
  
    
      SAVAGE GIRL

      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

      
        FAÎTE FALLING

        BOOK TEN

      

    

    
      
        MARY E. TWOMEY

      

    

    
      MARY E. TWOMEY

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CONTENTS

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        Untitled

      

    

    
      
        Chapter 1

      

      
        Chapter 2

      

      
        Chapter 3

      

      
        Chapter 4

      

      
        Chapter 5

      

      
        Chapter 6

      

      
        Chapter 7

      

      
        Chapter 8

      

      
        Chapter 9

      

      
        Chapter 10

      

      
        Chapter 11

      

      
        Chapter 12

      

      
        Chapter 13

      

      
        Chapter 14

      

      
        Chapter 15

      

      
        Chapter 16

      

      
        Chapter 17

      

      
        Chapter 18

      

      
        Chapter 19

      

      
        Chapter 20

      

      
        Chapter 21

      

      
        Chapter 22

      

      
        Chapter 23

      

      
        Chapter 24

      

      
        Chapter 25

      

      
        Chapter 26

      

      
        Chapter 27

      

      
        Chapter 28

      

      
        Chapter 29

      

      
        Chapter 30

      

      
        Chapter 31

      

      
        Chapter 32

      

    

    
      
        About the Author

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
        Savage Girl

        Book Ten in the Faîte Falling Series

      

        

      
        By

      

        

      
        Mary E. Twomey

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            COPYRIGHT

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Copyright © 2017 Tuesday Androsian

        Cover Art by Emcat Designs

      

        

      
        All rights reserved.

        First Edition: July 2017

      

        

      
        This is a work of fiction. Any resemblance of characters to actual persons, living or dead, is purely coincidental. The author holds exclusive rights to this work. Unauthorized duplication is prohibited.

      

        

      
        This book is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. If you would like to share this book with another person, please purchase an additional copy for each reader. Thank you for respecting the hard work of this author.

      

        

      
        For information:

        http://www.maryetwomey.com

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            DEDICATION

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        For my Aunt Jeanne

      

        

      
        Who is always a friend first.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            1

          

          
            
              [image: ]
            

          

          SEVEN TEARS

        

      

    

    
      When Dub told me he was taking me to the lowest level of my ring that held the deepest twisted magic, I guess I’d undersold just how jacked-up Faîte could get. “Whoa. You were right to close the ring and keep all of this locked inside. Dother and Dian really wanted to set all of this loose?”

      “Now you understand why I prefer solitude to a world where my younger brothers roam free.”

      Despite our earlier fight, in which I’d punched Dub for keeping me a blind Vampire, and he’d slapped me across the face because, well, he’s a jackhole, we put our differences aside in light of our grander mission. He kept one arm locked around my back, ensuring nothing snapped at me. While I could see now, I suddenly wished for the blessing that was blindness.

      I tried not to whine like a baby, but the noise of distress was crashing up against the inside of my lips. We walked carefully along a narrow path that was lined with crimson mud. The pasty, goopy redness radiated heat that made me sweat without getting within even a foot of the stuff. It bubbled like a cauldron’s juices, and when the bubbles popped, a tiny scream erupted from the murky underground. On either side of the trail were what looked like termite hills, stretching at least five stories up into the orange sky. The glow from above highlighted the more disgusting features of our walk, letting me see softball-sized spiders, shiny cockroaches the size of birds, and silverfish as large as snakes skittering over the termite mounds. The sulfur smell didn’t seem to bother them, but it made me bury my nose in the shoulder of Dub’s black cloak.

      It wasn’t just the sight, but the sounds of moaning and wailing that echoed around us, seeming to come from everywhere and yet no place in particular. The heart-wrenching cries spoke of far too much torture – whether physical or emotional, I couldn’t tell. Either way, my heart felt like it might start bleeding all over the place if I heard just one tale of woe that drove a person to cry out like that.

      Worst was that I couldn’t see them. Even with my sight back, I couldn’t make out much beyond a yard or two out from our path. A smoky haze clung to the air, peppering the firmament with black, gray and swirls of maroon dust to obscure the faces of the damned.

      “Try not to touch the bugs. Not a single brush of your toe,” Uncle Dub warned me.

      I shuddered, wishing I could get the sound of their slimy little bug legs out of my mind. It reminded me of thousands of people chewing with their mouths open, which I would’ve preferred to this. I like to think I’ve survived a fair amount of awfulness in my time with Avalon, but this was a new level of get-me-the-crap-out-of-here. I clung to Dub, despite my earlier anger at him. “I’m starting to forget why we’re down here. Remind me why this is worth it?”

      “We’re looking for a Kelpie. Not just any old nag, but a specific one. Tell me, are you an emotional crier, or do you cry more easily at physical pain?”

      “Huh?”

      “Never mind. Perhaps we’ll find him without any urging.” He led us through the termite mound maze to a tranquil lake that had a faint orange mist hovering a foot above the glassy surface. “Do you hear any voices?”

      I quirked my eyebrow at him. “You mean, other than the wailing and moaning?”

      “Yes, there will always be that on this level. Do you hear any voices calling out to you with words you can understand?”

      I craned my ear, hoping the absence of my sight in my normal life had granted me a heightened sense of hearing to rival a superhero. “I don’t think so, but I’ll keep an ear out.”

      He clicked his fingers a few times, but nothing happened to disrupt the waters as we walked the perimeter. “I can hear a great many things through your ring – things not even you hear, because they’re said while you’re sleeping. Such a waste, sleep.” He kept his arm tight around my shoulders, securing me to his side in a gesture of protection, not affection, which was fine by me. He angled me away from the lake, peering out across the surface for… I’m not sure, but it seemed as if this whole place unnerved him. I guessed that if something put an ultra-powerful immortal on edge, I should probably stand down on whatever Lochness-Yeti-Abominable monster this was.

      His eyes stayed trained on the water as he spoke to me. “This seems as good a place as any for a confession.” He turned me to stand in front of him, squaring his shoulders to me with a stern expression. “One of the times you were sleeping, I heard Kerdik and Bastien talking. Bastien confessed a great many things to Kerdik on pain of much torture, which my nephew is quite good at. Bastien admitted to cheating on you, sleeping with another woman.”

      I stiffened, but breathed in a long drag of air that stank like rotting egg salad. Would that anything could purify the bile that rose up in me when I thought back on that dark period of our relationship. “I already knew about that. That was ages ago, way back in Avalon: Part One. We weren’t married, and I found out about the whole thing. We’ve moved past it.”

      Dub’s words came out slowly, delivering a punch to rival The Hulk. “This was shortly after you returned from your honeymoon. The woman he slept with got pregnant, and she gave birth to a son. Apparently, the boy looks just like his father. Bastien sneaks away while you’re sleeping sometimes to go visit his other family.”

      It was like a bowling ball that kept crashing into pins, making a wreck of what was supposed to be a perfect order of things. My feet stopped moving as my brain skipped over what I’d assumed was real and true. “No,” I insisted, my eyebrows furrowed. “You’re wrong. Whatever you thought you heard, that’s not true. Bastien wouldn’t step out on me.”

      “Again,” Dub reminded me. “Step out on you again, you mean. Kerdik suspected foul play because there were a few jewels missing from one of your family’s safes. Bastien’s been using your inheritance to pay for Bastien II’s life. That’s his son’s name.”

      It was like being walloped in the stomach by someone who doesn’t have an accurate barometer to measure pain. Only one note rang above all the others. “Bastien II? The little boy is named after him?”

      “I suppose if you two ever have a son someday, Bastien III is still open. Or perhaps you can name him Bastien II, just like his half-brother. That might create a bit of competition, though.”

      “You’re wrong!” I yelled, though Dub hadn’t raised his voice through the whole explanation. “You’re wrong, and I’ll prove it to you. Bastien would never cheat on me while we’re married. When I wake up and get back home, I want you to press your ear to the clouds so you can hear him tell me that he didn’t…” My breath came in shallow pants, and I worried that my heart might up and die in my chest with no fanfare.

      “Lane should’ve told you, I always thought. She was worried he might leave you if there was a confrontation, and she would be stuck with Kerdik for a son-in-law.” He stopped at the shore and helped me to sit on the sand. The granules appeared almost reddish when they sifted around our movements.

      I shook my head, piecing together Dub’s words in an order that made me choke on my worst fear. I pulled my knees to my chest and stared out at the water. “You’re wrong. My husband loves me, and Lane would’ve told me.”

      Dub watched my face, and then let out a long sigh. “Oh, fine. I made the whole thing up to get you to cry.”

      I turned to balk at him. “What? Do you not have enough drama in your life? Are you hoping to catch yourself a beating?”

      “No, I was hoping to make you cry. It’s the easiest way to summon him in a pinch.”

      “Summon who? The medic you’re going to need after you choke on my fist? That was low, Dub. Seriously. I can’t believe you’d throw my relationship under the bus just so you could phone a friend.” I stood, angry and wondering how I kept trusting him, if this was all it ever got me.

      “Rosie, wait. It’s the best way to summon a Kelpie. They feed off of tears, so if you shed seven tears into a lake where one lives, they’ll come to the surface for more.”

      I threw my arms out when he followed after me – not like I had any idea where I was going. “All you ever do is tell me riddles, old man. I’m tired of you, and all of this. We’re supposed to be finding a way to get a message to Kerdik, not making me question one of the few solid truths in my life. Man, I can’t believe I fell for it again! I keep thinking you’re this good guy underneath the emotional poison your family must’ve been growing up, but you prove me wrong at every turn.”

      “Stop right now, or I’ll intervene. I’m certain you don’t want that.” His voice had the firmness of a command to it, but I ignored him, stomping away from the source of a hefty portion of frustration in my life.

      “Ah!” I cried out when I was struck with sudden blindness. I made it four more steps before I tripped over what was probably just an uneven clump of sand. I pitched forward, catching myself on the warm embankment, heaving my anger on all fours like a savage beast. “Leave me alone!” I snapped as his hands found my shoulders. “You’re as selfish as they come. This is my life, Dub! Don’t you get that? This is my life, and you’re stepping all over me whenever it serves your greater purpose. Don’t you know that the world already does that without any encouragement from you?”

      “Rosie, I…”

      “No! I’m tired of you always jerking me around, like I’m some big joke. My marriage isn’t a joke! My sight isn’t a joke, either! I’m a person, which is something I shouldn’t have to say to my own uncle!” My eyes burned with unshed tears, and I despised that, of all things, I was crying in front of someone so heartless.

      Dub guided me to the water’s edge, kneeling next to me and rubbing soothing circles into my back. “You sacrifice so much for a world that’s not even yours.”

      I don’t know why this made the tears flow more freely. “Why can’t I have a regular life? I loved Wednesday night bowling, and Thursday indoor soccer matches. I loved playing with Lucas and debating with Lane where I should do my veterinary internship. Lucas probably won’t even remember who I am by the time I get back! Don’t you care how that feels?”

      “I’m sure it’ll be a short period of reacquainting yourselves, and then you’ll be his favorite aunt in no time.”

      I swatted at him angrily. “Don’t be nice to me! I don’t need you to be insincere when I’m having a moment.”

      “I don’t like to see you so upset, little flower. I didn’t mean to cause you this much pain.”

      “This is exactly what you meant to do! Bastien’s one of the few people in my life I can trust to always have my back, and you made me question that. Then bringing Lane into the lie? Lane is precious to me! You don’t have anyone who’s precious to you, so you crap all over my life, like it’s all no big deal.”

      Dub waited a few beats before placing his hand on my back again. “You don’t like what the soldiers did to her.”

      I flinched at the thing I tried never to think about, because Lane had asked me to deal with it that way. She didn’t want me to see her bloody, beaten, naked and tied to a post. She wanted me to see her as a strong, smart and confident woman who was capable of anything. I tried my best to erase the memory that had burned itself into the innermost crevices of my bruised psyche.

      My chest tightened over the agony that I hadn’t been able to rescue her. Feeling the pain and desperation of someone you love hits far harder than the sting of your own sufferings. “If there was one person who deserves a good life without a single ounce of that garbage, it’s her. How could they…” I gulped, feeling the tears dripping off my nose. I let out a gut-twisting cry that echoed across the surface of the water. “She’s my mother!”

      Dub’s arms encircled me, leaning me to his chest so he could run his fingers through my hair. “That’s more than enough tears, now. Close your eyes, so you’re not overwhelmed when I give you your sight back.”

      I obeyed, wishing I had anyone else in the world to offer me a little bit of comfort right about now. “I miss my mom,” I admitted, knowing I probably should’ve stopped needing her so badly by now. But some part of me knew that no matter how grown I got, I would always find my way back to the woman who taught me to be strong, smart and capable of just about anything. It was her teachings in me that rose up when opposition threatened too much of what I loved. It was her voice that belted out of me when injustice arose that didn’t need to be. My words rang in my ears as the rest of my tears soaked into Dub’s shirt. The lake filled my vision when I opened my eyes, but the cry of my heart was still a resounding, “I need my mom!”

      “I know you do,” he said with real gentleness in his voice. “I shouldn’t have made you question Bastien. After everything he’s been through, he’s remained loyal. I’m sure others would’ve walked away, knowing Kerdik was so very tied to you, but he’s never looked back on the life he could’ve had without you by his side. Not that I can tell, anyway.”

      “I don’t need you to comfort me after you just smashed me to pieces.”

      Dub watched the lake while he spoke to me. “My kindness often comes across as cruel. Right now, you’re mad I invoked real sadness in you, but there’s a greater danger you must stay focused on. Dother and Dian have your body, Rosie.” He paused so we could both ponder the very real fear that gripped us.

      Dian (Kerdik’s uncle), and Dother (Kerdik’s father – I only remember which one is which because “Dother” rhymes with “father”) were living up to the hype that accompanied big, bad villains. They kidnapped my body after I’d taken too much mayapple root so I could heal the rest of the Farouche Vampires in Avalon. They wanted to lure Kerdik into a trap, and I was pretty sure it would work. It was a waiting game now, and asleep as my body was, there was nothing I could do to fight back.

      Dub squeezed my arm to center me. “Dian and Dother have no forethought unless it concerns their master plan – and there is no small evil in his dreams for a better Faîte. Hate me if you must, but I’m trying to save you right now.”

      “By making me cry?”

      “Yes,” he answered without hesitation.

      “Why didn’t you just make yourself cry, instead of poking at my life?”

      He let out a superior “pfft” but didn’t otherwise answer. “Seven tears should’ve done it. Where is he?”

      As if waiting for dramatic effect, the waters began to ripple, the tiny splashes turning into three-foot-tall waves within seconds. I gripped Dub’s black shirt, disoriented at going from total blindness to a live-action ocean movie at my fingertips. “Whatever you do, don’t touch the Kelpie.”

      “What’s a Kelpie?”

      My question was moot, because it was in the very next breath that the surface of the water parted, ripping a gasp straight from my lungs.
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          PERVY SEIRBIGH

        

      

    

    
      I thought I was pretty much awe-proof after all Faîte had shown me. But as the Kelpie’s head parted the water, my jaw was in permanent holy-crap-mode. “Whoa. He’s huge!” The black horse with a slick coat was easily the size of a small elephant, seeming to unfold from the lake like a just-add-water toy that expanded beyond control.

      “Don’t touch him,” Dub reminded me, pulling me to my feet. The desire to back up was strong, but Dub held me to his side, standing his ground with some measure of defiance you had to respect. “Seirbigh, I was hoping you’d come.”

      The horse was dark, big, and glared at us with black eyes that were filled with malice I knew I hadn’t earned. He scrutinized us in a way that was almost human. His mane consisted of two-inch thick ropes of long… seaweed?

      I expected him to respond with the unspoken animal language, but his maw opened to let out audible words, like Mr. Ed himself. “Whose tears tasted so very sweet? Was it ye, Dub? Did ye finally look back on your long life and see how worthless ye are?”

      Dub’s eyes darted skyward in exasperation. “It was the Avalon Rose. I told you about her last year, remember? The Vampire girl who was born to Morgan le Fae and King Urien?”

      Seirbigh’s enormous eyes zoomed in on me, studying me to see if I measured up to the fairytales Dub had told him about me. My mouth was too dry to speak, so I let him stare at me, calculating my every move – miniscule as they were. It wasn’t that he was a large fella, it was the pure malice in his eyes that turned me into an introvert. I clung to Dub’s shirt even tighter, gripping without any thought of letting go.

      Seirbigh licked his lips before they curved into a malicious grin. “Rosalie of Avalon, eh? Ye can interrupt my solitude anytime.” He drew out the next sentence, milking it for all it was worth. “Your sadness is delicious.”

      I blanched at the borderline sexual way he spoke to me. I still didn’t speak, but snaked my arm around Dub’s waist, in case he got any bright ideas about tossing me into the lake and feeding me to the Kelpie. “Rosie will be my niece,” Dub declared, holding me tight to his chest. “She’s promised to my nephew, Kerdik.”

      “Ye fancy a green fellow?” Seirbigh snorted derisively from his spot a few yards away in the lake. “Must be an arranged marriage. Kerdik could never catch a beauty like tha without contract or mind-melding magic.”

      “I love Kerdik,” I spouted back, finally finding my voice.

      “So she speaks, does she? And what does she have to say to me? She summons me but doesn’t seem to need anything. They always need something.” Then I heard his thoughts trailing off when his mouth stopped moving. “If I was in my man form, the things I could do to her. If her tears are tha sweet, I’ll bet she tastes even better when…”

      “Hey, that’s enough outta you. Be pervy on your own time.” When Seirbigh’s eyes widened, I scowled up at him. “That’s right, I can hear you being disgusting. Clean it up for the viewers, pal.”

      “I didn’t say anything.”

      “I can hear your thoughts.” When that didn’t ring any bells, I wondered just how long he’d been cooped up inside the ring. “Kerdik gave me a blessing when I was born, letting me hear unknown languages. I can hear the thoughts of animals, so keep yours PG, if you don’t mind.”

      Just like that, Seirbigh went from being an insufferable tool to splashing in the lake like an overjoyed puppy. “I’ve never heard of magic so grand! Kerdik did tha, did he? Well, I’ll bet tha steamed the Sons of Carman right good. They can never manage to hold onto blessings long enough to deliver them.” As he neared, I expected him to tower over us, but he seemed to be shrinking in conjunction with his excitement. By the time he reached the shore, he was the size of a normal horse, if not a little smaller. He grinned at me, and then shot Dub a superior glance. “I’ll bet tha’s why ye never mentioned the birth blessing to me. Ye didn’t want any of us down here to know the black sheep of the family surpassed ye. Kerdik can wrangle a blessing like tha?” He shook his head at Dub, in utter glee at what he presumed would be Dub’s total humiliation. “Tha must’ve made ye burn with jealousy.”

      Dub’s nose rose in the air. “I’m only ever proud of Kerdik. He’s accomplished much, and perhaps it was because he was so separate from us that he went on to do all he has. He created Avalon on his own; it’s no great surprise that he has learned nuances of magic that’ve been hidden from me while I’ve been cooped up in here.”

      When it was clear Dub couldn’t be goaded, Seirbigh inclined his head to me. “Ye can hear me right now?”

      My shoulders lifted slightly. “Of course. Are there others of you in the lake, or are you the only one?”

      “There are others, but I’m the master of the Kelpies. I get first pick of anyone who nears the lake.” He looked at me and licked his overlarge lips.

      I grimaced. “Dude, gross.”

      Dub took control of the conversation, which was good, since Seirbigh seemed like a total tool (even though his seaweed mane was pretty cool). “We’re only here because we require your help. Rosie’s in this place because she wears the ring we were all trapped in. Kerdik entrusted it to her, and it’s because of her care that we’re still alive in here.”

      I quirked my eyebrow at Dub, but said nothing. I wasn’t the reason they were all alive. All I did was not take the stupid ring off, which was no grand feat.

      Dub pressed on. “Her body’s in danger. When Dother and Dian escaped, they didn’t waste any time forming a plan.”

      “Let me guess, the Vampires and the Werewolves are running wild?” Seirbigh sounded bored at the prediction that was spot on. “Oh, the good old Brothers of Destruction, always living up to their name.”

      “Indeed. Rosie’s been curing them, which is why we’ve seen an influx of Vampire magic returned to the ring.”

      Seirbigh let out a contemptible snort. “It’s your job to keep track of the magic; I just watch the lake. She’s been sending Vampire magic back in here? Fine. Tha doesn’t concern me. Faîte doesn’t concern me.”

      “It should. If Dother and Dian run amok out there, they’ll crack open the ring, and all the creatures will spill out.”

      “Then let it come! Let us out of here!” Seirbigh whinnied.

      “How about we just let you out of here?” Dub tempted him, quietly dangling the carrot to get the desired results. “If you find Kerdik and deliver a message, Rosie will grant you, and only you, your freedom. The rest of the Kelpies will remain locked in here. How would you fancy being the only Kelpie in Faîte? You’d have your pick of any of the lakes, and could remain out of sight for as long as you like. You could take victim after victim down with you before anyone puts the pieces together.”

      When Dub’s smile turned sinister, I backed away from the two. I was wary of the agreement I didn’t understand, and that didn’t sound all that safe for the world at large.

      There was a moment’s pause, in which I listened to Seirbigh consider Dub’s offer, weighing the cons with the very big pros before he spoke. “All I have to do is find Kerdik and give him a message?”

      Dub nodded. “That’s all. Then you’re free to roam Faîte at will. The only Kelpie in the world.”

      Seirbigh postured with a fool’s pride. “Aye. I’ll do it, then.”

      I began to flick through the holes in this plan. I couldn’t get him out of this place. It had been a complete fluke before when the magic had spilled out. Dub tucked me back into his side as he motioned for Seirbigh to follow. “Come. I’ll write the note, and you’ll be off on your adventure.”

      Judging by Dub’s taut abdomen and the strained muscles in his neck, things weren’t as foolproof as he needed us to believe.
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          THERE’S NO SUCH THING AS FREE BREAD

        

      

    

    
      We’d made our way up one level, away from the skeeviest magic layer, but not to our meadow just yet. Apparently, this was as high as Seirbigh could make it, due to the wards the Brothers of Destruction had set in place to keep the riffraff out. It was gray, craggy rock here, with cold pockets of air passing through us like apparitions. I didn’t trust Dub, but in this land of Dante’s imagination, I didn’t stray from his side.

      “Stay here,” Dub instructed the leering horse. “We’ll fashion the note, and then you’ll be off.” Dub didn’t wait for Seirbigh’s response, but kept climbing skyward, up the rickety ladder, whose rungs were covered in what looked like dried, yet still somehow goopy, sheep’s skin.

      I slipped twice, trying not to be worried about the wispy ghost-like masses that swirled around, whipping by us but never touching down. “Dub? What are these things?”

      “Oh, just the Farouche Vampire magic,” he said without concern. “The white puffs are Vampires, and the brown ones are Werewolves.”

      I clung to the slippery ladder. “Are you serious? Are they going to infect us? Shouldn’t we be… I dunno, not here?”

      “This is the level I’ve dedicated to trapping the lost magic on. It’s out of the way enough so that it doesn’t bother me on a daily basis. Not to worry. It won’t hurt you. You’re not real.”

      I scoffed. “Come again?”

      “Your body is still in Faîte. The you that’s in here is part of your mind, not your real body. The lost magic I’m trapping on this level is harmless. It needs live bodies to really make a dent.”

      I shivered as I climbed up the ladder behind Dub. It was easily the height of a four-story building, and stretched into the low-hanging clouds. The twilight atmosphere made the wisps easy to see, giving me the creeps when they brushed near my arms. “Hurry! I don’t like it here.”

      Dub chuckled, because he’s a jag. “You fear the innocuous? What a child you still are. I guess that’ll distract you from the reality of torture you most certainly will undergo when your body wakes up. Fear that, little flower. Fear the Masters of All Things. That, I won’t fault you for.”

      “I have half a mind to throw you off this ladder!” I stormed, pausing as he kicked out his leg from above me to make sure I didn’t grab at him.

      When we reached our regular level, I breathed in deep the scent of the meadow. The abstract shapes and colors that had once been were now beginning to look a little more like the trees and clouds they were when I wasn’t drugged by the mayapple root. While it made for a lovely setting, worry lodged itself in my throat that I would be waking up soon.

      “Wow, that’s a boatload better than the rotting egg salad stink down there. I don’t even mind the high-pitched ringing.” The quiet but persistent sound was from my body being separated from my lueur, alerting me that Bastien was nowhere near.

      “You get used to it.” Dub snapped his fingers twice, and a scroll of parchment appeared, along with a quill and ink pot. Judah would’ve tripped out to see how cool the tip looked when Dub withdrew it from the pot and started writing. It was classic evil genius in action. “I’m telling Kerdik where you are, and what we heard from Dother.”

      “Cool. So, not for nothing, but I super don’t know how to get a creature out of this ring. And isn’t that kind of dangerous? Like, isn’t the whole point of this place to make sure the nasty magic can’t escape at random?”

      “It is, and you don’t need to worry about that. I can open the ring from here, just for a fraction of a minute, so hopefully only Seirbigh gets out. I can close it back up before anything else escapes.”

      I balked at Dub. “Are you serious? You’ve been able to get out any old time? How long have you known how to escape?”

      He shrugged as he scrawled on the page. “Only a few years. I didn’t think it worth mentioning to Dother and Dian. Their presence in Faîte has been nothing but a nuisance, so my judgment was prudent on that front. I like my domain here, and have no interest to see how far Faîte has fallen without us. Or worse, how much it thrived without our interference.”

      “Then why don’t you just go, instead of sending that Kelpie dude? What sorts of victims were you two talking about back there? Are we unleashing something dangerous out of the ring? Because I don’t want that.”

      “Kelpies are quite dangerous, yes. They find people who come near the water, and beckon them in. Once they touch the Kelpie, their hand sticks to him, and he takes them into the depths to drown them. Then he feasts on the body, and throws the entrails onto the shore.”

      I balked at Dub. “What? Gross! We can’t let this dude back into Faîte if that’s what he does in his spare time.”

      Dub waved off my concern with a flick of his wrist, as if I was being silly. “You don’t need to worry about that. Seirbigh won’t be alive for long. He’ll deliver the message, which is the only thing that matters. I’ve included a line here for Kerdik to dispose of Seirbigh, once he’s run his errand.”

      “Um, that seems pretty toolish, even for a vigilante mission. And won’t Seirbigh just open up the scroll and read it?”

      “It’s in an old, long-forgotten language that Seirbigh
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