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  Chapter One


The Vault That Should Never Have Opened
The Silent Alarm
The alarm did not ring through Draven Keep. 
No bell disturbed the sleeping fortress. No horn sounded from the watchtowers. No soldier woke to the scrape of boots in the barracks or the shouted certainty of invasion. The warning belonged to older magic than iron bells and human-made signals. It moved through blood, slipping beneath skin and bone until it found the one man still bound to the deepest oath beneath the mountain.
Lord Aric Draven woke with his hand buried in the carved oak frame of his bed.
Splinters lay scattered across the floor where his fingers had shifted halfway into claws. For one measured breath he remained still, listening to the chamber around him. Wind pressed against the tall windows. Fire slept low in the hearth. The fortress above and around him remained quiet.
Then the second pulse came.
Cold iron.
Burned honey.
Open stone.
Aric rose before the thought finished forming.
The Blood Forge Vault.
He pulled a black robe over his shoulders and crossed the room barefoot, leaving the ruined bedframe behind him. The dragon under his skin stirred with a violent urge to become teeth, wing, and flame. Aric forced it down with practiced discipline. Panic had never protected a House. Rage had ruined more than it saved.
Three knocks sounded at the chamber door.
Precise. Controlled. Familiar.
“Enter,” Aric said.
Rowan Vale stepped inside without a lamp. The witchfire in the corridor behind him cast blue-white light over his long gray hair, which hung loose around his shoulders instead of being tied at the nape as usual. That alone told Aric enough. Rowan valued order even in private. If he had come unbound and armed, the old man already understood that something had gone wrong where ordinary eyes could not see.
“You felt it,” Rowan said.
“Yes.”
“The wardens have reported nothing.”
“They would not have felt this.”
Rowan’s face tightened, but he did not ask the useless question. He had been advisor to three generations of Draven rulers, and he knew the difference between an alarm meant for guards and one meant for blood.
Aric stepped into the corridor.
The fortress recognized him as he walked. Witchfire brightened along the walls, revealing black stone polished by centuries of servants’ hands and dragon heat. Portraits lined the passage, every Draven ruler painted in formal severity, each face arranged as if history were a burden best carried without visible strain.
Aric did not look at his father’s portrait when they passed it.
He knew exactly where it hung.
Some ghosts needed no invitation.
Servants flattened themselves against the walls. Guards saluted silently. No one asked where he was going because the lower corridors of Draven Keep answered that question before words could. The deeper Aric and Rowan descended, the colder the air became. Warmth vanished first. Then the scent of cedar and beeswax gave way to damp stone, old metal, and the mineral silence of the mountain.
Two hereditary wardens waited before the first vault gate, both pale and kneeling.
“My lord,” one began.
Aric lifted a hand.
The warden stopped.
Aric placed his palm against the dragon-iron door. Runes ignited beneath his skin, red at first, then white around the edges. The gate recognized him and opened inward with a slow grinding sound that carried through the soles of his feet.
Nothing appeared broken.
That disturbed him more than ruin would have.
He descended the spiral stair in silence, Rowan following several steps behind. The second gate waited beneath the mountain, deep enough that even dragon hearing could not catch the ordinary life of the keep above.
This gate had never accepted keys.
It had no hinges, no visible lock, no seam wide enough for a blade. It answered only to inherited Draven authority and to a few blood-bound oaths old enough to have become part of the House’s bones. It did not forgive force. It did not bargain. It recognized, or it destroyed.
Tonight, the second gate stood open.
Not shattered.
Not scorched.
Open.
Aric stopped.
The dragon inside him went very still.
Rowan came to a halt behind him. “Impossible.”
“No,” Aric said quietly. “Only deliberate.”
He crossed the threshold.
The Blood Forge Vault lay beyond, smaller than outsiders would have imagined and more severe than treasure deserved. No gold filled it. No crowns glittered in ceremonial cases. No weapons hung on the walls waiting for a king’s hand. Seven rings of covenant script surrounded a single black pedestal at the center of the chamber. Dragon runes formed the outer circles. Bloodsmith markings wound through the inner ones, their shapes thinner, older, and harder to follow with the eye.
The pedestal stood empty.
For several seconds, Aric did not move.
The Blood Seal was gone.
Rowan made a sound behind him, not quite a breath and not quite a prayer.
Aric stepped into the first ring. The runes glowed beneath his bare feet and then dimmed, accepting him without warning. He crossed the second and the third. Each ring remained intact. No defensive magic had discharged. No blood stained the stone. No scorched marks marred the pedestal or the walls.
Whoever had come here had not broken into the vault.
The vault had let them in.
Aric crouched beside the pedestal. A faint dusting of pale powder lay near the base, barely visible against the polished black floor. He touched two fingers to it and rubbed it carefully.
Lock ash.
Professional.
A thief’s tool.
Human-sized footprints crossed the dust near the eastern wall. Light step. Balanced weight. No hesitation. Whoever had entered knew exactly where to place each foot.
“Selene Ash,” Rowan said.
Aric looked toward the footprints but did not answer.
Selene Ash had robbed vampire courts, fae collectors, witch magistrates, and supernatural patrons arrogant enough to believe locked doors were substitutes for intelligence. She had stolen from monsters and left them alive to be embarrassed by it. That alone made her famous. That she had survived long enough to become a rumor made her dangerous.
The marks could belong to her.
They almost certainly did.
That was not the same as the truth.
Aric stood and looked over the vault again. He reached toward the old magic in the walls, toward the residue every entry should have left behind. The vault answered him with a cold silence. Not confusion. Not outrage.
Acceptance.
His jaw tightened.
Near the eastern wall, a thread of crimson silk had caught against a rough edge of stone. He removed it carefully. Ash-madder dye. Fine quality. Striking enough to be remembered. Exactly the sort of detail storytellers gave to Selene Ash when they wanted the tale to feel expensive.
Too deliberate.
He closed his fist around the thread and burned it to ash against his palm.
Rowan watched him. “You believe she entered.”
“I believe she reached this chamber.”
“You believe someone opened it for her.”
“I know someone did.”
The words carried no heat, and because of that, they landed harder.
Rowan’s expression did not change. “The Council will demand answers.”
“They will receive them when I decide which answers do not help our enemies.”
“If House Voss learns the Seal is gone before we control the story, they will accuse Draven of weakness.”
“Let them.”
Rowan’s eyes sharpened. “That is not a minor danger.”
“No,” Aric said. “It is a useful one. Men reveal more when they think they smell weakness.”
He turned once more toward the empty pedestal.
The Blood Seal was no simple relic. Bloodsmiths had forged it centuries before the Council of Embers, before House Draven became first among equals, before the Great Houses learned to call their pride law. Its original covenant had bound dragons to shared limits. Later rulers had corrupted that foundation, layering emergency authority, inherited command, and obedience clauses over what should have been restraint.
Aric had inherited the Seal five years ago.
He had refused to use it.
That refusal had not made it safe.
“Seal the lower keep,” he said.
Rowan bowed his head. “And the household?”
“No public accusation. No panic. No council summons yet.”
“My lord, the longer we wait—”
“The longer our traitor believes I am hunting only Selene Ash.”
Rowan fell silent.
Aric glanced toward him.
The old advisor’s shoulders eased by less than a breath, then stilled again. It was not enough to condemn him. It was barely enough to notice.
Aric noticed.
“Have Tamsin review every blood-bound oath attached to this vault,” he said.
Rowan’s gaze lifted. “Every oath?”
“Every one.”
“Some belong to honored dead. Some to living servants of this House.”
“Then the honored dead will not object, and the living will survive scrutiny.”
Rowan’s mouth tightened almost imperceptibly. “As you command.”
Aric walked toward the open gate. The mountain seemed colder now, though the wards remained intact and the enemy had already gone.
Behind him, the empty pedestal waited in the center of seven unbroken circles.
A thief had entered his vault.
But a trusted hand had opened the door.
The Hidden Forge
Miles from Draven Keep, beneath the northern quarter of the human city, Selene Ash pressed her bleeding thumb against a brick wall and waited for her father’s magic to decide whether it still remembered her.
The abandoned railway tunnel smelled of rust, wet stone, and old smoke. Somewhere overhead, human trains moved along active lines, sending low tremors through the earth. Humans had forgotten this passage existed. That had always been one of their more useful habits.
The brick drank the blood.
For one breath nothing happened.
Then red light spread through the mortar in thin, branching lines.
Selene exhaled slowly. “There you are.”
The wall opened inward.
She slipped inside carrying a bundle wrapped in black cloth. The chamber beyond had not changed in thirteen years. Dust covered the workbench. The small forge in the corner remained cold, its mouth packed with gray ash. Hooks on the wall held rusted tools that had once fit her father’s hands. A cracked cup still sat near a tray of metal filings, exactly where he had left it the last time he brought her here.
Her throat tightened before she could stop it.
She hated that. Grief should have become more disciplined after thirteen years. It should have learned to arrive by invitation.
Selene set the wrapped bundle on the central stone table and forced herself to breathe through her nose.
The cloth unfolded with a soft rasp.
The Blood Seal lay beneath it.
It was smaller than legend deserved, a palm-sized disc of black dragon iron surrounding a dark central crystal. At first glance the crystal looked like clotted blood trapped under glass. Then the light shifted, and Selene saw depth inside it, a red-black glow banked far below the surface. Runes moved along the iron rim, some angular and draconic, others slender in the old Bloodsmith hand. When she tried to focus on one marking, another altered at the edge of her vision.
Her injured thumb throbbed.
She held her hand above the Seal without touching it.
Warmth rose to meet her.
Not heat.
Recognition.
Selene snatched her hand back. “No.”
The word sounded too loud in the dead forge.
The crystal pulsed once.
A slow red beat answered from somewhere beneath the metal.
Selene stepped away from the table until her back struck the workbench. Her father’s old cup rattled, and she caught it before it fell. For a moment she held the chipped thing in both hands, absurdly careful.
Her father had drunk bitter tea from that cup while teaching her how to listen to locks. He used to say every mechanism had a mood if one had the patience to learn it. Her mother had laughed at that and said metal did not have moods, only memory.
Selene set the cup down with more care than the world deserved.
“You do not get to know me,” she told the Seal.
It pulsed again.
She opened her satchel and drew out her mother’s journal. The leather cover had cracked at the spine, and silver thread held several pages together where fire had eaten the edges. Selene turned to the warning she had read so often that the words had begun to feel carved inside her own skull.
If the Seal wakes beneath conquest, the oldest scar answers first.
She had believed she understood that line.
The Seal was dangerous. Dragons were worse. Hide it, weaken it, unmake it before any House could use it to drag the hidden world backward into obedience. That had been the plan.
Plans were clean only before they touched reality.
Selene removed a vial of pale Bloodsmith solvent and let one drop fall onto the Seal’s outer rim.
The liquid hissed.
For one hopeful heartbeat, silver smoke curled upward.
Then the solvent vanished without leaving a mark.
The Seal remained unchanged.
The crystal pulsed.
This time the cold forge answered.
A red thread of light moved beneath the ash packed inside the furnace mouth. Old runes woke along the stone table, not fully, but enough to make the air taste of iron and rain. The chamber remembered the Seal. Worse, it remembered her.
Selene stared at the faint glow.
“So it is going to be difficult,” she said.
Her voice held steady. Her hands did not.
Before she could test anything else, a tremor moved through the wards behind her.
Dragon magic.
Distant, but searching.
Someone had felt the theft.
Someone was already coming.
Selene wrapped the Seal again and placed it in the center of the covenant circle carved into the floor. She cut her thumb deeper, pressed fresh blood to the first rune, and spoke the locking phrase her mother had made her memorize before she was old enough to understand why children should know how to hide from kings.
The circle closed.
The Seal vanished beneath a layered veil of Bloodsmith concealment, not gone from the room, but hidden from sight, scent, heat, and ordinary magical reach.
Selene’s breath shook once when it left her.
She wiped blood from her thumb and opened the emergency cache beneath the workbench. Inside lay two smoke seals, a coil of silver wire, one heat charm cracked down the middle, and a folded note that had not been there thirteen years ago.
Her fingers stopped.
She picked it up slowly.
The handwriting belonged to her father.
For emergencies, little fox.
The room blurred.
Selene pressed her knuckles against her mouth until the old ache behind her ribs obeyed her again. She unfolded the paper carefully. The note contained no comfort beyond those three words. The rest was practical: which vent still opened, which passage had collapsed, which ward would recognize her after blood loss.
Of course he had left instructions.
Of course love, from a Bloodsmith, arrived as an escape route.
Something struck the outer wall.
Selene folded the note and slid it into the inner pocket of her coat.
Another strike followed, harder.
Not Draven.
The air outside carried a flare of sharper magic, hot and aggressive.
Voss.
They had found the general area too quickly, likely through heat-tracking charms and paid informants watching the market routes. They had not found the hidden chamber itself yet, but they were close enough to burn through lesser doors if she remained.
Selene took the smoke seals, silver wire, and cracked heat charm. She swept dust across the disturbed floor, checked the covenant circle once, and went to the coal-bin passage her father’s note had named.
At the threshold, she looked back.
The Seal remained hidden.
The forge sat cold and silent again.
“You stay asleep,” she whispered.
Then she slipped into the dark.
The First Hunt
By dawn, Draven Keep had begun to move under orders that looked ordinary only to those who did not know how power prepared for bloodshed.
Captain Tamsin Marr stood in the war room with her copper hair braided tightly against her skull and three stacks of sealed reports arranged before her. She did not waste time with apology or speculation. Aric valued that.
“I have begun the oath review,” she said. “The oldest records are incomplete, but three living lines and twelve dead bonds remain relevant. No conclusion yet.”
“Continue quietly.”
“Yes, my lord.”
Rowan stood near the hearth, his hands folded behind his back. He looked composed again, the night’s disarray restored to discipline. “The longer we delay informing the Council, the more reckless the rumors will become.”
“Rumors are already reckless,” Aric said.
“Then we should master them.”
“No. We should learn who started them.”
Tamsin placed a small map on the table. “Selene Ash was seen near the Ash Market before dawn. Several networks are already trading her name. Someone spread claims that she intends to sell the Blood Seal.”
Aric’s gaze sharpened. “She does not.”
Rowan turned slightly. “You sound certain.”
“A thief intending sale does not hide so quickly that rumor must invent the auction for her.”
Tamsin’s mouth moved in the faintest approval. “Agreed. Also, House Voss agents have entered the city.”
Rowan’s expression hardened. “Then she may already be dead.”
“If Voss wanted recovery,” Aric said, “they would send negotiators before soldiers.”
“They may want both.”
“No. They want silence.”
The room quieted.
Aric looked down at the map. He had not walked the undercity in years, but his isolation had never meant ignorance. For five years he had studied reports from spies, wardens, informants, and paid mapmakers because rulers who refused to leave their fortresses without understanding the world beyond them deserved whatever waited outside the gates.
He touched the route leading from the Ash Market toward the abandoned observatory district.
“She will not take the river after the market,” he said. “Too obvious. She will cross the canal district, double back through the old rail spurs, and choose height before nightfall.”
Tamsin looked at the map. “That is a narrow prediction.”
“She survives by making hunters think in straight lines.”
Rowan watched him carefully. “You admire her.”
“I prefer competent enemies. They make fewer insulting mistakes.”
For the first time that morning, Rowan’s expression softened with something almost like old affection. “Your father used to say incompetent enemies were a gift.”
“My father mistook easy victories for wisdom.”
The softness vanished.
Aric regretted the sharpness but did not retract it.
He turned to Tamsin. “No execution order. She is to be taken alive if taken at all. More importantly, find who moves around her. I want to know which factions try to kill her and which try to capture her.”
Tamsin nodded. “And you?”
Aric looked toward the tall windows, where the mountains beyond the glass had begun to pale under morning light.
“I am going to ask her who opened my vault.”
Rowan stepped forward. “Alone?”
“Yes.”
“My lord, you have not left Draven Keep in five years. To do so now, without escort, while the Seal is gone—”
“Is exactly why I may learn something useful.”
Rowan’s jaw tightened. “Or why you may walk into a trap.”
Aric met his gaze. “Then I will try not to disappoint the trap.”
He left before Rowan could answer.
On the eastern flight balcony, the wind struck him full in the face. Below, pine forests and black cliffs fell away into cloud. Beyond the mountains lay the northern city, with its human streets, hidden markets, old tunnels, and the woman everyone thought had stolen a kingdom’s future.
Aric stepped onto the ledge.
The dragon rose beneath his skin, no longer a restless pressure but a shape answering need. Bone shifted. Scales swept over flesh. Wings unfurled into the cold morning air, black and iron-gray, vast enough to send ravens scattering from the lower tower.
He dropped from the balcony and opened his wings.
Draven Keep fell behind him.
Three rooftops away from the lower watchtower, in a place no servant would think to look, Rowan stood motionless beside a stone chimney, hands folded behind his back. His face revealed nothing as he watched Aric vanish into cloud.
He had been there long enough to know the direction his lord had chosen.
He remained there long after the sky swallowed the dragon.
The Observatory Roof
Selene reached the abandoned observatory district after sunset with one shoulder bruised, two knives missing, and the growing conviction that the day had become offensive.
She had changed coats twice and boots once. She had paid a witch child to cry convincingly near a checkpoint, crossed the black canal four times, and walked through enough crowds to lose any ordinary pursuit. Voss trackers still found her near the theater quarter, which meant they were using more than sight. Heat charms, most likely. Dragon soldiers loved tracking warmth because they believed every living thing betrayed itself eventually.
Selene had ruined that assumption with chimney smoke and a cracked charm that chilled her skin until her teeth hurt.
The observatory roof offered wind, height, and seven exits if one counted the broken copper gutters.
She counted them twice.
Only then did she allow herself one breath.
“You chose a dramatic place to bleed.”
Selene turned with a knife already in her hand.
Lord Aric Draven stood on the neighboring roof, rain darkening his black coat. He looked less like a man who had chased her through half the city and more like a judgment that had grown tired of waiting.
She kept the knife raised. “You are late.”
“You were difficult to schedule.”
“I had other admirers.”
“I noticed.”
His gaze moved over the soot on her sleeve, the bruising near her jaw, the way she held her left shoulder slightly lower than the right.
“House Voss,” he said.
“Your friends?”
“No.”
“Your relatives?”
“No.”
“Your political inconvenience, then.”
“Frequently.”
Against her better judgment, she almost smiled.
He saw it and did not mention it, which was the first intelligent thing he had done.
“Who opened my vault?” he asked.
Selene went still.
Not because she had expected him to ask where the Seal was. She had expected exactly that. Every dragon lord in the hidden world would have started with ownership.
Aric had started with betrayal.
She lowered the knife by half an inch. “That is not the question most dragons would ask.”
“I am not most dragons.”
“That is what most dragons think.”
His expression did not change. “You entered a room protected by my family’s blood.”
“No,” she said. “I entered after someone else did.”
The wind moved between them.
Aric’s eyes sharpened, not with surprise, but confirmation.
He had known.
That made him more dangerous.
“Who hired you?” he asked.
“A dead man, three intermediaries, and a lie wearing expensive boots.”
“That is not an answer.”
“It is the most honest one you are getting.”
He stepped onto the copper dome.
Selene shifted back.
He stopped immediately.
The simple obedience to her movement unsettled her more than if he had advanced.
“You stole the Blood Seal,” he said.
“Yes.”
“To sell it?”
“No.”
“To use it?”
“No.”
“Then why?”
Her fingers tightened around the knife. “Because your House kept it.”
Something moved through his face. Not guilt. Not denial. Recognition, perhaps, of an accusation too large to dismiss.
“That is not a reason,” he said.
“It is if you know what powerful families do with things they claim are too dangerous for anyone else.”
“I know more than you think.”
“I doubt that.”
“You may.”
A faint sound cut across the roof.
Selene heard it a heartbeat after he did.
Fire-bow string.
Aric moved before the bolt struck.
He crossed the space between them, caught her by the arm without closing his grip hard enough to bruise, and pulled her behind the curve of the copper dome. Fire exploded where she had stood.
Selene hit the wet metal hard, rolled, and came up furious.
“Do not grab me.”
Aric released her at once. “Noted.”
“Now is not the time to sound reasonable.”
“Would you prefer I argue?”
Another fire bolt struck the roof.
“Later,” she snapped.
Three Voss soldiers emerged from the opposite roofline, their eyes burning ember-gold in the rain. One had already begun to scale along the jaw.
Aric rose.
The air changed around him, not with flame, but with authority held so tightly it nearly shook.
“Leave,” he said.
The nearest soldier hesitated. “Lord Draven, House Voss has lawful interest in the thief.”
“No.”
The word was quiet.
It carried anyway.
Selene felt it move over her skin, not as compulsion, but as warning.
The Voss captain looked between them, then smiled without warmth. “House Voss will remember this protection.”
“It should remember its manners first,” Aric said.
For one heartbeat, no one moved.
Then the Voss soldiers withdrew into the rain.
Selene waited until their footsteps vanished before lowering her knife.
“You just made enemies.”
“I had them already.”
“They will assume you are protecting me.”
“They have a habit of poor conclusions.”
She studied him through the rain. “Why did you stop them?”
“If they kill you, I lose the only witness who reached my vault alive.”
“Practical.”
“Yes.”
“Cold.”
“Also yes.”
That honesty should not have amused her.
It did.
Aric looked toward the direction the Voss soldiers had fled. “Another group tried to capture you earlier.”
Selene’s smile faded. “You saw them?”
“I saw the aftermath.”
“They used restraint chains.”
“Not Voss.”
“No.”
He looked back at her. “Then we have at least two enemies moving around the same theft.”
“We?”
“I dislike repeating myself to corpses.”
Selene stared at him.
Then, despite the rain, the blood, the fear, and the very inconvenient fact that he was a dragon lord standing between her and half the city, she laughed once.
It was not much.
It was enough.
“Do not mistake that for trust,” she said.
“I would not dare.”
She turned toward the roof’s far edge.
Aric did not stop her.
That was the second intelligent thing.
At the gutter, she glanced back. “If you follow me, I will make it unpleasant.”
He looked almost tired. “Selene Ash, I expect nothing else.”
She vanished over the edge.
Aric remained on the observatory roof, rain running down his face and smoke thinning over the copper dome.
He had found the thief.
He had confirmed the inside betrayal.
He had watched House Voss attempt murder while another faction wanted capture.
And somewhere beneath the city, hidden by Bloodsmith craft and a woman’s grief, the Blood Seal waited for whoever reached it next.
Aric looked toward the wet rooftops where Selene had disappeared.
For the first time since the vault opened, he understood that recovering the Seal would be the smaller danger.
Understanding why it had been stolen would cost far more.






  
  Chapter Two


The Woman Who Stole a Kingdom’s Future
The Ash Market
By morning, the hidden world had already begun lying about Selene Ash. 
She heard the first rumor before she reached the Ash Market’s main concourse. It came from a goblin courier with a cracked leather satchel and a nervous habit of chewing clove stems, whispered to a witch selling moth-wing charms beneath a leaking pipe.
“They say she took it for Voss.”
Selene kept walking.
The second rumor reached her near the old ticket booths, where human railway signs still hung above platforms abandoned three generations ago. A vampire in a mourning veil leaned toward a fae collector and murmured, “No, not Voss. She means to auction it by moonrise.”
Selene adjusted the hood over her hair and moved past them.
The third rumor made her stop.
A boy no older than twelve, shifter-born if the yellow flash in his eyes meant anything, darted between stalls with coded message slips tucked into his sleeve. He paused at a locksmith’s table and whispered, “Draven’s posted a blood price. Alive preferred, but dead accepted.”
Selene turned her head slowly.
The boy saw her face and went pale.
She lifted one finger to her mouth.
He swallowed and fled without delivering the rest of his messages.
Selene resumed walking, but every nerve beneath her skin had sharpened. She had expected pursuit. She had expected outrage. A stolen dragon relic did not leave the oldest bloodline in the hidden world calm and philosophical. What she had not expected was speed. Rumor traveled quickly in the Ash Market, but this was not ordinary gossip spreading from frightened mouths. This had shape. Direction. Money behind it.
Someone had begun writing the story before dawn.
The Ash Market sprawled beneath the northern city in a network of abandoned railway platforms, old freight tunnels, brick cellars, and mage-dug caverns that human authorities had forgotten existed. Steam hissed from cracked pipes overhead. Witchlamps hung in glass jars along iron beams. The air smelled of coffee, wet stone, lamp oil, old blood, fried dough, hot metal, and rain leaking through places no rain should reach.
No single people owned the market.
That was why Selene liked it.
A wolf shifter bargained for moon-silver wire beside a fae woman selling bottled laughter. Two vampire accountants debated cursed tax ledgers in front of a stall offering counterfeit saints’ bones. A dragon agent in human glamour pretended not to be one and fooled no one with eyes worth having.
Selene moved through it all with her hands visible and her weapons hidden.
People noticed her without looking directly. Conversations thinned when she passed. Merchants who usually called out offers suddenly became fascinated by their own goods. That confirmed what the rumors had already suggested.
Her name had become dangerous to say aloud.
Mira Corven’s shop stood behind a curtain of hanging chains beneath Platform Nine. The chains had been warded to chime for liars, debtors, assassins, and former lovers. Selene had once asked which category made them ring loudest
A Different Kind of Hunter
Fire in the Rain
The Observatory Roof







