alittle gray. “ Maybe tomorrow, even. Y ou want aride home?’

“I'll stay.” My stomach felt light. It occurred to methat | should probably cdl Ivy and let her know what
was going on. If she'dtak to me. “Isit bad?’ | asked. By the door, the two men chatted to athird as
they unpacked avacuum from the battered suitcase and put paper deeves on over their shoes.

Glenn didn't answer, his eyes going everywhere but to me and that black doorway. “1f you' re staying,
you'll need this,” he said as he handed me an FIB badge with the word temporary on it. People were
gringing yellow crime scenetape, and it looked like they were settling in. The radio was thick with short,
terse requests, and everyone but the dogs and | seemed happy. | had to get upstairs. | had to see what
Trent had doneto Dr. Anders.

“Thanks,” | whispered, looping the badge' s necklace over my head.

“Get yoursdf acoffee,” he said, looking toward one of the vansthat had comein with us. FIB officers
with nothing to do were dready clustered around it. | nodded, and Glenn headed back to the stairway,
hislong legstaking them two a atime.

| glanced only once at Trent, in the open room between the box stdls. He was talking to an officer,
apparently having waived hisright to counsel. To foster a perception of innocence? | wondered. Or did
he think he was too smart to need one?

Numb, | joined the FIB personnd around the van. Someone handed me a soda, and after | avoided
everyone seyes, they obligingly ignored me. | didn’t particularly want to make friends, and | wasn't
comfortable with the lightness of the conversations. Jenks, though, proceeded to charm sips of sugar and
caffeine from everyone, doing impersonations of Captain Edden that got everyone laughing.

Eventualy | found mysdlf on the outskirts listening to three conversations as the sun moved and anew
chill cameinto the air. The vacuum cleaner wasfaint, the on-again, off-again sound making mejittery.
Findly it quit and didn’t start up. No one seemed to have noticed. My eyesrose to the upper apartments,
and | pulled my jacket closer about me. Glenn had come down just moments before to vanish insde the
crime scene van. My breath did in and out of me, as easy asthe day | was born. Giving mysdf apush, |
found myself moving to the gairway.

Immediately Jenkswas on my shoulder, making me wonder if he had been keeping an eyeon me.
“Rache,” hewarned. “Don’'t go in there.”

“I haveto see” | felt unred, the rough banister under my hand gtill warm from the sun.
“Don't,” he protested, hiswings dlattering. “ Glennisright. Wait your turn.”

| shook my heed, the swinging of my braid forcing him off my shoulder. | needed to see before the
atrocity was lessened with little bags, white cards with nestly printed words, and the careful collection of
data designed to give madness structure so it could be understood. “ Get out of my way,” | said flatly,
waving at him as he hovered belligerently in front of my face. He darted back, and | jerked to astop as|
fdt afingertip flick one of hiswings. I’d hit him?

“Hey!” he shouted. Surprise, darm, and finally anger washed over him. “Fine!” he snapped. “Go see. I'm
not your daddy.” Still swearing, he flew away a head height. Heads turned in his path as atorrent of foul
words spilled nonstop from him.

My legsfet heavy as| forced mysdf to rise up the stairs. A sharp clattering of feet drew my attention up,
and | stood sideways asthefirgt of the vacuum guys hustled past me. A rank smell of decayed flesh



trailed after him, and my gorerose. Forcing it down, | continued, smiling Sickly &t the FIB officer standing
beside the door.

The smdl wasworse up there. My thoughts flashed to the pictures | had seenin Glenn’s office, and |
amost lost it. Dr. Anders could have only been dead afew hours. How could it have gotten so bad so

quickly?
“Name?’ the man said, hisface giff as he tried to look unaffected by the cloying stench.

| stared for amoment, then saw the notebook in his hand. There were several nameson it, the last
followed by theword “photographer.” The remaining man on the outsde walkway snapped his suitcase
shut and dragged it thumping down the stairs. By the doorway was a video camera, its sophigtication
somewhere between that of anews crew and the one my dad used before he died to record my and my
brother’ sbirthdays. “ Oh, um, Rachel Morgan,” | said faintly. “ Specid Inderland consultant.”

“You'rethewitch, right?’ he said, writing my name down with the time and my temporary badge
number. “Y ou want amask with your boots and gloves?’

“Y es, thank you.”

My fingersfelt weak as| put the mask on firgt. It reeked of wintergreen, blocking the stink of decayed
flesh. Thankful, | looked in at the wooden floor, shining polished and yellow under the last of the sunlight.
From around the corner and out of sight came the snick snick snick of acamerashutter. “I’m not going
to bother him, am 1?7’ | asked, my words muffled.

The man shook hishead. “Her,” he said. “And no, you won't bother Gwen. Watch it, or she'll have you
holding tape measures.”

“Thanks” | said, resolving to not do anything of the kind. My gaze flicked to the parking lot below me as
| snapped the paper covers over my shoes. Thelonger | stayed there, the morelikely it wasthat Glenn
would redize | wasn't where he had left me. Stealing myself, | pinched the clip of the mask tighter,
jerking asthe pungent fragrance hit my nose. My eyes started to water, but | wasn't going to take it off
for anything. | put my gloved handsin my pockets asif | werein ablack-charm shop and entered.

“Who areyou?’ astrong, feminine voice chalenged as my shadow eclipsed the sun.

My attention jerked to awillowy woman with dark hair tied in ano-nonsense ponytail. She had acamera
in hand and was dropping aroll of film into ablack bag tied to her hip.

“Rachel Morgan,” | said. “Edden brought meinasa—" My words cut off asmy eyesfell onto thetorso
tied to ahard-backed chair partialy hidden behind her. My hand rose to my mouth and | forced my
throat closed.

It's a mannequin, | thought. It had to be amannequin. It couldn’t be Dr. Anders. But | knew it was.

Y ellow nylon ropes bound her to the chair, and her top-heavy upper torso sagged, sending her head
forward to hide her face. Stringy hair caked with black hung to further hide her expression, and | thanked
God for that. Her legs were missing below both knees, the sumps sticking out likeasmall child’ sfeet at
the end of achair. The ends were raw and ugly, swollen with decay. Her arms were gone at the elbows.
Old black blood covered her clothesin afantastic rivulet pattern so thick the origina color couldn’t be
guessed.

My eyesflicked to Gwen, shocked at her blasé expression. “Don'’t touch anything. I’ m not done yt,
okay?’" she muttered as she went back to her photographing. “God blessit. Can’t | have even five



minutes before everyone comestraipsing in here?’

“Sorry,” | breathed, surprised | could still talk. Dr. Anders' s dumped body was covered in blood, but
therewas surprisingly little of it under the chair. | felt light-headed, but | couldn’t look away. Her lower
cavity had been opened at her belly button, a perfectly round patch of skin the size of my fist propped
open with aslver knifeto show acareful dissection of her insdes. There were suspicious gaps, and the
incison was entirely bloodless, asif washed—or licked—clean. Where the flesh wasn't covered in
blood, it waswhite, like wax. My gaze went to the pristine wals and floors. The body didn’t match. It
had been mutilated € sewhere and moved.

“Thisoneisared sicko,” Gwen said, camera chattering away. “Look at the window.”

She pointed with her chin, and | turned. It looked like alittle cityscape was arranged on the wide
shadowed sill. Squatty buildings were set out in straight linesin no gpparent order of size. Smal lumps of
gray putty held them upright like glue. They were arranged around athick classring, placed likea
monument among the city’ sstreets. | looked closer, horror tightening my gut. | spun to thelimbless
corpse and back again.

“Yup,” Gwen was saying as she clicked away. “He put them there on display. The larger parts he tossed
into the closet.”

My gaze shot to the tiny closet, then back to the shady windowsill. They weren't buildings, they were
fingers and toes. He had cut her fingers off knuckle by knuckle, arranging them like Tinkertoys. The putty
was hits of her inddes, the viscerakeeping it al together.

| felt hot, then cold. My stomach went light and | thought | might passout. | held my breath as| redized |
was hyper-ventilating. | waswilling to bet she’ d been dive during it.

“Get out,” Gwen said, casudly framing another shot. “If you spew in here, Edden will have ahissy.”
“Morgan!” came afaint irate shout from the parking lot. “Isthat witch in there?’

The outside officer’ s answer was muffled. | couldn’t take my eyes off the wreck of abody on the chair.
Theflies crawled among the city streets the mutilated digits made, climbing the buildingslike mongtersina
B-movie. Gwen's clicks were like my heartbeat, fast and furious. Someone grabbed my arm and |

gasped.

“Rachd,” Glenn said, spinning me around to him. * Get your witch ass out of here.”
“Detective Glenn,” the officer by the door sammered. “ Shesgned in.”

“Sign her out,” he growled. “And don’t let her inagain.”

“You're hurting me,” | whispered, feding light and unredl.

He dragged meto the door. “1 told you to stay out,” he muttered fiercely.

“You're hurtingme,” | repeated, pushing at hisfingers encircling my arm as he pulled meout. | hit the
setting sun. It struck me like agoad, and | took a huge breath, snapping out of my stupor. That wasn't
Dr. Anders. The body wastoo old, and it had been aman’ sring. It looked like it had the university’s
logo onit. | thought I’ d just found Sara Jane’ s boyfriend.

Glenn dragged meto the gtairs. “Glenn,” | said as| sstumbled on the first step. | would have falen but for
hishold on me. Another FIB vehiclewas easing into thelot. A mobile morgue thistime. Glenn, not taking



any chances, was bringing everything there.

Sowly my legslost their watery fedling as| put distance between me and what | had seen updtairs. |
watched the FIB officersjoking among themsaves, not understanding. | was clearly not cut out for crime
scenework. | was arunner, not an investigator. My father had worked in the arcane division where most
of the bodies showed up. Now | knew why he never said much about his day at the dinner table.

“Glenn,” | tried again as he pulled meinto the open room between the sdls. Trent stood in acorner with
Sara Jane and Quen, quietly answering questions. Glenn jerked to astop as he saw them. He looked at
his father, who shrugged. The FIB captain sat before alaptop resting on abail of straw propped up on its
end. Someone had run aline from the crime van, and Edden’ s stubby fingers skated over the keyboard
as he played subordinate so he could stay.

Irritation pinched Glenn’ sface and he gestured to the young FIB officer with Trent.
“Glenn,” | said asthe officer edged hisway to us. “That isn’'t Dr. Anders up there.”

Edden’ sround face went questioning behind his glasses. Glenn flicked aglance at me. “1 know,” he said.
“The body istoo old. Sit down and shut up.”

The FIB officer cameto ahat beside us, and my eyes widened as Glenn put an aggressive arm across
his shoulders. “1 told you to detain them,” he said softly. “What are they il doing here?’

The man went white. “Y ou meant in one of the cruisers? | thought Mr. Kaamack would be more
comfortable here”

Glenn'slips pressed together and his neck muscles tensed. “ Detained for questioning means move them
to the FIB offices. Y ou don’t question people at the crime scene when it’ sthisimportant. Get them out of
I,.He.”

“Butyoudidn't say...” Theman swalowed. “Yessar.” Glancing once at Edden, he headed toward Trent
and Sara Jane, looking apologetic, frightened, and very young. | didn’t have time to spare him any pity.

Stll angry, Glenn went to stand over hisfather’ s shoulder, typing in his own password with a tiff finger.
My stomach gave alurch and settled. | pushed the top of the computer down on his hands. Glenn
clenched hisjaw asthey both looked up at me. | turned to Trent and Sara Jane on their way out, waiting
until Edden and Glenn followed my gaze to them before saying, “I can't say for sure, but | think that’s
Dan”

Sara Jan€ sface remained blank for atelling moment. Eyes widening, she clutched at Trent. Her mouth
opened and closed. Burying her facein his shoulder, she began sobbing. Trent patted her shoulder gently,
but his eyes on me were narrowed in anger.

Edden pursed hislipsin thought, which made his graying mustache stick out as we exchanged shrewd
looks. Sara Jane didn’t know Dan aswell as she wanted everyone to think. Why would Trent make Sara
Jane come to the FIB with aphony complaint of amissing boyfriend when he knew I’ d find the body on
his grounds? Unless he hadn’t known about it? How could he not know?

Glenn, apparently, missed everything as he grabbed my upper arm and yanked me past ahysterical Sara
Jane and out into the shadows of the oak tree. “Damn it, Rachel,” he hissed as Sara Jane was led
sobbing to acruiser. “1 told you to shut up! Y ou' releaving. Now. That little stunt of yours might be
enough to let Kalamack walk.”

Evenin my heds, Glenn wastaler than me, and it ticked me off. “Yeah?’ | shot back. “Y ou asked meto



read Trent’semotions. Wdl | did. Sara Jane doesn’t know Dan Smather from her mailman. Trent had
him killed. And that body has been moved.”

Glenn reached for me, and | stepped out of his reach. His face tightened and he took a step back,
exhding dowly. “I know. Go home,” he said, extending his hand for the temporary FIB badge. “I
gppreciate your assstance in finding the body, but asyou said, you aren’t adetective. Every time you
open your mouth, you're making it eeser for Trent’ s attorney to sway ajury. Just... go home. I'll call
you tomorrow.”

Anger warmed me, the last dregs of adrenaline making me fed weak, not strong. “1 found hisbody. Y ou
can't make meleave”

“I just did. Give methe badge.”

“Glenn,” | said as| ducked out of the necklace before he snapped it off my neck, “ Trent murdered that
witch as sure asif he had twisted the knife.”

He hed my badgein atight grip, hisanger dowing enough to show hisfrugtration. “I can talk to him, even
hold him for questioning, but | can’t arrest him.”

“But hedidit!” | protested. “Y ou’ve got abody. Y ou’' ve got awegpon. Y ou' ve got probable cause.”

“I have abody that’s been moved,” he said, hisvoice flat from hisrepressed emotions. “My probable
causeis conjecture. I’ ve got aweapon six hundred employees could have planted. Thereis nothing to
link Trent to the murder yet. If | arrest him now, he could walk even if he confesses|ater. I've seen it
happen. Mr. Kalamack may have done this on purpose, planted the body and made sure there was
nothing to link himto it. If this one doesn’t stick, it will be twice as hard to pin another corpseto him,
even if he makesamigteke later.”

“You're afraid to take him down,” | accused, trying to goad him into arresting Trent.

“Listento mered good, Rachd,” he said, jolting meinto taking astep back. “1 don't give adingo’ s assif
you think Kalamack did it. | haveto prove it. And thisisthe only chancel’m going to get.” Turning
halfway around, he scanned the parking lot. “ Someone take Ms. Morgan home!” he said loudly. Without
abackward glance, he ssomped to the stables, his heavy steps silent on the sawdust.

| stared, not knowing what to do. My attention went to Trent getting into aFIB cruiser, his expensive suit
making it look wrong. He gave me an unfathomable look before the door shut with ametallic thump.
Lights off and dow, the two cars pulled out.

My blood hummed and my head was pounding. Trent wasn’t going to get away with this unscathed.
Eventualy | would tie each and every murder back to him. Having found Dan’ s body on his grounds
would give Captain Edden the clout to get whatever warrant | wanted. Trent was going to fry. | could
play it dow. | wasarunner. | knew how to stalk prey.

| turned away, disgusted. | hated the law even as| relied on it. I’ d much rather fight a coven of black
witches than a courtroom any day. | understood witches' mores better than lawyers . At least witches
used theirs.

“Jenks!” | shouted as Captain Edden emerged from the stables, keysjingling in his hands. Great. Now |
was going to haveto listen to alecture of wise-old-man crap dl the way home. It felt good to shout, and
| took another breath to yell for Jenks again when the pixy came to a short stop in front of me. Hewas
literdly glowing in excitement, the dust that had sifted from him drifting into me from his momentum.



“Y eah, Rache?Hey, | heard Glenn kicked you out. | told you not to go up there. But did you listen to
me? No-0-0-0-0-0. No one listens to me. I’ ve got thirty some kids, and the only one who listensto me

ismy dragonfly.”

My anger hesitated for an instant as| wondered if hereally had a pet dragonfly. Then | shook mysdlf,
sending my thoughts onto how to salvage something from this. “Jenks,” | said, “can you get home from
heredl right?’

“Sure. I'll hitch with Glenn or the dogs. No problem.”
“Good.” | glanced at Captain Edden as he approached. “ Tell me what happens, okay?’

“Gotcha. Hey, for what'sit’ sworth, I’'m sorry. Y ou gottalearn to keep your mouth shut and your fingers
to yoursdlf. Seeyou later.”

This coming from a pixy? “| didn’t touch anything,” | said, peeved, but he had dready flitted back to
Glenn’ stemporary office, leaving ahead-high trail of dust to dowly dissipate.

Edden spared me a single glance as he passed me. Frowning, | followed him, yanking my door open.
The car started, and | got in and dammed the door shut. Belt latched, | draped my arm on the open
window and stared at the empty pasture.

“What' sthe matter?’ | said nadtily. “ Glenn kick you out, too?’
“No.” Edden shifted the car into reverse. “1 need to talk to you.”

“Sure,” | said, for lack of anything better. A frustrated sigh dipped from me, catching as my gaze fell
upon Quen. He stood unmoving in the shade of the old oak. There was no expression on hisface. He
must had heard my entire conversation with Glenn concerning Trent. A chill went through me, and |
wondered if | had just put mysdlf on Quen’s*“specid people’ lig.

Green eyes fixed to me with ashocking intensity, Quen reached up to alow branch and swung himsdlf up
with the ease of picking aflower, disappearing into the old oak asif he had never existed.

Twenty-Two

Edden swung the car into the church’ stiny weed-choked parking lot. He hadn’t said much on the way
back, hiswhite knuckles and red neck telling me what he thought of the free-flow stream of
consciousnessthat | had been spewing forth ever since he confessed the reason why he was playing
chauffeur for me.

Shortly after finding the body, word had come over the radio that | wasto be *removed from the FIB
payroll.” Seemsit got out that awitch was helping them and the |.S. called foul. | might have been ableto
swing it if Glenn had cared to explain that | was merdly a consultant, but he hadn't said aword,
gpparently gtill sulking over me contaminating his precious crime scene. That there wouldn’'t even be a
crime sceneif it hadn’t been for me didn’t seem to mean anything.

Samming the car into park, Edden stared out the front window and waited for meto get out. | had to
give him credit. It'snot easy to Sit and listen while someone compares your son to squid suckers and bat
guano in the same breeth.

Shoulders dumping, | didn’t move. If | got out, it would mean it was over, and | didn’t want it to be.
Besides, keeping up atirade for twenty minutesistiring, and | probably owed him an apology if nothing
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else. My arm hung out the car’ s open window, and | could hear a piano playing some el aborate
complicated thing that composers made up to show off their dexterity rather than any artistic expression.
| took abreath. “If | could just talk to Trent—"

13 NO_”
“Can| a least listen to the tape of hisinterview?’
13 NO'”

| rubbed my temples, an escaped curl tickling my cheek. “How does anyone expect meto do my job if
they won't let me do it?’

“It'snot your job anymore,” Edden said. The hint of anger pulled my head up. | followed his gazeto the
pixy children diding down the steeple on the tiny squares of wax paper | had cut for them yesterday .
Neck giff, Edden shifted in his seat to take hiswallet from aback pocket. Flipping it open, he handed
me some hills. “I wastold to pay you in cash. Don't clam it on your taxes,” he said flatly.

My lips pressed together and | snatched it, counting the money. Pay me in cash? Out of the captain’s
pocket? Someone had fallen deep into “cover your ass’ mode. My stomach tightened as | redlized it was
far less than what we had agreed upon. I’ d been dmost aweek on this. “And you'll get metherest later,
right?’ | asked as| shoved it into my bag.

“Management won't pay for Dr. Anders s canceled class,” he said, not looking at me.

Stiffed again. Not looking forward to telling Ivy | was short with my rent, | opened the door and got
out. If I didn’t know better, I’d say the piano was coming from the church. “Tell you what, Edden.” |
dammed the door shut. “Don’t cal meagain.”

“Grow up, Rachdl,” he said, jerking me back around. Hisround face was tight as he leaned across the
sedt to talk to me through the window. “If it had been me, | would have arrested you and given you to
thel.S. to play with. Hetold you to wait, and you stepped all over his authority.”

Fingers pulling the strap of my bag higher up my shoulder, my scowl faltered. | hadn’t thought about it
likethat.

“Look,” he said, seeing my sudden understanding. “1 don’t want to break our working relationship.
Maybe when things cool off, we cantry thisagain. I'll get the rest of the money to you somehow.”

“Yeah. Sure” | straightened, my bdiefsin the asinine, knee-jerk reactions of upper management
reinforced, but maybe | owed Glenn an gpology.

“Rechd?’

Y up. | owed Glenn an gpology. | turned to Edden, adepressed, frustrated sigh shifting through me. “ Tell
Glenn I’'m sorry,” | muttered. Before he could respond, | sent my hedls clacking on the cracked sdewalk
and up the wide stone steps. For amoment there was silence. Then the car’ sfan belt whined as Edden
backed up and drove away. The music was coming from insde. Still upset about my missing rent, |
yanked open the heavy door and went in.

Ivy must be home. My frustration with Edden died with the chanceto findly talk to her. | wanted to tell
her that nothing had changed and she was till my friend—if she’ d have mefor one. Turning down the
offer to be her scion might be an insurmountable insult in the vamp world. | didn’t think so, though. What
little | had seen of her showed guilt, not anger.



Ivy? | called cautioudy.

The piano cut off in mid-chord. “Rachel?’” Ivy responded from the sanctuary. There was aworrisome
hint of darm in her voice. Damn, she was going to run. Then my eyebrowsrose. That wasn't arecording.
We had a piano?

Shrugging out of my coet, | hung it up and went into the sanctuary, blinking at the sudden light. We had a
piano. We had abeautiful, black, baby grand piano sitting in an amber and green sunbeam comingin
through the stain-glassed windows. Its top was propped up to show itsinsdes, the wires gleaming and
the stops all velvety smooth.

“When did you get the piano?’ | asked, seeing her poised and ready to run. Double damn. If she would
just slow down enough to listen.

My shoulders eased as she took up achamois cloth and started rubbing the gleaming wood. She was
wearing jeans and a casud top, and | felt terribly overdressed in my dress suit. “ Today,” she said asshe
dusted wood that needed no dusting. Maybeif | didn’t say anything about what had happened, we could
get back to the way things were. Ignoring a problem was a perfectly acceptable way to deal with it, as
long as both people agree to never bring it up again.

“Y ou didn’'t have to stop because of me,” | said, scrambling to say something before she found areason
to leave.

She edged around to polish the back as| went to hit middle C.

Ivy straightened, her eyes dipping shut and her dust cloth stopping. “Middle C,” she said as peace
dackened her pale ova face.

| chose another, holding the key down to listen to it echo among the rafters. It sounded wonderful in the
open, hard-walled space. Especially since the exercise mats were gone.

“F-sharp,” she whispered, and | hit two at atime. “ C and D-sharp,” she said, opening her eyes. “That's
an awful combination.”

| smiled, relieved when she met my gaze. “I didn’t know you could play,” | said, hitching my bag up
higher on my shoulder.

“My mother made me take lessons.”

Nodding absently, | dug the money out of my bag. My thoughts went to the discrepancy between usas|
leaned through the piano and handed it to her. Ivy was buying ababy grand piano and my dresser was
made of pressboard.

Head bent over the money, she counted it. “ Y ou’ re missing two hundred,” she said.

Taking abreath, | went into the kitchen. Guilt tugged at me as | dropped my bag on Ivy’ s antique kitchen
table and went to the fridge for the juice. “Edden shorted me,” | shouted to the sanctuary, thinking she
probably wouldn't leave if we were talking about money. “1'll get therest. I'm going to talk to the
baseball team again.”

“Rachdl...” lvy said from the hdl, and | spun, my heart pounding. | hadn’t heard her footsteps. She took
inmy surprise, and awash of inner pain flickered over her. Edden’ sfreskin’ attempt at compensation
wasin her hand, and | hated everything. Just everything.



“Forget it,” she said, making me fed even better. “I can cover for you this month.”
Again, | finished sllently for her. Damnit to hell. | ought to be ableto pay my own hills.

Depressed, | took off my hat and hung it on my chair. My heelswere next, and | kicked them off,
sending them flying out the archway to land thumping somewhere in the living room. In my stocking fest, |
sat dumped at the table and nursed my juice asif it was abeer at closing time. There was an open bag of
cookies on thetable, and | pulled them closer. Chocolate cream would make everything better if | could
get enough into me,

Ivy stretched to drop the money into the jar atop the fridge. 1t wasn't the safest place to keep the money
we pooled to pay our bills, but who was going to sted from a Tamwood vampire? Saying nothing, she
dipped into her chair across from me, the length of the table between us. The fan of her computer whirled
up to speed as she jiggled the mouse. My bad mood eased. She hadn't |eft. She wasworking at her
compuiter. | wasin the same room with her. Maybe she fdt safe enough that she could at least listen.

“lvy—" | started.
“No,” shesad, flicking me afrightened look.

“I'just want to say I'm sorry,” | rushed. “Don’'t go. I'll drop it.” How could someone so strong and
powerful be so afraid of hersdf? The woman was a conflicting mass of strength and vulnerability that |
didn’'t understand.

Her eyes went everywhere but to mine. Slowly her wire-tight posture relaxed. “But it wasn't your fault,”
she whispered.

Thenwhy do | feel like crap? “I'msorry, Ivy,” | said, pulling her eyesto minefor abrief moment. They
were as brown as chocolate, with no hint of black rimming them. “It' sjust—"

“Stop,” shesaid, her gaze going to her hand clutching the table, the nails ill shiny from the clear polish
she had put on to go to Piscary’s. Shevisbly forced her grip to relax. “I...won’'t ask you to be my scion
againif you don't say anything more.” Thelast was hesitant, disquieting in her vulnerability.

It wasdmogt asif she knew what | was going to say and couldn’t bear to hear it. | would not be her
scion—I couldn’t. Thetie that would bind uswould be too tight and take from me my independence.
While | knew in the vampire existence that the giving and receiving of blood was not necessarily equated
with sex, to me they were the same. And | didn’'t want to say, “ Can we just be friends?’ It wastrite and
degrading, even if to be her friend was all | wanted. She' d take the words as the brush-off most people
used them for. | liked her too much to hurt her that way. And | could tell it wasn't alingering bitterness
that prompted her promise. She wouldn't ask me to be her scion because she didn’t want the pain of
being rgjected again.

| didn’t understand vampires. But that’ swhere Ivy and | were.

She met my eyeswith afatering sureness that strengthened as she saw my silent agreement to ignore
what had happened. Her shoulders eased and she regained awisp of her usua confidence. But as| sat in
our kitchen with my feet in the sun, | went cold with the knowledge of how badly | was using her. She
was fredy giving me protection against the many vampires that would take advantage of my sca—in
essence, she was ensuring my free will—and she was willing to overlook that | wasn't paying for it in the
usua vampiric fashion. God help me, it was enough to make me hate mysdlf. She wanted something |
couldn’t give her, and she was content to take my friendship in the hopes that someday | could give
more.



| took adow breath, watching her pretend not to notice my eyeson her as| et the piecesfal into place.
| couldn’t leave. It was more than not wanting to lose the only red friend | had had in eight years or my
desreto help her win the war she fought against hersdlf. It was the fear of being turned into a plaything
by thefirst vampire| ran into in amoment of weakness. | was trapped by convenience, and thetiger with
mewas willing to lap cream and purr, betting she' d find away to change my mind. Great. I’ d have no
problem sleeping tonight.

Ivy’seyes met mine, her breathing hesitating a bare second as sheredlized that I d finally figured it out.
“Where' s Jenks?’ she asked, turning to her screen asif nothing had happened.

| exhaled dowly, coming to gripswith my new outlook. | could leave and fight off every lustful vamp | ran
into, or | could stay under Ivy’smantle, trusting I’ d never haveto fight her off instead. Asmy dad was
fond of saying, aknown danger wasfar better than an unknown one.

“At Trent’shelping Glenn,” | said, my fingerstrembling as | reached for another cookie. I'd stay. We had
an understanding. Or was Nick right, in that | really did want her to bite me but couldn’t accept that my
“preferences’ had did alittle? Surely the former. “1’m off the case. | found abody and word got out a
witch was hdping the FIB.”

Her eyes met mine over the screen between us, her thin eyebrows high. “Y ou found abody? At Trent’s
compound? Y ou’ rekidding.”

| nodded, dumping with my elbows on the table, unwilling to delve any deeper into my psyche right now.
| wastoo tired. “I'm pretty sureit’'s Dan Smather’s, but it doesn’t matter. Glenn is more uptight than a
pixy inaroom full of frogs, but Trent’sgoing to walk.” My thoughts shifted from what | was going to do
about vy to the memory of Dan’s mutilated body strapped to the chair. “ Trent istoo smart to leave
anything to connect him to the body,” | said. “1 don’t understand why it was on his property to begin
with.”

She nodded, her attention going back to her screen. “Maybe he put it there.”

A wry grimace crossed me. “ That’ swhat Glenn thinks. That Trent isthe murderer but wanted usto find
it, knowing we couldn’t link it to him, and therefore making it twice as hard to catch him if he makesa
mistake later on. It fits with Sara Jan€e’ sreaction. She doesn't know Dan Smather better than her UPS
man, but something...” | hesitated, trying to put my feding into words. “ Something isn't right.” | thought
back to the picture she' d given me. It had been the same photo asthe oneon hisTV. | should’ ve known
then that their courtship was contrived.

| was starting to doubt my own, grudge-laced belief that Trent was responsible for the murders, and that
was disturbing. He was capable of murder—I’ d seen that firsthand—but the muitilated, bloodless body
tied to that chair and tortured was far and away from the clean, fast desth he had inflicted upon his head
geneticigt last spring. Thinking, | reached for acookie. Biting the head off, | got up to hunt through the
fridge to decidewhat | was going to fix for dinner and let my subconsciouswork onit. Maybe I’d make
something specid. It had been awhile since | had done more than open boxes and stir things on the
stove.

| glanced at Ivy, fedling guilty and relieved dl at the same time. No wonder she thought | wanted more
than to be her roommate. Some of thiswas my fault. Most maybe.

“So what did Trent do when you found the body?’ Ivy asked, mouse clicking as she checked out her
chat rooms. “Any guilt?’

“Ah, no,” | said, pushing my uncomfortable feelings aside even as | took ahalf pound of lean hamburger



out of thefreezer and set it clunking into the sink. “ And the surprise helet dip wasn't that | found a body
but that it was Dan’ sbody. That’swhy | don’t like theideathat he put it there to cover himself. He
knows more than he' s saying, though.” | gazed out the window at the sunlit garden and the glimmers of
pixy wings as Jenks skids fought off amigrating hummingbird from the last of the lobdlias. It had to be
migrating. Jenkswould havekilled it before | etting competition get afoothold in his garden.

Asthe children shouted and cdled, working together to drive the hapless bird away, my thoughts
returned to the worry Trent had let show when | found that ley line running through his office. He had
been more upset about mefinding that line than finding Dan’ s bodly.

Theley line. That'swheretherea question lurked. My fingerstingled as| turned, wiping the frost from
the hamburger off on atowe instead of my suit dress. | glanced at the window, wondering if | would
draw more attention by shutting it or if | should press my luck and hope Jenks s kids were too busy to
eavesdrop. Ivy pulled back from her computer screen as she saw my sudden secrecy. Jenks had abig
mouth, and | didn’t want him knowing of my suspicions of Trent’s possible ancestry. Hewould blab it
around, and Trent would hire aplaneto “accidentally” drop Agent Orange on the entire block to stop the
rumors.

Splitting the difference, | shut the curtains and stood by the window where | could see the shadow of
pixy wings should any flit close enough to hear. “ Trent hasaley linein hisoffice” | said, my voice
hushed.

Ivy stared at mein the blue-tinted sun. “No kidding? What are the chances of that?”
Shedidn’t get it. “So that means he must use them,” | prompted.

“And...” Her eyebrowsrosein question.

“Sowho can useley lines?’ | shot back.

Her jaw dropped in sudden understanding. “He s human or awitch,” she breathed. She got to her feetin
amovement so quick, it set me on edge. Coming to the Sink, she pushed the curtain asde and shut the
window with athump. “Does Trent know you saw it?" she asked, her eyes black in the dimmer light.

“Oh, I’d say hedoes.” | went to get another cookie to subtly put some space between us. “ Seeing as|
had to use the line to find the body.”

Her lips pressed together and her lanky stance went tight. “'Y ou put your head on the block again. Y ou,
me, Jenks, and hisentire family. Trent will do anything to keep thisquiet.”

“If he wasthat worried about it, he wouldn’t have risked putting his office ontheline,” | protested,
hoping | wasright. “ Anyone looking would find it. He could still be Inderlander or human. We' re safe,
especidly if | don't say anything about the ley line”

“Jenks might figureit out,” sheingsted. “Y ou know how he'll blabit. He d love the prestige of finding out
what Trentis”

| snatched a cookie. “What am | supposed to do?If | tell him to keep his mouth shut about the line, he'll
only try to figure out why.”

Her fingers drummed on the counter as| ate the short-bread and cream. In an unnerving display of
strength, she used one hand to lever hersdf up to Sit atop the cabinets. Her face had come dive, her thin
eyebrows creased with the chance to solve the long-running mystery. “ So what do you think heis?
Human or witch?’



Returning to the sink, | ran hot water over the frozen mest. “Neither.” It wasaflat admisson. lvy
remained silent, and | turned the water off. “He s neither, Ivy. | would stake my life that heisn’'t awitch,
and Jenks swears he' s more than human.”

Isthiswhy | stayed?| wondered, seeing her eyes dight and her mind working with mine. Her logic, and
my intuition. In spite of the problems, we worked well together. We aways had.

Ivy shook her head, her features blurred in the blue-curtained dusk, but | could fed her tension rising.
“It’' sthe only choiceswe have. Y ou eiminate everything, and whatever remains, no matter how
improbable, isthe answer.”

It didn’t surprise me she was quoting Sherlock Holmes. The and logic and brusgue nature of the fictional
detectivefit right in with Ivy’s persondity. “Well, if you want to entertain theimprobable,” | muttered,
“you can lump demonsin with the possibilities.”

“Demons?’ Ivy’ stapping fingers tilled.

| shook my head in bother. “Trent’ s not ademon. | only mentioned it because demons are from the
ever-after and so can manipulate ley lines, too.”

“I’d forgotten that,” she bresthed, the soft sound sending a shiver down my spine, but she was intent on
her thoughts and had no idea how creepy she was getting. “ That you' re related, | mean. Witches and
demons.” An affronted snort dipped past me, and she shrugged apologeticaly. “ Sorry. Didn't know it
was a sore spot.”

“Itisn’t,” | said tightly, though it was. There had been aflurry of controversy about a decade ago when a
nosy human in thefield of Inderland genealogy got hold of the few genetic maps that had survived the
Turn, theorizing that because witches could manipulate ley lines, we had originated in the ever-after dong
with demons. Witches aren’t related to demons. But much to our embarrassment, science forced usto
admit aloud that we had evolved right dong next to them in the ever-after.

Finding funding with that unsavory tidbit, the woman then went beyond her origina theory, using the rates
of RNA mutation to properly place the time of our en masse migration to this side of theley lines about
five thousand years ago. Witch mythology claimed that ademon uprising had prompted the move, leaving
the elvesto foolishly wage alosing battle, since they wouldn't leave their beloved fields and woods to be
raped of their natural resources and polluted. 1t sounded like a viable theory, and the elves had logt all
their higtory by the time they gave up and followed suit ameady two thousand years ago.

That humans had developed skill inley line magic about that time was blamed on the elves practice of
using their magic to hybridize with humanity to stave off the extinction the demons started and the Turn
finished. My thoughts turned to Nick, and | dumped. It was just aswell witches were so far from
humanity that even magic couldn’t bridge the gap. Who knew what an uninformed witch/human hybrid
skilled in ley lines might do? That the elves had brought humanity into the ley-line-using family was bad
enough. Theelves dexterity with line magic had dipped into the human genome asif it belonged. It was
enough to make you wonder.

Elves? | thought, going cold. It had been staring me right in the face. “Oh—my—God,” | whispered.
Ivy looked up, her swinging legs stilling as she took in my expression.

“He' sandf,” | whispered, the thrill of discovery bubbling up making my pulserace. “They didn't die out
inthe Turn. HE san df. Trent isafresking df!”



“Whoa, wait aminute,” Ivy warned. “They’ re gone. If any were dive, Jenkswould know. He'd be gble
tosmdl it

| shook my head, pacing to the hallway to look for winged eavesdroppers. “Not if the eveswent
underground for apixy/fairy generation. The Turn pretty much did them in, and it wouldn’'t be hard to
hide what survived until the last pixy who knew what they smelled like died. They only live about twenty
yearsor o, pixies| mean.” My words tumbled over themsalvesas| rushed to get it out. “And you saw
how Trent doesn't like them or fairies. It sdmost aphobia. It fits | can't believeit! Wefigured it out!”

“Rache,” Ivy cgoled as she shifted atop the counter. “Don’t be stupid. HE snot an ef.”

Arms crossed, | pressed my lipstogether in frustration. “He deeps at noon and midnight,” | said, “and
he’' smogt active at dawn and dusk, just like elves were. He possesses nearly vamplike reflexes. He likes
his solitude but is damn good a manipulating people. My God, Ivy, the man tried to ride me down on
horseback like prey under the full moon!” | tossed my arms as| gestured. “Y ou’ ve seen his gardens and
that artificid forest of his. HE san ef! And so are Quen and Jonathan.”

She shook her head. “They died. All of them. And what would they haveto gain by letting even
Inderland think they were goneif they weren’t?'Y ou know how we throw money at endangered species.
Especidly inteligent ones.”

“I don't know,” | said, exasperated with her disbelief. “ Humanity was never keen on their history of
stealing human babies and subgtituting their own failing infants. That would be enough for meto keep my
mouth shut and my head down until everyone thought we were dead.”

Ivy made anoise of doubt deep in her throat, but | could see her bdlief shifting. “Heworksley lines,” |
inggted. “You sad it yoursdf. Eliminate theimpossible, and what' sleft, no matter how improbable, isthe
truth. The man isn't human or witch.” My eyes closed as | remembered biting both Jonathan and Trent
when | had been amink, struggling to escape. “He can't be. Hisblood tastes like cinnamon and wine.”

“He sandf,” lvy said, her voice shockingly flat. | opened my eyes. Her face was dive and dight. “Why
didn’'t you tell me he tasted like cinnamon?’ she said as she dipped from the counter, her black ankle
boots hitting the linoleum without a sound.

Sdf-preservation pulled me astep from her before | knew | had moved. “I thought it might have been
from the drugs he had knocked me out with,” | said, not liking that the mention of blood had jerked her
into motion. The brown of her iriseswas shrinking behind her widening pupils. | was sureit wasfrom
discovering Trent' s ancestry and not me standing in her kitchen with my blood pounding and my palms
swedting. But ill...I didn't likeit.

Mind whirling, | gave her awarning look and put the idand counter between us. Okay, so | knew
Trent’ s history. Teling him would certainly get me an audience with him, but how do you tell aserid
killer you know his secret without ending up dead?

“You aren't going to tell him you know,” vy said, giving me an apologetic look before putting her back
againg the counter in ablatant show of keeping her distance.

“I haveto talk to Trent. HE Il talk to meif | drop thison his plate and serveit up with gravy. I'll be okay.
| have that blackmail on him.”

“Edden will dap you with a harassment suit if you so much ascal him,” vy warned.

My eyeslit upon the bag of sandwich cookieswith their little oak tree and clapboard sgn. Moving



dowly, | did thebag closer, picking out afigurewith dl hislimbsintact. Ivy’ s eyes dropped to the
cellophane, then roseto me. | could dmost see her thoughts aigning themselvesto mine. She gave me
one of her few honest amiles, letting dip only the barest glimmer of teeth asawicked yet dmost shy look
brought her dive.

A shiver laced through me, pulling my insgdestight. “1 think 1 know how to get hisattention,” | said, biting
the head clean off the chocolate-covered cookie and wiping the crumbs from my lips. But in the back of
my heed, anew question niggled, incited by Nick’s constant worry. Wasthe thrill of anticipation | felt
rising through me from my coming conversation with Trent. .. or that tiny whisper of white teeth?

Twenty-Three

The clamor of the bus' s diesel engine was obnoxious asit jolted into motion and struggled to find
momentum while going uphill. | stood on the weed-edged sidewalk and waited for it to pass before
crossing the street. The soft whooshes of cars made a comforting background to the birds, insects, and
the occasional quacking of aduck. | turned, feeling someone' seyeson me.

It was aWere, with black hair to his shoulders and atrim body that said he ran on two legs as much as
he did four. His attention went from me to the park, and he sank back into the tree he was leaning
agang, adjusting hisworn leather coat. My pace fdtered as | recognized him from the university, but he
looked away and pulled his hat down over hiseyes, dismissng me. He wanted something, but it was
obvious he knew | was busy and was willing to wait.

Lonerswere like that, and from his confident, set-agpart ook, | imagined that’s what he was. He probably
had arun for me and wasn't willing to knock on my door, more comfortable with waiting to catch me
when | wasn't busy. It had happened before. Weres had a tendency to view anyone who lived on
hollowed ground as mysterious and esoteric.

Appreciating his professonalism, | started down the sdewalk in the opposite direction of the bus, the
noon sun warm on my shoulders. | liked Eden Park, especialy thislittle used end of it. Nick worked at
the art museum cleaning artifactsjust down the road, and we occasiondly had my lunch and his dinner
afresco at the small overlook above Cincinnati. But my favorite place was the end that |ooked the other
way, over theriver and to the Hollows.

My father had brought me here Saturday mornings, where we would eat doughnuts and feed crumbsto
the ducks. My mood went somber as| recaled the one occasion when he brought me after one of his
few arguments with my mother. It had been night, and we' d watched the lights of the Hollows flicker
acrosstheriver, the world seeming to continue around us as we were caught in adrop of time hanging on
thelip of the present, reluctant to fall and make room for the next. Sighing, | tugged my short lesther
jacket closer and watched my step.

Y esterday | had sent abag of cookiesto Trent by special messenger with acard that smply said “I
know.” The cdllophane bag and sandwich cookies had been just rife with an insulting mix of ef and magic
propaganda that even the enlightened times after the Turn hadn’t been able to quell. Sure enough, | was
awoken that morning by the phone ringing. Then ringing again when the machine clicked off. And ringing
again. And again. And again.

Eight o' clock in the morning is an ungodly time for witches—I had only been adeep four hours—but
Jenks couldn’t answer the phone, and waking Ivy up wasn't agood idea. Thelong and short of it was
that Trent invited meto his garden for tea. No freaking way. | told Jonathan I’ d meet Trent in Eden Park
at four a Twin Lakes Bridge, right after hisboss s nappies.
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Twin Lakes Bridge was arather grand name for the concrete footbridge, but | knew thetroll that lived
under it and felt | could rely on himin apinch. Thewater chattering over the artificia rapids would distort
any listening spell. Better yet, on footbal Sunday, the park would be amost deserted, giving us enough
privacy to talk, yet retain enough people to deter any stupid choices Trent might be tempted to make,
likeoutright killing me.

| forced my gaze up from the sdewalk as | passed Glenn’sunmarked FIB car parked illegdly at the
curb. He had probably been assigned to keep an eye on Trent. Good. That meant | wouldn’t have to
truss up whatever FIB officer Edden had tailing the man so Trent and | could talk uninterrupted.

| had made a point to bring no spellswith me, other than my usual pinky ring. No cumbersome bag,
ether. Just my little used driver’ slicense and my bus pass. The reason for the lack of personal effects
wastwofold. Not only could | run faster if Trent tried something, but | wouldn’t give Trent the
opportunity to clam I’d dipped him acharm.

The strain from my quick pace made my calves ache, and | scanned the large park, finding it as sparsdly
populated as I’ d hoped. | had ridden past the first stop since | wanted a good |ook-see before getting
off. Not to mention it wasimpossible to make a graceful entrance from a bus. Even the leather pants,
matching leather jacket, and red halter top wouldn't help.

| dowed, taking in the pond water, green with copper sulfate, and the lush grass. The trees weretipped
with color, not yet hurried on by frost. Trent’ s red blanket made a vivid splash upon the ground. He was
aone, pretending to read. | wondered where Glenn was, thinking that unless he wasin the few large trees
or the skinny apartments across the street, he was likely lurking in the bathrooms.

Arms swinging, | waved across the park to Jonathan, standing sullen by the Gray Ghost Limo in the sun.
Clearly unhappy, heraised hiswrist and spoke into hiswatch. My stomach tightened as | imagined Quen
watching me from the trees. | forced my pace to a sedate saunter as| went to the public rest rooms, my
vamp-made boots silent on the walkway.

For bathrooms, they were elegant, speaking of amore gracioustime, with the ivy covered stone and
cedar shingles. The metal shutters and doors lent themselves to the permanence of the Structure as much
asthe fading perennials smothering it. Sure enough, | found Glenn inside the men’sroom, hisback to me
as he stood on thetoilet with apair of binoculars, watching Trent through the broken window. The bridge
waswithin hisview, and | felt better knowing he would be watching me.

“Glenn,” | said, and he spun, amost dipping off thetoilet.

“God blessit!” he swore, giving me adark look before returning his attention out the window. “What are
you doing here?’

“And good morning to you, too,” | said politely, wanting to smack him agood one and ask why he
hadn’t stuck up for me yesterday and kept me working. The room reeked of chlorine and had no
partitionsat al. Theladies bathroom at least had gtalls.

His neck tensed, and | gave him credit for not looking from Trent for even amoment. “ Rachel,” he
warned. “Go home. | don’'t know how you found out Mr. Kalamack was here, but if you go near him,
I’ll giveyoutothel.S. mysdf.”

“Look, I'msorry,” | said. “1 made amistake. | should have stayed put until you said | could enter that
crime scene, but Trent asked me to meet him here, so you can go Turn yourself.”

Glenn lowered hishinoculars, hisface dack as helooked a me.



“Scoutshonor,” | said, giving him asarcadtic sdlute.

Hiseyeswent distant in thought. “Thisisn't your run anymore. Get out of here before | have you
arrested.”

“You could have at least gotten meinto Trent's FIB interview yesterday,” | said, taking an aggressve
step forward. “Why did you let them shut me out? Thiswas my run!”

His hand rested on the two-way on his hip, right next to hisweapon. His brown eyes were angry with a
past incident that didn’t include me. “Y ou were ruining the case | was building againgt him. | told you to
stay out, and you didn’t.”

“I said | was sorry. And therewouldn’t even beacaseif it wasn't for me,” | exclaimed. Frustrated, | put
my hand on my hip and raised my other in an angry gesture, jerking to ahalt as someone camein. It was
afrumpy looking man in afrumpy looking coat. He stood in shock for three heartbegts, running hiseyes
over Glennin hisexpensive black suit standing on the can to mein my lesther pants and jacket.

“Uh, I'll comeback,” he said, then hastened out.

| turned back to Glenn, having to tilt my head a an awkward angleto look up at him. “I can’t work for
the FIB anymore, thanksto you. I'm informing you of my meeting with Trent as a courtesy from one
professona to another. So back off and don't interfere.”

My eyes narrowed. “ Don’'t messwith me, Glenn. Trent asked for this meeting.”

Thefant worry lines around Glenn’ s eyes degpened. | could see his thoughts warring among themselves.
| wouldn't have bothered telling him at al except he probably would have called in everyone from his dad
to the bomb squad when he saw me with Trent.

“Arewe clear onthis?’ | asked belligerently, and he stepped off thetoilet.
“If I find out you lied to me—"
“Yeah, yeah, yeah.” | turned to go.

He reached for me. | felt hishand coming and jerked away, spinning. | shook my head in warning, but his
eyeswerewide at how fast | had moved. “ Y ou just don't get it, do you?’ | said. “I am not human, thisis
Inderland business, and you are in way over your head.” And with that thought to keep him awake at
night, | strode back out into the sunlight, trusting he would keep an eye on me and not get in my way.

My arms swung as | attempted to dispel thelast of the adrendine, and my skin seemed to prickle as
Jonathan’ s eyes fell on me. Ignoring him, | tried to spot where Quen had hidden himself as| made my
way to the concrete bridge. On the other side of the twin ponds was Trent upon his blanket. He still had
that book in his hand, but he knew | was here. He was going to make me wait, which wasfine by me. |
wasn't reedy for him yet.

Deep in the shadows of the bridge ran awide ribbon of fast water connecting the two ponds. My foot hit
the bridge, and the puddle of purple amidst the current shuddered.

“Heyde-hey,” | said, stopping just shy of the bridge’ s apex. Y eah, it was kind of stupid, but it was the
traditional greeting between tralls. If | wasin luck, Sharpswould still have possession of thisbridge.



“Heyde-ho,” said the dark puddle of water, pulling itself up in aseries of ripples until adripping, craggy
face showed. Algae grew on his otherwise bluish skin and his fingernails were white with the mortar he
scraped from the bottom of the bridge to supplement his diet.

“Sharps” | said, truly pleased as| recognized him by his one white eye, blinded by a past fight. “How’s
the water flowing?’

“Officer Morgan,” he said, sounding tired. “Can you wait until sundown? | promise!’ll leavetonight. The
sunistoo bright right now.”

| smiled. “It'sjust Rachel now. | quit thel.S. And don’t move on account of me.”

“You did?’ The puddle of water sank back down until only amouth and good eye showed. “That’ sfine.
You'reanicegirl. Not like the warlock they have now, coming at noon with electric prods and clangy
bdls”

| winced in sympathy. Trolls had extremely sengitive skin that kept them out of direct light most of the
time. They tended to destroy whatever bridge they were under, which waswhy the |.S. continualy
chased them out. But it was alosing battle. As soon as one left, another took his place, and then there
was afight when the origind troll wanted his home back.

“Hey, Sharps,” | said. “Maybe you could help me.”

“Anything | can manage.” A purple-hued, skinny arm reached up to pick agrain of mortar from the
underside of the bridge.

| glanced at Trent, seeing he was making motions to head my way. “Has anyone been around your
bridge this morning? Maybe leaving aspdl or charm behind?’

The puddle of oily water drifted to the opposite side of the bridge and into a patch of dappled shade
wherel lost sight of him. “ Six kids kicked rocks off the bridge, one dog took alesk at the footing, three
adult humans, two gtrollers, aWere, and five witches. Before dawn, there were two vamps. Someone
got bit. | smelled the blood that hit the southwest corner.”

| looked over, seeing nothing. “No one left anything, though?”
“Just the blood,” he whispered, sounding like bubbles againgt rocks.

Trent had stood and was brushing his pants off. My pulse quickened and | pulled the strap to my shirt
straight under my jacket. “Thanks, Sharps. I'll watch your bridge if you want to take aswim.”

“Really?’ Hisvoicetook on ahopeful, incredulous sound. “Y ou’ d do that for me, Officer Morgan?
Y ou’ re adamn finewoman.” The smear of purple water hesitated. “Y ou won't let anyone take my
bridge?

“No. | may haveto leave quick, but I'll stay aslong as| can.”

“Damnfinewoman,” he said again. | leaned to watch asurprisingly long ribbon of purple dip out from
under the bridge and flow around the rocks to the deeper pool of water in the lower basin. Trent and |
would have agood measure of privacy, but atroll’ sterritorial drive was so strong, | knew Sharps would
keep an eyeon me. | fdlt unjustifiably secure with Glenn on one side in the men’ s bathroom and Sharpsin
the water on the other.

Putting my back to the sun and Glenn’seyes, | leaned againgt the railing of the bridge to watch Trent



dride over the grassto me. Behind him on the blanket he left an artfully arranged set of two wineglasses,
abottle packed inice, and abowl of out-of-season strawberries looking asif it were June, not
September. His pace was measured and sure on the surface, but | could seeit was fraught with
nervousness beneeth, giving avay how young heredlly was.

He had covered hisfair hair with alightweight sun hat to shadow hisface. It wasthefirst time | had seen
him in anything other than a business suit, and it would be easy to forget he was amurderer and adrug
lord. The confidence of the boardroom was il there, but histrim waist, wide shoulders, and smooth
face made him look more like an especidly fit soccer dad.

His casud attire accentuated his youth instead of hiding it, ashis Armani suitsdid. A wisp of blond hair
peeked from behind the cuffs of histasteful, button-down shirt, and | spared athought that it was
probably as soft and light asthe pae hair drifting about his ears. His green eyeswere pinched ashe
approached, squinting from the reflected sun or from worry. | was betting the latter snce his hands were
behind hisback so | wouldn't shake with him.

Trent dowed as he stepped upon the bridge. His expressive eyebrows were danted, and | remembered
hisfear when Algdiarept had turned into me. There was only one reason the demon would have done
that. Trent was afraid of me, ether for till falsdly thinking | had set Algdiarept on him, or for having
snuck into his office three timesin as many weeks, or for me knowing what he was.

“None of the above,” he said, his casua shoes scuffing as he cameto a hdlt.

A wash of cold shocked through me. 1 beg your pardon?’ | ssammered, pulling myself up and away
fromtheraling.

“I'm not afraid of you.”

| stared, hisliquid voice mdting itself into the chatter of water surrounding us.

“And | can’t read your mind, ether, just your face.”

My breath came in a soft sound and | shut my mouth. How had | lost control so fast?
“You took care of thetrall, | see,” he said.

“Detective Glenn, too,” | said as| touched my hair to be sure my curls hadn’t escaped my braid. “He
won'’t bother us unless you do something stupid.”

His eyestightened at theinsult. He didn’t move, keeping that same five feet between us. “Where syour
pixy?’ he asked.

Irritation pulled me straight. “His nameis Jenks, and he’' s somewhere else. He doesn’t know, and I'd just
as soon keep it that way as he has a big mouth.”

Trent visibly relaxed. He went to stand opposite me, the narrow width of the bridge between us. It had
been hard to dip Jenksthis afternoon, and Ivy findly stepped in, taking him out on anonexistent run. |
think she was actudly going for doughnuts.

Sharps was playing with the ducks, pulling them under to bob to the surface and fly away quacking.
Turning from the Sight, Trent leaned his back againgt the railing and crossed one ankle againgt another, his
position mirroring mine exactly. We were two people meeting by chance, sharing afew words and the



“If it getsout,” he said, his eyes on the distant bathroom behind me, “I’ [l make the records concerning my
father’ slittle camp public. Y ou and every one of those sorry little snots will be tracked down and treated
likelepers. That isif they don't Smply cremate you out of fear something will mutate and start another
Tumn.”

My kneeswent loose and watery. | had been right. Trent’ s father had done something to me, fixed
whatever had been wrong. And Trent’ s threat wasn't idle. The best-case scenario would involve a
one-way ticket to the Antarctic. | moved my tongue around on the insde of my mouth, trying to find
enough spit to swallow. “How did you know?’ | asked, thinking my secret was more deadly than his.

Eyesfixed to mine, he pushed the deeve of hisshirt up to show anicey muscled arm. The hair was
bleached from the sun and his skin was well-tanned. A ragged scar marred its even smoothness. My eyes
roseto his, reading an old anger.

“That wasyou?’ | sammered. “That wasyou | threw into the tree?’

With motions short and abrupt, he tugged his deeve back down, hiding the scar. “I’ ve never forgiven you
for making me cry in front of my fether.”

A childhood anger flared from cods| had thought long extinct. “It' s your own fault. | told you to stop
teasing her!” | said, not caring that my voice was louder than the surrounding water. “ Jasmin was sick.
She cried hersalf to deep for three weeks because of you.”

Trent jerked upright. *Y ou know her name?’ he exclaimed. “Writeit down. Quick!”

| stared at him in dishbdlief. “Why do you care what her name was? She had a hard enough time without
you picking on her.”

“Her namel” Trent said, patting his pockets until he found a pen. “What' s her name?’

Scowling, | tucked acurl behind an ear. “I’m not going to tell you,” | said, embarrassed that | had
forgottenit again.

Trent pressed hislipstogether and put the pen away. “Y ou forgot dready, didn’'t you?’
“Why do you care anyway? All you did was pester her.”

Helooked cross as he tugged his hat lower over hiseyes. “| was fourteen. A very awkward fourteen,
Ms. Morgan. | teased her because | liked her. Next time you recal her name, | would appreciateit if you
would write it down and send it to me. There were long-term memory blockersin the camp’ sdrinking
water, and | would like to know if—"

Hisvoice cut off, and | watched the emotion flicker behind his eyes. | was becoming good at reading
them. Y ou want to know if she survived,” | finished for him, knowing | had guessed right when his gaze
went elsawhere. “Why were you there?’ | asked, amost afraid he'd tell me.

“My father owned the camp. Where dse would | spend my summers?’

The cadence of hisvoice and the dight tightening of hisbrow told me it had been more than that. A thrill
of satisfaction warmed me; I’d found histell for when helied. Now al | needed was the same for when
he was speaking the truth, and he' d never be able to successfully lieto me again.

“You areasfilthy asyour father,” | said, disgusted, “blackmailing people by dangling a cure within their
reach and making them your puppets. Y our parents' fortune was built on the misery of hundreds, maybe



thousands, Mr. Kalamack. And you' re no different.”

Trent’schin trembled dmaost imperceptibly, and | thought | saw ashimmer of sparkles about him, the
memory of hisauraplaying trickson me. Must be an df thing. “1 will not justify my actionsto you,” he
sad. “And you have become very adept in the art of blackmail yoursdlf. I’ m not going to waste my time
bickering like children over who hurt whose fedings over adecade ago. | want to hire your services.”

“Hireme?’ | said, unableto keep my voicelowered as| put my hands on my hipsin dishelief. “You tried
to kill mein therat fights, and you think I’ m going to work for you? To help clear your name? Y ou
murdered those witches. I’m going to proveit.”

Helaughed, his hat shadowing his face as he bowed his head and chuckled.
“What'sso funny?’ | demanded, fedling foolish.

“You.” Hiseyeswere bright. “Y ou were never in any danger in that rat pit. | wasonly using it to knock
home your current sordid state. But | did make afew astounding contactswhile | wasthere.”

“You son of—" Lipspressed tight, | clenched my hand into afigt.

Trent’smirth vanished and his head tilted in warning as he took astep away. “I wouldn't,” he threatened,
rasing afinger. “I redly wouldn't.”

| dowly rocked back, my knees shaking in the memory of the pit. The gut-twisting fegling of helplessness,
of being trapped and forced to kill or be killed, washed through me. | had been Trent’ stoy. Him running
me down on horseback was nothing compared to that. After al, | had been thieving from him at thetime.

“Ligento meredly good, Trent,” | whispered, the thought of Quen forcing meto retreat until the
concrete pressed cold into the small of my back. “1’m not working for you. I’ m going to take you down.
I’m going to figure out how to tie you to every one of those murders.”

“Oh please,” he said, and | wondered how we went so quickly from a Fortune-twenty businessman and
adick independent runner to two people squabbling over past injustices. “Areyou sill on that? Even
Captain Edden redlizes Dan Smather’ s body was dumped in my stables, which iswhy he sent hisson to
watch meinstead of filing charges. And asfor having contact with the victims, yes, | talked to them dl,
trying to employ them, not kill them. Y ou have avery strong skill set, Ms. Morgan, but detective is not
among them. Y ou are far too impatient, driven by your intuitive skills, which seem to only work forward,
not backward.”

Affronted, | put my hands on my hips and made asound of disbdlief. Who did he think he was,
lecturing me?

Trent reached into a shirt pocket, pulling out awhite envelope and handing it to me. Leaning forward and
back, | snatched it, flipping it open. My breath caught as| realized it held twenty crisp hundred-dollar
bills

“That’ sten percent up front, the rest on completion,” he said, and | froze, trying to look cavdier. Twenty
thousand dollars? “| want you to identify who is responsible for the murders. I’ ve been trying to hirea
ley linewitch for the last three months, and every one of them ends up dead. It' sgrowing tiresome. All |
want isaname.”

“You can goto hdl, Kalamack,” | said, dropping the envelope when he didn’t take it back. | was angry
and frustrated. | had come here with information so fine, | was sure | was going to get a confession.
What | got was threatened, insulted, and then bribed.



L ooking unperturbed, he stooped to pick up the envelope, smacking it againgt his pam severd timesto
get the grit off beforetucking it away. “ Y ou do redize that with that little stunt you pulled yesterday, you
arenext onthekiller’ slis?Y ou fit the profile nicely, having shown yoursdlf as proficient in ley line magic,
and then adding our little tryst today.”

Damn. I"d forgotten about that. If Trent really wasn't the murderer, than | had nothing to stop the real
one from coming after me. Suddenly the sun was't warm enough. | felt breathless, sick that | was going
to haveto find thered killer before he found me.

“Now,” Trent said, hisvoice smoother than the water. “ Take the money so | cantell youwhat I've
managed to learn.”

Stomach twisting, | met his mocking gaze. | was going to do just what he wanted. He had manipul ated
me into helping him. Damn, damn, and double damn. Crossing to hisside of the bridge, | put my elbows
atop the thick railing with my back to Glenn. Sharps was degp underwater, only the lack of ducksto say
he was here. Beside me stood Trent.

“Did you send Sara Jane to the FIB with the sole intention that Edden would involve me?’ | asked
bitterly.

Trent shifted, putting himsdf so near | could smdll the clean scent of his aftershave. | didn't like how close
hewas, but if | moved, he'd know it bothered me. “Yes,” he said softly.

In hisvoice was the sound of truth | had been waiting for, and atrickle of excitement pulled my breath
tight. Thereit was. Now | had it. He' d never be ableto lie to me again. Looking back over our past
conversationsin anew light, | redized that apart from the reason he' d given me for being at hisfather's
camp, he never had. Ever.

“She doesn’t know him, does she?’ | asked.

“A few datesto get the picture, but no. It was a calculated certainty that he would be murdered after he
agreed to work for me, though | tried to protect him. Quenisvery upset,” he said lightly, hisgaze on
Sharps sripples. “That Mr. Smather turned up in my stables meansthe killer is getting cocky.”

My eyes closed briefly infrugtration as | scrambled to realign my thinking. Trent hadn't killed those
witches. Someone else had. | could either take the money and help Trent solve hislittle employment
problem or not take the money and he'd get it for free. I’ d take the money. “Y ou' re a bastard, you know
that?’

Seeing my new understanding, Trent smiled. It wasal | could do to not spit in hisface. Hislong hands
hung out over the edge of therailing. The sun turned his tan awarm golden color that almost glowed
againg hiswhite shirt, and his face was shadowed. Wisps of his hair moved in the breeze, amost
touching my own wayward strands.

With acasud movement, he reached into his shirt pocket, and with our bodies hiding the action from
Glenn, he extended the envelope. Fedling dirty, | took it, shoving it out of Sght behind my jacket and into
my waistband.

“Excdlent,” he said, warm and sincere. “I’m glad we can work together.”
“Go Turn yoursdf, Kdamack.”

“I"'m reasonably confident that it'samaster vampire,” he said, easing away from me.



“Which one?’ | asked, disgusted with mysdlf. Why was | doing this?

“I don't know,” he admitted, flicking abit of mortar off therailing to land in the water. “If | did, I’d have
taken care of it dready.”

“I just bet you would,” | said sourly. “Why not take them al out? Get it over with?’

“I can’t go about staking vampires at random, Ms. Morgan,” he said, worrying me because he' d taken
my question serioudy ingtead of the sarcasm it was. “ That’ sillegd, not to mention it would start avamp
war. Cincinnati might not surviveit. And | know my businessinterests would suffer in theinterim.”

| snickered. “Oh, we can't let that happen, now. Can we?’
Trent Sghed. “Using sarcasm to cover your fear makes you look very young.”

“And twirling your pencil in your fingers makes you look nervous,” | shot back. It felt good to argue with
someone who wouldn't bite meif things got out of control.

His eyetwitched. Lips bloodless, he turned back to the large pond before us. “I’ d appreciateit if you
would keep the FIB out of this. It's an Inderland matter, not human, and I'm not surethe|.S. can be
trusted, either.”

| found it interesting how fast he had fadlen into the“them” and “us’ verbiage. Apparently | wasn't the
only onewho knew Trent’s background, and | didn’t like the higher degree of intimacy it put between us.

“I'mthinking it might be arisng vamp coven trying to gain afoothold by removing me,” hesaid. “It
would be alot lessrisky than taking out one of the lesser houses.”

It wasn't aboast—just atastel ess fact—and my lips curled at the thought | was taking money from a
man who played the underworld like a chessboard. For thefirst timein my life | was glad my dad was
dead and couldn’t ask me*“Why?" The picture of our fathers standing before the camp bus intruded, and
| reminded myself | couldn’t trust Trent. My father had, and it killed him.

Trent Sghed, the sound both regretful and tired. “ Cincinnati’ s underground is very fluid. All of my usud
contacts have gone quiet or dead. I'm losing touch with what’ s happening.” He flicked aglance at me.
“Someoneistrying to keep mefrom increasing my reach. And without aley linewitch at my disposd,
I’ve reached an impase.”

“Poor baby,” | mocked. “Why not do the magic yourself? Bloodline too polluted with nasty human genes
to manage the heavy magic anymore?’

The knuckles of hisfingers whitened as he gripped therail, then relaxed. “1 will havealey linewitch. |
would much rather hire someone willing than abduct them, but if every witch | talk to ends up deed, | will
Sed someone.”

“Yes” | drawled caudticdly. “Y ou eves are known for thet, aren’t you?’
Hisjaw clenched. “Be careful.”

“I'm aways careful,” | said, knowing | wasn’t agood enough witch to have to worry about him “ stedling”
me. | watched therims of hisearsdowly losetheir red tint. | squinted, wondering if they were alittle
pointed or if it was my imagination. It was hard to tell with the hat he had on. “ Can you narrow it down
for me?’ | said. Twenty thousand dollars to sift through Cincinnati’ s underworld to find out who
wanted to put a crimp in Mr. Kalamack’ s day by killing his potential employees. Yeah. That



sounded like an easy run.
“I havelots of ideas, Ms. Morgan. Lots of enemies, |ots of employees.”

“And no friends,” | added sniddly, watching Sharps make serpentlike humps like a miniature Loch Ness.
My bresth dipped from mein adow sound as| imagined what vy was going to say when | came home
and told her | wasworking for Trent. “If | find out you'relying, I'll come after you mysalf, Kalamack.
And thistime, the demon won’'t miss.”

He made a scoffing bark of laughter and | turned to him. “Y ou can drop the bluff. Y ou didn’t send that
demon after melast soring.”

The dight breeze was cold, and | pulled my jacket closed as| turned. “How did you...”

Trent gazed digtantly over the lower basin. “ After overhearing your conversation with your boyfriend in
my office and seeing your reaction to that demon, | knew it had to have been someone e se, though I’ll
admit seeing you beaten and blue after | freed that demon to go back to kill its summoner nearly had me
convinced.”

| didn’t like that he had overheard metalking to Nick. Or that he had responded the exact same way as|
had after gaining control over Algdiarept. Trent’ s shoes scuffed, and acautiousinquiry cameinto his
eyes. “Your demon scar...” He hesitated, and the flicker of haunted emotion strengthened. “1t was an
accident?’ hefinished.

| watched the ripples from Sharps's disappearing humps. “It bled me so badly that—" | stopped, my lips
pressing together. Why was| tdling him this?“Y esh. It was.”

“Good,” he said, his gaze ill upon the pond. “I’' m glad to hear that.”

Ass, | thought, thinking whoever had sent Algdiarept after us had gotten a double whammy of pain that
night. “ Someone sure didn’t like ustalking, did they,” | said, then froze. My face went cold and | held my
breath. What if the attacks on our lives and the recent violence were connected? Perhaps | was
supposed to have been the witch hunter’ sfirst victim?

Heart pounding, | hed mysdf Hill, thinking. Every single one of the victims had died in their own persond
hell: the swimmer drowned, the rat caretaker ripped apart and eaten dive, two women raped, aman
working with horses pressed to death. Algdiarept had been told to kill mein terror, taking thetimeto
find out what my strongest fear was. Damn. It was the same per son.

Trent tilted hishead a my slence. “What isit?’ he asked.

“Nothing.” | leaned heavily into therailing. Dropping my head into my cupped hands, | willed mysdif to
not pass out. Glenn would call someone, and that would be that.

Trent pushed away from therailing. “No,” he said, and | pulled my head up. “I’ ve seen that look onyou
twice before. What isit?’

| swallowed. “We were supposed to be thefirst victims of the witch hunter. Hetried to kill both of us,
giving up after we showed him we could best ademon and | made it clear | wasn't going to work for
you. Only the witches who agreed to work for you were killed, yes?’

“They all agreed to work for me,” he bresthed, and | stifled ashudder at how the words seemed to flow
over my spine. “I never thought to connect the two.”



Y ou can’'t accuse ademon of murder. Because there was no way to contain it if sentenced, the courts
had long ago determined to treat demons as weapons, even if the comparison wasn't quite right. Free
choice wasinvolved, but aslong as the payment was commensurate with the task, a demon wouldn’t turn
down murder. Someone, though, had summoned it. “Did the demon ever tell you who sent it to kill you?’
| asked. Easiest twenty thousand I’ d ever made. God help me.

Anger tinted in fear crossed Trent. “I wastrying to stay aive, not have a conversation. Y ou seem to have
aworking rdationship with it, though. Why don’t you ask it?”

My breath comein ajerky sound of disbelief. “Me? | dready owe it onefavor. You can't pay me
enough to dig mysdf in deeper. I'll tell you what, though. Il cdll it up for you, and you can ask it. I'm
sure the two of you can come to some agreement about payment.”

His sun-tanned face went pale. “No.”

Satisfied, | looked over the small pond. “Don't call me acoward unlessit’s something you would do
yoursdf. I'm reckless. Not stupid.” But then | hesitated. Nick would do it.

A faint amile, surprisng and genuine, came over Trent. “You'redoing it again.”
“What,” | sad flatly.

“Y ou had another thought. Y ou are such fun, Ms. Morgan. Watching you is like watching a
five-year-old.”

Insulted, | looked out over the water. | wondered if Nick asking who had sent it to kill me would be
consdered asmall question or alarge one, necessitating further payment. Pushing mysdlf away from the
railing, | decided I'd walk over to the museum and find out.

“So?" Trent prompted.
| shook my heed. “I’ll have your information after sundown,” | said, and he blinked.

“You'regoingto cal it?" His sudden, unguarded surprise caught at me, and | kept my faceimpassive,
thinking that managing to startle him was an ego boost | badly needed. How quickly he hid it made the
feding twiceassatisfying. “You just said—"

“Y ou're paying for results, not aplay-by-play. I'll let you know when | find something.”
His expression shifted to what might be respect. “I’ ve migudged you, Ms. Morgan.”

“Yeah, I'mjust full of surprises,” | muttered, reaching up to keep the hair out of my eyes asthewind
gusted. Trent’s hat threatened to blow off into the water, and | stretched to caich it beforeit left his head.
My fingers brushed his hat, then nothing.

Trent legpt backward. | stared, blinking at where he had been. He was gone.

| found him agood four feet away, entirely off the bridge. I’ d seen cats move like that. He looked
frightened as he straightened, then angry that I’ d seen the emotion on him. The sun glinted on hiswispy
hair; hishat wasin the water, turning asickly green.

| stiffened as Quen dropped out of the nearby tree to land softly before him. The man stood with hisarms
hanging loose, looking like amodern-day samurai in hisblack jeansand shirt. | didn’'t move asawhoosh
of water came from behind me. | could smell copper sulfate and scum. | felt, more than saw, Sharps



loom behind me, cold, wet, and dmost as big as the bridge he lived under, having sucked in ahuge
amount of water to give himself more mass. A faint clater from the nearby bathroom told me Glenn was
on hisway.

My heart pounded as no one moved. | shouldn’t have touched him. | should not have touched him.
Licking my lips, | tugged my jacket straight, glad Quen had the sense to know | hadn’t been trying to hurt
Trent. “I’ll call youwhen | haveaname,” | said, my voice sounding thin. Giving Quen an apologetic 1ook,
| turned on ahed and strode quickly to the street, my hedl's thumping soundlesdy up through my spine.

And you are afraid of me, | thought slently. Why?

Twenty-Four

“For the third time, Rachel. Would you like another piece of bread?’

| looked from thelight glinting on the surface of my wine, finding Nick waiting with acurious, amused
expression. Hewas holding out the plate with the bread. By hiswondering expression, | guessed he'd
held it therefor awhile. “Um, no. No, thank you,” | said, glancing down to find the supper Nick had
made for me dmost untouched. Giving him an gpologetic amile, | sent my fork under another bite of pasta
and white sauce. It was his supper, my lunch, and both delicious, and even more so since | hadn’t done
anything but make the salad. It would likely bethe last thing | ate today because vy had a date with Ki<t.
That meant I’ d be having dinner with Ben and Jerry in front of the TV. | thought it unusuad shewould go
out with the living vamp, seeing as he was worse than amonkey when it came to sex and blood, but it
was resolutely not my business.

Nick's plate was empty, and after setting the bread down, he sat back and played with the end of his
knife, making it lay just so atop hisnapkin. “1 know it'snot my food,” he said. “What' sthe matter?
Y ou've hardly said aword since you—ah—came over to the museum.”

| covered my smirk with angpkin and wiped the corner of my mouth. | had caught him napping, sitting
with hislanky legs up, hisfeet propped on his cleaning table, the eighteenth century teatowe he was
supposed to be restoring draped over hiseyes. If it wasn't abook, heredly didn’t care about it. “Isit
that obvious?’ | said, taking abite.

A familiar, lopsided smile came over him. “It’ snot like you to be this quiet. Isit about Mr. Kadamack not
being arrested after finding, er, that—body?’

| pushed the plate away in aflush of guilt. | hadn’t yet told Nick I'd switched sSidesin the“Let’ s get
Trent” issue. | hadn't, really, and that’ swhat bothered me. The man wasdime.

“You found abody,” he said as he leaned across the table and took my hand. “The rest will follow.”

| cringed, worried Nick might tell me I’ d sold out. My distress must have shown because he squeezed
my hand until | looked up. “What isit, Ray-ray?’

His eyeswere soft with encouragement, their brown depths catching the glint from the ugly light hanging
over Nick’ stiny kitchen/dining room. My attention went over the short, chest-high mantd dividing it from
theliving room as| tried to decide how to broach the subject. | had been harping on him for months
about |etting deeping demonslie, and here | was, wanting to ask himto call Algdiarept up for me. | was
sure the answer was going to cost more than what Nick’s*trial contract” would cover, and | didn’t want
to risk him paying it for me anyway. Nick had a chivarous streak as wide asthe Ohio River.

“Tell me?’” he asked, ducking his head to try and see my eyes.
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| licked my lipsand met hisgaze. “It' sabout Big Al.” | didn’t like chancing that Algdiarept would
conveniently assume| wascaling it every timel said itsname, so | had begun referring to the demon by
the somewnhat insulting moniker. Nick thought it was funny; that | wasworried about it showing up
unsummoned, not that | called it Al

Nick’sfingers dipped from mine and he pulled away to take up hiswineglass. “Don’t gart,” he sad, his
eyebrows furrowed in thefirst sgns of anger. “1 know what I’'m doing, and I’m going to do it whether
you likeit or not.”

“Actudly,” | hedged, “1 wanted to seeif you might ask it something for me.”
Nick’slong face went dack. “Beg pardon?’

| winced. “If it won't cost you anything. If it does, forget it. I’ [l find another way.”
He st the glass down and leaned forward. *Y ou want meto cal him?’

“See, | taked to Trent today,” | said quickly, so he couldn’t interrupt, “and we figure that the demon that
attacked uslast spring isthe same one that’ s doing the murders—that | was supposed to be the first
witch hunter victim, but because | turned Trent’ sjob offer down, it let me go. If | can find out who sent it
to kill us, then we have the murderer.”

Lipsparted, Nick stared at me. | could dmost see histhoughtsfal in place: Trent was innocent and | was
working for him to find the real murderer and clear his name of suspicion. Uncomfortable, | pushed the
fork around on the plate. “How much ishegiving you?’ Nick finally asked, hisvoice giving meno clueto
histhoughts.

“Two thousand up front,” | said, fedling it light in my pocket, snce | had yet to go home. “Eighteen more
when | tel him who thewitch hunter is” Hey. I'd made my rent. Whoop-de-do.

“Twenty thousand dollars?’ he said, hisbrown eyeslarge in the fluorescent light. “He s giving you twenty
thousand dollarsfor aname?Y ou don't haveto bring himin or anything?’

| nodded, wondering if Nick thought | was selling out. | felt like | was.

Nick held himsdlf till for three heartbeats, then rose, his chair scraping the worn linoleum. “ Let’ sfind out
how much that costs,” he said, halfway out of the room.

| waseft blinking at hiswire and plastic chair. My heart thumped. “Nick?’ | stood, taking amoment to
move our platesto the sink. “Does't it bother you I’ m working for Trent? It bothers me.”

“Did hekill those witches?” came his voice from the halway to hisroom, and | followed it through the
living room to find him moving everything out of hislinen closet and stacking it on hisbed with a
methodica quickness.

“No. | don't think s0.” God help meif | misread histells.
He handed me astack of brand new, luscioudy green towes. “ So what’ sthe problem?’

“Themanisabiodrug lord and runs Brimstone,” | said, juggling the towel sto take the oversize gardener
boots he handed me. | recognized them as the ones from my belfry, and | wondered why he was keeping
them. “ Trent istrying to take over Cincinnati’ s underworld, and I’m working for him. That’ swhat’ sthe
meatter.”



Nick grabbed his spare sheets and edged past me to drop them on hisbed. *Y ou wouldn’t be helping
him unlessyou believed he didn’'t doit,” he said as he returned. “ And for twenty thousand dollars?
Twenty thousand dollars buys alot of therapy if you' rewrong.”

| grimaced, not liking Nick’ s* money makes everything right” philosophy. | suppose growing up watching
your mother struggle for every dollar might have alot to do with it, but | sometimes questioned Nick’s
priorities. But | had to find out just to save my own skin, and I’ d be damned if | cleared Trent of
suspicion for free.

| stood sideways in the halway as Nick went into hisroom with apile of sweeters. The closet was
empty—there hadn’t been much init to start with—and after dumping everything, he took the towels and
boots from my arms, adding them to the mound on the bed before returning to the closet. My eyebrows
rose as he pulled a square of carpet up to reveal acircle and pentagram etched in the floor. “ Y ou
summon Al intoacloset?’ | said in disbelief.

Nick looked up from where he was knedling, hislong face devious. “1 found the circlewhen | moved in,”
hesad. “Isn’'titaniceone? It slined inslver. | checked it out, and it'samost the only spot inthe
agpartment where there are no dectric or gaslines. There' s another in the kitchen that you can seewith a
black light, but it' sbigger and | can’t make acircle that large that' s strong enough to hold him.”

| watched as he wedged the shelves off their brackets with a stiff, underhand thunk, stacking them againgt
thewall in the hallway. Finished, he stepped into the closet and held out ahand for meto join him. |
Stared, surprised.

“Al said the demon was supposed to bein the circle, not the summoner,” | said.

His hand dropped. “It' s part of the tria membership thing. I’m not so much summoning him as asking for
an audience. He can say no and not show up at al, though that hasn’t happened since you gave methe
ideato put mysdf in the circle instead of him. He shows up just to laugh now.” Nick held out his hand
again. “Come on. | want to make sure we both fit.”

| looked to the dice of living room | could see, not wanting to get in acloset with Nick. Well, not under
these circumstances, anyway. “Let’ susethecirclein thekitchen,” | suggested. “I don’'t mind closing it.”

“Y ou want to risk him thinking you called him?’ Nick asked, eyebrows high.

“It'sanit, not ahim,” | said, but at his exasperated expression, | took his hand and stepped into the
closet. Immediately, Nick dropped my grip and ran his gaze over where our elbowswent. The closet
was good-sized and deep. Right now it was okay, but add a demon trying to get in, and it would be
claustrophobic. “Maybethisisn't such agood idea,” | said.

“It'll befine.” Nick’s motions were quick and jerky as he stepped out of the closet and reached up to the
last shelf, dtill in place above our heads. Taking down arattling shoe box, he opened it to show a zippy
bag of gray ash and about a dozen milky green tapers aready burnt. My mouth opened as | recognized
them asthe candles he had lit one night when we were, ah, utilizing Ivy’ stub to itsfullest potentid. What
werethey doing in abox with ashes?

“Thosearemy candles” | said, only now redlizing where they had gone.

Setting the box on his bed, he took the zippy bag and the longest candle and went into the living room. |
heard athump, and he soon reappeared, dragging the stool that | had put his obligatory housewarming
plant on. Still slent, he set the candle where the peace lily had once been.



“Buy your own candles for summoning demons,” | said, affronted.

He frowned as he opened the drawer under the footstool to pull out abox of matches. “ They haveto be
lit thefirgt time on hallowed ground or they don’t work.”

“Wadll, you' ve got everything figured out, don't you.” | sourly wondered if the entire night had been an
excuse to get those candles. How long had he been calling this demon anyway? Lips pursed, | watched
him light the candle and shake the match out. But it wasn't until he took a handful of gray dust from the
zippy bag that | started getting nervous. “What isthat?’ | asked, worried.

“Y ou don't want to know.” His voice carried asurprising amount of warning.
My facewarmed as| recaled that | useto bring hiskind in for grave robbing. “Yes, | do.”

Helooked up, hisbrow pinched inirritation. “1t' safocus object so Algdiarept materializes outsde the
circleingtead of init with us. And the candle isto make sure he doesn’t focus on anything but the ash on
thetable. | bought it, okay?’

Muittering aquick, “ Sorry,” | backed off. Somehow | seemed to have found the only nerve Nick had and
stomped on it. | wasn't up on my demon summoning; obvioudy hewas. “1 thought al you had to do was
make acircleand cal them,” | said, feeling nauseated. Someone had sold their grandmother’ s ashes so
Nick could cdl ademon with her remains.

Nick dusted his hands together and resealed the bag. “ Y ou might be able to get away with that, but |
can't. The guy at the store kept trying to sall me this outrageoudy expensive amulet to make a proper
binding circle, not believing ahuman could close one of his own. He gave me ten percent off everything
after | put himinacircle he couldn’t break. | guess he thought | knew enough to survive to come back
and buy something more.”

Hisirritation had vanished the moment | quit barking at him. | redlized that thiswas the first time—well,
the second—he had the chance to show me his skills, something he was obvioudy very proud of.
Humans had to work hard to manipulate ley linesaswell aswitches, which iswhy humans were known
to align themselves with demons so they could keep up. Of course, they didn't last long after that,
eventually making amistake and being pulled into the ever-after. This was so unsafe. And here | was
encouraging him.

Seeing my face, he cameto me and put his hands atop my shoulders. | could fed the ash, gritty between
his hands and my skin. “It'sokay,” he soothed, his narrow face smiling. “1’ ve done this before.”

“That'swhat I’'m afraid of,” | said, stepping back to make room for him.

AsNick tossed the zippy bag of ash to land next to the shoe box, | tried to wipe the ash off my
shoulders. Nick got in the closet with me, and then, with agrunt of remembrance, wedged a piece of
wood into the crack of the hinges. “He shut the door on me once,” he said, shrugging.

Thisis not good, | thought again asthe smdl of my back arted to swet.
“Reedy?’
| glanced at thelit candle and itslittle mound of ash. “No.”

My fingertipstingled as Nick closed his eyes and opened his second sight. An eeriefeding of my insdes
being rearranged started in my belly, swirling up into my throat. My eyes widened. “Whoa, whoa,
whoa!” | cried asthe sensation wrenched into an uncomfortable pull. “What isthat?’



Nick opened hiseyes. They were glazed, and | could tell he was seeing everything in that confusing mix
of redity and ever-after sght. “That’ swhat |’ ve been telling you about,” he said, hisvoice hollow. “It's
fromthe binding spell. Nice, isn't it?’

| shifted from foot to foot, making sure| stayed inthecircle. “It' sawful,” | admitted. “I’m sorry. Why
didn’'t you tell meit wasthat bad?’

He shrugged, closing hiseyes.

The pull through me strengthened, and | struggled to find away to dedl withit. | could fed the ever-after
energy dowly building in him, pardlding what | experienced when | tapped into aley line. The power
swelled, and though it was afraction of what | had channeled in Trent’ s office, it urged meto react.

With an excruciating downess, the levels built to ausable level. My palms started to sweat and my
stomach clenched. | wished he' d hurry up and close the circle. The eddies of power went deep through
me, the need to do something growing.

“Can| hdp?’ | findly asked, gripping my handstogether so they wouldn't spasm.
1] NO-”

Thetingling in my pamsroseto become anitch. “I'm sorry,” | said. “1 didn’'t know you could fed dl this.
Isthiswhy you haven't been deeping? Have | been waking you up?’

“No. Don't worry about it.”

My hed dtarted tapping, the jolts going up my cavesfeding likefire. “We have to break the charm,” |
sad, jittery. “How can you stand this?’

“Shut up, Rachd. I'm trying to concentrate.”
“Sorry.”

His breath dipped from him in adow sound, and | was't surprised when he jumped, mirroring the
sudden cutoff of ever-after energy | could fed running through him. Through us.

“Circle sup,” he said breathlesdy, and | resisted the urgeto look at it. | didn’t want to insult him, and
having fdlt its congtruction, | knew it was good. “I’'m not sure, but | think because I’ m carrying some of
your aura, you can break the circle, too.”

“I'll be careful,” 1 said, suddenly alot more nervous. “ So what happens now?’ | questioned, looking at
the candle on the footstoal.

“Now | invitehim over.”

| stifled ashudder as Latin flowed from Nick. My lips curved down at the dienness of it. As he spoke,
Nick seemed to take on adifferent cast, shadows under his eyes growing, to make himlook ill. Even his
voice changed, more resonant and somehow echoing in my head. Again there was adow buildup of
ever-after energy, risng until it was amogt intolerable. | was antsy and nervous, amost relieved when
Nick said Algdiarept’ s name with adrawn-out, careful precision.

Nick sagged, taking a clean breath. | could smell his swesat over his deodorant in the close confines. His
fingersdipped into my hand, giving me aquick squeeze before dropping it. The clock ticked from the
living room, and the sound of the traffic past the window was hushed. Nothing happened.



“Is something supposed to happen?’ | asked, starting to fed silly, standing in Nick’s closst.
“It might takeawhile. Like| said, it' satrid membership, not thered thing.”

| took three dow bregaths, ligening. “How long?’

“Since |’ ve been putting mysdf in the circle ingtead of him? Five, ten minutes.”

Nick’ smood was easing, and | could fed the heat from our shoulders dmost touching. An ambulance
sounded faint in the distance, disappearing.

| eyed the burning candle. “What if it doesn’t show?’ | asked. “How long do we have to wait before we
can get out of the closat?’

Nick gave me anoncommittal, stranger-in-the-devator smile. “Uh, | wouldn’t step out of the circle until
sunup. Until he appears and we can banish him properly back to the ever-after, he can show up anytime
between now and then.”

“You meanif it does't show, we re stuck in this closet until morning?’

He nodded, his eyesjerking away asthe smell of burnt amber cameto me. “Oh, good. He' shere,” Nick
whispered, standing Straighter.

Oh, good. He' s here, | repeated sarcadtically in my head. God help me. My life was so screwed up.

The pile of ash at the end of the hallway was hazed with a smear of ever-after. It grew with the speed of
flowing water, up and out to take arough, animal shape. | forced myself to breathe as eyes gppeared,
red and orange and dit sidewayslike agoat’s. My stomach clenched as a savage muzzle formed, sdiva
dripping to the rug even before it finished coaescing into the pony-sze dog | remembered from the
basement vault of the university library: Nick’ s persond fear of dogs brought to life.

Harsh panting rasped, the sound pulling an ingtinctive fear from the depths of my soul that | hadn’'t even
known | had. Paws tipped with nails and powerful hindquarters appeared asit shook itself, thelast of the
mist forming athick mane of yelow hair. Besde me, Nick shuddered. “Y ou okay?’ | asked, and he
nodded, hisface pae.

“Nicholas Gregory Sparagmos,” the dog drawled, sitting on its haunches and giving us a savage doggy
amile. “Already, littlewizard? | wasjust here.”

Gregory? | thought as Nick shot an unrepentant grimace at me. Nick’s middle name was Gregory? And
what had Nick gotten in return for telling it that?

“Or did you call meto impress Rachel MarianaMorgan?” it finished, along red tonguelolling out asit
turned its doggy smileto me.

“I'veafew questions,” Nick said, his voice bolder than his body language.

Nick’ s breath caught as the dog rose and padded into the hallway, its shoulders dmost brushing the
walls. | stared, horrified, asit licked thefloor beside the circle, testing it. Thefilm of ever-after redlity
hissed asit sent itstongue over the unseen barrier. Smoke smelling like burnt amber rose, and | watched
asif through apane of glass as Algaliarept’ s tongue began to char and burn. Nick stiffened, and | thought
| heard awhispered oath or prayer. Making an annoyed growl, the demon'’ s outline went hazy.

My heart hammered as the dog lengthened and rose into its usud vision of a British gentleman. “Rachel



MarianaMorgan,” it said, hitting every accent with an elegant precesson. “I must congratulate you, love,
on finding that corpse. It was the sharpest bit of ley linemagic I’ ve seenintwelve years.” It leaned close,
and | smdlled lavender. *'Y ou made quite astir, you know,” it whispered. “1 wasinvited to al the parties.
My witch’s spell went to the city’ s square to chime the bells. Everyone got ataste, though not as much as
| did.” Eyesclosng, the demon shuddered, its outlines wavering asits concentration lapsed.

| swallowed hard. “I’'m not your witch,” | said.

Nick’ sfingers on my elbow tightened. “ Stay in that form,” Nick said, hisvoice firm. “And stop bothering
Rachel. | have questions, and | want to know the cost before | ask them.”

“Y our migtrust will kill you if your cheek doesn’'t.” Algdiarept spun in aquick mation of furling coattails
to return to the living room. From where | stood, | could see it open the glass-door cabinet to Nick’s
books. Itswhite-gloved fingers stretched and reached, pulling one out. “Oh, | wondered where this one
had gotten to,” it said, its back to us. “How splendid that you haveit. We will read from this next time.”

Nick glanced a me. “That’ swhat we do, usualy,” he whispered. “He deciphersthe Latin for me, letting
al sortsof thingsdip.”

“And you trust him?” | frowned, nervous. “AsK it.”

Algdiarept had replaced the tome and taken out another, its mood lightening asit cooed and fussed asiif
having found an old friend.

“Algaiarept,” Nick said, mouthing the word dowly, and the demon turned, the new book initshand. “I'd
liketo know if you were the demon that attacked Trent Kalamack last spring.”

It didn’t look up from the open book cradled in hishands. | felt queasy as| redlized it had lengthened its
fingersto better support it. “That comes under our arrangement,” it said, its voice preoccupied. “ Seeing
as Rachel Mariana Morgan has aready guessed the answer.” It looked up, its eyes over the smoked
glasses orange and red. “Oh, yes, | tasted Trenton Aloysius Kalamack that night aswell asyou. | ought
to havekilled him directly, but the novelty of himwas so fine, | tarried until he managed to circleme.”

“Isthat why | survived?’ | asked. “Y ou made amistake?’
“Isthat a question coming from you?’
| licked my lips. “No.”

Algdiarept closed the book. “Y our blood is common, Rachel MarianaMorgan. Tasty with subtle flavors
| don’t understand, but common. | didn’t play with you; | tried to kill you. Had | known you could ring
the tower bdlls, | might have handled things differently.” A smile came over it, and | felt its gaze spill over
melike ail. “Maybe not. | should have known you would be as your father. He rang the bells, too. Once.
Before hedied. Do hopeit’s not a premonition for you.”

My stomach clenched, and Nick grabbed my arm before | could touch hiscircle. “Y ou said you didn’t
know him,” | said, anger making my voice harsh.

It Smpered a me. “Another question?’
Heart pounding, | shook my head, hoping it would tell me more.

It put afinger to its nose. “ Then Nicholas Gregory Sparagmos better ask another question before I’'m
called away by someonewho iswilling to pay for my services”



“Y ou're nothing but a squedling informant, you know that?’ | said, shaking.

Algdiarept’ s gaze resting on my neck pulled amemory of me on the basement floor with my life spilling
from me. “ Only on my bad days.”

Nick straightened. “1 want to know who summoned you to kill Rachel, and if he or sheis now
summoning you to kill ley linewitches”

Moving dmost out of my line of sght, Algdiarept murmured, “ That isavery expensve set of questions,
the two together far more than our agreement.” It dropped its attention back to the book in its hands and
turned apage.

Worry crashed over me as Nick took abreath. “No,” | said. “It isn’'t worth it.”
“What do you want for the answers?’ Nick asked, ignoring me.
“Your soul?” it sad lightly.

Nick shook his head. “ Come up with something reasonable, or I’ll send you back right now, and you
won't be ableto talk to Rachd anymore.”

It beamed. “ Y ou' re getting cocky, little wizard. Y ou're halfway mine.” It closed the book in its hand with
asharp snap. “ Give me leave to take my book back acrosstheline, and I’ll tell you who sent meto kill
Rachd MarianaMorgan. If they are the same person who is summoning meto kill Trenton Aloysius
Kaamack’ switches? That stayswith me. Y our soul isn't enough for that. Rachel MarianaMorgan's,
perhaps. Pity when ayoung man’ stastes are too expensive for hismeans, isn't it?’

| frowned, even as| redized it had admitted it was killing the witches. It must have been luck that kept
Trent and me dive when every other witch had died under it. No, not luck. It had been Quen and Nick.
“And why do you even want that book?’ | asked it.

“| wroteit,” it said, its hard voice seeming to wedge the words into the folds of my mind.
Not good. Not good, not good, not good. “Don’t giveit to him, Nick.”

Heturned in the tight confines, bumping me. “It’ sjust abook.”

“It'syour book,” | agreed, “and my question. I'll find out some other way.”

Algdiarept laughed, agloved finger shifting the curtain so he could seethe sireet. “Before I’ m sent again
tokill you? Y ou’ re quite the topic of conversation, both sides of the ley lines. Y ou' d best ask quick. If
I"’'m called away suddenly, you may want to settle your affairs.”

Nick’s eyeswent round. “Rachel! You're next?’
“No,” | protested, wanting to smack Algaiarept. “1t' sjust saying that so you'll give him the book.”

“You used ley linesto find Dan’sbody,” Nick said shortly. “ And now you' reworking for Trent? You're
onthelist, Rachel. Take your book, Al. Who sent you to kill Rachel?’

“Al?” The demon brightened. “Oh, | likethat. Al. Yes, you cancdl meAl.”
“Who sent you to kill Rachel?” Nick demanded.

Algdiarept beamed. “Ptah Ammon Fineas Horton Madison Parker Piscary.”



My knees threatened to give way, and | gripped Nick’sarm. “Piscary?’ | whispered. Ivy' s uncle was
the witch hunter? And the man had seven names? Just how old was he?

“Algdiarept, leaveto not bother usagain thisnight,” Nick said suddenly.

The demon’s smile sent shiversthrough me. “No promises;” it leered, then vanished. The book inits hand
hit the carpet, followed by an unseen diding thump from the bookshelves. | listened to my heart best,
shaken. What was | going to tell Ivy? How could | protect myself from Piscary?1’d hid in achurch
before. | didn't likeit.

“Wait,” Nick said, pulling me back before| could touch the circle. | followed his gaze to the pile of ash.
“He snot goneyet.”

| heard Algdiarept swear, then the ash vanished.
Nick sighed, then edged histoe past the circle to bresk it. “Now you can leave.”
Maybe Nick was better at thisthan | thought.

Hunched and worried looking, he went to blow the candle out and Sit on the edge of his couch with his
elbows on his knees and hishead in hishands. “Piscary,” he said to theflat carpet. “Why can't | havea
normd girlfriend who only hasto hide from her old prom date?’

“Y ou'rethe one cdling up demons,” | said, my knees shaking. The night was suddenly alot more
threatening. The closet seemed bigger now that Nick wasn'tinit, and | didn’t want to get out. “I should
go back tomy church,” | said, thinking | was going to set my old cot up in the sanctuary and deep on the
abandoned dtar tonight. Right after | called Trent. He said he’ d take care of it. Take care of it. | hoped
that meant staking Piscary. Piscary didn’t care about the law; why should 1? | searched my conscience,
not finding even atwinge.

| reached for my jacket and went to the door. | wanted to be in my church. | wanted to wrap myself in
the ACG blanket I’ d stolen from Edden and sit in the middle of my God-blessed church. “I need to make
acdl,” | said numbly, stopping short in the middle of hisliving room.

“Trent?” he asked needlesdy, handing me his cordless phone.

| made afist to hid my shaking fingers after | punched in the number. | got Jonathan, sounding irate and
nasty. | gave him ahard time until he agreed to let metalk to Trent directly. Findly | heard the click of an
extension, and Trent’ s river-smooth voice came on to give me a professiona “ Good evening, Ms.
Morgan.”

“It sPiscary,” | said by way of greeting. There was silencefor five heartbegts, and | wondered if he had
hung up.

“It told you Piscary issending it to kill my witches?” Trent asked, the sound of hisfingers snapping
intruding. Therefollowed the ditinctive scratch of him writing something, and | wondered if Quen was
with him. The weariness Trent had put in hisvoiceto cover hisworry didn’t work.

“| asked it if it was sent to kill you last spring, and who summoned it for thetask,” | said, my stomach
roiling as| paced. “| suggest you stay on halowed ground after sunset. Y ou can wak on halowed
ground, can’t you?’ | asked, not sure how elves handled that sort of thing.

“Don't becrass,” hesaid. “I have asoul as much asyou do. And thank you. As soon asyou confirm the
information, I’ll send a courier with the rest of your compensation.”



| jerked, my eyes mesting Nick’s. “Confirmed?’ | said. “What do you mean, confirmed?’ | couldn’t stop
my hands from shaking.

“What you gave mewas advice,” Trent was saying. “1 only pay my stockbroker for that. Get me proof,
and Jonathan will cut you acheck.”

“I just gave you proof!” | stood up, heart pounding. “I just talked to that damned demon and it said it's
killing your witches. How much more proof do you need?’

“More than one person can summon ademon, Ms. Morgan. If you didn’t ask it if Piscary summoned it
to murder those witches, you have only speculation.”

My bresth caught, and | turned my back to Nick. “That wastoo expensive,” | said, lowering my voice
and running ahand over my braid. “But it attacked us both under Piscary’ s binding, and it admitted to
killing thewitches”

“Not good enough. | need proof before | go about staking a master vampire. | suggest you get it
quickly.”

“You're going to iff me!” | shouted, spinning to the curtained window as my fear shifted to frustration.
“Why not?’ | cried sarcadtically. “ The Howlersare. The FIB is. Why should you be any different?”

“I'm not stiffing you,” he said, anger making the gray of hisvoiceturn from silk to coldiron. “But | won't
pay for shoddy work. Asyou said, I’ m paying you for results, not a play-by-play—or speculation.”

“Soundsto meyou aren't paying me anything! I’ mtelling you it was Piscary, and alousy twenty thousand
it enough to get me to waltz into afour-hundred-year-old-plus vampire slair and ask him if he has
been sending his demon to kill citizens of Cincinnati.”

“If you don’t want the job, then | expect you to return my retaining fee.”
| hung up on him.

The phonewas hot in my grip, and | set it gently on the mantel between Nick’ skitchen and living room
before | threw it a something. “ Get me home, please?’ | asked tightly.

Nick was staring at his bookshf, running hisfingers over thetitles.
“Nick,” | said louder, angry and frustrated. “1 really want to get home.”
“Just aminute,” he mumbled, intent on his books.

“Nick!” | exclaimed, gripping my elbows. “Y ou can pick out your bedtime story later. | really want to get
home!”

Heturned, asick look on hislong face. “Hetook it.”
“Took what?’

“I thought he was talking about the book in his hand. But he took the one that you used to make me your
familiar.”

My lip curled. “ Al wrote the book on how to make humansinto familiars? He can haveit.”

“No,” he said, hisexpression drawn and pale. “If he'sgot it, how are we going to break the spell?’



My facewent dack. “Oh.” | hadn’t thought of that.

Twenty-Five

Thelow lub-lub-lub-lub of abike pulled my eyes up from my book. Recognizing the cadence of Kigt's
motorbike, | pulled my kneesto my chin, tugged my coversfarther up, and clicked off my bedside lamp.
The diver of black beyond my propped-open stained-glass window showed alighter gray. Ivy was
home. If Kist camein, | was going to pretend to be adeep until he left. But his bike hardly paused before
it idled back up the street. My eyes went to the glowing green numbers of my clock. Four in the morning.
Shewasearly.

Closing the book upon my finger to mark the page, | listened for her footsteps on the walk. The cold,
predawn September air had pooled in my room. If | were smart, I’ d get up and close my window; vy
would probably turn the heaet on when she camein.

| thanked all that was holy that my bedroom was part of the original church and fell under the
sacred-ground clause: guaranteed to keep out undead vamps, demons, and mothers-in-law. | was safein
my bed until the sun came up. | ill had to worry about Kist. But he wouldn't touch mewhile lvy
breathed. He wouldn’t touch meif she were dead, either.

A dtirring of unease pulled my finger out of the book, and | set it on the cloth-covered box | wasusing as
atable. Ivy hadn’'t comein yet. It had been Kist'shbike | heard driving away.

| listened to my heartbest, waiting for vy’ s soft steps or the closing of the church’sdoor. But what met
me was the sound of someone retching, faint through the cold-silenced night.

“Ivy,” | whispered, throwing off my covers. Chilled, | lurched from my bed, snatched my robe, jammed
my feet into my fuzzy pink dippers, and went into the hall. Skittering to ahdlt, | retraced my steps.
Standing before my press-board chest of drawers, | sent my fingers over the shadowed bumps of my

perfumes.

Choosing the new one | had found among the rest just yesterday, | impatiently dumped a splash on me.
Citrus blossomed, clean and sharp, and | set the bottle down, knocking over half of what remained with
aharsh clatter. Feding unrea and disoriented, | amost ran through the empty church, tugging my robe on
as| went. | hoped this one worked better than the last.

A sharp clattering of wings was my only warning as Jenks dropped from the ceiling. | jerked to astop as
he hovered before me. He was glowing black. | blinked in shock. He was freaking glowing black.

“Don’t go out there,” he said, fear thick in hishigh voice. “ Go out the back. Get on abus. Go to Nick’s.”

My gaze shot past him to the door as| heard Ivy vomiting again, the ugly sounding gags mixing with
heavy sobs. “What happened?’ | asked, frightened.

“lvy fdl off thewagon.”
| stood there, not understanding. “What?”

“Shefdl off thewagon,” he repested. “ She' s Spping the B-juice. She' s sampling thewine. She's
practicing again, Rachel. And she’ s off her rocker. Go. My family iswaiting for you by the far wall. Get
them to Nick’sfor me. I'll stay here and keep an eye on her. To make sure she—" He glanced at the
door. “I’ll make sure sheisn't going to come after you.”
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The sound of vy vomiting stopped. | stood in my nightgown and robe in the middle of the sanctuary,
listening. Fear soaked in with the ftillness, settling in my gut. | heard asmdl noise that grew into a steady,

soft crying.

“Excuseme,” | whispered, moving around Jenks. My heart was pounding and my kneeswere wesk as|
pushed open one side of the heavy door.

The glow from the Streetlight was enough to see. Deep in the shadows cast by the oaks, Ivy was
gprawled in her biker lesther, half laying across the church’ s two lowest steps, dumped and eft to fend
for hersdf. A gelatinous dark vomit spread over the steps, dripping to the sdewalk in ugly syrupy
clumps. The cloying smell of blood was thick, overpowering my citrus scent.

Gathering the hem of my robe, | went down the sepswith acam bornin fear.
“Rachd!” Jenks shouted, hiswings a harsh clatter. “ Y ou can't help her. Leave!”

| faltered as| stood over Ivy, her long legs askew and her hair sticking to the black vomit. Her sobs had
turned slent, shaking her shoulders. God, help me through this.

Breath held, | reached from behind, gripping under her armsto try to get her to her feet. Sheflinched at
my touch. Coherency flickered over her. Focus wavering, she angled her feet under her to help. “1 told
himno,” she said, her voice cracking. “1 said no.”

My stomach clenched at the sound of her voice, bewildered and confused. The acidic smell of vomit
caught in my throat. Under it was arich scent of well-turned earth, mixing with her burnt ash smell.

Jenksflitted around us as | got her to her feet. Pixy dust sifted from him to make a glowing cloud.
“Careful,” hewhispered, first on my left Sde, then my right. “Be careful. | can't stop her if she attacks
yw.”

“She' snot going to attack me,” | said, anger joining my fear to make anauseating mix. “ Shedidn’t fal off
the wagon. Listen to her. Someone pushed her.”

Ivy shuddered as we reached the top step. Her hand touched the door for support, and she jerked asif
burned. Like an animal, she clawed her way from me. Gasping, | fell back, wide-eyed. Her crucifix was

gone.

She stood before me on the church’ s landing, tension pulling her tall. Her gaze took mein, and | went
cold. Therewas nothing in vy’ sblack eyes. Then they flashed into aravenous hunger, and she lunged.
| had not achance.

Ivy grabbed me by my neck, pinning me to the door of the church. Adrenaline surged, flashed through
mein apained assault. Her hand was like warm stone under my chin. My last bresth made an ugly
sound. Toes brushing the stone landing, | hung. Terrified, | tried to kick out, but she pressed into me,
heat going through my robe. Eyes bulging, | pried at her fingers about my throet.

Struggling to breathe, | watched her eyes. They were utterly black in the streetlight. Fear, despair, hunger
al mixed. Nothing there was her. Nothing at all.

“Hetold meto doit,” shesaid, her feather-light voice ashocking contrast to her twisted face, terrifying in
its absolute hunger. “I told him | wouldn’t.”

“Ivy,” | rasped, managing abreath. “Put me down.” Again | made that ugly noise as her grip tightened.



“Not thisway!” Jenks dhrilled. “Ivy! It'snot what you want!”

Thefingers on my neck clenched. My lungs struggled, afire burning asthey tried tofill. The black of
Ivy’seyes grew as my body started to shut down. Panicking, | stretched for my ley line. The
disorientation of connection flashed through the chaos dmaost unnoticed. Redling from the lack of oxygen,
| let the surge of power explode from me, uncontrolled.

Ivy was flung back. | fl to my knees, drawn forward even as her grip around my neck pulled awvay. My
bresth came in aragged gasp. Pain went al the way to my skull as my knees hit the stone landing. |
coughed, fedling my throat. | took a breath, then another. Jenks was ablur of green and black. The black
spots dancing before me shrank and vanished.

| looked up to find Ivy curled in afetal position against the closed doors, her arms over her head asif she
had been beaten, rocking hersdlf. “I said no. | said no. | said no.”

“Jenks,” | rasped, watching her around the strands of my hair. “Go get Nick.”
The pixy hovered before me as | staggered to my feet. “I’ m not leaving.”

| felt my neck as| swallowed. “Go get him, if he snot dready on hisway here. He must have felt me pulll
onthet line”

Jenks sface was st. “Y ou should run. Run while you can.”

Shaking my head, | watched Ivy, her confident salf-assurance shattered into nothing as she rocked
herself and cried. | couldn’'t go. | couldn’'t walk away because it would be safer. She needed help, and |
was the only onewho stood a chance of surviving her.

“Damnitdl to hel!” Jenks shouted. “ She' sgoing to kill you!”
“WE |l beokay,” | said as| lurched to her. “ Go get Nick. Please. | need him to get through this.”

The pitch of hiswingsrose and fell in tandem with hisvisbleindecision. Findly he nodded and |eft. The
slence his absence made reminded me of the quiet Ieft in acruddy little hospita room when two fatered
to one. Swalowing, | tightened my robetie. “Ivy,” | whispered. “Comeon, lvy. I'm going to get you
insde.” Steaing mysdlf, | reached out and put a shaking hand on her shoulder, jerking away as she
shuddered.

“Run away,” she whispered as she stopped rocking, faling into awire-tight stillness.
My heart pounded as shelooked up at me, her eyes empty and her hair wild.

“Run away,” she repeated. “If you run, I'll know what to do.”

Trembling, | forced myself to remain till, not wanting to trigger her ingtincts.

Her face went dack, and with a sudden creasing of her brow, aring of brown showed in her eyes. “Oh
God. Help me, Rachel,” she whimpered.

It scared the crap of me.

My legstrembled. | wanted to run. | wanted to leave her on the steps of the church and go. No one
would say anything if | did. But instead | reached out and put my hands under her shoulders and lifted.
“Comeon,” | whispered as| pulled her to her feet. All my instincts screamed to drop her as her hot skin
touched mine. “Let’sget you indde.”



She hung dack inmy grip. “1 said no,” she said, her words starting to dur. “1 said no.”

Ivy wastdler than I, but my shoulder fit nicely under hers, and supporting most of her weight, | wedged
the door open.

“Hedidn't listen,” vy said, dl but incoherent as| dragged her insde and shut the door behind us, shutting
out the vomit and blood on the steps outside.

The black of the foyer was smothering. | staggered into motion, the light brightening as we entered the
sanctuary. Ivy doubled over, panting around amoan. There was adark smear of new blood on my robe,
and | looked closer. “Ivy,” | said. “You're bleeding.”

| went cold as her new mantraof “He said it wasdl right” turned into agiggle. It was adeep, skin
crawling giggle, and my mouth went dry.

“Yes,” shesad, theword diding from her with asultry heet. “I’m bleeding. Want ataste?’ Horror settled
into me as her giggle dipped into a sobbing moan. “ Everyone should have ataste,” she whimpered. “It
doesn’'t matter anymore.”

My jaw clenched and | tightened my grip on her shoulders. Anger mixed with my fear. Someone had
used her. Someone had forced her to take blood against her will. She was out of her mind, an addict
coming off ahigh.

“Rachd?’ she quavered, her sepsdowing. “I think I'm goingto besick....”
“We redmost there,” | said grimly. “Hold on. Just hold on.”

We barely madeit, and | held Ivy’ svomit-strewn hair out of the way as she gagged and retched into her
black porceain toilet. I looked oncein the glow of the seashdl night-light, then closed my eyesasshe
vomited thick, black blood over and over. Sobs shook her shoulders, and when she finished, | flushed
the toilet, wanting to get rid of what ugliness| could.

| stretched to flick the light on, and arosy glow filled her bathroom. Ivy sat on the floor with her forehead
onthetoilet, crying. Her leather pants were shiny with blood down to her knees. Under her jacket, her
slk blousewastorn. It clung to her, sticky with blood coming from her neck. Ignoring the warning
coursing through me, | carefully gathered her hair to see.

My stomach knotted. vy’ s perfect neck had been ravaged, onelong low tear marking the austere
whiteness of her skin. It was dtill bleeding, and | tried not to breathe on it lest the lingering vamp sdiva
might set it into play.

Frightened, | et her hair fall and backed away. In vampire terms, she had been raped.

“I told him no,” she said, her sobs dowing as sheredized | wasn't standing over her anymore. “1 told him
m-”

The image of mein the mirror looked white and scared. | took a breath to steady mysdlf. | wanted it to
go away. | wanted it dl to just go away. But | had to get the blood off her. | had to get her in bed with a
pillow to cry on. | had to get her a cup of cocoaand arealy good shrink. Did they have shrinksfor
abused vampires? | wondered as | put a hand on her shoulder.

“Ivy,” | coaxed. “It'stimeto get cleaned up.” | looked &t her bathtub where that stupid fish still swam.
She needed a shower, not abath where she would be sitting in thefilth she had to get off her. “Let’sgo,
Ivy,” | encouraged. “A quick shower in my bathroom. I’ll get your nightgown. Comeon...”



“No,” she protested, eyes not focused and unableto help as | lugged her upright. “I couldn’t stop. | told
him no. Why didn’t he stop?’

“I don’t know,” | murmured, my anger growing. | supported her acrossthe hal and into my bathroom.
Hitting the light switch with my ebow, | left her dumped upright against the washer and dryer and went to
gtart the shower.

The sound of the water seemed to revive her. “I smdll,” she whispered vacantly, looking down at hersdlf.

Shewouldn’t look at me. “Can you take your shower by yoursdf?’ | asked, hoping to spark some
mation.

Face empty and dack, she looked down at herself, seeing she was covered in coagulated, vomited
blood. My stomach clenched as she touched the shiny blood with a careful finger and licked it. Tension
tightened my shouldersuntil they hurt.

Ivy started to cry. “Threeyears,” she said in a soft exhaation, tears running down her ova face until she
ran the back of her hand under her chin to leave asmear of blood. “Threeyears...”

Head bowed, she reached for the side zipper on her pants, and | lurched to the door. “I’ll make you a
cup of cocoa,” | sad, feding entirely inadequate. | hesitated. “Will you be dl right for afew minutes?’

“Yeah,” she breathed, and | shut the door softly behind me.

Feding weightlessand unred, | went into the kitchen. | flicked on the light, gripping my arms around
mysdlf, hearing the emptiness of the room. Her makeshift desk with its slver technology smelling faintly of
ozone looked oddly right beside my shiny copper pots, ceramic spoons, and herbs hanging from a
swester rack. The kitchen wasfull of us, carefully separated by space but contained by the samewalls. |
wanted to call someone, to rage, to rant, to ask for help. But everyone would tell me to leave her and get
out.

My fingers shook as| methodically got the milk and cocoa out and started to make vy adrink. Hot
cocoa, | thought bitterly. Someone had raped Ivy, and al | could do was make her adamned cup of
cocoa.

It had to be Piscary. Only Piscary was strong or bold enough to rape her. And it had been rape. Shetold
him to stop. Hetook her against her will. 1t had been rape.

Thetimer on the microwave dinged, and | tightened the tie on my robe. My face went cold as | saw the
blood on it and my dippers, some of it black and coagulated, some fresh and red from her neck. The
former was smoldering. It was undead vampire blood. No wonder vy was retching. It must be burning
indde her.

Ignoring therank smell of cauterized blood, | resolutely finished making Ivy’ s cocoa, taking it to her room
asthe shower was il running.

The light from her bedside table filled the pink and white room with asoft glow. Ivy’ s bedroom was as
far from avampire slar as her bathroom was. The legather curtainsto keep out the morning light were
hidden behind white curtains. Gunmetal-framed pictures of her, her mother, father, Sster, and their lives
took up an entirewall, looking like ashrine.

There were grainy photos taken before Christmas trees with robes, smiles, and uncombed hair.
Vacationsin front of roller coasters, with sunburned noses and wide-brimmed hats. A sunrise on the
beach, her father’ sarms about Ivy and her sigter, protecting them from the cold. The newer pictures



werein focusand in vibrant color, but | thought them less beautiful. The smiles had become mechanica.
Her father looked tired. A new distance existed between vy and her mother. The most recent photos
didn't have her mother inthem at all.

Turning away, | pulled vy’ s soft coverlet down to expose the black satin smelling of wood ash. The
book on the night-stand concerned deep meditation and the practice of reaching atered states of
consciousness. My anger swelled. She had been trying so hard, and now she was back to square one.
Why?What had it al been for?

L eaving the cocoa beside the book, | went acrossthe hal to get rid of my bloodied robe. Motions quick
with spent adrendine, | brushed through my hair and threw on apair of jeans and my black hater top,
the warmest clean thing | had since | hadn't gotten my winter stuff out of storage yet. Leaving my robe
and smoldering dippersin an ugly pile on thefloor, | padded barefoot through the church, getting her
nightgown from the back of her bathroom door.

“Ivy?" | called, knocking hesitantly on my bathroom door, hearing only the water running. Therewas no
answer, and so knocking again, | pushed the door open. A heavy mist blurred everything, filling my lungs
and making them seem heavy. “Ivy?’ | cdled again, worry driking through me. “lvy, areyou dl right?’

| found her on the floor of the shower tdl, crumpled in ahuddle of long legs and arms. The water flowed
over her bowed head, blood making athin rivulet to the drain from her neck. A shimmer of lighter red
colored the bottom of the stall, coming from her legs. | stared, unable to look away. Her inner thighs
were marred with deep scratches. Maybe it had been rape in the traditional sense aswell.

| thought | was going to be sick. Ivy’shair was plastered to her. Her skin was white and her arms and
legs were askew. The black of the twin ankle bracelets showed dark against the white of her skin,
looking like shackles. She was shivering though the water was scalding, her eyes closed and her face
twisted in amemory that would haunt her therest of her life and into her desth. Who said vampirism was
glamorous? It wasalie, anilluson to cover the ugly redlity.

| took abreath. “Ivy?’
Her eyesflashed open, and | jerked back.

“I don't want to think anymore,” she said softly, unblinking though the water flowed over her face. “If |
kill you, I won't haveto.”

| tried to swallow. “Should | leave?’ | whispered, but | knew she could hear me.

Her eyes closed and her face scrunched up. Drawing her kneesto her chin to cover hersalf, she wrapped
her arms around her legs and started to cry again. “Yes.”

Shaking insde, | stretched over her and turned off the water. The cotton towel was rough on my
fingertipsas| grabbed it and hesitated. “Ivy?’ | said, frightened. “I don’t want to touch you. Please get

up.

Tears slently mixing with the water, she rose and took the towd . After she promised she would get
herself dried off and dressed, | took her blood-soaked clothes dong with my dippers and robe through
the church to drop them on the back porch. The smel of burning blood turned my stomach like bad
incense. I'd bury them in the cemetery later.

| found her huddled in her bed when | came back, her damp hair soaking her pillow and her untouched
cocoa on the nightstand. Her face wasto the wall and she wasn’t moving. | pulled the afghan from the



foot of the bed over her, and shetrembled. “Ivy?’ | said, then hesitated, not knowing what to do.
“I told him no,” she said, her voice awhisper, torn gray silk drifting to rest atop snow.

| sat down on the cloth-draped trunk againgt thewall. Piscary. But | wouldn’t say his name for fear of
triggering something.

“Kist took meto him,” she said, her words having the cadence of repeated memory. She had crossed
her arms over her chest, only her fingers showing asthey clutched her shoulders. | blanched as| saw
what must be flesh under her nails, and | tugged the afghan up to hideiit.

“Kigten took meto see him,” she repeated, her words dow and deliberate. “He was angry. He said you
were causing trouble. | told him you weren't going to hurt him, but he was angry. He was so angry with
rTe”

| leaned closer, not liking this.

“Hesad,” Ivy whispered, her voice dmost unheard, “that if | couldn’t curb you, that hewould. | told him
I”’d make you my scion, that you would behave and he wouldn't haveto kill you, but | couldn’t doit.”
Her voice got higher, dmost frantic. “ Y ou didn’'t want it, and it' s supposed to be a gift. I'm sorry. I'm so
sorry. | tried to tell you,” she said to thewall. “1 tried to keep you dive, but he wants to see you now. He
wantsto talk to you. Unless...” Her trembling ceased. “ Rachel? Y esterday ... when you said you were
sorry, wasit because you thought you' d pushed metoo far, or that you said no?’

| took a bregth to answer, shocked when my words got stuck in my throat.
“Do you want to be my scion?’ she breathed, softer than a guilty prayer.
“No,” | whispered, frightened out of my mind.

She gtarted shaking, and | redlized she was crying again. “1 said no, too,” she said around her gulpsfor
air.“l said no, but he did anyway. | think I'm dead, Rachdl. Am | dead?’ she questioned, her tears
cutting off in her sudden fear.

My mouth was dry and | clutched my arms around mysdlf. “What happened?’

Her breath camein aquick sound, and she held it for amoment. “Hewas angry. He said | had failed
him. But he said it was dl right. That | wasthe child of his heart, and that he loved me, that he forgave
me. He told me he understood about pets. That he once kept them himsdlf but that they aways turned on
him and he had to kill them. It hurt him, when they betrayed him time and again. He said if | couldn’t
bring myself to make you safe, that he d do it for me. | said I'd doit, but he knew | waslying.” A
frightening moan came from her. “Heknew | waslying.”

| was a pet. | was a dangerous pet to be tamed. That’s what Piscary thought | was.

“He said he understood my want for afriend instead of a pet, but that it wasn't safeto et you stay asyou
were. He said | had lost control and people were talking. | started to cry then, because he was so kind
and | had disappointed him.” Her words came in short bursts as she struggled to get the words out. “And
he made me sit beside him, holding me as he whispered how proud he was of me and that he loved my
great-grandmother dmost as much asheloved me. That wasdl | ever wanted,” she said. “Himto be
proud of me.”

She made a short gasp of pained laugher. “He said he understood about wanting afriend,” she said to the
wall, her face hidden behind her hair. “He told me he had been looking for centuries for someone strong



enough to survive with him, that my mother, grandmother, and great-grandmother were al too weak but
that | had thewill to survive. | told him | didn’t want to live forever, and he shushed me, telling mel was
his chosen, that | would stay with him forever.”

Her shoulders shook under the coverlet. “ He held me, soothing my fears of the future. He said he loved
me and was proud of me. And then he took my finger and drew blood from himsdlf.”

Stomach acid bubbled up, and | swalowed it down.

Her voice had gone wispy, her hunger and need a hidden ribbon of stedl. “Oh God, Rachd. HE sso old.
It waslikeliquid dectricity, welling up from him. | tried to leave. | wanted it, and | tried to leave, but he
wouldn’t et me. | said no, and then | ran. But he caught me. | tried to fight, but it didn’t matter. Then |
begged him no, but he held me and forced meto taste him.”

Her voice was husky and her body shook. | moved to sit on the edge of the bed, horrified. Ivy went sill,
and | waited, unable to see her face, afraid to.

“Andthen | didn’t haveto think anymore,” she said, theflat sound of her voice shocking. “I think |
passed out for amoment. | wanted it. The power, the passion. He'sso old. | pulled him to the floor and
straddled him. | took everything he had as he clutched me to him, urging me to go deeper, to draw more.
And | took it, Rachel. | took morethan | should have. He should have stopped me, but he let me take it
al”

| couldn’t move, riveted by the terror of it.

“Kist tried to stop us. Hetried to get between us, to stop Piscary from letting me take too much, but with
every swalow, | lost more of mysdif. | think I—hurt Kigt. | think | broke him. All | know is he went
away, and Piscary...” A soft, pleasure-filled sound escaped her as she said hisname again. “...Piscary
drew me back.” She moved languoroudy benesth the black sheets, suggestively. “He gentled my head
againgt him and pressed me closer until | was sure he wanted me and | found he had moreto give.”

A harsh breath shook her, and she clenched into ahuddled knot, the sated lover flashing into a beaten
child. “1 took everything. He let me take everything. | knew why helet me, and | did it anyway.”

Shewassilent, but | knew she wasn't doneyet. | didn’t want to hear anymore, but she had to say it or
shewould drive hersdf dowly insane.

“With every pull, | could fed hishunger growing,” she said, whispering. “With my every swalow hisneed
swelled. | knew what would happeniif | didn’t stop, but he said it was dl right, and it had been so long,”
shedmost moaned. “| didn’t want to stop. | knew what would happen, and | didn’t want to stop. It was
my fault. My fault.”

| recognized the phrase from rgpe victims. 1t wasn't your fault,” | said, resting my hand upon her
covered shoulder.

“Itwas,” shesaid, and | pulled away as her voice became low and sultry. “1 knew what would happen.
And when | had everything he was, he asked for his blood back—like | knew hewould. And | gaveit to
him. | wanted to, and | did. And it was fantastic.”

| forced mysdlf to breathe.

“God hdp me,” shewhispered. “1 wasdive. | hadn’t been dive for three years. | was agoddess. | could
givelife. | could takeit away. | saw him for what hewas, and | wanted to be like him. And with his
blood burning in me asif it was mine, his strength wholly mine, and his power wholly mine, burning into



me the ugly, beautiful truth of his existence, he asked me to be his scion. He asked meto take Kigten's
place, that he had been waiting for me to understand what it meant before he offered it to me. And that
when | died, | would be hisequal.”

| kept my hand moving over her head in a soothing motion as her eyes closed and her shaking stopped.
She was getting drowsy, her face going dack as her mind unwound her nightmare, finding away to ded
withit. | wondered if it had anything to do with the sky past her curtains brightening with the coming
dawn.

“I went to him, Rachel,” she whispered, color starting to come back into her lips. “1 went to him, and he
toreinto melike abeast. | welcomed the pain. His teeth were God' struth, cutting clean into my soul. He
savaged me, out of control from the joy of getting his power back after giving it to me so freely. And |
gloried in it even as he bruised my arms and tore my neck open.”

| forced my hand to keep moving.

“It hurt,” shewhispered, sounding like achild as her eydidsfluttered. “No one has enough vamp sdivain
them to transmute that much pain, and he lgpped up my misery and anguish aong with my blood. |
wanted to give him more, prove my loydty to him, prove that though | failed by not taming you, that |
would be his scion. Blood tastes better during sex,” she said faintly. “The hormones makeit sweet, so |
opened mysdif to him. He said no, even as he moaned for it, that he might kill me by mistake. But |
worked him until he couldn’t stop himsdlf. | wanted it. | wanted it even ashe hurt me. Hetook it al,
bringing usto climax even ashekilled me.” She shuddered, her eyes closed. “ Oh God, Rachdl. | think he
killed me”

“Youaren't dead,” | whispered, frightened because | wasn't sure. She couldn’t be in achurch if shewas
dead, yes? Unless shewas dlill in transition. The space of time when the chemistry shifted over had no
hard and fast rules. What the hell was| doing?

“I think hekilled me,” she said again, her voice sarting to dur asshefdl adeep. “1 think | killed mysdf.”
Her voice grew childlike. Her eydidsfluttered. “Am | dead, Rachd? Will you watch over me? Make
sure the sun doesn't burn mewhile degp? Will you keep me safe?”

“Shhhh,” 1 whispered, scared. “ Go to deep, Ivy.”

“| don’'t want to be dead,” she mumbled. “1 made a mistake. | don’t want to be Piscary’ s scion. | want
to stay herewith you. Can | stay here with you? Will you watch over me?’

“Hush,” | murmured, running ahand over her hair. “Go to deep.”

“You smel good...like oranges,” she whispered, setting my pulse pounding, but at least | didn’'t smell like
her. | kept my hand moving until her breathing dowed and grew deep. | wondered if, when shefell
adeep, it would stop. | wasn't sure Ivy was dive anymore.

My gaze went to the stained-glass window, the hint of dawn leaking around the edges. The sun would be
up soon, and | didn’t know anything about vampires crossing over except they had to be six feet under
or inalight-tight room. That, and that they woke hungry the next sunset. Oh God. What if Ivy was
dead?

| looked at the jewelry box on her mahogany dresser that held her “in case of desth” bracelet that she
refused to wear. vy had good insurance. If | called the number engraved on the silver band, an
ambulance would be there in aguaranteed five minutes, whisking her away to anice dark holein the
ground to emerge when darkness fell as abeautiful reborn undead.



My stomach churned and | roseto go to my room for my tiny cross. If she was dead, there would be
some reaction, even if shewasin trangition. Passing out in achurch is one thing; having a consecrated
cross touch your skin isanother.

Nauseated, | returned. Charmsjingling, | held my bresth and dangled my bracelet over Ivy. Therewas
no response. | brought the cross close to her neck behind her ear, breathing easier when again there was
no reaction. Silently asking for her forgivenessif | waswrong, | touched the crossto her skin. Shedidn’t
move, her pulse at her neck staying dow and sedate. Her skin, when | pulled the cross away, was white
and unblemished.

| straightened, saying aslent prayer. | didn’t think she was dead.

Sowly | crept from Ivy’ sroom, shutting the door behind me. Piscary had raped Ivy for one reason. He
knew | had figured it out. Ivy said he wanted to talk to me. If | stayed in my church, hewould go for my
mother next, then Nick, and then probably track down my brother.

My thoughts returned to Ivy, huddled under her coversin ashock-induced deep. My mother would be
next. And she would die not even knowing why she was being tortured.

Shaking ingde, | went into the living room for the phone. My fingers were trembling so badly, | had to
dia it twice. It took a precious three minutes of arguing to get to Rose.

“I'm sorry, Ms. Morgan,” the woman said, her voice so politicaly correct | could freezean egg onit.
“Captain Edden is not available, and Detective Glenn left word that he is not to be disturbed.”

“Not to be—" | ssammered. “Listen. | know who murdered them. We have to go out there now. Before
he sends someone after my mother!”

“I’'m sorry, Ms. Morgan,” the woman said politely. “Y ou are no longer aconsultant. If you have a
complaint or degth threat, please hold and I’ [l transfer you back to the front desk.”

“No! Wait!” | pleaded. “Y ou don’t understand. Just let metalk to Glenn!”

“No, Morgan.” Rose' s cam, reasonabl e voice was suddenly thick with an unexpected anger. “Y ou don't
understand. No one here wantsto talk to you.”

“But | know who thewitch hunter isl” | exclamed, and the connection clicked off.

“You sorry-assed idiots!” | shouted, throwing the phone across the room. It hit the wall, the back
coming off and the batteriesrolling over the floor. Frustrated, | somped into the kitchen, spilling Ivy’s
pensover thetable as | reached for one. Heart pounding, | scratched a note to thumbtack to the door of
the church.

Nick was coming. Glenn would talk to Nick. He could convincethem | wasright, tell themwherel’d
gone. They’ d have to come out, if only to arrest me for interfering. | would havetold himto call thel.S,,
but Piscary probably owned them. And though humans had as much chance of besting a master vampire
as| did, perhapsjust the interruption might be enough to save my buit.

Spinning, | reached for the cupboard, pulling amulets from hooks and jamming them into my bag. |
yanked open a bottom drawer and grabbed three wooden stakes. | added the big butcher cleaver from
the knife block. My splat gun was next, loaded with the strongest spell awhite witch would have:
deepy-time charms. From the idand counter | took a bottle of holy water. Thinking for amoment, |
pulled up the valve top, took a swallow, recapped it, then shoved it in with the rest. Holy water wasn't
much good unlessit was al you' d been drinking for the last three days, but I’ d take al the deterrent |



could scrape together.

Not dowing, | strodeinto the hal for my boots. | dipped them on and headed for the front door, laces
flapping. Jerking to ahdt in the halway, | soun, returning to the kitchen. Grabbing ahandful of change for
the bus, I left.

Piscary wanted to talk to me? Good. | wanted to talk to him.

Twenty-Six

The buswas crowded at five in the morning. Living vamps, mostly, and vamp wannabes on their way
home to take stock of their sorry existence. They gave me awide birth. It could have been that | stank of
holy water. It could have been that | looked like hell warmed over in my ugly, heavy winter coat with the
fake fur around the collar that | had worn so the driver wouldn't recognize me and pick me up. But | was
betting it was the stakes.

Facetight, | got off the bus at Piscary’ s restaurant. | stood where my feet hit the pavement and waited
while the door shut and the bus drove away. Sowly the noise faltered until it melted into the background
hum of swelling morning traffic. My eyes pinched as | looked straight up at the brightening sky. Themist
from my breeth obscured the fragile-looking, pae blue. | wondered if it was going to bethelast sky I'd
ever see. It would be dawn soon. If | were smart, | would wait until the sun was up before | went in.

| pushed mysdlf into motion. Piscary’ swastwo storiestall, and al the windows were dark. The yacht
was gtill tied to the quay, and the water 1apped softly. There were only afew carsinthelot at the
outskirts. Employees, probably. Asl waked, | swung my bag around. Pulling out the stakes, | flung them
away. Ther harsh clatters on the agphat shocked my ears. Bringing them had been stupid. Like | could
stake an undead vampire. The splat gun at the small of my back was probably afutile gesture, too, since

| was sure | would be searched before they took me to Piscary. The master vampire said he wanted to
talk, but I'd beafoal to think it would stop there. If | wanted to meet him with al my spellsand charms,
I’d haveto fight my way to him. If | let them take away everything | had, I’ d get to him unscathed but
pretty much helpless.

| opened the bottle of holy water and chugged it, spilling the last dropsinto my hands and patting my
neck. The empty bottle clattered after the stakes. | strode forward in my soundless boots, my fear for my
mother and my anger at what he had doneto Ivy keeping my feet moving. If there were too many of
them, I’d go in charmless. Nick and the FIB were my acein the hole.

My stomach knotted as | pushed open the heavy door. The faint hope that there might be no one died as
half adozen people looked up from their scattered work, al of them living vamps. The human staff was
gone. I'd bewilling to bet that the pretty, scarred, adoring humans had gone home with favorite
customers.

The lights were up high while the wait saff cleaned, and where the large room with it log-cabin walls had
looked mysterious and exciting, now it looked dirty and tired. Kind of like me. The shoulder-high wall of
stained glass that divided the room was broken. A petite woman with hair to her waist was sweeping the
shards of green and gold toward the wall. She stopped to lean onthebroom as| camein. Therewas an
odd smell at the back of my throat, rich and cloying. My feet faltered as| redlized the vamp pheromones
were so thick | could taste them.

At least Ivy had put up a fight, | thought, redlizing most of the vamps were sporting a bandage or
bruise, and al of them, with the exception of the vamp sitting at the bar, were in abad mood. One had
been bit, his neck torn and his uniform ripped & the callar. In the bright light of morning, their glamour
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and sexua tension had been wiped away, to leave only atired ugliness. My lip curled in distaste. Seeing
them like this, they were repellant. And yet my scar on my neck started to tingle.

“Well, look who showed,” the vamp ditting at the bar drawled. His uniform was more e aborate than the
rest, and he took his name tag off ashe saw my eyesoniit. It read samuel, the vampire that had let Tarra
upstairs the night we were there. Samuel got up, leaning to flick a switch behind the counter. The open
sgn behind mein the window went out. “Y ou' re Rache Morgan?’ he asked, his vamp-confident voice
dow and patronizing.

Clutching my bag, | boldly walked past thewait here for host sign. Yeah, | wasabad girl. “That’sme,” |
said, wishing there were fewer tables. My feet dowed as caution findly worked itsway past my anger. |
had broken rule number one: going in mad. | would have been okay if | hadn’t also broken the more
important rule number two: confronting an undead vamp on his own turf.

The wait saff was watching, and my pulse quickened as Samuel went to the door and locked it. Turning,
he casually threw the wad of keys clear acrossthe room. A figure by the unused fireplace raised hisarm,
and | recognized Kisten, unseen in the shadows until he moved. The keys hit Kist’s pam with ajingle and
disappeared. | didn’t know if | should be angry with him or not. He had dumped Ivy and driven off, but
he had tried to stop them, too.

“Thisiswhat Piscary isworried about? Samuel said, his beautiful face sneering. “ Skinny little thing. Not
much ontop.” Heleered. “Or bottom. | thought you' d betaller.”

Hereached for me. Jerking into motion, | stiff-armed him, feding my fist pop into his open pam. |
twisted my wrigt, grabbing his. | yanked him forward into my upraised foot. His breath whooshed out as
it hit his tomach, knocking him backward. | followed him down, giving him ajab at his crotch before
got to my feet. “And | thought you' d be smarter,” | said, backing away as he writhed on the floor,
gasping.

It probably hadn’t been the smartest thing to do.

Dropping their rags and broom, the wait staff converged on me with an unnerving, unhurried pace. My
breath came fast, and | shimmied out of my coat, shoving one of the tables away with my foot to make
room to move. Seven spellsin my gun. Ninevamps. I’d never get them dl. My face went cold and |
shivered in the draft on my bare shoulders.

“No,” Kist said from his corner, and they hesitated. “1 said no!” he shouted as he got to hisfeet and
dtarted over, hisfast pace jerking into asower oneto hideanew limp.

Their faces twisting to an ugly promise, they stopped, making aring about me agood eight feet back.
Eight feet, | thought, feding ill as| remembered my and Ivy’ sworkouts. That was aliving vamp’ sreach.

Crotch-boy got to hisfeet, his shoulders hunched and his face pained. Kist pushed through the circle to
stand opposite him, hands on his hips and feet soread wide. Hisdark silk shirt and dress pants gave him
more sophistication than his usud leather. A bruise spread upward across hislightly stubbled cheek to
just misshiseye. By theway he held himself, | guessed hisribswere hurting, but | thought the redl
damage wasto his pride. He had lost his scion statusto Ivy.

“He said bring her down, not rough her up,” Kist said, hislips going bloodless as my gaze lingered on the
fingernall gouge behind hisbangs.

Though Samuel was bigger, Kist’s demand for obedience was unmistakable. A hard, bad temper had
replaced hisusua mien of casud flirtation, giving him arough edgethat I’ d dways found aitractivein



men. Like every manager, Kist had problemswith his employees, and somehow the fact that he had to
ded with crap just like everyone else made him more gppeding. My gaze roved over him, my thoughts
following my eyes. Damn vamp pheromones.

Still panting, the larger vamp darted his eyesto me and back to Kigt. “ She needs to be searched.” He
licked hislips, looking at meto make my pulserace. “I'll doit.”

| iffened, my thoughts going to my splat gun. There were too many of them.
“I'mdoaingit,” Kist said, hisblue eyes sarting to vanish behind aswelling circle of black.
Swell.

Samue sullenly backed off, and Kist held out his hand for my bag. | hesitated, then seeing him arch his
eyebrow asif to say, “Just give me areason,” | extended it. Hetook it, roughly setting it on a nearby
table. “Give mewhat you have on you,” he said softly.

Eyeson his, | dowly reached behind me and handed him my splat gun. There wasn't asound from the
surrounding vampires. Perhaps some respect for my little red paint-ball gun? They didn’t know what it
was loaded with. | had known the moment | tucked it behind my waistband I’ d never get to useit, and |
frowned at lost chancesthat never really existed.

“The cross?” he asked, and | worked the clasp of my charm bracelet, dropping it into hiswaiting hand.
Saying nothing, he set it and my gun on the table behind him. Stepping forward, he put hisarms out wide.
| obediently mimicked him, and he came close to pat me down.

Jaw gritted, | felt his hands run over me. Where he touched, awarm tingling started, working itsway to
my middle. Not the scar, not the scar, | thought desperately, knowing what would happen if he touched
it. The vamp pheromones were dmost thick enough to see, and just the breeze from the fan was making
apleasant sensation run from my neck to my groin.

| shook in relief when his handsfell away. “The charm on your pinky,” he demanded, and | took it off,
dapping it in hispam. He dropped it beside my gun. A tight look came into his eye as he stood before
me. “If you move, you die,” hesaid.

| stared at him, not understanding.

Kist eased close, and my breath hissed. | could smell histension, hiswire-tight reactions balancing on the
possibility of my next move. He sent his breath against my collarbone, and my thoughts jerked back to
his lips brushing my ear four days ago. Heed tilted, he looked down at me, hesitating, an empty look in
his blue eyes, his hunger well-hidden.

Reaching up, he ran afinger from my ear, across my neck and the bumps of my scar.

My knees buckled. Sucking inair, | pulled mysdf upright, and with waves of need demanding to be met,
| backhanded him. He caught my wrist before it landed, yanking meinto him. Twigting, | swung my foot
up. He caught it.

Kigt jerked me off my feet and let go.

| fell on my can, the wooden floor bruising. | stared up at him asthe vamps laughed. Kist’ sface, though,
was empty. No anger, no speculation. Nothing.

“You smel likelvy,” hesaid as| got to my feet, my heart hammering. “Y ou aren’t bound to her, though.”



A diver of satisfaction marred his stoic expression. “She couldn't do it.”
“What are you talking about?’ | snarled, embarrassed and angry as| brushed mysdlf off.

His eyes narrowed. “It felt good, didn’t it? Me touching your scar? Once avamp binds you by blood,
only they can dicit that kind of aresponse. Who bit you and didn’t bother to claim you?’ Hisface went
thoughtful, and | thought | saw aglimmer of lust. “Or did you kill your attacker afterward to prevent
being bound? Y ou'reabad little girl.”

| said nothing, letting him believe what he wanted, and he shrugged. “ Since you aren't tied to anyone, any
vamp can entice that kind of reaction.” His eyebrowsrose. “Any vamp,” he repeated, and a chill went
through me at the thought of Piscary waiting for me. “Y ou should have an interesting morning,” he added.

Vision clearing, he reached behind him and dragged my bag from the table. The vamps had begun to talk
among themsalves, making casua, unnerving speculations asto how long | would last. Kist pulled out the
butcher knife first, and hooting laughter rippled over them. My gaze went over the destruction of

Piscary’ sas Kist set ahandful of charms clattering on the table.

“Did vy dothis?’ | asked, trying to find adiver of my confidence. Thelonger | kept them talking, the
better the chance that Nick would get the FIB out therein time.

The vamp | had crotch-punched sneered. “1n amanner of speaking.” He looked at Kist, and | thought |
saw the blond vamp’sjaw clench. “Y our roommate’ sagood lay,” Samud said, going smug asKist's
bresth quickened and hisfingers digging through my bag became rough.

“Yeah,” Samuel continued in agood-old-boy’ s drawl. “ She and Piscary got the entire restaurant
hopped-up on vamp pheromones. Ended up with three fights, a couple of bites.” He leaned against a
table, crossed hisarms and smirked. “ Someone died and got carted off to the city’ stemporary vaullts.
See? He got his picture on the wall and a coupon for afree dinner. We were damned lucky we figured
out what was going on and got everyone not avamp outta here before al hell broke loose. God help usif
Piscary lost hisMPL and had to regpply. Took him almost ayear last time.” Samuel took a peanut from
abowl and threw it into the air, catching it with his mouth and grinning as he chewed.

Kigt’ sface was red with anger. “ Shut up,” he said, pulling the tiesto my bag closed.

“Whatsamatter?” Samuel mocked. “ Just ’ cause you never got Piscary that worked up doesn’t mean
he' s gonnamake her hisscion.”

Kig stiffened. He hadn't told anyone that Piscary aready did. My eyes darted to him, his anger keeping
my mouth shut.

“I said shut up,” Kist warned, the heet from him dmost visble,

The surrounding vamps were casudly shifting back. Samud laughed, clearly wanting to push Kist asfar
ashecould. “Kigt isjedlous,” he said to me with the soleintent to irritate him. “ The most that ever
happened when he and Piscary were going at it was abar fight.” Hisfull lips split into anasty grin, and he
glanced cockily at the surrounding vamps. “Don’'t worry, old man,” he directed to Kist. “ Piscary will get
tired of her as soon as she dies, and you'll be back on top—or bottom—or somewhere in between if
you're lucky. Maybethey’ll let you St in and lvy can teach you athing or two.”

Kigt'sfingers trembled. In the space between one heartbeat and the next, he moved. Too fast to follow,
he crossed the circle, grabbed Samuel by the shirtfront, and shoved him up againgt athick support post.
The timber groaned, and | heard something snap in Samud’ s chest. The bigger man’ sface showed a



surprised shock, his eyeswide and his mouth open in pain he hadn't had time to fed.

“Shut up,” Kigt said softly. Hisjaw clenched and his eye twitched. Dropping him, Kist gave Samud a
shove, twisting hisarm at an unnaturd angle asthe larger man fdl to hisknees. My bregth caught at the
audible pop of hisshoulder didocating.

Samud’ seyes bulged. Mouth open in asilent scream, he kndlt, hisarm till bent behind him, snce Kist
had never let go of hiswrist. Kist dropped it, and Samud gasped for air.

| stood—unable to move—frightened at how fast it had been.

Kist was suddenly beforeto me, and | jerked. “Here syour bag,” he said, handing it to me. | snatched it,
and Kist gestured that | should go before him. An opening parted in the circle. The surrounding vamps
looked properly cowed. No one had gone to help Samuel, and hisragged pantsfor air ashe lay
unmoving struck meto my core.

“Don’'ttouchme,” | said as| passed Kit. “ And none of you had better mess with my thingswhile’'m
gone,” | added, shaking insde. My pacefatered as| took alast look a my charms and realized only
about haf of what | had brought was on the table.

Kigt took my elbow and pulled meinto motion. “Let mego,” | said, the memory of him didocating
Samue’ sarm keeping me from pulling away.

“Shut up,” he said, thetension in hisvoice giving me pause.

Mind whirling, | followed his not-so-subtle direction, weaving through the tables to pass through a set of
swinging doors and into the kitchen. Behind usthe wait staff went back to their work, the speculations
flying asthey ignored Samud.

| couldn’t help notice that though smaler, my kitchen was nicer than Piscary’s. Kist led meto ameta
ingtitutional-looking fire door. He opened it and flicked on alight to show a smdl white room floored in
oak. The slver doors of an eevator were tucked out of theway. A wide-mouthed, spira stairway
leading downward took up much of onewall. The stairway was € egant, the modest chanddlier above it
clinking faintly in the upwelling draft. A wooden clock the size of atable hung on thewall oppositethe
dairway, ticking loudly.

“Down?’ | sad, trying to keep from looking scared. If Nick didn’t find my note, there was no chancel’d
be coming back up those sairs.

Thefire door snicked shut behind him, and | felt the air pressure change. The draft smelled like nothing,
amog avoidinitsdf. “Let’ stake the devator,” Kist said, hisvoice unexpectedly soft. His entire posture
changed as he focused on an unknown thought. He had left me some of my charms....

The elevator doors opened immediately when he pushed the button, and | got in. Kist wastight behind
me, and we faced the doors as they closed. With a soft pull a my stomach, the elevator started down.
Immediady | swvung my bag around and opened it.

“Idiot!” Kist hissed.

A tiny shriek escaped me as he did, pinning meinto a corner. The room shifted under me and | froze,
poised to act. His teeth were inchesfrom me. My demon scar pulsed and | held my bregth. The
pheromones were lessin here, but it didn’t seem to matter. If there was éevator music, | wasgoing to
scream.



“Don’t be stupid. Y ou don’t think he’ sgot camerasin here?’
My breath came in a soft pant. “Get away from me.”

“Don’'t think s0, love,” he whigpered, his breath sending tingling jolts from my neck and making my blood
pound. “I’m going to see just how far that scar on your neck can take you...and when I’ m done, you're
goingtofindavid inyour purse”

| stiffened as he pressed closer. The scent of leather and silk was apleasing assault. | couldn’t breathe as
he nuzzled my hair out of theway. “It' s Egyptian embaming fluid,” he said, and | tensed as hislips shifted
againgt my neck with hiswords. | didn't dare move, and if | was honest, I'd admit that | didn’t want to as
tingling ribbons of promise flowed from my scar. “Get it in hiseyes, and it will knock him unconscious.”

| couldn’'t help it. My body demanded | do something. Shoulders easing, | closed my eyes and ran my
hands up the smooth expanse of his back. He paused in surprise, then his hands did down my sidesto
grasp my waist. The muscles under hissilk shirt bunched beneath my fingers. Reaching upward, my nails
played with the hair a the nape of his neck. The soft strands had a uniform color that you can only find in
abox, and | redlized he dyed his hair.

“Why areyou helping me?’ | breathed, fingering the black chain about his neck. The body-warm links
were the same pattern as the bracelets about [vy’ s ankle.

| felt his muscles shift, tightening with pain instead of desire. “He said | washisscion,” hesaid ashe hid
hisfacein my hair to hide hismoving lips from the unseen camera—at lead, that’swhat | told mysdlf.
“Hesaid | would be with him forever, and he betrayed mefor Ivy. She doesn't deserve him.” Hurt
gained hisvoice. “ She does't evenlove him.”

My eyes closed. | would never understand vampires. Not knowing why | did, | sent my fingers gently
through his hair, soothing him as his bregth caressed my demon scar into mounting surges demanding to
be met. Common sense told me to stop, but he was hurt, and I’ d been betrayed like that, too.

Kigt's bregth fatered as | sent the hint of my fingernails under hisear. Making alow guttura sound, he
pressed closer, his hest obvious through the thin materid of my shirt. His tension became deeper, more
dangerous. “My God,” he whispered, his voice ahusky thread. vy wasright. Leaving you unbound and
free of compulsion would belike fucking atiger.”

“Watch your mouth,” | said bresthily, hishair tickling my face. “I don't like that kind of language.” | was
already dead. Why not enjoy my last few moments?

“Yes, maam,” hesaid obediently, hisvoice shocking in its submissiveness even as heforced hislipsto
mine. My head hit the back of the elevator with theforce of hiskiss. | pushed back, unafraid.

“Don’'t cal methat,” I mumbled around his mouth, remembering what Ivy had said about him playing the
subordinate. Maybe | could survive a submissive vampire.

Hisweight pressing harder into me, he pulled hislipsfrom mine. | met hiseyes—hisfaultiessblue
eyes—studying them with the breathless understanding that | didn’t know what was going to happen
next, but praying that whatever it was, it would happen.

“Let medothis” he said, hisrumbling voice just shy of agrowl. His hands were free, and he took my
chin and held my head unmoving. | caught aglint of tooth, then he was too close to see anything. Not a
shimmer of fear struck me as he kissed me again, pushed out by a sudden realization.

Hewasn't after blood. Ivy wanted blood; Kist wanted sex. And therisk that his desire might turn to



blood catapulted me past my sensbilities and into areckless daring.

Hislips were soft with amoist warmth. His blond stubble was a striking contrast, adding to my fervor.
Heart pounding, | hooked afoot behind hisleg and pulled him closer. Fedling it, his breath came and
went in apant. A soft sound of redl bliss escaped me. My tongue found the smoothness of histeeth, and
his muscles under my handstensed. | pulled my tongue away, teasing.

Our mouths parted. Heat wasin his eyes, black and full of afervent, unashamed desire. And till there
was no fear. “Givethisto me....” he breathed. “1 won't break your skinif...” Hetook abregth. “...you
givethistome”

“Shut up, Kigten,” | whispered, closing my eyesto block what | could of the confusing swirl of rising
tensons.

“Yes Ms. Morgan.”

It was the softest whisper. | wasn't even sure | had heard it. The need in me swelled, compelling beyond
sanity. | knew | shouldn’t, but heart quickening, | ran my nails down his neck to leave red pressuretrails.
Kigten shuddered, his handsfaling to find the small of my back, firm and questing. Liquid fire raced from
my neck as he angled his head and found my scar. His bresth came in strong surges, sending wave after
delicious wave through me from hislipsaone.

“I will not—I will not,” he panted, and | redlized he was ba anced on the brink of something more. A
tremor passed through me as he traced a path across my neck with his gentle teeth. A whisper of words
unrecogni zed pattered through my thoughts, pinging my sensibilities. “Say yes...” he urged, awisp of
urgent promisein hislow, coaxing voice. “Say it, love. Please...give methis, t0o.”

My knees trembled as the coolness of histeeth grazed over my skin again, testing, luring. Hishands on
my shouldersheld mefirm. Did | want this? Eyeswarming with unshed tears, | admitted | didn’t know
anymore. Where Ivy couldn’t move me, Kigten did. | prayed Kisgen didn’t fed it in my fingersgripping
hisarmsasif he wasthe only thing keeping me sane & thisbrink of time.

“Y ou need to hear me say yes?’ | breathed, recognizing the passion in my voice. | would rather die here
with Kigten then in fear with Piscary.

Theding of the elevator intruded and the doors opened.

A flush of cool air drifted about my ankles. Redlity flashed back in apainful rush. It wastoo late. | had
tarried too long. “Do | havethevid?’ | questioned, bresthless as my fingers twined among the short hair
at the nape of hisneck. Hisweight was heavy againgt me, and the scent of leather and silk would forever
mean Kisten to me. | didn’t want to move. | didn’t want to get out of this elevator.

| felt Kist’s heartbeat and heard him swallow. “It’sin your purse,” he breathed.

“Good.” My jaw clenched and my grip in hishair tightened. Y anking his head back, | brought my knee
up.

Kigt flung himsdf away from me. The elevator shook as he hit the oppositewall. I'd missed him. Damn.

Breathless and disheveled, he pulled himself straight and felt hisribs. “Y ou have to move faster than that,
witch.” FHipping the hair from his eyes, he gestured for me to go out before him.

Kneeswatery and loose, | gathered myself and walked out of the elevator.



Twenty-Seven

Piscary’ s daytime quarters were not what | had expected. | walked out of the eevator, my head swinging
from sdeto sde, taking it al in. The cellings were high—I guessed ten feet—and were painted white
where they weren’t covered with warm, primary-colored sheets of fabric draped into soothing folds.
Large archways hinted at equally spacious rooms farther in. It had the soft comfort of aplayboy mansion
mixed with the air of amuseum. | spared amoment to try to find aley line, not surprised to find | wastoo
deep underground.

My boots trod upon a plush off-white carpet. The furniture was tasteful, and there was occasional
artwork under spotlights. Floor-to-celling curtains a regular intervals gave the illusion of windows behind
them. Bookshelves behind glass were between them, every tomelooking older than the Turn. Nick
would haveloved it, and | spared athought, desperately hoping he had found my note. Thefirst hints of
possible success made me walk with more confidence than | deserved. Between Kisten'svid and Nick's
note, maybe | could escape with my life.

The doorsto the eevator shut. | turned, noticing there was no button to push to make them open up
again. The stairway, too, was missing. It must come out somewhere else. My heart gave a pound and
eitled. Escape with my life? Maybe.

“Take off your boots,” Kist said.
| cocked my head in disbelief. “ Excuse me?’
“They'redirty.” Hisattention was on my feet. Hewas ill flushed. “ Take them off.”

| looked at the expanse of white carpet. He wanted me to kill Piscary, and he was worried about my
boots on the carpet? Grimacing, | dipped them off and left them askew by the devator. | did not
believethis. | wasgoing to diein my barefedt.

But the carpet felt nice on my archesas| followed Kisten, forcing mysdlf to not fed the outside of my
bag for the vid he had promised was there. He was tense again, hisjaw tight and his manner sullen, far
from the domineering vampire that had driven meto the brink of capitulation. He looked jedlous and
wronged. Just what | would expect from a betrayed lover.

Give methis.... echoed in my memory, pulling an un-stoppable shudder through me. | wondered if he
begged Piscary like that, knowing that he had been asking for blood. And | wondered if, to Kisten, the
taking of blood was acasud commitment or something more.

The sound of muted traffic drew my attention from the picture of what looked like Piscary and Lindburgh
sharing apint in aBritish pub. Steps dow to hid hislimp, Kisten led meinto asunken living room. At the
end of it was atiled breakfast nook before what looked like, for dl the world, awindow overlooking the
river from the second story. Piscary was lounging at a smdl metal-weave table dead center of the circular
tiled space, surrounded by carpet. | knew | was underground and that it was only alive video feed, but it
sure looked like awindow to me.

The sky was brightening with the coming dawn, giving the gray river asoft sheen. Cincinnati’ staller
buildings were dark silhouettes againg the lighter sky. Smoke came from the paddi eboats as they stoked
their boilers, readying themsdvesfor thefirst wave of tourists. Sunday traffic was light, and the individua
whooshes of cars werelost behind the thousands of clatters, clanks, and unseen cdlsthat make up the
background of acity. | watched the water ripple under the breeze, and my hair lifted in agust in time with
asoft hush of wind. Taken aback at the detail, | searched the ceiling and floor until | found avent. A horn
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blew in the distance.

“Enjoy yoursdf, Kist?" Piscary said, pulling my attention away from thejogger and his dog running the
footpath besdetheriver.

Kist’s neck went red and he ducked his head. “I wanted to know what Ivy was talking about,” he
mumbled, looking like a child caught kissing the neighbor girl.

Piscary amiled. “Exciting, isn't it? Leaving her unbound like that isloads of fun until shetriesto kill you.
But then, that’ swhere the thrill comesfrom, yes?’

My tension flowed back. Piscary looked relaxed, Sitting at one of the table' s two wireweave chairsin a
lightweight, midnight-blue silk robe. The morning paper sat folded by his hand. The deep color of his
robe went nicely with hisamber skin. His bare feet were visible through the table. They werelong and
skinny, the same honey hue as his bare scalp. My anxiety strengthened at his bedroom-casual
appearance. Great. Thisisjust what | needed.

“Nicewindow,” | said, thinking it was better than Trent’ s, the toad. He could have taken care of dl of
this had he acted when | told him Piscary was the murderer. Men were dl dike: take what they can get
without paying for it, lie about the rest.

Piscary shifted in hischair, and his robe parted to show hisknee. | quickly looked away. “ Thank you,”
he said. “I hated sunrissswhen | was dive. Now it'smy favorite part of theday.” | sneered, and he
gestured to the table. “Would you like acup of coffee?’

“Coffee?’ | said. “I would have thought it was against the gangster code to have coffee with someone
beforekilling them.”

Histhin black eyebrowsrose. | redized he must want something from me, otherwise he would have just
sent Algdiarept to kill me on the bus.

“Black,” | said. “No sugar.”

Piscary gave Kisten adirective nod, and he dipped soundlesdy away. | pulled out the second chair
across from Piscary, flopping down with my bag on my lap. | glanced out the fake window in the sllence.
“I likeyour lair,” | said sarcastically.

Piscary raised one eyebrow. | wished | could do that. Too late to learn how now. “It was origindly part
of the underground railroad,” he said. “A foul holein the ground under someone' s shipping dock. Ironic,
isn'tit?’ | said nothing, and he added, “ This used to be the gateway to thefreeworld. It il is,
occasiondly. There snothing like desth to free a person.”

A smdl sigh dipped from me, and | turned to the window, wondering how much wise-old-man-crap he
was going to make me listen to before killing me. Piscary cleared histhroat, and | looked back. A wisp
of black hair showed behind the'V of hisrobe, and his caves visble through the wire mesh of thetable
were hard with muscle. | recalled my lust rising hot and fast in the evator with Kisten, knowing it had
mostly been vamp pheromones. Liar. That Piscary could to that to me and more with nothing more than
asound turned my stomach.

Unableto stop mysdf, | sent my hand over my neck asif to brush my hair from my eyes. | wanted to
hide my scar, though Piscary was probably more aware of it than the nose on my face. “You didn’'t have
to rape her to get meto come seeyou,” | said, deciding to be angry instead of afraid. “ A dead horse
head in my bed would have doneit.”



“| wanted to,” he said, hislow voice carrying the strength of the wind. “Much asyou'd like to think
otherwise, thisisn't dl about you, Rachel. Some of it, but not all.”

“My nameisMs. Morgan.”

He acknowledged this with athree-second, mocking silence. “1 have been spoiling Ivy. People are
beginning to talk. It wastimeto bring her back into thefold. And it was a pleasure—for both of us” A
amile of remembrance came over him, aglint of fang and asoft, dmost sublimind, guttural Sigh. “She
surprised me, going far past my intended purpose. | haven’t lost control like that for at least three
hundred years.”

My stomach quivered as asurge of hisvamp-induced desire flashed through me and was gone. Its
potency took my breath away, and | found myself reaching out to catch it. “Bastard,” | said, wide-eyed
asmy blood pounded in me.

“Flatterer,” he said back, his eyebrows high.

“She changed her mind,” | said, asthelast of his need died in me. “ She doesn’t want to be your scion.
Leave her done”

“It'stoo late. And she doeswarnt it. | put no compulsion on her when she made her decision. | didn’t
need to. She had been bred and raised for the position, and when she dies, she will have the complexity
to be a suitable companion, varied and sophisticated enough in her thoughts so that | don’t become
bored with her and she with me. Y ou see, Rachd, it' snot honest to say that the lack of blood iswhat
causes avampire to go insane and walk out into the sun. It’ s the boredom that brings upon alack of
appetite that leads to insanity. Working to bring vy about has helped me stave that off. Now that sheis
poised upon her potential, she' sgoing to keep me from going insane.” Heinclined his head gracioudly.
“And I’ll do the samefor her.”

His attention went over my shoulder, and the hair on the back of my neck pricked. It was Kisten. The

whisper of his passage brushed against me, and | stifled ashudder. The bruised and beaten vamp silently
set acup of coffee on asaucer before me and left. He never met my eyes, his manner holding a subdued
pain. The steam from the porcelain rose three inches before the artificia wind caught it and blew it away.
| didn’t reach for the cup. Fatigue pulled at me and adrendine made mefed ill. | thought of the charmsin

my bag. Why was Piscary waiting?
“Kigt?’ the undead vampire said softly, and Kigten turned. “Giveit tome.”

Piscary held out his hand, and Kisten dropped a crumpled paper in hispadm. My face went dack in
panic. It was my noteto Nick.

“Did she cdl anyone?’ Piscary asked Kigt, and the young vampire ducked his head.
“She cdled the FIB. They hung up on her.”

Shocked, | looked at Kisten. He had watched the entire thing. He had hidden in the shadowswhile | held
Ivy’shair as she vomited, watched as | made her cocoa, and listened as| sat beside Ivy while sherelived
her nightmare. While | had been taking forever on the bus, Kisten had ripped my salvation from the door.
No onewas coming. Nooneat al.

Not meeting my eyes, he walked away. There was the distant sound of adoor closing. My gaze flicked
to Piscary’ sand my breath froze. His eyeswere entirely black. Shit.

The unblinking obsidian orbs made my pams swest. With the coiled tension of a predator, he reclined



before mein his midnight-blue robe with that fake wind moving the wisps of hair on hisbarearms, tan
and hedlthy looking. The hem of hisrobe shifted with his subtle movements. His chest moved ashe
bresthed in an effort to ease my subconscious. And as | sat before him, the enormity of what was going
to happen fdl on me.

My breath came and went, and | held it. Seeing me recognize my death, he blinked dowly and smiled
with aknowing glint. Not yet, but soon. When he could wait no longer.

“It'samusing you care for her so deeply,” he said, the power seeping from hisvoice to clench about my
heart. “ She betrayed you so utterly. My beautiful, dangerous filiola custos. | sent her to watch you four
years ago, and shejoined the|l.S. | bought a church and told her to moveinto it; shedid. | asked her to
put in awitch’ s kitchen and stock it with appropriate books, she went beyond to arrange for agarden
that would beirresgtible”

My face was cold and my legstrembled. Her friendship had been a lie? A sham to keep tabs on me?
| couldn’t believe it. Remembering the lost sound of her voice as she asked me to keep the sun from
killing her, | couldn’t believe her friendship had been alie.

“I told her to follow you when you quit,” Piscary said, the blacknessin his eyestaking on the tenson of a
remembered passion. “It was our first argument, and | thought that | had found the point where| could
make her my scion, where she would show her strength and prove she could hold her own against me.
But she capitulated. For atime| thought | might have made a mistake and she lacked the strength of will
to surviveinfinity with meand I’ d have to wait yet another generation and try with adaughter born of her
and Kisten. | was o disappointed. Imagine my ddight when | redlized she had her own agendaand was
usngme”

He amiled, the dip of teeth alittle bigger, showing alittle longer. “ She had fastened upon you as her way
out of thefuture | saw for her. She thought you could find away to keep her from losing her soul when
shedies” He shook his head in a controlled motion, the light glinting across his smooth scalp. “Can't be
done, but shewon't believe.”

| swallowed, making fists as my fedings of betrayd fatered. She had been using him, not following his
direction. “Does she know you murdered those witches?’ | whispered, sick at heart that she might have
known and never told me.

“No,” Piscary said. “1’m sure she suspects, but my interest in you stems from an older reason, having
nothing to do with Kalamack’ s current holy grail of aley linewitch.”

| kept my eyesfrom my hands gripped tightly in my lap above the opening of my bag. | couldn’t reach for
thevid. If it wasn't for that, why did Piscary want me dead?

“It must have cost her pride dearly to come to me, begging for clemency when you survived your demon
attack. She was s0 upset. It s hard to be young. | understood more than she knowswhat it isto want an
equd. And | wasinclined to spoil her more once | redlized she had used me without my knowing. So | let
you live, provided she break her fast and take you completely. Y ou being her shadow had an ironic twist
| liked. She promised shewould, but | knew shewaslying. Even so, | didn’t mind aslong as she kept
you and Kaamack apart.”

“But I'm not aley linewitch,” | said, keeping my voice soft so it wouldn't shake. | could have breathed
the words and he would have heard. “Why?’

He hadn’t taken a breath since he stopped talking. The balls of his feet were pressed to the floor. His
cavesweretense. Almost, | thought, moving my fingersto the opening of my bag. He was almost



ready. What was he waiting for?

“You areyour father’ s daughter,” he said, the skin around his eyestightening. “ Trent is hisfather’ s son.
Apart you are annoying. Together ...you have the potentia to be aproblem.”

My gaze went distant then sharpened as| met his eyes, knowing my face had taken on ahorrified
expression. The picture of my father and Trent’ s outside ayelow camp bus. Piscary had killed them. It
had been Piscary.

Hard and strong, my blood pounded in my temples. My body demanded | do something, but | sat,
knowing if I moved, he would move.

He shrugged, a cal culated motion that pulled my eyesto aflash of amber skin beneath hisrobe. “They
were getting too close to solving the dvenriddle,” he said, watching my reaction.

| kept my faceimpassive as he said Trent’smost precious secret, telling him [, too, knew. Apparently it
was the right thing to do.

“I’m not going to let you two pick up wherethey left off,” he added, prodding.

| said nothing, somach railing. Piscary had killed them. Trent’ sfather and my dad had been friends. They
had been working together. They had been working together against Piscary.

Piscary went very Hill. “Has he sent you into the everafter yet?’

My gaze shot to his, fear in my gut. Thereit was. The question he wanted answered, the one he hid
among others so | wouldn’t know. Assoon as| answered it, |” d be dead.

“I'm not in the habit of breaking my client confidentidity,” | said, my mouth dry.

His cool dispassion cracked as he took abreath. It was subtle, but there it was. “He has. Did you find
one?’ he asked, catching himself before he could lean forward over the table. “Was it sound enough to
read?’

One? Read what? | said nothing, desperately wanting to hide my pulse pounding in my neck, but though
his eyeswere black, he wasn't interested in my blood. That was amost too frightening to believe. | didn’t
know how to answer. Would yes save my life or damnit?

Frowning, he studied me along moment while | listened to my heart pound and swesat broke out on my
ams. “1 can't interpret your slence,” he said, seeming irritated.

| took a breath.
Piscary moved.

The adrendine hurt. | pushed mysdlf from the tablein ablind panic. My chair tipped over backward, with
medill init.

Piscary flung the table out of the way. It crashed aside, my untouched coffee making afantastic pattern
on thewhite carpet.

| scrabbled backward, my bare feet squeaking against the circle of tile. My fingers found the carpet and |
clutched at it, rolling over and pulling mysdf forward.

A shriek escaped me as he yanked me up by my wrist. | clawed at himin panic. Hetook it al. Face



dispassionate, he drew afingernail across my right arm, follow the blue of avein. Firetraced hisnail ashe
opened my skin, then bliss. Silently, savagely, | fought to get free as he held me by my wrist, unmoving as
atree. My blood welled and | felt the bubble of insanity swell in me. Not again. | couldn’t be ravaged
by a vampire again!

Helooked at my blood, then my eyes. Taking hisfree hand, he swiped it acrossmy arm.
“No!” | screamed.

Helet go of my wrist, and | fell to the carpet. Breath a harsh pant, | scrabbled backward. | found my
feet, adrenaline pounding through me as | headed for the eevator.

Piscary jerked me back.
“You son of abitch!” | screamed. “Leave me aone!”
He gave my head a smack to make me see stars.

| crumpled. Panting, | lay at hisfeet as he sood above me, an amulet in his hand. He smeared my blood
acrossit, and it glowed red. His hand was enveloped in ared haze as he nudged my fallen chair farther
onto the surrounding carpet. | pulled my head up, seeing past my hair that the pattern on thetiled floor
before us made a perfect circle. Thecircle of bluetile around the white stone was one piece of marble. It
wasasummoning circle.

“God helpme,” | whispered, knowing what was going to happen when Piscary tossed the amulet to land
dead center of thecircle. | watched the ball of ever-after energy expand to form a protective bubble. My
skin hummed with the power from another witch, kindled to life with my blood as Piscary prepared to
cdl hisdemon.

Twenty-Eight

Piscary brought his hand to his mouth to lick away my remaining blood, recoiling. “Holy water?’” he said,
his dispassi onate face showing aglimmer of distaste. Taking hisrobe hem, he wiped my blood from him,
leaving his palm showing only amild redness. “Y ou need more than that to do more than annoy me. And
don’t flatter yoursdlf. | wasn't going to bite you. | don’t even like you, but you’ d enjoy it. Instead, you
will bedying dowly andin pain.”

“Bringiton...” | panted, dumped at hisfeet as my eyes remembered how to focus.

He moved that hated eight feet away, staying between the elevator and me. Carefully pronounced Latin
camefrom him. | recognized some of the words from Nick’ s summoning. My pulse quickened and |
looked frantically over the plush, spacious white room for anything. | wastoo far underground to tap into
aley line. Algdiarept was coming. Piscary was going to give meto it.

| froze as Piscary said its name. The taste of burnt amber coated my tongue, and a haze of ever-after red
melted into existence within the summoning circle. “Oh, look. A demon,” | whispered, dragging mysdlf to
the fallen table and pulling mysdlf up. “ This just keeps getting better and better.”

Swaying, | watched asit swelled to grow into asix-foot-high figure. The ever-after red soaked inward,
coalescing as an athletic, amber-skinned body dressed in aloincloth decorated with stones and colored
ribbons. Algaliarept had bare muscular legs, an impossibly thin waist, and amagnificently sculptured chest
that would make Schwarzenegger weep. And aop it was ajackal head, dive with pointing earsand a
long savage muzzle.
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My mouth dropped open and | looked from the vision of the Egyptian god of death to Piscary, seeing the
vampire s features with new meaning. Piscary was Egyptian?

Piscary stiffened. “| told you not to appear before me likethat,” he said tightly.

The desth mask grinned, fascinating in that it was dive and part of him. “I forgot,” it drawled inan
incredibly deep voice that seemed to set my insides resonating. A thin red tongue dipped past the jackal
teeth to caressits muzzle. There was the clopping sound of teeth and lips.

My heart pounded, and asif hearing it, Algdiarept dowly turned to me. “Rachel MarianaMorgan,” it
said, itsearspricked. “Y ou are the little gadabout.”

“Shut up,” Riscary said, and Algdiarept’ s eyes narrowed to dits. “What do you want for making her tell
me what she knows about Kalamack’ s progress?”’

“Six secondswith you outside your circle” The sheer desireto kill Piscary initsvoicewaslikeice down
my back.

Piscary shook his heed, his cool compassion unshaken. “I’ll give you her. | don't care what you do with
her aslong as she doesn’'t walk thisside of the ley lines ever again. In return, you will make her tell me
how far Trent Kalamack isin hisresearch. Before you take her. Agreed?’

Not the ever-after. Not with Algaliarept.

Algdliarept’ s canine grin was pleased. “Rachd MarianaMorgan as payment? Mmmm, | agree.” The
Egyptian god clenched its hands and took a step forward, halting at the edge of the circle. Itsjackal ears
pricked and its doggy eyebrows rose.

“Youcan't dothat!” | protested, heart pounding. | looked at Piscary. “Y ou can’t do that. | don't agree.”
| turned to Algdiarept. “He doesn’t own my soul. He can't giveit to you!”

The demon spared me aglance. “He has your body. Control the body, control the soul.”
“That’snot far!” | shouted, ignored.

Piscary came closeto the circle. He put his hands upon his hips, taking an aggressive stance. “Y ou will,”
he intoned, “not attempt to kill or touch mein any fashion. And when | say, you will leave and return
directly to the ever-after.”

“Agreed,” thejacka head said. A drop of sdivafell from afang, hissng asit flowed down the ever-after
between them.

Never dropping the demon’s gaze, Piscary rubbed his big toe over the circleto break it.
Algdiarept lunged out of thecircle.

Gasping, | backpedaled. A powerful hand reached out and grasped my throat.

“Stop!” Piscary shouted.

My breath choked and | pried at the golden fingers. It had three rings with blue stones, dl pinching my
skin. | swung to kick it, and Algaliarept shifted me higher to avoid my strike. A wet sound escaped me.

“Drop her!” Piscary demanded. “Y ou can't have her until 1 get what | want!”



“I'll get your information some other way,” the jacka said, the rumble of itswords joining the rushing
sound of my blood. My head felt asif it was going to explode.

“I called you to get information from her,” Piscary said. “If you kill her now, you violate your summoning.
| want it now, not next week or next year.”

The fingers around my throat dissolved. | dropped to the carpet, gasping. Its sandals were made of
leather and thick ribbons. Slowly | pulled my head up, feding my throat.

“A reprieve only, Rache MarianaMorgan,” the jacka head said, itstongue moving in fantastic patterns
asit spoke. “You will be warming my bed tonight.”

| knelt beforeit, suckinginair as| tried not to figure out how | could be warming itsbed if | was dead.
“You know,” | wheezed, “I'm redlly getting tired of this.” Heart pounding, | got to my feet. It had agreed
to atask. It was susceptible to being summoned again. “Algdiarept,” | said clearly. “1 cdl you, you
dog-faced, murdering son of abitch.”

Piscary’sface went dack in surprise, and | swear Algdiarept winked at me. “Oh, let me bethe onein
leather?’ thejackal head said. “Beafraid of him. | like being him.”

“Sure, whatever,” | said, knees shaking.

Black legther driving gloves dit into existence over the amber-skinned hands, and the jackal-headed
Egyptian god' s stance melted from aramrod tiffnessinto a confidant douch. Kisten took shape, wearing
head-to-toe leather and thick-heeled black boots. There was ajingle of chain and awhiff of gasoline.
“Thisisgood,” the demon said, showing aglint of fang asit dicked itsblond hair back, its passing hand
leaving it shower-wet and smelling of shampoo.

| thought it looked good, too. Unfortunately.

Exhaling dowly, theimage of Kist bit itslower lip to makeit redden, atongue dipping out to leave it with
awet shine. A shudder went through me as| recaled how soft Kist'slipswere. Asif reading my mind,
the demon sighed, strong fingers reaching down its leather pantsto draw my eyestoit. A scratch melted
into existence over itseye, mirroring Kist's new wound.

“Damn vamp pheromones,” | whispered, pushing the memory of the elevator away.
“Not thistime,” Algdiarept said, smirking.
Piscary was staring in confusion. “I summoned you. Y ou do what | say!”

Theimage of Kisten turned to Piscary, belligerently flipping him off. “ And Rache MarianaMorgan
summoned me, too. The witch and | have a preexisting debt to settle. And if she has enough guileto win
acirdeesssummoning from me, then | will hold toiit.”

Piscary’ steeth ground together. He lunged at us.

| gasped, lurching back. There was awrenching sensation, and | stared as Piscary dammed into awall of
everafter, falling in ashocked tangle of amsand legs. | went cold as| redlized Algdiarept had put usina
circle of itsown congtruction.

The thick haze of red pulsed and hummed, pressing down against my skin though | wastwo feet away.
AsPiscary got to hisfeet and adjusted hisrobe, | extended afinger and touched the barrier. A diver of
ice shivered through me asthe surface rippled. It was the strongest, thickest sheet of ever-after I'd ever



witnessed. Fedling Algaliarept’ seyeson me, | pulled my hand back and wiped it on my jeans.

“I didn’t know you could do that,” | said, and it chuckled. In hindsight it made sense. It was ademon. It
existed in the ever-after. Of courseit would know how.

“And I’'m willing to teach you how to survive manipulating as much ever-after, too, Rache Mariana
Morgan,” it said asif reading my mind. “ For aprice”

| shook my head.

“Later, perhaps?’

With acry of frustrated rage, Piscary took awire-weave chair and dammed it against the barrier. |
jumped, my mouth going dry.

Algdiarept gave the incensed vampire a sideways glance as Piscary ripped the leg off the chair and tried
to pierce the barrier like asword. The demon took a belligerent stance at the edge of the circle, showing
meitstight butt in leather pants. “Bugger off, old man,” it mocked in Kigt’ sfake accent, infuriating

Piscary dl themore. “The sun will be up soon. You'll have another chance at her in about three minutes.”

My head came up. Three minutes? Was the sun that closeto rising?

Furious, Piscary threw the bar, which skittered and rolled across the carpet. His eyes black pits, he
began to make dow, sedate circles about usin anticipation.

But for the moment | was safein Algaliarept’ scircle. What' s wrong with this picture?

Forcing my arms down from the tight grip around mysdif, | glanced a Piscary’ sfake window, seeing the
glint of sun on the highest buildings. Three minutes. | pushed my finger-tipsinto my forehead. “If | ask
you to kill Piscary, will you call useven?’ | asked as| looked up.

It struck asideways pose. “No. Even though killing Ptah Ammon Fineas Horton Madison Parker Piscary
isonmy to-do ligt, it is<till arequest and would cost you, not absolve your debt. Besides, if you send me
after him, hewill likely summon me again asyou did and you'’ d be right back where you started. The only
reason he can’t summon me now is because we haven't agreed on anything and we' re in summoning
limbo, so to speak.”

It grinned, and | looked away. Piscary stood and listened, clearly thinking.
“Canyou get me out of here?’ | asked, thinking of escape.

“Through aley line, yes. But thistime, it will cost you your soul.” It licked itslips. “And then, you're
mine”

Happy, happy choices. “Can you give me something to protect myself from him?” | pleaded, getting
desperate.

“Just asexpengive...” It tugged its glovestighter to itsfingers. “And you dready have what you need.
Tick-tock, Rachel MarianaMorgan. Anything that will save your lifewill require your soul.”

Piscary was grinning, and my stomach turned as he came to astandstill eight feet away. My eyes darted
to my bag with the vid Kist had given me. It was out of reach on the wrong side of the barrier. “What
should | ask for?’ | cried desperately.

“If I answer that, you won't have enough |eft to pay for it, love,” it breathed, bending close and sending



my curlsdrifting. | jerked back as| smelled Brimstone. “ And you' re aresourceful witch,” it added.
“ Anyone who can ring the city’ sbells can survive avampire. Even one as old as Ptah Ammon Fineas
Horton Madison Parker Piscary.”

“But I'm three storiesdown!” | protested. “I can't reach aley line through that.”
Lesther cresked asit circled me, hands laced behind its back. “What will you do?’

| swore under my breath. Past our circle, Piscary waited. Even if | managed to escape, Piscary would
walk. It wasn't asif | could ask Algdiarept to testify.

Eyeswidening, | looked up. “Time?’ | asked.

Thevison of Kist looked at itswrist, and awatch twin to the one | had smashed with my mest tenderizer
gppeared about it. “ One minute, thirty.”

My face went cold. “What do you want for you to testify in an I.S. or FIB courtroom that Piscary isthe
witch serid killer?’

Algdiarept grinned. “I like the way you think, Rachd MarianaMorgan.”
“How much?’ | shouted, looking at the sun creeping down the Side of the buildings.

“My price hasn't changed. | need anew familiar, and it’ staking too long to get Nicholas Gregory
Sparagmos ssoul.”

My soul. | couldn’'t doiit, evenif it would satisfy Algdiarept and ultimately save Nick from losing his soul
and being pulled into the ever-after to be the demon’ sfamiliar. My face went dack and | stared at
Algdiarept sointently that it blinked in surprise. | had an idea. 1t was foolish and risky, but maybe it was
crazy enough to work.

“I'll voluntarily be your familiar,” 1 whispered, not knowing if | could survive the energy it might pull
through me or force meto hold for it. “I’ll freely be your familiar, but | get to keep my soul.” Maybeif |
retained my soul, it couldn’t pull meinto the ever-after. | could stay on thisside of theley lines. It could
use me only when the sun was down. Maybe. The question was, would Algdiarept take the time to think
it through?*“ And | want you to testify before my end of the agreement becomes enforcegble,” | added in
case | managed to survive.

“Voluntarily?’ it said, itsform blurring at the edges. Even Piscary |ooked shocked. “That’ s not how it
works. No one has ever willingly been afamiliar before. | don’t know what that means.”

“It means|’myour damn familiar!” | shouted, knowing thet if it thought about it, it would redize it was
only getting haf of me. “Y ou say yes now, or in thirty seconds either | or Piscary isgoing to be dead, and
you will have nothing. Nothing! Do we have aded or not?’

Thevison of Kist leaned forward and | shirked away. It looked at itswatch. “Voluntarily?’ Itseyeswere
wide in wonder and avarice.

In awash of panic, | nodded. I'd worry about it later. If | had alater.

“Done,” it said, so quickly | thought for sure I’ d made amistake. Relief filled me, then redlity hit witha
soul-shaking dap. God help me. | was going to be a demon’s familiar.

| jerked back asit reached for my wrigt.



“Weagreed,” it said, snatching my arm with avamp quickness.

| kicked it square in the somach. It did nothing, rocking back with the transfer of momentum but
otherwise unmoved. A gasp dipped from me asit scratched aline across my demon mark. Blood
flowed. | jerked back, and making shushing noises, the demon bent its head over my wrist and blew on
it.

| tried to pull away, but it was stronger than me. | was sick of the blood, of everything. It let megoand |
fdll back, diding down the arch of itsbarrier, feding my back tingle. Immediately | looked at my wrist.
There were two lines where one had once been. The new one looked as old asthefirst. “It didn’t hurt
thistime,” | said, too strung-out to be shocked.

“It wouldn't have hurt the first time had you not tried to stitch it up. What you felt wasthe fiber burning
away. I’m ademon, not asadist.”

“Algaiarept!” Piscary shouted as our agreement was sedled.
“Too late,” the grinning demon said, and disappeared.

| fell backward asits barrier vanished from behind me, shrieking as Piscary lunged. Bracing mysalf
againg thefloor, | brought my legs up into him, flipping him over me. | scrambled for my bag and the vidl.
My hand dove into my bag, and Piscary jerked me back.

“Witch,” he hissed, gripping my shoulder. “I’ll have what | want. And then you'll die”
“Goto hdl, Piscary,” | snarled, thumbing the vid open with asoft pop and throwing it into hisface.

Crying out, Piscary violently pushed away from me. From thefloor, | watched him lurch away, wiping a
hisface with frantic motions.

Heart in my throat, | waited for him to fall, waited for him to pass out. He did neither.

My gut tightened in fear as Piscary wiped hisface, bringing hisfingersto hisnose. “Kigten,” he said, his
disgust melting into aweary disgppointment. “Oh, Kisten. Not you?’

| swalowed hard. “It' sharmless, isn't it.”

Hemet my eyes. “You don't think | survived thislong by telling my children what can redlly kill me, do
you?”

| had nothing left. For three heartbeats | stared. Hislips curved into an eager smile.

| jerked into motion. Piscary casualy reached out and grabbed my ankle as| tried torise. | fell, kicking
out, managing to hit hisface twice before he pulled me to him and immobilized me under hisweight.

The scar on my neck gave apulse, and fear surged through it, making a nauseating mix.
“No,” Piscary said softly, pinning meto the carpet. “Y ou will bein pain for this”
Hisfangs were bared. Sdivadripped from them.

| struggled for air, trying to get out from under him. He shifted, holding my left arm over my head. My
right arm wasfree. Teeth gritted, | went for hiseyes.

Piscary jerked back. With avamp strength, he grasped my right arm and snapped it.



My scream echoed againgt the high cellings. My back arched and | gasped for air.
Piscary’ s eyesflashed black. “ Tell meif Kalamack hasaviable sample,” he demanded.

Lungs heaving, | tried to bresthe. The wave of misery thrummed from my arm and echoed in my head.
“Gotohdl...” | rasped.

Still pinning meto the carpet, he squeezed my broken arm.

| writhed as agony sang through me. Every nerve ending pulsed into aburn. A guttural sound escaped
me, pain and determination. | wouldn’t tell him. | didn’t even know the answer.

Heleaned hisweight onto my arm, and | screamed again so | wouldn't go insane. Fear made my skull
hurt as Piscary’ s eyes flashed into hunger. Hisingtinctive need had risen high, triggered by my struggles.
The black of hiseyes swelled. | heard my sounds of pain asif outside my head. Silver sparklesfrom
shock started between me and Piscary’ s eyes, and my criesturned to relief. | was going to pass out.
Thank you, God.

Piscary saw it, too. “No,” he whispered, histongue making aquick pass over histeeth to catch the saliva
beforeit fdl. “I’ m better than that.” He took hisweight from my arm. A groan came from me asthe
agony dulled to athrob.

He leaned to put hisface inches from mine, watching my pupilswith acool detachment asthe sparkles
disappeared and my focus returned. Under hisimpassivity was agrowing excitement. If he hadn't dready
sated his hunger with Ivy, he wouldn’t have been able to keep from draining me. He knew the instant my
will returned, smiling in anticipation.

Taking abreath, | spit in hisface, tears mixing with my sdiva

Piscary closed his eyes, his expression showing atired irritation. Helet go of my left wrist to wipe his
face.

| swung the hed of my hand up to smash it into hisnose.

He caught my wrist beforeit hit. Fangs glinting, he held my arm. My eyestraveled down the scraich he
had cut in meto invoke the amulet. My heart gave ahard pound. A ribbon of blood trailed dowly to my
elbow. A drop of red swelled, quivered, and fell to land upon my chest, warm and soft.

My bresth was shaking. | stared, waiting. Histension rose, his musclestightening as helay atop me. His
gaze wasfixed to my wrist. Another drop fell, feding heavy against me.

“No!” | shrieked asacarna groan dipped from him.

“I seenow,” he said, hisvoice terrifyingly soft, harnessed need pulsing under it. “No wonder Algdiarept
took s0 long finding out what frightensyou.” Pinning my arm to the floor, he leaned closer until our noses
lay sdeby sde. | couldn’t move. | couldn’t breathe. “Y ou're afraid of desire,” he whispered. “Tell me,
little witch, what | want to know or | will dice you open, filling your veinswith me, making you my
plaything. But | will let you remember your freedom—mineforever.”

“Gotohdl....” | sad, terrified.

He eased back to see my face. It was hot where his robe had shifted and his skin touched mine. “1 will
dart here” he said, pulling my dripping arm to where | could seeit.



“No...” | protested. My voice was soft and frightened. | couldn’t help it. | tried to bring my arm closer,
but Piscary had it tight. He pulled my arm in adow controlled motion as| fought to keep it unmoving.
My broken arm sent surges of nauseathrough me asl| tried to useit, pushing a him with the strength of a
kitten.

“God no, God no!” | screamed, redoubling my struggles as hetilted his head and sent histongue across
my ebow, moaning as he cleaned it, histongue moving dowly to where the blood flowed fredly. If his
sdivareached my veins, | would be his. Forever.

| wiggled. | thrashed. The warm wetness of his tongue was replaced with the cool sharpness of teeth,
grazing but not piercing.

“Tell me” hewhispered, tilting hishead so he could see my eyes, “and I'll kill you now ingtead of ina
hundred years.”

Nausea bubbled up, mixing with the darkness of insanity. | bucked under him. Thefingers of my broken
arm found hisear. | tore at them, reaching for hiseyes. | fought like an animd, ingtinct ahazy mist
between me and madness.

Piscary’ s breath came in aharsh pant as my struggles and pain whipped him into afrenzy of restraint I'd
seenin vy far too often. “Oh, the hdl withiit,” he said, hisflowing voice cutting through me. “I’m going to
drainyou. | can find out some other way. | may be dead, but I' m still aman.”

“No!” | shrieked. But it wastoo late.

Piscary’slips pulled back. Forcing my bleeding arm to the floor, hishead tilted to reach my neck. The
haze of pain swelled into ecstasy as he ground hisfingersinto my broken arm. | screamed into hismoan
of anticipation.

A distant boom of sound struck through me, and the floor trembled. | spasmed, the warm rapture of my
arm shocking into a breathless feding of pain. The sound of men shouting filtered in through the haze of
nauisea.

“They won't reach usintime,” Piscary murmured. “They’ retoo late for you.”

Not like this, | thought, out of my mind in fear and cursing the stupidity of it dl. | didn’t want to dielike
this. He bent to me, hisface savage with hunger. | took alast bresath.

It exploded from me as agreen ball of ever-after smashed into Piscary.
| wiggled in the minuscule shifting of weight. Still on me, Piscary snarled and looked up.

My armwas free, and | wedged my knees between us. Tears blurred my vison as| fought with renewed
desperation. Someone was there. Someone was there to help me.

Another blast of green smashed into Piscary. He rocked back. | got aleg under me and levered us up,
flipping Piscary off me.

Scrabbling to my feset, | grabbed achair and swung. It hit him, the shock echoing up my arm.

Piscary turned, hisface savage. He tensed, gathering himsdlf to legp a me.

| backpedaled, my broken arm clutched tight to me.

A third blast of green ever-after hissed past me, hitting Piscary and sending him flying backward into a



wal.
| spun to the distant elevator.
Quen.

The man stood beside a huge hole in thewall beside the elevator in acloud of dust, agrowing bal of
ever-after in hishand, till red but taking on the tinges of hisaura. He must have had the energy stored in
his chi, since we were too degp underground to reach aline. A black satchel sat beside hisfeet, severa
wooden swordlike stakes extending out from the open zipper. Beyond the hole was the stairway. “It's
about time you got here,” | panted, staggering.

“I got caught behind atrain,” he said, hishands moving in ley linemagic. “Bringing the FIB into thiswas a
migtake”

“I wouldn't have had to if your bosswas't such aprick!” | shouted, then took a shalow bregth, trying
not to cough at the dust. Kisten had taken my note. How did the FIB get thereif Quen didn’t bring them?

Piscary had regained hisfeet. Hetook usin, showing hisfangsin awide smile. “And now df blood?|
haven't fed thiswel sncethe Turn.”

With avamp’s speed, he raced across the large room to Quen, backhanding mein passing. | wasflung
backward. My back hit the wall and | dumped to the floor. Dazed and hovering on the edge of
unconsciousness, | watched Quen evade Piscary, looking like ashadow in his black bodysuit. He had a
wooden stake the length of my arm in one hand, agrowing ball of ever-after inthe other. The Latin
spilled from him, the words of the black charm burning themselvesinto my mind.

The back of my head throbbed. Nausea flooded me as | touched a spot of agony, but | found no blood.
The black spots before me cleared as | got to my feet. Dazed, | looked for my bag of charms through the
haze of wall-dust.

A masculine cry of agony jerked my attention to Quen. My heart seemed to stop.

Piscary had caught him. Holding him like alover, Piscary was fastened to his neck, supporting both their
weights. Quen went dack and the wooden sword fell to the floor. His shriek of pain swelled into amoan
of ecstasy.

Using thewall for support, | got to my feet. “Piscary!” | shouted, and he turned, his mouth red with
Quen’sblood.

“Wait your turn,” he snarled, showing me hisred-smeared teeth.
“I was herefirgt,” | said.

Angry, he dropped Quen. If he had been hungry, nothing would have moved him from downed prey.
Quen’sarm lifted weakly. He didn’t get up. | knew why. It felt too good.

“Y ou don’'t know when to leave well enough done,” Piscary said, coming a me.

Latinfel from me, burned into my mind from Quen’ s attack. My hands moved, etching black magic. My
tongue swelled a thetaste of tinfoil. | stretched for aley line, not finding it.

Piscary dammed into me. | gasped, unable to breathe. He was on me again, reaching.

In the fear, something broke. A flood of ever-after flowed into me. | heard my scream at the shock of the



unexpected influx of power. Gold laced with black and red burst from my hands. Piscary lifted from me.
He crashed into awall, shaking thelights.

| pulled myself up as he dumped on the floor, redizing where the energy had come from. “Nick!” | cried
infear. “Oh God. Nick! I'm sorry!”

| had pulled on aline through him. | had pulled the energy through him asif he had been afamiliar. It had
raced through him asit had me. | had pulled more than he could handle. What had | done?

Piscary was dumped where the wall met the floor. His foot shifted and he swung his head up. His eyes
weren't focused, but they were black with hatred. | couldn’t let him get up.

Racked in pain, | grabbed theleg of the chair Piscary had torn free and staggered across the room.

He lurched to hisfeet, supporting himsdf with ahand againgt the wall. His robe was dmost undone. His
eyes suddenly focused.

| gripped the meta rod in one hand like abat, pulling it back even as| ran. “Thisisfor trying to kill me,” |
sad, swvinging.

The bar of metal hit him behind the ear with a sodden smack. Piscary staggered, but didn’t go down.

My breeth camein an angry sound. “Thisisfor raping Ivy!” | shouted, my anger a him for hurting
something so strong and vulnerable giving me strength. | swung, grunting in effort.

The metd rod met the back of his skull with the sound of ameon.
| sumbled, catching my balance. Fiscary fell to hisknees. Blood seeped from his scalp.

“Andthis” | said, feding my eyesgrow hot and my vison blur from tears, “isfor killing my dad,” |
whispered.

With acry of anguish, | swung athird time. It smacked into Piscary’ s head. Spinning from the
momentum, | fell to my knees. My hands stung and the rod dipped from my senseless grip. Piscary’s
eyesrolled up and he dropped.

Breath sounding like sobs, | looked at him and wiped the back of my hand across my cheek. Hewasn't
moving. | looked past my hair at the fake window. The sun was up, shining on the buildings. He would
probably stay down until nightfall. Probably.

“Kill him,” Quen croaked.
| pulled my head up, I’ d forgotten he was there.

Quen had risen, ahand againgt his neck. The blood seeping through hisfingers made an ugly pattern on
the white carpet. He threw a second wooden sword at me. “Kill him now.”

| caught it asif | had been catching swords my entire life. Trembling, | turned its point into the carpet and
used it to get up. Shouts and calls were coming from the holein thewall. The FIB had arrived. Late as
usud. “I’'marunner,” | said, my throat sore and my words rough. “I don’t kill my marks. | bring themin
dive”

“Thenyou'reafoadl.”

| lurched to an overstuffed chair before | fell down. Dropping the sword, | put my head between my



knees and stared at the carpet. “Y ou kill him, then,” | whispered, knowing he could hear me.
Quen moved ungteadily to his satchel by the ragged holeinthewall. “1 can’t. I’'m not here.”

The puff of air that escaped me hurt. | looked up as he crossed the room to me, his steps dow and
careful. Hetook the sword from the floor, jamming it into in his duffle bag with abloody hand. | thought |
saw agray square of explosvein there, too, telling me how he had blown aholein thewall.

Helooked tired, hislanky stature hunched in pain. His neck didn’t look bad, but I’ d rather be in traction
for sx months than have one sdiva-laced bite from Fiscary. Quen was an Inderlander and so couldn’'t be
turned vampire, but by the look of fear edging his veneer of confidence, he knew he might betied to
Piscary. With avampire that old, the bond might last alifetime. Timewould tell how much binding saliva,
if any, Piscary had laced the bite with.

“Sa han iswrong about you,” he said wearily. “If you can't survive avampire without help, your vaueis
questionable. And your unpredictability makes you unreliable and therefore unsafe.” Quen gave meanod
before he turned and headed for the stairway. | watched him go, my mouth hanging open.

Sa’ han iswrong about me, | thought sarcadtically. Well goodie for Trent.

My hands hurt, the palms red with what looked like first-degree burns. Edden’ svoicein the stairway was
loud. The FIB could take care of Piscary. | could go home....

Home to Ivy, | thought, closing my eyesbriefly. How did my life get this ugly?

Tired beyond belief, | got to my feet as Edden and a string of FIB officers exploded out of the hole Quen
had made.

“Itsmel” | croaked, putting my good hand in the air Since there was afrightening clatter of safeties going
off. “Don’t shoot me!”

“Morgan!” Edden peered through the sifting dust and lowered his weapon. Only haf the FIB officersdid
the same. It was a better than average number. “Y ou're dive?’

He sounded surprised. Bent in pain, | looked down at mysalf, my broken arm clutched close. “Yeah. |
think 0.” | Sarted shivering, cold.

Someone snickered, and the remaining weapons were lowered. Edden made a motion, and the officers
fanned out. “Piscary isover there,” | said, looking that way. “He' s down until sunset. | think.”

Coming closer, Edden eyed Piscary, hisrobe falen open to show agood portion of muscular thigh.
“What was he trying to do, seduce you?’

“No,” | whispered, so my throat wouldn’t hurt so much. “Hewastrying to kill me.” | met hiseyesand
added, “Thereisaliving vamp named Kisten around somewhere. He' sblond and angry. Please don't
shoot him. Other than him and Quen, | haven’t seen anyone but the eight living vamps upstairs. Y ou can
shoot them if you want.”

“Mr. Kdamack’s security officer?’ Edden’ s gaze roved over me, cataloging my hurts. “ He came with
you?’ He put ahand on my shoulder to steady me. “It lookslike your arm is broken.”

“Itis” | sad, jerking back as he reached for it. Why do people do that? “ And yeah, he came out here.
Why didn’'t you?’ Suddenly angry, | poked himin the chest. “Y ou ever refuse to take my call again, and
| swear I'll have Jenks pix you every night for amonth.”



Arrogance crossed Edden’ sface and he flicked aglance at the FIB officerswarily circling Piscary.
Someone caled for an |.S. ambulance. “1 didn’t refuse your cdl. | was adeep. Being woken up by a
frantic pixy and a panicking boyfriend telling me you went out to stake one of Cincinnati’s master
vampiresisnot my favorite way to wake up. And who gave you my unlisted number?’

Oh God, Nick. The remembered burst of ley line energy I’ d pulled through him made my face go cold.
“Nick,” | ssammered. “1 haveto call Nick.” But as| looked over the room for my bag and the phonein
it, | hesitated. Quen’ sblood was gone. All of it. | guess Quen was serious about not wanting any
evidence that he was here. How had he done that? A little elven magic, perhaps?

“Mr. Sparagmosisin the parking lot,” Edden said. Peering a me and my cold face, he snagged apassing
officer. “Get me ablanket. She’ sgoing shocky.”

Numb, | let him help me across the room and the hole in thewall. “ Poor guy passed out, he was so
worried about you. | wouldn't let him or Jenks out of the car.” Eyesdight in a sudden thought, he
reached for theradio on hisbelt. “Tell Mr. Sparagmos and Jenks that we found her and she'sall right,”
he said into it, getting a garbled answer back. Taking my elbow, he muttered, * Please tell me you didn’t
redly leave anote on your door saying you were going to stake Piscary?’

My eyeswere fixed upon my bag with its pain amulet clear across the room, but my head snapped up at
hiswords. “No!” | protested as my vision swam at the quick movement. “1 said | wasgoing to talk to
him and that he was the witch hunter. Kisten must have done that, because my note is here somewhere. |
saw it!” Kisten had replaced my note?

| sumbled in confusion as Edden pulled me forward. Kisten had replaced my note, giving Nick the only
number that would bring the FIB out here. Why? Had it been to help me, or smply to cover his betraya

of Piscary?

“Kigten?’ Edden questioned. “That’ sthe living vamp you don’t want meto shoaot, right?” He took the
blue FIB blanket someone held out and draped it over my shoulders. “Come on. | want to get you
upgars. We can figurethisout later.”

Leaning heavily on him, | tugged the blanket closer, wincing as the rough wool hurt my hands. | wouldn’t
look at them, thinking they were nothing compared to the smut on my soul for having invoked that black
charm Quen had taught me. | took adow breath. What did it matter if | knew black charms? | was
going to be a demon’ s familiar.

“My God, Morgan,” Edden said as he put the two-way back on hisbelt. “Did you have to blow aholein
hiswall?’

“I didn’t,” | said, focusing on the carpet three feet in front of me. “It was Quen.”

More officers clattered down the stairs and into the room, ahoard of officid presences suddenly making
mefed likean dien. “Rachel, Quenisn't here”

“Yeah,” | said, shivering violently as| looked over my shoulder at the pristine carpet. “| probably
imagined it al.” The adrenaline was gone, and fatigue and nausea pulled at me. People were moving
quickly around us, making me dizzy. My arm was asolid ache. | wanted my bag and the pain amulet in it,
but we were moving in the wrong direction, and it looked as if someone had dropped an evidence card
by it. Swell.

My mood darkened even further when awoman in an FIB uniform stopped us short by dangling my gun
infront of Edden. It wasin an evidence bag, and | couldn’t stop my hand from reaching out. “Hey, my



splat gun,” | said, and Edden sighed, not sounding at al happy.

“Tagit,” hesad, hisvoicelaced with guilt. “Put Ms. Morgan asapositive ID.”
The woman looked dmost frightened as she nodded and turned away.

“Hey,” | protested again, and Edden kept me from following her.

“Sorry, Rachd. It'sevidence.” Heran aquick look over the surrounding officers before whispering, “But
thanksfor leaving it where we could find it. Glenn couldn’t have downed those living vamps without it.”

“But...” | ssammered, seeing the woman disappear upstairs with my splat gun. The dust was worse here,
and | swallowed hard so | wouldn't cough and make myself pass out.

“Let'sgo,” Edden said, sounding tired as hetried to pull meforward. “| hate to do this, but | should get a
statement from you before Piscary wakes up and presses charges.”

“Presses charges? For what?’ | jerked out of hisgrip, refusing to move. What in hell was going on? 1 hed
just tagged the witch hunter, and | was the one being arrested?

The nearby officerswere carefully listening, and Edden’ s round face went even more guilty. “For assault
and battery, dander, trespassing, illega entry, malicious destruction of private property, and whatever
else hispre-Turn lawyer can come up with. What did you think you were doing, coming down here and
trying tokill him?’

| struggled to speak, affronted. “1 didn’t kill him, though he by God deservesit. He raped Ivy to get me
to come here s0 he could kill me because | found out he was the witch hunter!” | reached up with my
good hand asif it could sooth the raw ache of my throat from the outsde. “And | have awitnesswilling
to testify that Piscary contracted it to kill the victims. Is that enough for you?”

Edden’sbrow rose. “I1t?” Heturned to look at Piscary, surrounded by nervous FIB officersuntil thel.S.
ambulance got there. “Which it would that be?’

“You don't want to know.” | closed my eyes. | was going to be ademon’sfamiliar. But | wasdive. |
hadn’t lost my soul. Focus on the positive.

“Can| go?’ | asked as| saw thefirgt of the stairs past the holein thewall. | had no ideahow | was going
to makeit up al of them. Maybeif | let Edden arrest me, they would carry me up. Not waiting for his
permisson, | pulled away and held my arm close as | limped to theragged holein thewall. | had just
tagged Cincinnati’ s most powerful vampire asaserial murderer, and al | wanted to do was throw up.

Edden took astep to catch up, still not having answered me. “Can | at least have my boots?’ | asked as
| saw Gwen taking pictures of them, carefully making her way through the room, her video camera
recording everything.

The FIB captain started, looking down a my feet. “Y ou dways tag master vampiresin your bare fegt?’

“Only when they’rein their pj’s.” | clutched the blanket around myself miserably. “Want to keep it
sporting, you know.”

Edden’ sround face broke into agrin. “Hey, Gwen! Knock it off,” he said loudly as he took my elbow
and helped me wobbleto the stairs. “Thisisn't acrime scene. It' san arrest.”



Twenty-Nine

“Hey! Herel” | shouted, Sitting straighter on the hard ballpark sest and waving to get the attention of the
wandering vendor. It was dmost a good forty minutes before the game was scheduled to start, and
though the stands were starting to fill, the vendors weren't very attentive.

| squinted and held up four fingers as he turned, and he held up eight in return. | winced. Eight bucksfor
four hot dogs? | thought, passing my money down. Oh well. It wasn't asif | had bought the tickets.

“Thanks, Rachd,” Glenn said from beside me as the paper-wrapped package hit his hand, thrown by the
vendor. He set it on hislap and caught the rest Snce my arm wasin ading and obviously not working.
He handed oneto his dad and Jenks on his|eft. The next he gaveto me, and | passed it to Nick on my
other sde. Nick flashed me athin smile, immediately looking down to where the Howlers were warming

up.

My shoulders dumped, and Glenn leaned closer under the excuse of unwrapping my hot dog and handing
ittome. “Givehim sometime.”

| said nothing, my gaze riveted to the highly manicured balpark. Though Nick wouldn't admit it, anew
ribbon of fear had did between us. We d had apainful discussion last week where | had apologized
profusdly for having pulled such amassive amount of ley line energy through him and told him it had been
an accident. Heinssted that it was dl right, that he understood, that he was glad | had doneit sinceiit
saved my life. Hiswords were earnest and heartfelt, and | knew to the depths of my soul he believed
them. But he would only rarely meet my eyes anymore, and he worked hard to keep from touching me.

Asif to prove nothing had changed, he had ingsted on our usua weekend deepover last night. It had
been amigtake. The dinner conversation was tilted at best: How was your day, dear? Fine, thank
you; how was yours? We followed that with several hours of TV where| sat on the couch and he sat on
the chair acrossthe room. | had hoped for some improvement after retiring at an ungodly early one

o' clock inthe morning, but he pretended to fall adeep right away, setting me dmost to tears when he
moved away from the touch of my foot.

The night was brilliantly capped off a four in the morning when he woke fromasound degpina
nightmare. He dl but panicked when he found mein bed with him.

| had quietly excused myself and took the bus home, saying that aslong as| was up, | should make sure
Ivy got homeal right and that I’ d see him later. He hadn’t stopped me. He sat on the edge of his bed
with his head in his hands and hadn’t stopped me.

| squinted into the bright afternoon sun, sniffing back any hint of tears. It wasthe sun. That'sdll. | took a
bite of hot dog. It seemed to take alot of effort to chew, and it sat heavy in my middiewhen | findly
swallowed. Below, the Howlers called and threw the ball abouit.

Setting the hot dog down on the paper wrapping across my lap, | took up abaseball in my injured hand.
My lipsmoved in unvoiced Latin as| quietly sketched acomplex figure with my good left hand. The
fingers about the ball tingled as | said the last word of the charm. A melancholy satisfaction stirred me as
the pitcher’ sthrow went wild. The catcher stood to reach it, hesitating in question before he returned to
his crouch.

Jenks rubbed hiswings together to get my attention, giving me amerry thumbs-up for the bit of ley line
magic. | returned hisgrin with awesak smile. The pixy was Sitting on Captain Edden’ s shoulder so he
could see better. The two had mended their fences over a conversation about country western sngers
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and anight out at akaraoke bar. | didn’t want to know. Redlly.

Edden followed Jenks s atention to me, his eyes behind his round-framed glasses suddenly suspicious.
Jenks distracted him by loudly extolling the features of atrio of women headed up the concrete steps.
The squat man' s face reddened but the smile remained.

Grateful, | turned to Glenn, finding he had dready finished his hot dog. | should have gotten him two.
“How’ s Piscary’ s court case shaping up?’ | asked.

Thetdl man shifted in his seat with abound excitement as he wiped hisfingers off on hisjeans. Out of his
suit and tie, he looked like another person, the swestshirt emblazoned with the Howlers logo making him
appear comfortable and safe. “With your demon’ stestimony, | think it's reasonably secure,” he said.
“I’ve been waiting for asurge in violent crimes, but they’ ve dropped.” He glanced at hisdad. “I'm
thinking the lesser houses are waiting until Piscary is officidly incarcerated before they start vying for his
territory.”

“They won't.” My fingers and words sent another ball clean out of the park with aboost of ever-after
energy. It was harder to gather the power from the nearby line. The park’ s safeguards were kicking in.
“Kigenishandling Piscary’ saffairs” | said sourly. “It’' sbusnessas usud.”

“Kigten?’ Heleaned closer. “He s not amaster vamp. Won't that cause problems?”

Nodding, | sent apop fly to bounce wrong. The players became dow with tension asit hit thewal and
rolled in an odd direction. Glenn had no idea how much trouble it was going to be. vy was Piscary’s
scion. By unwritten vamp law, she wasin charge whether she wanted to be or not. It put theretired |.S.
runner in ahuge mora dilemma, caught between her vampire respongibilities and her need to be trueto
hersdlf. Shewasignoring Piscary’ s summonsto hisjail cdll, dong with alot of other thingsthat were
quigtly building.

Hiding behind the excuse that everyone thought Kist was still Fiscary’ s scion, she did nothing, claiming
that Kisten had the clout, if not the physical presence, to hold everything together. It didn't look good,
but | wasn’t about to advise her to start handling Piscary’ s affairs. Not only had she devoted her lifeto
bringing in those who broke the law, but she' d snap while trying to best the pull of blood and domination
such aposition would magnify.

Seeing no more comments forthcoming, Glenn crumbled his paper and dropped it into a coat pocket.
“So, Rachd,” he said, glancing at the empty seat beside Nick. “How isyour roommate? Better?’

| took another bite. “ She' shandling it,” 1 said around my full mouth. “ She would have come today but the
sun redly bothersher—latdy.”

Lots of things bothered her since having glutted herself on Piscary’ s blood: the sun, too much noise, not
enough noise, the lack of speed of her computer, the pulp in her orange juice, the fish in her bathtub until
Jenkstook it out back and had afish fry to boost hiskids protein levelsbeforefal hibernation. She had
been violently ill after returning from midnight church services this morning, but she wouldn’t stop going.
Shetold meit would help keep space between her and Piscary. Mental space, apparently. Time and
distance were enough to break the bond alesser vamp could put on another with a bite, but Piscary was
amaster vampire. The bond would last until Piscary wanted it ended.

Sowly Ivy and | were finding anew balance. When the sun was high and bright, shewas Ivy, my friend
and partner, cheerful with her dry, sarcastic humor as we thought up practical jokesto play on Jenks or
discussed possible improvements to the church to make it more livable. After sunset, sheleft so |

wouldn’t see what the night did to her now. She was strong in the sunlight, a crudl goddess after sunset,



balanced on the edge of helplessnessin the battle she fought against herself.

Uncomfortable with my thoughts, | pulled on theley line and sent apitched ball wild, to smack into the
wall behind the catcher.

“Rachd?’ Captain Edden said, his eyes behind his glasses taking on ahard look as he leaned past his son
to seeme. “Let meknow if shewantsto talk to Piscary. I’ d be glad to look the other way if she wantsto
smack him around.”

He eased back as| gave him awan smile. Piscary had been extradited to |.S. custody, safe and sound in
avampjail cdl. The preliminary hearing had gone well, the sensationalism of the Stuation prompting an
unexpected opening in the court docket. Algaliarept showed up to prove he was ardliable witness. The
demon made dl the papers, morphing into al sorts of figuresto scare the pants off everyonein the
courtroom. What disturbed me most was that the judge was afraid of alittle towheaded girl with aligp
and alimp. | think the demon enjoyed it.

| adjusted my red Howlers' hat against the sun as a batter came to the mound to pop afew into the
infield. Hot dog inmy lap, | shifted my fingers and mouthed the incantation. The park’ s safeguards hed
risen higher, and | had to punch a hole through them to reach theline. A sudden influx of everafter
coursed through me, and Nick stiffened. Excusing himself, he did past me, muttering about the bathroom.
Hislanky form hastened down the steps and vanished.

Unhappy, | sent the ever-after energy into the pitcher’ sthrow. There was a sharp crack asthe bat broke.
The batter dropped the shattered ash, swearing loud enough that | could hear him. He turned to look at
the stands in accusation. The pitcher put hismitt on his hip. The caicher sood. My eyes narrowed in
satisfaction asthe coach whistled, pulling everyonein.

“Nice one, Rache,” Jenks said, and Captain Edden started, giving me aquestioning look.
“That you?’' he asked, and | shrugged. “Y ou're going to get yoursalf banned.”

“Maybethey should have paid me.” | was being careful. No one was getting hurt. | could make their
runnerstwist their ankles and the wild throws hit playersif | wanted. | wasn't. | wasjust messing with
their warm-up. | poked about in the napkin the hot dog had been wrapped in. Where was my ketchup
packet? This hot dog was utterly tastel ess.

The FIB captain moved uneasily. “ Ah, about your compensation, Morgan...”
“Forgetit,” | offered quickly. “I figure| still oweyou for paying off my |.S. contract.”
“No,” hesaid. “We had an agreement. It’ s not your fault the class was canceled—"

“Glenn, can | have your ketchup?’ | said brusgquely, cutting Edden off. “I don’t know how you people
can eat hot dogs without it. Why the Turn didn’t that guy give me any ketchup?’

Edden leaned back, a heavy sigh dipping from him. Glenn obediently shuffled about hiswad of paper
until he came up with awhite plastic packet. Face drawn, he looked at my broken arm and hesitated.
“I'll—uh—open it for you,” he offered.

“Thanks,” | muttered, not liking being helpless. Trying not to scowl, | watched the detective carefully tear
open the packet. He handed it to me, and with the hot dog balanced on my lap, | avkwardly squeezed
the ketchup out. So intent was | on getting it on the right spot, | dmost missed Glenn raising his hand and
surreptitioudy licking ared smear off hisfingers.



Glenn? | thought. My face went dack as| remembered our missing ketchup and the piecesfdl into
place. “You...” | sputtered. Glenn had stolen our ketchup?

The man’ sface went panicked, and he reached out, dmost covering my mouth before he drew back.
“No,” he pleaded, leaning close. “Don't say anything.”

“Y ou took our ketchup!” | breathed, shocked. Beyond Glenn | could see Jenks rocking in mirth on
Edden’ s shoulder, able to hear our whispers and keep up arunning conversation to distract the FIB
captain at the sametime.

Glenn shot aguilty look at hisdad. “I'll pay you for it,” he begged. “Anything you want. Just don't tell my
dad. Oh God, Rachdl. It would kill him.”

For amoment | could only stare. He had taken our ketchup. Right off our table. “1 want your
handcuffs” | said suddenly. “I can't find anything real without fake purple fur glued to it.”

His panicked look eased and he shifted back. “Monday.”

“Soon enough for me.” My words were calm, but insde| wassinging. | was going to get my cuffs
back! It was going to be agood day.

He darted a guilty look toward hisdad. “Will you—get me abottle of spicy?’
My eyesjerked to his.
“Maybe some barbecue sauce?’

| closed my mouth before abug flew intoit. “Sure.” | did not believe this. | was pimping ketchup to the
son of the FIB’ s captain.

| looked up to see apark official wearing ared polyester vest loping up the stairstoward us, scanning the
faces. A smile curved over me as he met my eyes. He worked hisway down the relatively empty aidein
front of usas | wrapped up what was left of my hot dog and set it on Nick’s seat, then dropped the
basebdl into my bag out of Sght. It had been fun whileit lasted. | wasn't going to interfere with the game,
but they didn’t know that.

Jenksflitted from Captain Edden to me. He was wearing al red and white in honor of the team, the
brightness hurting my eyes. “ Oooooh,” he mocked. “Y ou’ rein trouble now.” Edden gave me one last
warning look before putting his attention on the field, clearly trying to divorce himsdlf from melest they
kick him out, too.

“Ms. Rache Morgan?’ the young man in the red vest questioned as he reached us.
| stood with my bag. “Yes”
“I’'m Matt Ingle. Park ley line security? Could you come with me, please?’

Glenn got to hisfeet, standing with his feet spread wide and his hands on his hips. “Isthere a problem?”’
he asked, turning the angry-young-black-man mien on high. | wastoo thrown by him liking ketchup to
get angry a him wanting to protect me.

Matt shook his head, not cowed at dl. “No sr. The Howlers owner heard about Ms. Morgan’s efforts
to retrieve their mascot and would like to speak with her.”

“I’d be happy to talk to her,” | said as Jenks chortled, hiswings turning abright red. Despite Captain



Edden keeping my name out of the paper, the entirety of Cincinnati and the Hollows knew who had
solved the witch hunter murders, made the tag, and summoned the demon into the courtroom. My phone
wasringing off the hook with requests for help. Overnight, | had gone from struggling entrepreneur to
bad-ass runner. What did | have to fear from the owner of the Howlers?

“I'm coming with you,” Glenn said.
“I can handlethis,” | said, mildly affronted.
“I' know, but | want to talk to you, and | think they’ re going to kick you out of the park.”

Edden chuckled, shifting his squat bulk deeper into the hard seat. Taking akey chain from hisfront
pocket, he handed it to Glenn.

“Youthink?’ | said, waving 'byeto Jenks and telling him with afinger motion and anod that I'd seehim
back at the church. The pixy nodded, settling himsalf back on Captain Edden’ s shoulder, hooting and
hallering, having too much fun to leave.

Glennand | followed the ley line security guy to awaiting golf cart, and he drove us deeper into the
stadium. It grew cool and quiet, the thrum of the unseen thousands around us alow, amost sublimina
thunder. Far into the authorized personnel areas and amid black suits and champagne, Matt stopped the
cart. Glenn helped me out, and | took my cap off, handing it to him as| fluffed my hair. | was dressed
nicein jeans and white swegter, but everyone I’ d seen in the last two minutes was wearing atie or
diamond earrings. Some had both.

Matt looked nervous as he took us up an elevator and left usin along plush room that overlooked the
fidd. It was comfortably full of talk and nicely dressed people. Thefaint smell of musk tickled my nose.
Glenn tried to give me my hat back, and | motioned for him to keep it.

“Ms. Morgan,” asmal woman said, excusing hersdf from agroup of men. “1 am so glad to meet you.
I’m Mrs. Sarong,” she said as she approached, her hands extended.

She was shorter than me, and clearly aWere. Her dark hair was graying in wispy streaks that looked
good on her, and her hands were small and powerful. She moved with a predatory grace that drew
attention, her eyes seeing everything. Were men had to work hard to hide their rough edges. Were
women got more dangerous-looking.

“I"'m pleased to meet you,” | said as she briefly touched my shoulder in greeting since my right aam wasin
ading. “Thisis Detective Glenn, of the FIB.”

“Maam,” he said shortly, and the small woman smiled to show flat, even tegth.

“Délighted,” she said pleasantly. “If you would excuse us, Detective? Ms. Morgan and | have aneed to
chat before the game begins.”

Glenn bobbed hishead. “Yesma am. I'll get you both adrink if | might.”
“That would belovely.”

| rolled my eyesat the politica niceties, relieved when Mrs. Sarong put alight hand on my shoulder and
led me away. She smelled like ferns and moss. Every man watched us as we moved together to stand by
awindow with an excdlent view of thefield. It wasalong way down, making me dightly quessy.

“Ms. Morgan,” she said, her eyesnot at all apologetic, “it has just come to my attention that you were



contracted to retrieve our mascot. A mascot that was never missing.”

“Yesmaam,” | said, surprised how thetitle of respect just seemed to flow out of me. “When | wastold,
my time and energies were given no consderation.”

Sheexhded dowly. “| detest digging out prey. Have you been magicking the fidd?’

Pleased at her frankness, | decided to be the same. 1 spent three days planning how to bresk into Mr.
Ray’ s office when | could have been working on other cases,” | said. “And while | admit that isn’t your
fault, someone should have called me.”

“Perhaps, but it remainsthat the fish was not missing. | am not in the habit of paying out blackmail. Y ou
will stop.”

“And I’'m not in the habit of offering it,” | said, having no trouble keeping my temper as her pack
surrounded me. “But I'd beremissif | didn’'t make you aware of my fedingsin the matter. | give my
word | won't interfere with the game. | don’t need to. Until | get paid, every time aball goesfoul or abat
cracks, your playerswill wonder if it’sme.” | smiled without showing my teeth. “Five hundred dollarsisa
small pricefor your players peace of mind.” Lousy five hundred dollars. It should have been
ten-times that. Why Ray’ s henchmen wasted bullets on me for a lousy stinking fish was still beyond
me.

Her lips parted and | swear | heard asmall growl in her sigh. Athleteswere notoriousfor being
uperdtitious. She'd pay.

“It'snot the money, Mrs. Sarong,” | said, though at first it had been. “But if | |et one pack treat melikea
cur, then that’swhat I'll be. And I’'m not acur.”

She brought her gaze up from thefield. “Not acur,” she agreed. “Y ou are alone wolf.” With agraceful
motion, she motioned to anearby Were, one that looked oddly familiar, in fact. He hastened forward
with aleather-bound checkbook the size of a Bible, which took two hands to handle. “It’ s the lone wolf
that isthe most dangerous,” she said as shewrote. “They dso have extremely short life spans. Get
yoursdlf apack, Ms. Morgan.”

Therip of the check wasloud. | wasn't sureif she was giving me advice or athrest. “ Thank you, | have
one,” | said, not looking at the amount as | tucked it in my bag. The smooth shape of the baseball
touched my knucklesand | pulled it out. | set it into her waiting hand. “1'll leave before the game starts,” |
said, knowing there was no way they would let me back in the stands. “How long am | banned for?’

“Life,” shesad, amiling likethe devil hersdf. “I, too, am not acur.”

| smiled back, genuindy liking the older woman. Glenn drifted closer. | took the champagne he handed
me and s&t it on thewindowslll. “Good-bye, Mrs. Sarong.”

Sheinclined her head asway of dismissal, the second flute of champagne Glenn had brought resting easy
in her grip. Three young men lurked behind her, sulky and well-groomed. | wasglad | didn’t have her
job, though it looked asif the perks were grest.

Glenn' s shoes sounded loud on the concrete as we made our way back to the front gate without the help
of Matt and hisgolf cart.

“You'll tdl everyone good-byefor me?’ | asked, meaning Nick.

“Sure” Hiseyeswere on the huge sgnswith their |etters and arrows pointing to the exits. The sun was



warm when we found it, and | relaxed as | went to stand at the bus stop. Glenn cameto ahalt besde me
and handed me my hat. “About your fee—" he Sarted.

“Glenn,” | said as| put it on, “like| told your dad, don’t worry about it. I'm grateful for them paying off
my |.S. contract, and with the two thousand Trent gave me, I’ ve enough to see me through until my arm
heds”

“Would you shut up?’ he said, digging in his pocket. “We worked something out.”
| turned, my gaze dropping to the key in his hands and then rising to hiseyes.

“We couldn’t get gpprova to remburse you for the canceled class, but there was this car in impound.
The insurance agency salvaged thetitle, so we couldn’t put it up for auction.”

A car? Edden was going to give me a car?

Glenn’ sbrown eyes were bright. “We got the clutch and the transmission repaired. There was something
wrong with the electrical system, too, but the FIB garage guysfixed it, no charge. We would have gotten
it to you sooner,” he said, “but the DMV office didn’t understand what | wastrying to do so it took three
trips down there to get it transferred to your name.”

“Y ou guys bought meacar?’ | said, excitement bubbling up into my voice.

Glenn grinned and handed me a zebra-striped key on a purple rabbit’ sfoot key chain. “ The money the
FIB put into it just about equals what we owed you. I'll drive you home. It sastick, and | don’t think
you can handle shifting gears yet with your arm.”

Heart suddenly pounding, | fel into step beside him, scanning thelot. “Which one?’

Glenn pointed, and the sound of my heels on the pavement faltered as| saw thered convertible,
recognizing it. “That'sFrancis scar,” | said, not surewhat | wasfeding.

“That’sokay, isn't it?” Glenn asked, suddenly concerned. “ It was going to be scrapped. You aren't
superdtitious, are you?’

“Um...” | sammered, drawn forward by the shiny red paint. | touched it, feeling the clean smoothness.
Thetop was down, and | turned, smiling. Glenn’ sworried frown eased into relief. “Thank you,” |
whispered, not believing it wasredly mine. It was mine?

Stepslight, | walked to the front, then the back. It had anew vanity plate: runnin’. 1t was perfect. “It's
mine?’ | said, heart racing.

“Goon, getin,” Glenn said, hisface transformed by his pleased enthusiasm.

“It' swonderful,” | said, refusing to cry. No more expired bus passes. No more standing in the cold.
No more disguise charms just so they would pick me up.

| opened the door. The leather seat was warm from the afternoon sun and as smooth as chocolate milk.
The cheerful dinging of the door being opened was heaven. | put in the key, checked that it wasin
neutral, pushed in the clutch, and started it up. The thrum of the engine was freedom itself. | shut the door
and beamed at Glenn. “Redlly?’ | asked, voice cracking.

He nodded, beaming.

| was delighted. With my broken arm, | couldn’t safely manage the gearshift, but | could try dl the



buttons. | turned on the radio, thinking it must be an omen when Madonna thundered out. | turned
“Materia Girl” down and opened the glove box just to see my name on the regigtration. A thick yellow
business-size envelope did out, and | picked it up off the floor.

“I didn’t put that there,” Glenn said, hisvoice carrying anew concern.

| brought it to my nose, my face going dack as | recognized the clean scent of pine. “It'sfrom Trent.”
Glenn straightened. “ Get out of the car,” he said in ahard staccato, every syllable laced with authority.
“Don’t be stupid,” | said. “If he wanted me dead, he wouldn’t have had Quen ball me out.”

Jaw tight, Glenn opened the door. My car started chiming. “Get out. I’ll haveit looked at and bring it
over tomorrow.”

“Glenn...” | cgoled as| opened the envelope and my protestswavered. “Um,” | ssammered. “He snot
trying tokill me, he'spaying me.”

Glenn leaned to see, and | tilted the envelope to him. A muttered oath came from him. “How much is
that, you think?" he asked as | closed it and shoved it in my bag.

“I"'m guessing eighteen thousand.” | tried to be cavdier, ruining it with my trembling fingers. “ It was what
he offered meto clear hisname.” Brushing the hair from my eyes, | looked up. My breath caught. Visble
inthe rearview mirror was Trent’s Gray Ghost limo sitting in thefirelane. 1t hadn’t been there amoment
ago. At leadt, | hadn’t seenit. Trent and Jonathan were standing besideit. Glenn saw where my attention
was and turned.

“Oh,” he said, then a concerned wariness tightened the corners of hiseyes. “Rachd, I’'m going to go over
to the ticket booth right over there...” He pointed. “...and talk to the lady about possibly buying ablock

of seatsfor the FIB’s company picnic next year.” He hesitated, shutting my door with asolid thump. His

dark fingers stood out againgt the bright red paint. “Y ou going to be al right?’

“Yeah.” | pulled my eyesfrom Trent. “Thanks, Glenn. If hekillsme, tell your dad | loved the car.”
A trace of asmile crossed him, and he turned away.

My eyeswere fixed to my rearview mirror as his steps grew faint. Behind me came aroar of fansasthe
game began. | watched Trent have an intent conversation with Jonathan. He left the angry tal man and
ambled dowly to me. His hands werein his pockets and he looked good. Better than good, redlly,
dressed in casud dacks, comfortable shoes, and a cable-knit sweater againgt the dight chill intheair. The
collar of asilk shirt the color of midnight showed behind it, contrasting wonderfully with histan. A tweed
cap shaded his green eyes and kept hisfine hair under control.

He cameto adow halt beside me, his eyes never leaving mine to touch upon the car even once. Feet
scuffing, he haf turned to look at Jonathan. It stuck in my craw that | had helped clear his name. He had
murdered at least two people in less than six months—one of them Francis. And here| was, Sitting in the
dead witch's car.

| said nothing, gripping the whed with my one good hand, my broken arm stting in my lap, reminding
myself that Trent was afraid of me. From the radio, afast-talking announcer took over, and | turned the
radio dmogt off. “I found themoney,” | said asway of gresting.

He squinted a me, then shifted to stand by the side mirror to put hisface in shadow. “Y ou’ re welcome.”



| peered up a him. 1 never said thank you.”

“Y ou're welcome anyway.”

My lips pressed together. Ass.

Trent’ seyes dropped to my arm. “How long until it heal 7’

Surprised, | blinked. “Not long. It was aclean break.” | touched the pain amulet about my neck. “ There
was some muscle damage, though, whichiswhy | can't useit well yet, but they say | don’t need any
therapy. I’ ll be back on the streetsin six weeks.”

“Good. That's good.”

It had been a quick comment—and it was followed by along silence. | sat in my car, wondering what he
wanted. There was ajittery cast to him, his eyebrows a shade too high. Hewasn't afraid, and he wasn't
worried. | couldn’t tell what he wanted. “Piscary said our fathers worked together,” | said. “Was he

lying®?
The sun glinted on Trent’ swhite hair as he shook his head. “No.”

A diver of ice dropped down my spine. | licked my lips and brushed a spot of dust from the steering
whed. “Doingwhat?’ | asked casudly.

“Comework for me, and I'll tell you.”

My eyeswent to his. “Y ou are athief, a cheat, amurderer, and anot-nice-man,” | said camly. | don’t
likeyou.”

He shrugged, the motion making him look utterly harmless. “I’'m not athief,” he said. “And | don't mind
manipulating you into working for mewhen | need it.” He smiled, showing me perfect tegth. “I enjoy it,
actudly.”

| felt my facewarm. “Y ou are so full of yoursdf, Trent,” | said, wishing | could shift the car into reverse
and drive over hisfoot.

His smile widened.
“What?' | demanded.
“You cdled me by my first name. | like that.”

| opened my mouith, then closed it. “ So throw a party and invite the Pope. My dad may have worked for
your dad, but you are scum, and the only reason I’m not throwing your money back in your faceisa, |
earned it, and b, | need something to live on while | recover from injuries gained from keeping your ass
out of prison!”

Hiseyeswere glinting in amusement, and it made me furious. “Thank you for clearing my name,” hesaid.
He went to touch my car, stopping as | made an ugly noisein warning. He turned the motion into seeing if
Jonathan had moved. He hadn’t. Glenn, too, was watching us.

“Just forget it, okay?’ | said. “I went after Piscary to save my mom'’slife, not yours.”

“Thank you anyway. If it means anything, I’m sorry now for putting you in thet rat pit.”



| tilted my head to see him, holding the hair out of my face asthe wind gusted. “ And you think that means
anythingto me?’ | said tightly. Then | squinted. He was dmost jiggling where he stood. What was up
withhim?

“Scoot over,” hefindly said, looking at the empty seat besde me.
| stared a him. “What?’

Helooked past me to Jonathan and back. “1 want to drive your car. Scoot over. Jon never letsme drive.
He saysit’ sbeneath me.” Helooked over a Glenn skulking besde apillar. “Unless you would rather
have an FIB detective drive you home &t the posted speed limit?’

Surprise kept the anger out of my voice. “You can drive astick?’
“Better than you.”

| looked at Glenn, then back to Trent. | dowly sank back into the seet. “ Tell you what,” | said, my
eyebrowsrisng. “Y ou can drive me home if we keep to one topic on the way.”

“Your father?” he guessed, and | nodded. | was getting used to this dedl-with-a-demon business.

Trent put his hands back in his pockets and rocked back and forth once on his hedlsin thought. Bringing
his attention from the blue sky, he nodded.

“| do not believe I’'m doing this,” | muttered as | threw my bag in the back and awkwardly shifted over
the gear stick to the other seat. Taking my red Howlers cap off, | wound my hair up into abun and
jammed the hat back on against the coming wind.

Glenn had started forward, dowing as | waved good-bye to him. Shaking his head asif in dishdlief, he
turned and went back inside the bal I park.

| buckled my belt as Trent opened the door and did into the front. He adjusted the mirrors, then revved
the engine twice before pushing in the clutch and shifting it into firdt. | braced mysdf againgt the dash, but
he eased forward as smoothly asif he parked carsfor aliving.

While Jonathan hurriedly got into the limo, | snuck aglance a Trent. My eyes narrowed as he took it
upon himsdlf to fiddle with the radio while a astoplight, not moving even when it turned green. | was
ready to smack him for messing with my radio when he found a station playing Takataand turned it up.
Peeved, | hit the set button.

Thetraffic Sgna changed from green to yellow, and he sent the car legping through the intersection,
dipping ahead of oncoming traffic amid squedling tires and horns. Teeth gritted, | sworeif hewrecked my
car before | had achanceto, I'd sue hisass.

“I won't work for you again,” | said as he gave the irate drivers behind him afriendly wave and merged
onto expressway traffic. My anger hesitated as| redlized he had intentionally sat through the green light
so that Jonathan would be forced to wait until it changed again.

| looked a Trent in dishdief. Seeing my understanding, hefloored it. A shiver of excitement struck me as
he shot me aquick smile, the wind pulling his short hair to hide the green of hiseyes. “If that helpsyou
deep, Ms. Morgan, please, continue to believe s0.”

Thewind tugged a me, and | closed my eyes againg the sun, feding the pavement hum al the way to my
bones. Tomorrow I’ d start thinking about how | was going to get out of my agreement with Algdiarept,



remove the demon mark, get Nick unbound as my familiar, and live with avampire who wastrying to
hide that she was practicing again. Right now | was riding shotgun to Cincinnati’ s most powerful bachelor
with eighteen thousand six dollars and fifty-seven centsin my pocket. And no one was going to stop us

from speeding.
Not abad week’ swork, all things considered.
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1953 Watson and Crick discover the DNA double-helix modd. Collaborating with
Rosalind Franklin, they use Cold War funding for their own research instead of for
space and unconventiona wegpon development. This greatly advancesthe
understanding of genetic manipulation as the US deve ops genetic wegpons instead
of nuclear. Space exploration fizzles out.

1958 Rosdind Franklin continues her research, helping to push genetic understanding up
for the following twenty years and giving us awealth of genetically produced drugs
in the 1960s.

1962 Genetic insulin becomesreadily available.

1966-1969 Turn beginsand ends. The T4 Angel virustrangported by atomato designed to
feed the people of the third worlds.

1979 Ivy and Trent are born.

1980 Kigtenishborn.

1981 Rachel isborn. Persona computers become available.

1995 Trent and Rachdl'sfathersdie. Leon Bairn quitsthe|.S. and is assassinated to

keep hisfindings quiet.
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1997 Rachel graduates High School and starts classes at atwo-year schoal.

1999-2003 Rachd internswith thel.S.

2001 Ivy joinsthel.S. asafull runner after graduating from afour-year course of study.
2003 Rachd and Ivy work together during Rachd'slast year as an intern.

2006 Rachd quitsthel.S.
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Of Vampires—Living and Not So Living

Published in conjunction with Cincinnati’ s FIB Inderland Department;
FIB Inderlander Handbook, issue 7.23

By Rachd Morga

Even before the Turn, vampires have held aplacein literature as figures of power and terror, lusting after
both our blood and will. They're capable of horrific actionswith no sense of remorse, ingtilling humans
and Inderlanders dlike with aheglthy respect born in fear. But even more dangerous than ahungry
vampireistrying to confront oneinignorance. It iswith thisin mind that | agreed to put on paper the
distinctions that separate the big-bad-ugly wannabes from the redlly big-bad-uglies. Both can kill you, but
if you know their limitsand ligbilities, this very powerful, manipulative branch of the Inderland family can
be understood and handled in a successful manner. And if that fails, shoot ‘em until they stop moving.

Living vampires are either high-blood—vampires conceived within aliving vampire and therefore having
an inactive vampire virusfixed into their fetal genome to modify their development, or
low-blood—humans bitten by an undead and existing in atenuous, hafway-turned status. Only an
undead vampire has the active form of the virusthat can infect ahuman. The virus happily settlesitsalf
within cells of the blood-producing bone marrow of its new host and immediately goes dormant. Very
little of the vampire s abilities or liabilities are imparted to the hapless human.

Bitten humans haf-turned are a the bottom of the vampiric rung, congtantly currying the favor of their
undead siresfor achance to ingest more of hisor her blood in the hopes of achieving ahigher level of
vampire characterigtics. With their human teeth, human frailties, and lacking any blood lust but in their
imaginations, they’ re little more than awilling source of blood to the undead and an object of hidden
ridicule to the rest of Inderland.

Low-blood vampiresrightly livein fear that the undead who feed on them will become cardless and
accidentdly kill them, conveniently forgetting to finish the job and bring them back as an undead. And
whereas a high-blood vampire is born with status that he or she carriesinto vampiric death, low-blood
vampires must fight for theirs. They can be very dangerousiif they start to overcompensate, becoming
ruthless to measure up to their Sire’ sexpectations. Just punch them in the gut, and they’ Il fdl like any
other human.
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The other extreme of the vampiric existence are the true undead. These are the soulless, aluring vampires
who exigt only to satisfy their carna urges, and it’ stheir incredible strength coupled with their utter
disregard for life that makes them such athrest. They experience no compassion or empathy, yet retain
al their memories; they remember ties of love, but they don’t remember why they love. It sadead
emotion, and in my limited experience, it brings untold grief to the living they interact with and once cared
for.

The liabilities of the undead are few, and while they have lost their souls, many don’'t consider that a
drawback but ablessing. If sanctified, crosses caninflict real damage on undead tissue, but it'sacharm
that causesthe hurt, not areligious belief. Bringing out acrosswill mogt likely only irritate avampire, not
get him or her to back down, so have something more potent to follow it up with.

In theory, the charm to burn undead flesh can be put into any bit of redwood or silver, but the magicis
older than agriculture, and those that craft the spell—be they human or witch—ins st the charm won't
stick to anything but across. Persondly, | wouldn't trust anything but asanctified crossto distract a
vampirein atight Situation.

I’ve found that unblessed artifacts of any religion are little more than abother, ticking off the undead with
the reminder that because their soul has dready moved on, therewill be nothing to carry their awareness
to ahigher plane when their body fails again. Undead vampires are intimately awarethat if their body

dies, not only will their spark of life cease, but that it will be asif it had never existed, athought intolerable
to the immortaity-seeking vampires.

It swith the undead that light becomes aliability. The virusthat alows vampiresto continue hisor her
existence after the loss of their soul is rendered inactive by light, and they will undergo a sadly
un-drameatic deeth. However, if the big-bad-ugly falsto the ground in anything lessthan full sunlight,
shoot ‘em before you go seeif he or sheisredly down. They’ll moveif they’ re still conscious. Trust me
on this—damn the paperwork, and just shoot them. Twice.

Only the undead are capable of bespelling an unwilling person, luring them into astate of bliss by way of
sophiticated pheromones. Thisis perhaps the most dangerous aspect of the undead and should be
treated with the utmost caution. Don't bother averting your eyes; it won't help and only pushes ahungry
vampire s buttons. Fear isablood aphrodisiac; try not to make thingsworse.

Fortunately, unless you have pissed the undead off or are quivering in terror, they will likely ignore you as
asource of blood. The undead are fastidious in choosing their blood partners and will generally target
living vampiresto avoid legd battleswith humans. A word of caution: luring and betraying humansto their
ruin with false promises gives the undead afeding of lustful domination that stirsthem amost asmuch as
the blood. Try not to get involved.

The newly undead can be very crue to those they don't fear or once loved, but with timethey regaina
veneer of mordity, most attaining eegant socid skillsto beguile and charm. It sdl the better to eat you
with, my dear, so be careful. A good rule of thumb isthe nicer avampireis, the more depraved he or she
can be.

Astheir sophistication grows, an undead vampire' slust for domination mixes equaly with their desirefor
blood, making the blood of the betrayed far sweeter than the blood of the merely stupid. The older the
vampire, thelonger and more emotionally devagtating the hunt can be on the hunted. The “long hunt” isa
skill that even living vampires unconscioudy practice.

Caught between the living and the undead are the high-blood living vampires, existing in astate of grace
mogt other vampires envy. They embody the best of both worlds and are the cherished living children of



the undead, both protected and plagued, loved and abused, warped, manipulated, and coddled by the
undead who hunt and feed upon them.

High-blood living vampires are not bitten but born with the vampire virus dready having molded them
into astate of in-between. Asaresult, high-blood living vampires possess an increased strength and
reflexes, better hearing, and an incredible sense of smell al of which fal between norma human and an
undead vampire. Even moretdling isthat they can bespell the willing, becoming deedly if their lust for
blood overridestheir other emotions.

Fortunately, the blood lust in aliving high-blood vampire doesn't kick in until puberty, and even though
they don't need blood to remain sane as the undead do, the dormant virus doesimpart acraving for it.
Y ou can spot living vampires by their magnetic persondity and their sharp canines, but don't rely on the
teeth as they can be capped.

Because the virusisfixed into their DNA, living high-blood vampires are guaranteed to become an
undead even if they die with every last drop of blood in them. If you accidentdly kill aliving vampire, be
respons ble and call an ambulance before the sun comes up. They have theright to settle their affairseven
if they might want to take you out later. Chances are good that if you gpologize, they may thank you for
ending their firgt life.

Living vampires possess rank based on bloodlines both living and dead, sometimes stretching back
generaions. Thisgives many of the more affluent living vampiresa“princein waiting” status honored by
al wise vampires and should be honored by you. A blood sire often chartsthe path of hisliving children
with the careful sudy of breeding thoroughbreds, so if you insult aliving vampire, you may hear about it
from their master. Whether you agree with their lifestyle or not, you should respect someone who was
around at the signing of the Declaration of Independence.

Through the generations, living and undead vampires have evolved many waysto capture and keep a
ready supply of companionship and blood, most of which hinge on pheromones both conscioudy and
unconscioudy emitted. Supporting the pheromonesis averitable cocktail of neurotransmitters and
endorphin-inducing compoundsin the saliva of avampire. With any bite, the compounds settle into the
tissue surrounding the wound, and when stimulated, even yearslater, may cause pain to be recognized as
pleasure. Don't befooled. It'satrap.

With experience, avampire can senstize the bite so that they are the only vampire able to stimulate the
scar, effectively preventing easy poaching from another vampire s stable. The person is mentaly bound to
the vampire and is called ashadow. A shadow belonging to aliving vampireis generdly cared for, though
there saggnificant loss of will.

If bitten and left unbound, there’ s no dependency upon any particular vampire and life can soon return to
normd. However, if enough vampire sdiva has been introduced into the wound, thevictimisleftina
dangerous state where they are highly susceptible to vampire pheromones without the usua |oss of will.
These unbound shadows are dmost irresistible to avampire’ sblood lust, and if not under astrong
vampire s protection, they’ re taken asfair game for any vampire. Unclaimed shadows have avery short
life expectancy, passed from vampireto vampire until they losefirg their individudity and then their
vitdity, dying done and unmourned.

For better or worse, vampires are here, living among us but forever apart. When on the streets,
knowledgeisthe ultimate weapon, and it’ s up to you to protect yoursdlf from the dangers engendered by
contact with vampires. They will always be ready to play upon our desire for perfect love, and the
dangers that seeking out that perfect love in ignorance can lead to your death or worse. | hope that |

have frightened you enough to be careful and given you enough knowledge to redize that vampires are



the ultimate predator of mind and body. The danger liesin that they’ re more human than human, and for
that they deserve our respect and understanding.

© 2004 Kim Harrison.
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By Rachd Morga

Pixies and fairies have lived among humansfor longer than any other Inderland group, but lessisknown
about them than any of their larger kin. For ages, artists and poets have tried to capture the distinctions
between them gained in glimpses, ultimatdly faling short as both branches worked to preserve the truth of
their existences. Now that they live among us openly, it’ stime to recognize the differencesin these two
highly inventive groups of citizens so that we may treat them with the respect they deserve.

To the uninformed, pixies and fairies might be considered the same species with minor changesin size
and wings. Nothing could be further from the truth, and the easiest way to incur the anger of either of
these resilient peoplesisto say 0. Pixies epecidly have an incredible culture, and understanding thiswill
lead to agreater appreciation of what motivates them.

Pixies have dragonfly-like wings and are dightly smdler than their fairy kin, coming in at about four
inches. Ther faster metabolism and hard wings make them wickedly fast, necessitating adiet of mainly
nectar and pollen, supplementing it with the odd bit of meat before hibernation. A sustained temperature
bel ow forty-five degrees Fahrenheit will drop them into atorpid state that is unwise to break until spring.

They invariably marry for love and are said to die of heartache when their spouse passeson. Their life
gpan isfifteen to twenty years, largely hinging upon their living conditions. Children are born in twos or
threes, gestation being about sx months depending on the season and the availability of food.

Big familiesareindicative of agood provider and anurturing mother, giving the entire pixy clan status
snceit takesalarge plot of land to support many children. It's not uncommon for thefirst year or two of
children to belost because of bad conditions and the inability to defend against encroaching fairies. Deeth
during hibernation is another constant threst to the very young and very old, but a pixy can expect a
hedlthy life once they makeit past thefirst few years.

Tradition dictates that children are named after their father, the €ldest having short names, the youngest
given longer, more eaboratetitles. Children leave to Sart their own gardens when about nine, shortly
after puberty, though if aparent isailing, an older child may assume responsibility of a successful garden.

When lured into paying jobs, pixies usetheir naturd talentsto excel in survelllance, cameramaintenance,
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and genera sneaking around. They will not work as gardenersfor anyone but themselves. Though loya
and honest to afault with those they respect, will lielike the devil to those they don't, and friendships
mean more to them than lifeitsdf.

Siver will burn pixies skin, acting like apoison should it get into their blood system, whereupon the
aurviva rate dropsto dmost nil. Pixy dust is <till much of an enigma, but shedding dust isasign of high
emotions and can act asan irritant on human and Inderland skin, much like poisonivy. A lesser-known
aspect of pixy dust isitsability to clot blood, an adaptation necessary for sword-toting gardenerswho
can afford little blood loss before going comatose.

Mogt pixieslivein the country since gardens sophisticated enough to support agrowing clan are
understandably scarce within city limits, but once established, an eaborate city garden is safer than onein
the country and vigoroudy defended. It' s the rare pixy who is attracted to the danger and excitement of
living among people ahundred times larger than they are, but the safety found within the city is often lure
enough to risk starvation.

Even city-living pixies avoid people, generdly, existing on the fringes as citizenswithout rights or
responsibilities to the point where they’ re actudly considered an expense, not an employee, when
working for thel.S. They cannot hold property and have no legd rights. It' sasituation that pixies
promote, preferring to swallow the indignities heaped upon them by their fellow Inderlanders and humans
30 they can remain free to settle their much more pressing differences with fairies usng a sword rather
than in the humar/Inderland-run courts.

Pixies arein congtant conflict for territory with the larger, more aggressive fairies. If you see apixy
wearing red, they’ re out of their territory and not looking for trouble. It sasign of truce. Don't ask them
toviolaeit; you'll likely get pixed and spend the rest of the day with abad case of hives.

Despitetheir small size and fun-loving, peaceful appearance, pixieswill not hesitate to kill fairiesin
defense of peoplethey carefor or to defend their territory. And they’ re good at it. Their natural skills of
subterfuge, quickness, and their mindset of putting their own beliefs above thelaw could lend itself toa
life of crime, but apixy isat hisor her best in the garden. They could rule the world through fear if they
wished, but dl apixy desresisasmal plot of land and theright to defend it. I’ ve never heard of apixy
harming a person other than making their life miserablein retdiation for adight or insult. In their minds,
we re smply below notice, not worth the risk of attracting ahuman or Inderland court and changing the
status quio.

Fairies also keep to themsalves, but they’ re far more likely to hire out for questionable jobs for large pay.
Their smal sze and inward-directed morals make them very effective ns, o don’t mistake small
with harmless. They have butterfly-like wings and ad ower metabolism, but their ability to float high
unseen for long periods seemsto be agood tradeoff for the faster but more caorically expensiveflying
that pixies are capable of.

Fairiestend to shun citiesaswell, but adolescents of both sexes will brave the streetsto set up packsin
parks or green spaces, looking for adventure and a chance to prove themselves and earn the right to start
afamily. Might makesright istheir mentality, compared to the individual morasguiding pixies decisons.

Being insectivores, fairies often vie for the same space as pixies, bringing the two speciesinto conflict.
They could exist peacefully on the same territory but for afairy’ stendency to ruin an areain search of
food. The balance of power isfairly equd, with fairies being larger—coming in a about six inches—but
dower. Faries share pixies dlergic reaction to silver, and they migrate to Mexico with monarch butterflies
for the winter instead of hibernating. Not much is known about their homelife asusudly dl but young
males shun contact with anyone larger than they.



Despitetheir smal size, pixies and fairies are potentialy dangerous and can cause untold grief when
insulted or dighted. Treat them with respect, and these deservedly proud, intelligent members of
Inderland will respond with professonaism and grace.

© 2004 Kim Harrison.

E-book Extra

Music asMy Inspiration

Okay, alittle explanation might bein order. My muse existsin music. Logic maps the story, but music
givesit its soul and sends my charactersin directionsthat surprise even me.

What I’'m left with is an eclectic handful of songs that—in my thoughts—relate to certain scenes or more
typicaly, relationships between characters. Some authors cast their books with popular actors or
actresses. (Which | do have someideas about, by the way.) But I’ d rather cast the music asit connects
more directly to my creative process. Below are afew of the songs| think suit the Hollows.

RACHEL

The songsI’vefound that | fed relate to Rachel cover awonderfully wide span. Most recently, | found
“Save Yoursdf” from Stabbing Westward. “ Passive’ off A Perfect Circle's eMOTION isagood one,
too, though I’'m torn yet asto whom el seit relates to. A reader named Dash suggested “Magic Carpet
Ride’” by Steppenwolf, and though he didn’t mention Rachdl, | think it fits her pretty well. I'd be willing to
make it her theme song for awhile. (grin) As her story progresses, Nine Inch Nail’s“Downin It” hasa
gpecial meaning, asdoes“Kindal Want To” and “Sin.” “Suicide Note” by Johnette Napolitano on the
Underworld sound-track has begun to cast shadows on vy and Rachd’ s ever-evolving, complex
relationship. And “Thinking of You,” by A Perfect Circle, haswhispers of Rachel init. But asto whom
sheis surrendering, she hasn't told me yet. There are so many choices that woman has to make, so many
paths she could walk. As she finds hersdf pulled deeper into the Hollow’ s underworld, “ Fields of
Innocence” by Evanescence seemsto fit more and more.

\A4

Ivy’s character is one of the most complex I’ ve ever tried to sketch with my pen, and she' sclaimed a
correspondingly large portion of music. | understand her motivations, but she remainsamystery to even
me & times, aconfusng mix of human vulnerabilities and vampiric drives. Most recently, Mooncat
introduced me to awonderful band, Stabbing Westward, and their track “What Do | have To Do?’ is
scrumptiousat naling Ivy’sinner dilemma,

“Faint” by Linkin Park, “ Silhouettes’ by Smile Empty Soul, and * Everybody’s Fool” were al suggested
by readers, and now that I’ ve had a chance to get agood listen, | wholeheartedly agree. Recently a
reader named Jane introduced meto Kip Winger’ s music, and though dmost the entire disc, Songs from
the Ocean Floor, has shadows of the Hollowsinit, “Faster” haslvy dl over it. NiN's“ Terriblelie”
“Sanctified,” and “ Something | Can Never Have’ are good matchesto the plot lines, too. “ Gravity,” by
A Perfect Circle, isagood fit, too, but it’ sabit too collected. It's not quite confused enough. And
though it won’t make much sense until you read the second book, Evanescence' s“Away from M€’ gave
me chillsat how closeit fit vy’ s predicament. Dash suggested “Mary Jane’ sLast Dance’ by Tom Petty
and the Heartbreakers as bringing to mind Ivy, arelation | agree with.
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Ivy’seventud fall from gracel first heard in Duran Duran’s, “ Save a Prayer.” (Okay, nhow you're
laughing a me or sitting there with a puzzled ook wondering who Duran Duranis. | told you it was an
eclectic stack of music.) And | saw who pushed her into faling after hearing Evanescence' s“Going
Under.”

JENKS

Track ten on the Ocean’ s Eleven soundtrack, “ Planting the Seed,” fits Jenksflitting about as a gardener.
Thanksto Tim from Tennessee, | found “Peter Gunn” done by Henry Mancini. It fitsfantastically. (Think
The Blues Brothers.) Jenks s son Jax getsinto trouble thanksto “Red-Tape’ from Agent Provocateur,
whichisaso on the Underworld sound-track though we won'’t see that for ages. And please don't write
to tell methe songisn't redly about little thieves. Ingpiration iswhereyou find it.

KISTEN

“Thinking of You,” by A Perfect Circle, ssemsto fit Kisten. Whether this means he will end up with
Rachd or whether sheisgoing to remain one of Kisten's unresolved conquests, | honestly don’t know
yet. Also from A Perfect Circleis“Weak and Powerless.” Right now the song issmply smmering inthe
back of my head, but I’'m sureit’ sgoing to fit somewhere with Kigten. (Sigh... I'm starting to like the guy
despite my better judgment.) But the best fit for him I’ ve found so far is“Never Say Never” from Queens
of the Stone Age off the Punisher soundtrack The depth of that piece is hidden by the ego-testical
attitude of the refrain—just like Kisten’ s depth is shrouded under a carefully constructed front to disarm
and beguile. NiN's*The Only Time” fitsaplot linethat Kisteniswiggling hisway into.

TRENT

Thanksto areader who smply identified himsdlf as*afan from the Southeast,” | have found a piece of
music off the Queen of the Damned soundtrack that | think fits Trent Kalamack fairly well, especidly the
lyricsthat Stephanie McKay sings. Try track 13, “Excess’ by Tricky. If Trent believesin anything, it's
people. “ Guilty” by Gravity Killsisgood, too. | think Dash brought that oneto my attention. “The
American Way” by The Crystal Method fitswell. Thanks, Beyari, for suggesting | listen to that one!

PISCARY

A fdlow music aficionado suggested “ Sympathy for the Devil” by The Rolling Stones, and after playing it
to death, | redlized it cast wonderful shadows on Piscary, one of Cincinnati’s Master vampires. “Pet” and
“Lullaby” by A Perfect Circle strike close to home with Piscary aswell. Piscary’ s restaurant after Kisten
assumes management— we won't see thisfor sometime, but it happens—bringsto mind Rob Zombi€'s
“Living Dead Girl.” Think line-dancing vampires. Y es, line-dancing vampires. | only hope Rob will
forgiveme.

Nick

It took awhile, but I'm findly nailing down afew pieces of music that | can relate to Nick. From Kip
Winger comes* Sure was aWildflower” and “ Crash theWall.” “ That'sWhat | Get” from NiN works
redlly well, too.

SEDUCTION

Asthe plotlines progress, I'm finding myself collecting afew pieces of music of seduction, and in the spirit
of avoiding spailers, I’'m not saying yet to whom they relate. Dipping wara-a-ay back, | found Sting's*“I
Burn for You,” which has ahidden thread of evil init and acrystdline purity that makesit adelicious
threat. Kip Winger has one here, too, with “ Two Lovers Stand” as does Evanescence with “Evenin



Degth,” whichisterribly tragic. But | have yet to find a more seductive piece of music than “New Years
Prayer” by Jeff Buckley off his Sketches for My Sweetheart Drunk. Y ou may have heard it before as
it' sused asthe beginning music for The Dead Zone, but the redl thing is oh-so-much more (languorous
dretch) seductive. Also from Jeff Buckley is“Youand 1” and “Lilac Wine’ which hasdl the markings of
an old jazz song.

THE EVER-AFTER

| found, thanks to The-Guy-In-The-L esther-Jacket, a piece of music that just about blew me away with

how close it soundsto my idea of the ever-after: A Perfect Circle sremake of Lennon's“Imagine.”
Think of ared-smeared sky and abroken city skyline, and just try not to shiver.

FINAL NOTES

| recently ran into an entire abum that just about blew me away in how many tracks related to story lines
| was developing. It dso made meaNiN fan, something | redly didn’t expect. The entire dbum Pretty
Hate Machine hasfound a placein the Hollows for me, and every song but the last easily relatesto a
developing or crumbling relationship from my books.

Almost the entire soundtrack for Underworld seemsto have found aplacein the Hollows. RCV 22:20
by Puscifer speaksto me of Kisten'slong-ago relationship with vy before she met Rachel and went on
the wagon, so to speak.

When they are pulling the last job at the end of Dead Witch Walking bringsto mind “Rehumanize

Yoursdlf” from Sting. And since I’ m tripping down the paths of good 80’ s music, whenever | hear Phil
Callinss“Long, Long Way to Go” dl | seeisRachd driving acrossthe bridge into Cincinneti, the sun
going down with the sky dl pink and blue, the wind in her hair and the concern for an entire city in her

eyes.

Onalast note, “My Immortd” by Evanescenceisfiguring into the grand scheme of things. Even | can't
seeyet how al my characters rationshipswill be built before they can fall apart from tragic stupidity
and pride. But the power and depth of that piece of music hasleft amark on me and won't let go.

© 2004 Kim Harrison, http://mww.kimharrison.net/
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