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            Caspian

          

        

      

    

    
      I hold the limp body of a fae in my arms, having drained her dry. My Niamh. So sweet. So innocent.

      She trusted her tender throat to me--a mistake that should be her last.

      I’d heard rumors of the potent benefits of fae blood; a taboo delicacy that even Cassius--a lover of sin and debauchery--refused to let me partake in. I understand now why he was cautious.

      Her taste is sinful. In every swallow, I find harmony in both body and mind that quiets the chaos and destruction left in the wake of my old master.

      Unlike his, her thoughts don’t consume mine. She doesn’t aim to claim me. Control. Corrupt me in her image.

      Staying within her pretty little trappings takes effort. Care. For I desire to be caged. There's no need to fight for the first time in decades - or centuries, I can't remember.

      Like tissue paper, her will is soft and quivering. As fragile as her delicate skin is. Niamh. My Niamh. All mine.

      I tell her as much, pressing my lips to her throat. Then I lick the healing mark there: two delicate little dots still weeping beautiful, luxurious crimson.

      “I’ve tasted you,” I say gruffly. “I stopped. Don’t know why.”

      The fact that she breathes at all is a mystery. Cassius believed fae blood to be dangerously addictive. One drop alone should have aroused a mindless bloodlust. Yet another one of his many lies, it seems. Though… If I had the choice between a hoard of mortals to feed from and another drop of her blood, I would pick hers in a heartbeat. No question.

      “Is that bad?” she whispers in return, those dark eyes wide and soulful. Still full of life.

      “No. I still want you,” I tell her.

      A lie. Can’t want what I already have. In every way that matters she is mine.

      Yet, she isn’t.

      That is her one flaw. I can’t mark her the way Cassius did me. Words alone aren’t enough.

      I want to stay.

      “I need you.” She clings to me, her voice a whisper, her thoughts hesitant. “I missed you. So much.”

      Missed me. For all the days that I sat brainless and empty. She waited for me. Pined for me. Needed me.

      My hand traces a path up her ribcage, finding that quivering, thumping mass, trapped beneath layers of pink fabric and pale skin. Her heart. It yearns for me, thumping so loudly I could dance to the tune. Perhaps, I will. Slowly, I peel away the flimsy material glimpsing the flesh beneath.

      A good fae would run from me.

      She, instead, shudders. Her reaction to me is damn near instant. Desire erupts in our collective mind, but I can't determine who it belongs to. Only that it scorches like a stoked flame, hungry for a catalyst. Embers to feed it. Warmth to leech from.

      More.

      As my gaze falls on her mouth, she laces her fingers around my neck before I can claim it. Our lips meet. Then tongues. Fuck, the taste of her…

      Can’t get enough. Never need enough. She is an addiction I’ll gladly suffer for twice as long as Cassius. An eternity, if that is what it takes to become sated.

      If she survives that long. The male fae is coming for her. I can feel him, scratching and crawling on the outskirts of her skull. There are others who hunt her as well.

      However, she seems unaware of the danger. In her mind, I only see and feel me. Longing for my touch. My skin on hers.

      Good.

      If it means she can't focus on anything else, I'll give her everything. I’m her world in this moment, and it feels so damn good. Too good.

      I enjoy observing her frantic gasps when I finally pull down her dress and reveal her naked body underneath. Although she's frail, she has a beauty I cannot deny. It makes me drop to my knees, reach around to cup her delicate ass against the palms of both hands. With my head bowed, I press my forehead against her thin, trembling stomach. I inhale her scent. Breathe her in deep.

      “Tell me I’m yours,” I say. Command.

      More wrong words—say you’re mine, I should have demanded—but they ring true when heard out loud. A plea. Desperation personified.

      “Say it.”

      “I’m yours,” she says instead, working those slim fingers through my hair, parting the strands, grazing my scalp with greedy, grasping touches. I'm greedy for her--a hunger far beyond my lust for blood.

      Though I didn't drain her dry, I can still taste her on my tongue. Sweet. Delicate. Until now, I have never had the chance to savor my prey’s blood. Just one bite was all I took. Having tasted her, she then did the same, licking up my blood like a sweet treat. It has already healed and transformed her gaunt frame. My hands slide around to her front, tickling the inside of a pale, white thigh thrumming with warmth.

      A low sound trickles from her mouth, but I don’t need her to say a word. I’m in her head already. I know what she wants.

      More.

      I drive the tip of a finger inside her, and she still wants more. The need she feels ripples through my skin. I'm electrified by her heat. It stimulates this dead body more than gallons upon gallons of blood ever could. I add another finger beside the first and hear her whimper. Moan. Music to these damned ears.

      The feel of her… One touch spurs on a hunger that somehow aches worse than being crushed under Cassius’s thumb. I would have killed myself rather than be touched by him. Be near him.

      Yet, my only goal now is to touch her as much as possible. To feel this body shiver in response to me. Ache for me. To hear that trembling mouth beg for me.

      “Caspian…”

      Despite being a balm to my soul, her voice is a dangerous melody. A taste of it is never enough.

      “More,” I rasp into the flesh of her belly. I will always need more.

      And she is so eager to give it to me. Another gasp of my name as I stroke her from the inside out. More searing heat to greet the next searching plunge inside of her. My name again. A thready gasp again. Over and over until her nails threaten to pierce my skull and her head flies back, body bowed.

      She is now more beautiful to me than any damn painting she could desire. Her pleasure alone is rich enough to paint with. I slide my fingers from her, glistening with her essence. I stroke one along her skin.

      There. That glistening strip is more appealing to me than blotches on canvas.

      “A masterpiece,” I tell her, laughing at her sharp intake of air. “Shall I tell you what I see here, little Niamh?”

      In this ivory skin, I see myself reflected. When I look into her ebony eyes, I see heaven. In my hands, I hold her world. While I draw mindless patterns into her skin, I have her full attention. My desire is written on her body with these grazing nails and probing fingertips.

      It’s a tragedy, this artwork of ours.

      A beautiful damn tragedy.

      Nevertheless, I will endure every minute. Pushing her into a wall, I drag her down to me and endure her. Hard, with a thrust that takes her breath away. Harder still as her body envelopes me in a molten fist. Then deeper still. So deep that I can feel me through her.

      Her awe.

      Her greedy need.

      Her hunger for more.

      I take her and take her. Even when she cries out my name and I spill my seed inside of her, I barely let her breathe before hardening again. Thrusting inside her. Hearing my name rip from that throat.

      Damn Cassius to hell, but he was worth it.

      To feel this sin in his place, any torture was worth it.

      But for how long?

      How long?

      Even now, others pound on the door of our figurative minds, howling to be let in.

      Don’t want to. I bury my mouth against her shoulder to shut them out. Ignore. Ignore.

      “Caspian.” Her hand cradles my cheek, her tone worried. “Someone’s… Someone’s here.”

      A real-life intruder, then. They knock on the door of this hovel, hesitant and unsure. Not the male fae. He would barge in and claim her.

      So, who?

      “He betrayed us,” she says, her voice thready, eyes blazing. “Altaris⁠—”

      “He didn’t,” I snap. Don’t know how I know that. Then I smell it. Hear it. An unfamiliar yet familiar smell. Frantic, unsteady breaths coming from behind a metal door.

      Not human. Something else. Not a threat, either. Their mousy scent reeks of unease and fear. Altaris sent them, but he scared them well.

      I look down at my fae as she reaches for her dress.

      “No.” I want her naked. I want her to wait for me. I’m not done being inside that body. I’m not done with her peace. “Stay here.”

      Before she can reply, I have my clothing on. I cross the wide space—this looming building Altaris sent us to. It’s old and abandoned. The air reeks of mildew and musk, but there is plumbing. Electricity. Appliances. Those things mortals crave and need.

      Things she needs. There is also food for her in a metal case in the corner. Heat to warm her trickling in through looming vents overhead.

      And there is a heavy metal door to provide her protection. I wrench it open. Stare down the figure on the other side.

      A man, with dark hair and a scar across his right cheek. His brown eyes are watery and bloodshot. His breath smells of alcohol, but he isn't drunk. For now.

      As soon as he can slither away to some corner, he will be.

      “Hey,” he says, his frown wary. “The name’s Daven. Uh, Daven Wick. I’m ah, Colleen’s dad.”

      The name of the mortal with the strange healing magic. This man is her sire. Don’t care. I can sense my fae, moving despite my objections. Tugging on her dress.

      No. I begin to turn toward her. A tendril of her thoughts reaches out to me then like a trembling finger. So damn hesitant. Gentle. I feel her penetrate my skull and make herself at home. In response, I decide that killing this man would solve nothing.

      She’s curious of him. Because of Colleen; the smiling blonde with the leather case. She likes her. Aims to appease her.

      “Um, Altaris sent me over to check out the…” The man trails off as his eyes widen. “Holy shit.” His hand flutters across his face as though the motion might adjust his vision. It’s a ghost he sees behind me. Some horrific figure from a long, long memory. In a trembling voice, he says the name of this horrifying specter, “Aurelia.”

      Not a name. One of the houses of fae. Her house.

      Yet he does not mean to refer to her as one of many. No. There is a specific woman in mind. A specific creature whom he sees in her black eyes.

      He blinks. Shakes his head to clear it. Places his face in the palm of his hand. Through gaps in his fingers, he eyes her. He stares at her for so long she’s forced to clear her throat, inching toward me.

      “I… I’m not,” she says gently, her tone pained. The same pain in her voice that I recall from those days sitting empty in that room.

      “Bloody hell. I’m sorry,” the man says, letting his hand fall. “I’m Daven Wick at your service.” He extends his hand for her to take.

      I step in front of her before she can.

      There is something wrong about this mundane. A stench beneath the booze. Beneath the shock and alarm at the sight of Niamh. A darkness shrouds him, barely visible in his gaze, but there none the less.

      Like a vamryre trapped in the hive mind of our masters, he too belongs to another creature. Several perhaps. They yank his leash and keep him chained, only to be used for their ends. Not Altaris. The vamryre is too lazy to exert his will on a mortal.

      Others. Powerful ones.

      Through him, they seek to achieve an aim. What it is? I don’t know, but it has to do with her. My fae. They want her for themselves.

      “I, uh, well Altaris sent me over to check on you two. Make sure you found the place ok⁠—”

      “Lie,” I snap. “Spit out the truth mortal or I will send you to Altaris without a head.”

      A fair exchange for wasted time. Time I could spend with her. Near her. In her.

      Time to try to reclaim what I've lost. Thoughts. Memories. Humanity perhaps. If only to satisfy my curiosity. If only to prove that Cassius isn’t the only one with answers.

      “Altaris wanted me to see her for myself,” the mortal says, cutting to the point. He is a smart one, recognizing a threat when he hears it. Yet he isn’t afraid. Beneath the air of booze and exhaustion and sadness is confidence. He is protected by his unseen brethren.

      He trusts in them completely. Safe in their web he fears nothing.

      Not even me.

      “Explain,” I demand.

      He sighs. “It’s nothing... I’m sorry by the way—” He looks over my shoulder. “I don’t mean to be rude, talking over you like you don’t exist.”

      I don’t even need to see her face to sense her shock and alarm. Her awe. Her entire life has been spent being ignored. Overlooked. Neglected.

      Interest by anyone thrills and shocks her. Unsettles.

      I take a step closer, toward the man. Watch him swallow. Ah, now he is afraid.

      Good.

      “I’m not going to hurt you two, if that’s what you’re worried about,” he says. “Altaris just wanted me to swing by and drop some things off. Food and the like. And he wanted me to ask you if you’ve read his book.”

      The fae nods, her breath against my shoulder. She’s inched closer, seeking out my hand, entwining our fingers. A useless gesture.

      One I return with an even harder grip.

      Lines are being drawn. Claims are being staked. Somewhere, unseen figures are plotting and scheming. They want her badly. Badly enough to coddle us both and ply us with lies to keep us still.

      All to better rope us in their snare. Just like fucking Cassius.

      “Say what you want,” I spit.

      The mortal raises an eyebrow. Doesn’t even flinch. “Nothing. Yet. But Altaris is transactional. I’m sure that, as a vamryer, you know that better than anyone. He’ll help you both for a price. I wouldn't tout his expertise, but in your case, you will need it. He is the only one powerful enough to shield you on the outside. My bet is that they have half of the Citadel out looking for you.”

      Because of a bounty. Because of Cassius. Because of the supposedly dead male fae who lurks and lingers in the distance.

      Too many mysteries to solve. Too many crises I don’t give a damn about fixing.

      I only want her. Need her. I’ll keep her, no matter the risk.

      I dare anyone to come and take her.

      “Aurelia. Night Aurelia,” Niamh says, her voice furtive. Soothing on the soul. The anger in me quiets down. How the hell is that possible? Her nearness makes anything a reality. “You’ve met her?” Her eyes are on the mortal man, and they widen as he nods.

      “You could say that,” he admits, his mouth twisted into a frown. “But that’s a story for another time. It’s getting late. I’ll unload the truck, show you guys around the place. I’ll be out of town for the next few days on an…um, business trip, but when I get back, we can have a chat. I’ll tell you anything you want to know.”

      Which is everything. Her hunger for knowledge suits her like bloodlust does a vamryre, but it’s just as volatile. She’ll seek out answers to her own detriment. To her own destruction.

      The answers glinting behind this human’s eyes won’t soothe her. If anything, they’ll serve to torment her more.

      But I want to know. Her thoughts are fleeting and quick. It’s like she’s afraid to voice it even in her own skull. Her own will has been beaten down by stupid fae rules and expectations.

      Damn her.

      “Fine,” I say.

      “I just got to get the crap from my truck. I’ll be right back.”

      I watch the mortal leave, only to creep inside minutes later. A black bag is slung over one shoulder. It rustles with all matter of objects. Some food, as he claimed. Others…

      Not.

      “Altaris wanted me to bring a few other things as well.” He shrugs as though in a nonchalant manner. As though his mind isn’t busy with unease and regrets. As though he isn’t still staring at my fae as though he knew her in another life. Or her mother, this Aurelia.

      “Col also sent some clothes for the lady, and I added some of my old things as well.” He sets the bag down. Opens it and withdraws a handful of items one by one. Neat piles of clothing. Bags of food. A dangerous book.

      When she sees the cover of it, the fae goes silent. Pale. Those black eyes darken to an unnatural hue. It scares her, whatever knowledge is contained within that black cover.

      She hates it.

      Altaris knew. He sent it along as a reminder, meant to trigger some secret looming between them.

      That she is not fae. Not a pure, special creature she spent her entire life admiring.

      No, she is something else.

      A corrupted, unknowable thing.

      Mine alone.
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      Any darkness can be dispelled by the smallest light. Life among the archives taught me that. No matter how dark or neglected a corner seemed, the glow of a lantern was all I needed to reveal what was hidden.

      I remind myself of that fact. I repeat it over and over. Silly Niamh, even the smallest light can dispel the deepest dark.

      But what if you are the darkness? For I feel it lurk within me, festering and growing. Fear. Doubt. Unease.

      Despite leeching off Caspian's strength, I can't escape the dread. His thoughts are an impenetrable fortress, like a candle held too far away for its light to reach me. Even so, a few observations split through the cracks.

      Like wariness.

      My mind is alien to him. To everyone. Only Altaris has the answers as to why—him and the mortal man who knew my mother. In my brain I can call her that. Night Aurelia. Though I’ve never met her, I know she possesses the hallmark characteristics of house Aurelius: red hair the color of sunset and green eyes like wet moss. They are said to be renowned for their beauty and revered for their grace.

      Even so, with one glance, this man mistakenly thought I was her. Despite my wrong coloring. Despite my wrong nature.

      It doesn't matter how many times I was told that I was different, he still sees her in me.

      And for the first time, I start to wonder…

      Greedy, resentful things I have no right to question. Such as…why? Why did she leave me without a word? Without so much as an explanation. I had to hear it from the Lord Master or infer it from the Citadel workers who avoided me: I was different. Unnatural. Abomination.

      I look like her--though the memories she evokes in this mortal seemingly aren't pleasant. He gapes at me the way I eyed Day when he kissed me. Fearful. No, terrified.

      No. I shake my head. Not here. Not now. Those thoughts are in the past. Caspian is my future. Inhaling his coldness, I lean into him. It must be evident to him that I am uneasy, because he stiffens.

      “Get out,” he tells the man. “Now.”

      “I was just going,” he replies, raising his hands in a placating gesture. He walks to the door. Stands there. Hesitates. “He hasn’t told you, has he? Altaris. How I know your mother..” He frowns. “He didn’t. I knew the man could be shrewd, but damn.” He laughs, but the smile shaping his mouth doesn’t reach his eyes. Instead, anger burns within them.

      “What truth?” I ask. It feels as if my heart has grown wings, fluttering up my throat. His words seem more than a harmless taunt. They imply something, but what?

      “I can’t say. I’m contractually obligated not to--” He shakes his head “But, if you’re interested in your mother and her past, I could show you better than I can tell you.”

      “No,” Caspian says.

      At the same time, I say, “Please.”

      I spent my entire life refusing to question, even once, but now? I’d go to the ends of the earth to find answers.

      The man blinks. Then he nods, his eyes on Caspian. “Maybe another day, but I will say this: Altaris’s protection always comes with a price. Make sure you think long and hard before making a deal him. The bastard has his secrets. I bet they won’t take too much effort to find--” He scans the wide space around us and then meets my gaze. “Good night.”

      After walking through the metal door, he turns around. Slams it shut.

      “No,” Caspian growls. His back is to me, his body tense. Yet he doesn’t shrug me off. Doesn’t release my hand. Though I know he wants to, he doesn't pry into my thoughts either.

      It’s like he’s forgotten how to reach into another’s soul and take what he desires. Those torturous days of silence changed him forever.

      They still are.

      As is the blood I give him. Our mental connection gives me an insight into him I didn’t have before. For instance, I feel his irritation ripple through me before I even hear it in his voice.

      “He aims to hurt you,” he tells me, his voice ice cold. “Sell you. Chop you into little pieces. Can’t you see that?”

      I can.

      But so did he. So does everyone, even Day. Especially Altaris. They want to chop me. Control me. Own me. Destroy. Throw away the pieces of Niamh and act as though she never existed.

      My mother didn’t. She left me behind. Never looked upon my face. Maybe if she had. Maybe if she did…

      She would want to know me.

      He doesn’t understand. Irritated, his thoughts slither and ram against mine. Probing but not penetrating.

      “Tell me what you are thinking,” he snaps. While facing away from me, he continues to support my body without even trying. Without wanting to.

      “You have no family,” I say, pressing my chin to his shoulder blade.

      He doesn’t. None he remembers or cares to recall. The others in his hive mind—especially Cassius—he does not miss. Despises. He would rather die than call them family ever.

      But I…

      “I need to know,” I say. “I need to know what I am. I need to know why she didn’t want me.”

      I know the reason. The rules didn’t allow it. The rules deemed me different.

      Yet, I broke them. For a simple wish, I went another way. I left.

      I wanted to see a museum badly enough to escape from decorum.

      She birthed me. Gave life to me.

      Shouldn’t she have been equally compelled? But she wasn’t. Instead, she left me alone to die.

      “I need to know why,” I croak, my mouth against Caspian’s shoulder. “I need to know what I am. I need to hear her say… I want her to tell me why she didn’t want me.”

      I’d comforted myself so long with the Lord Master’s lies. But there is more to it. Altaris taunts me with the truth. I am more than a dirty thing. I am a hybrid.

      A half-breed, though mixed with what?

      “We don’t need them,” Caspian hisses. “I know who you are. You are mine—” He wrenches me around to face him. His fingers grip my hair, bringing my mouth closer to his. “My fae. We belong to no one. We are beholden to no one!”

      But he is wrong. There is a fear that lurks at the back of his mind. One he refuses to acknowledge. Can’t hide from.

      Cassius is near. He is hunting for him. Pining for him. Craving him.

      “I will never go back,” he tells me, his voice the embodiment of sin—yet his touch is softer than any heaven. He brushes the hair from my face. Cups my cheek. Bores those red, angry eyes into my own. “I will kill him first,” he says. “I will go back and kill him. I will go back and kill your mother as well. They will cease to control us. Never again.”

      “No,” I say. I have no right to decide his path regarding his old master. As for mine… “I want to see her. I only want to see her. To know her. That is all.”

      I want it badly enough to consider an idea I loathe: returning to the other realm so soon after my flight for freedom.

      His eyes flash but he nods. “Fine. Tomorrow night, we will return to kill Cassius and see the Aurelia. Then we will be free. We will be together.”

      I nod, leaning into his embrace. “Together.”

      But for how long?

      He wants to shred his past. Burn it to ash.

      I am not sure if I wish to do the same. I know, though, that when he is near me, I can do things I never thought possible. No realm can hold me with him by my side.

      But how long will he want to be?

      I can’t escape the nagging thoughts.

      Altaris’s lies.

      The secrets written down in his book.

      How long before I destroy my Caspian like I seem to destroy everything else?

      “Sleep,” he tells me, pressing his mouth to mine to seal off the thought. That one he heard.

      And it unnerved him.
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      Oh, how she torments me. My damned fae.

      Damn her for waking me from that mental prison. Damn her for making me remember…

      What food smells like; fresh milk on the verge of spoiling. Eggs rotting in their fragile shells. The hiss of warmth creeping in through rusted vents.

      Worst of all, she commands my senses and makes me see everything Cassius blinded me to. Beauty. Smiles. Laughter.

      I could content myself with watching her for eternity--yet she yearns for more than me. Other things. Other thoughts. Other beings.

      In Cassius’s enclosed, false world, any other desire was snuffed out. Crushed out. He never tolerated straying thoughts and longing whispers.

      It’s why he hates her so.

      It’s why he craves me so.

      To me, he extended a choice. Choose him. Want him.

      Never. Never.

      So, he hunts me still.

      I could do the same to her. Mold her and manipulate. Give her an ultimatum and enforce it. Slip into her thoughts and make me the only thing she will ever want to see.

      But even in her skull, she evades me. There are parts of her coiled like a snake—a rarer breed of viper than Cassius. Her anger is a slow-acting poison. Should I harm her, she will come to hate me. Those others in her life—the stupid elder fae, and the ones who ignored her—she hates them all. Just doesn’t know it.

      Her hate doesn’t fester in her soul like mine does. Those she hates are reduced to dust in her mind. They cease to matter.

      If I bend her to my will I will cease to matter.

      So, I will coddle her. I will feed her and dress her and wipe her clean. I will swat away those who seek to harm her.

      As a result, I will be the only one she can see.

      Caring for a mortal, however, requires more skill than I thought. I must store her food before it rots. Unfurl the clothing sent for her. Set aside the ugly bits.

      The building itself has more to it than the bottom level. There is an upstairs with a rickety floor and narrow, empty rooms. One has a dusty mattress and dirty, old sheets.

      I make her sleep downstairs instead. I sit on the floor with my back to the wall. Pull her toward me. Marvel at how naturally she fits, coiled into my side. A puzzle piece that went missing.

      A strange thought. Silly thought. It’s something that Cassius would have sorted away through his sieve of filth, never letting anything too sentimental in.

      I hate it.

      I…

      I sigh and lean into her. She smells nice. Feels nicer. A warmth emanates from her that goes beyond that little mortal heart. One touch, and she sets even this dank, dark place ablaze.

      If I’m not careful, she’ll set the world alight.

      They’ll all want her then.

      And she will have no need for me.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            CHAPTER 4

          

          
            Niamh

          

        

      

    

    
      When I wake up, I am both burning alive and freezing cold. Limbs of ice encase my body. Warm air trickles through the gaps, trying to coax life into this frigid form.

      The truth is I would rather freeze to death like this in his arms, safe from all who seek to harm us.

      Because there are plenty. Unease taints the air as the unseen heat does. Prickling and looming. A constant reminder of the threats that haunt us.

      A bounty lies on both our heads. Retribution for Day’s death—a pain I will endure later. Address later.

      For now, Caspian is a prison that binds my body tightly to his. He doesn’t sleep, I know that much about the vamryre. True to his nature, he is still and quiet in the dark. He scarcely makes a sound. Yet his mind is wondrous and teeming with life.

      I love to explore it, for his mind is so alien from mine. My thoughts are orderly, beaten into submission. For years, all I had in my skull was a secret, tiny space to store a few precious things. Just a few.

      Caspian’s mind is a garden, scorched and stripped raw, but now overrun with seedlings long since buried in the dirt. It is beautiful, terrifying chaos. A maze of new recollections and old memories. Like a valley of ice, glass, and stone, it is a frightening, twisted place. He has yet to navigate it all himself. I doubt he even wants to.

      I do. I would scale the highest mountain and crawl to the ends of the earth for him. For him, I will tiptoe through the mess his master made of his mind and help him salvage whatever is left.

      I will do this all somehow while avoiding the council and helping him silence Cassius forever.

      Maybe…if I do so, he will want to help me.

      He will stay.

      Yes. I nod to myself and peel my eyes open to the room we’ve found ourselves in. The bottom floor of Altaris’s supposed new Safe House. One inhabited by just a vamryre and a wayward not-fae.

      Compared to my small room in the Citadel tower, it is massive. Every sound echoes. My breaths scrape on the air. Large windows scale the walls, letting sunlight in.

      Poor Caspian. He must be careful not to step into one of the many puddles of golden sun. Were we in the other realm, the rays could not harm him. Here, they are painful. Perhaps deadly.

      We will need to cover the windows.

      For now, we need to clean. There is too much dust in here. Too much clutter that reminds me of Altaris. He must store things here in boxes that are piled in the corners and block most of the open space.

      If I could, I would destroy everything he owns. I hate him. The Lord Master was indifferent to me, but Altaris is cruel. He cloaks his malicious
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