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  CHAPTER 1: The Companion with a Hidden Knife


The Glass Veil Briefing
Sorien Vey had been trained to enter a room as if she belonged to whoever was watching, but the Velvet Court made belonging look too much like surrender. 
The dossier lay open on the black lacquer table between her and Director Cassian Orre, its pages weighted at the corners by four pieces of smoky glass. The Glass Veil Agency preferred rooms without windows for final briefings. No light entered without permission. No sound escaped without recording. The walls were paneled in dark ashwood polished so carefully that Sorien could see the blurred outline of her own face whenever she turned her head.
Cassian watched her over the rim of his teacup, pale gray eyes steady beneath brows that had gone silver at the edges before the rest of him admitted age. He had not offered her tea. That was one of his older tests, small enough to be dismissed by anyone who failed it. Comfort was never denied by accident in the Glass Veil. It was withheld to see whether an agent reached for it, resented it, or forgot it existed.
Sorien did none of those things. She stood beside the table in dove-gray wool, hands folded, dark hair pinned beneath a plain hat that made her look less memorable than she was. Her expression gave him attention, not surrender. She did not lower her chin too far. She did not lift it enough to suggest defiance. She had learned long ago that posture could lie more convincingly than speech.
Cassian set his cup down without drinking. “Begin with the ruling family.”
“The Velvet Court is ruled by Queen Isolde Valcour,” Sorien answered. “The Valcours have held the court for six generations through marriage contracts, debt patronage, loyalty renewals, companion law, and court oath structures. Public accusations against them include unlawful oath-binding, suppression of companion complaints, political blackmail, and disappearances connected to private contract disputes. None of the accusations have survived formal review.”
“Why?”
“Witnesses recant, disappear, or become compromised. Records are altered before they leave the palace. The court’s private contract laws are older than most foreign treaties, and the Valcours know how to bury crimes inside legal custom.”
A faint approval moved through Cassian’s face, there and gone before warmth could make a home of it. “Lord Malvek Auren.”
Sorien looked down at the portrait clipped inside the dossier. It showed a man in a high-collared black coat standing beside a red velvet curtain. The painter had captured beauty, but not ease. Dark hair swept back from a controlled brow. Pale eyes regarded the viewer with a patience that felt almost insulting. His hands were bare, long-fingered, elegant, and unadorned.
“Lord Malvek Auren is believed to be Queen Isolde’s preferred collector of private information,” Sorien said. “Thirty-three. Head of House Auren since the execution of his parents seventeen years ago. Known for discretion, legal intelligence, selective cruelty, and short-lived favorites. He rarely leaves the Velvet Court. His private chambers are protected by oath wards and internal court law. Three previous attempts to obtain evidence through him failed.”
“Failed politely?”
“No.”
Cassian’s mouth curved. “Good. Never waste respect on a pretty word for death.”
Sorien kept her attention on the dossier. “My cover is Lady Sorien Marque, a court companion recommended through Bellweather House. I am trained in music, dance, conversation, private contract etiquette, and discretion. I will acquire Malvek’s interest, gain access to his rooms, identify evidence linking the Valcours to illegal oathwork, and deliver it before the Masque of Red Silk concludes.”
Cassian tapped the table once. “Explain the Masque.”
Sorien understood the correction. Deadlines mattered only when tied to consequence.
“The Masque of Red Silk is the Valcours’ public loyalty renewal ceremony. This season, foreign observers have been invited to witness the renewals and confirm the court’s legal stability. If the Valcours complete the Masque without exposure, any evidence gathered afterward becomes easier for them to call foreign interference or romantic retaliation.”
“Better,” Cassian said. “And you will retrieve evidence, not merely observe it.”
“If retrieval is possible without compromising the larger operation.”
“If retrieval is necessary,” Cassian said, “you retrieve.”
The smoky glass weights caught the lamplight. Sorien studied one instead of his face. In the Glass Veil, disagreement could be expressed through silence only if one knew how to make silence sound obedient.
Cassian opened a narrow case beside the dossier. “Your tools.”
The first object was a hairpin made of silver wire and memory-glass, its head shaped like a modest cluster of pearls. It looked delicate enough for a court companion’s dressing table and expensive enough not to invite suspicion. Sorien picked it up and felt the faint hum of stored spellwork through her glove.
“Memory-glass,” Cassian said. “It records documents, brief visual impressions, coded marks, and certain spoken vows if you remain close enough. It can also press a coded impression into prepared paper. You will use powder cards for routine messages. Powder mirrors have been placed in three court dressing rooms and one public powder chamber. They will reveal replies only after heat or breath wakes the reagent.”
Sorien turned the hairpin between her fingers. “How fragile is it?”
“More fragile than your pride, less fragile than your cover. It will not survive direct oath-fire. Old court wards may distort it. If it burns, drop it. I would rather lose glass than an agent who mistakes a tool for a hand.”
She slid the hairpin into the inside seam of her glove for the moment. “Understood.”
The second object was a slim perfume vial filled with pale amber liquid. When Cassian loosened the stopper, the room filled with a faint scent of white plum, rainwater, and something sharper beneath, like crushed green stems.
“Truth reagent,” he said. “Seduction-safe in diluted form. It loosens ordinary lies, exposes contradictions in spoken vows, and disturbs weak magical contracts. It may also agitate unstable oath documents.”
“Agitate?”
“If you spill it on the wrong piece of oathwork, every false witness in the room may begin confessing at once.” Cassian closed the stopper. “That sounds useful only until the walls start answering.”
Sorien accepted the vial. “Then I will not spill it accidentally.”
“Accidents are rarely the problem with you.”
The last object was a narrow wrist sheath, pearl-white beneath the lacquer. Sorien opened it with her thumb. A thin blade slid free, bright as moonlit bone.
“The lacquer is pearl,” Cassian said. “Not decorative. Metal absorbs oath residue. If you cut a binding thread with steel, the oath may travel into you through the wound or the handle. Pearl cuts and refuses to drink. Use this only on threadwork, soft seals, or flesh when you have no cleaner option.”
Sorien tested the balance of the blade. It rested against her palm like something that had been waiting there.
Cassian closed the empty case. “Malvek likes clever women. He has ruined several.”
“Clever men often ruin themselves by wanting to be admired for noticing danger.”
Cassian’s gaze sharpened. “You usually judge well. When pride does not get there first.”
The correction landed with the soft force of something familiar. For one breath, the room shifted around her, and Sorien remembered another windowless room years before. She had been seventeen, half-starved, and certain she would hang for copying the magistrate’s accounts. The magistrate had sold orphaned girls into court service and called the entries charitable placements. Sorien had sent copies to three rival officials because one righteous man could be silenced, but three ambitious men would fight over who got to expose the crime first.
Cassian had arrived before the magistrate’s guards. He had taken the ledgers from her only after wrapping his coat around her shoulders. The wool had been rough against her neck and smelled of ink, rain, and smoke from the street outside. She had not been able to stop shaking because no one had ever covered her before. Not without wanting something first.
Anger without discipline burns the wrong house, he had told her.
She had believed him because he had looked at her fury and called it useful.
Now he looked at her with the same patient intensity, and the memory made his final warning land deeper than any threat.
“Affection is a leash, Sorien,” he said. “The velvet ones feel different. They still tighten when you pull against them. The court will offer beauty, pity, admiration, hunger, and a dozen softer names for ownership. Do not confuse being desired with being safe.”
Sorien slid the pearl blade back into its sheath and fastened it beneath her sleeve. “I am not going there to be safe.”
“No,” Cassian said. “You are going there to be effective.”
She inclined her head because the answer expected no tenderness.
The Road to Velvet
The carriage that carried Sorien toward the Velvet Court smelled of damp wool, leather polish, and the violet pastilles the chaperone sucked whenever the road grew rough. Two other companions rode with her beneath lap blankets trimmed in cheap fur. One slept with her cheek against the window. The other kept touching the ribbon around her wrist, tightening and loosening it until the skin beneath reddened.
Sorien had chosen a seat facing backward so she could watch where they had come from. The Glass Veil road narrowed mile by mile behind them, gray stone giving way to autumn mud, then to the red-leaf avenues that marked the court’s outer estates. The trees there had been trained to arch over the road. Their branches met above the carriage like fingers closing in prayer or possession. Long strips of weather-darkened velvet hung from iron hooks along the trunks, moving whenever the wind entered them.
The chaperone saw Sorien looking. “First time?”
Sorien smiled with the polished ease of Lady Sorien Marque. “At the Velvet Court, yes.”
“Then remember this.” The chaperone rolled the violet pastille from one side of her mouth to the other. “If a patron asks whether you are afraid, say you are attentive. I once said I was afraid, and I learned what that bought me.”
The companion with the wrist ribbon went still.
Sorien did not ask what had been bought. The chaperone had already given more truth than comfort permitted.
“I appreciate the warning,” Sorien said.
“Warnings are cheaper before the gate.”
Sorien lowered her gaze and became harmless by degrees.
Inside her glove, the memory-glass hairpin pressed against her thumb, a small weight easy to forget if one wished to make that mistake. Beneath her left sleeve, the pearl blade sat flat against her wrist. The truth reagent rested in a concealed pocket sewn into her bodice, warmed by her body until the scent of white plum seemed to rise whenever she breathed too deeply.
Lady Sorien Marque, she reminded herself. Minor coastal family. Educated in music, conversation, dance, private contract law, and courtly discretion. Recommended through Bellweather House after three successful patron seasons. No known political attachments. No surviving siblings. No debts large enough to be purchased.
Sorien Vey had no place in the carriage. Sorien Vey belonged to windowless rooms, coded reports, and Cassian’s exacting voice. Lady Sorien Marque belonged to the road ahead, where the gates of the Velvet Court waited beneath banners red enough to look freshly dyed.
At dusk the carriage passed the first outer checkpoint. Valcour guards in black lacquered half armor inspected the travel papers. A clerk in red gloves checked every name against a velvet-bound registry.
When he came to Sorien, she leaned forward and offered the faintest scent of her perfume, nothing magical, only rose and bergamot chosen for forgettable elegance.
“Lady Sorien Marque,” the clerk read.
“Yes.”
“Recommended through Bellweather House.”
“With gratitude for their instruction.”
He glanced up, found nothing in her face worth remembering, and stamped the page.
Beyond the checkpoint, the Velvet Court rose from the evening mist.
It did not look like the fortress Sorien had imagined from agency sketches. It looked like a palace that had grown around a secret and then decorated the secret until no one wanted to ask what lay beneath. Blackwood balconies curved over red-lit windows. Velvet awnings spilled down the walls in dark folds. Mirrors hung between columns, catching the last light of sunset and multiplying it into fragments. The central tower wore a crown of iron thorns wrapped in crimson silk.
The sleeping companion woke and whispered, “It’s beautiful.”
The chaperone’s mouth tightened. “Beauty is what it charges before the rest.”
Sorien watched the palace grow larger through the glass and thought of Cassian’s warning. Chains did not become less real because someone lined them in velvet.
They only became easier to touch.
The Velvet Court Opens
The reception hall bloomed around Sorien in red, gold, and candlelit shadow.
She entered with the other new companions through an arched doorway framed by velvet curtains heavy enough to muffle the sound of the court beyond. Then the curtains parted, and noise poured over her. Music, laughter, silk, glass, low voices, the soft chime of bracelets, the whisper of slippers over polished blackwood. The air tasted of sugared wine and spiced smoke. Perfume settled on the tongue: rose, amber, orange peel, warm skin, and beneath it all the metallic bite of old magic.
Sorien allowed herself one breath of wonder because Lady Sorien Marque would have taken one.
Then she began to count.
Six guards along the eastern wall, two bored and four attentive. Three servant doors, only one used by trays heavy enough to conceal documents or weapons. Twelve mirrors, but four angled toward the companion alcoves rather than the dance floor. Witness bells in the alcoves, each bell mounted on a velvet cord. The Valcour crest above the dais, a red crown encircled by thread. Foreign observers gathered near the registry table, their clothing less lush than the court’s but cut with diplomatic stiffness. Ashen Coast delegates wore pale sashes over black coats. Ivory March envoys wore white cuffs. Thornwater observers had green stone pins at their throats.
The guest registry stood near a pillar carved with open hands. Clerks in red gloves checked late arrivals against sealed lists. Sorien marked the process, the distance to the nearest balcony, the way one clerk took small folded notes from a Valcour page without looking at them.
A woman beside her murmured, “The Ashen Coast delegation arrived early. They say Queen Isolde wants everyone important watching this season.”
Sorien turned just enough to acknowledge the speaker, a companion with silver-threaded hair and an expression too composed to be young. “Is that unusual?”
“Everything here is unusual until someone important profits from it. Then it becomes tradition.”
Before Sorien could answer, a bell rang once from the dais.
The hall obeyed.
Queen Isolde Valcour sat beneath a canopy of red velvet and black pearls. She appeared to be in her late forties, though agency records suggested her family’s oath magic made age an unreliable witness. Her hair, red-gold and elaborately braided, gleamed under candlelight. Her gown was the color of dark wine. She looked maternal in the way a blade might look ceremonial when placed on an altar.
“New companions,” she said, and her voice carried without force. “The Crimson Season welcomes beauty, wit, discretion, and all the little hungers that make civilization bearable.”
Laughter moved through the hall like fingers across silk.
Sorien lowered her eyes at the correct angle, humble but not timid.
“Let the court see what has been brought to delight it,” Isolde said.
One by one, the new companions were introduced. A harpist played. A dancer turned beneath a fall of rose petals. A young man recited a comic verse that earned generous laughter from courtiers eager to appear amused.
When Sorien’s name was called, she stepped into the open floor and felt the court gather itself around her.
Lady Sorien Marque would have wanted to impress. Sorien Vey wanted to test.
She chose a border song from the old western provinces, a melody pretty enough to pass as harmless and old enough that most courtiers would hear only nostalgia. Its second verse carried legal phrasing from a dispute over broken patronage oaths. Its third softened the language into longing. Her voice entered the hall cleanly, neither showy nor shy.
At the first hidden phrase, nothing changed.
At the second, a man near the far side of the room paused with his glass halfway to his mouth.
Sorien did not look directly at him. She finished the verse, let the last note settle, then lowered her lashes as applause rose around her.
Only then did she allow herself to see Lord Malvek Auren clearly.
The portrait had been accurate about his beauty and wrong about everything else. Paint could not capture the stillness of him. He stood without leaning, without fidgeting, without the restless hunger that made so many courtiers look half-starved even while surrounded by excess. His black coat was severe by Velvet Court standards, its only indulgence a line of dark red embroidery at the cuffs. His hair was darker than in the portrait, his eyes lighter. He watched Sorien with the focus of a man who did not admire a locked door until he knew what kind of key it required.
A Valcour cousin lounging near the dais clapped too loudly.
“Charming,” the cousin said. “I imagine she already understands how valuable patronage can be here.”
His gaze did not linger on Sorien’s face. It moved lower, slow enough to be deliberate and brief enough to be deniable.
The court laughed because powerful cruelty often trained laughter around itself.
Sorien turned toward him with a mild smile, already measuring his distance, his balance, the thickness of his rings, the softness around his throat. Lord Renwick Valcour, if the dossier portraits had not lied. Thirty, spoiled, protected by blood, fond of frightened companions.
Before she could answer, Malvek spoke.
“That would be difficult.”
Renwick’s smile sharpened. “Would it?”
“I have already requested Lady Sorien’s company for a witnessed conversation.” Malvek did not raise his voice, but the room made space for it. “Silver clasp terms.”
Several gazes shifted to Sorien. Silver clasp meant conversation under witness, no private touch beyond invitation, and no claim extending past the encounter.
Renwick’s mouth tightened. “You move quickly.”
“When the alternative is watching you mistake appetite for courtship, speed becomes mercy.”
The laughter this time was quieter and more dangerous.
Sorien curtsied as if the exchange had flattered rather than positioned her. “I would be honored to accept Lord Malvek’s invitation.”
Malvek crossed the floor to her. He offered his arm.
He did not touch her until she placed her gloved hand upon his sleeve.
The detail was small. Sorien noticed anyway.
The Balcony of Red Lanterns
The balcony overlooked gardens lit by red glass lanterns. Below, black hedges shaped into spirals enclosed narrow walking paths. A fountain murmured somewhere beyond the rail, hidden by mist and the thick scent of night-blooming flowers. The air was cooler outside the reception hall, but the velvet curtains behind them held the warmth of bodies and music.
From inside, anyone watching would see Malvek and Sorien standing close enough to be interesting. The angle of his body shielded her from the wind and displayed her to the room. It was beautifully done. Protective from one direction, possessive from another, and entirely deniable.
“Your song was an unusual choice,” Malvek said.
Sorien rested one hand on the stone rail. “Was it?”
“The western provinces used that melody for wedding processions. The second verse, however, belonged to a legal satire about broken patronage oaths. Most singers remove that verse.”
“I learned it from an old tutor with a taste for gloomy history.”
“Did your old tutor also teach you to soften your coastal vowels only after the third glass of wine?”
Sorien looked at him then. “I have not had any wine.”
“No. That was careless of you. A companion with nothing to drink has fewer excuses for watching too carefully.”
A smile touched her mouth. “And a lord who notices such things must be very lonely at parties.”
“Not lonely. Frequently disappointed.”
“By companions?”
“By liars who lack artistry.”
She let the insult pass over her like perfume. “Then the court must weary you.”
For the first time, amusement moved through his eyes instead of merely around his mouth. “Less than it should.”
The music changed inside the hall. A dance began, slow enough to encourage conversation, close enough to encourage mistakes. Sorien could see their reflections in the balcony glass. In the reflection, she looked exactly as she meant to look: poised, curious, interested despite herself. Malvek looked like a man considering whether a beautiful knife was meant for display or use.
“You rescued me from Lord Renwick,” she said.
“I interrupted him. Rescue implies you had no options.”
“I had several.”
“I assumed.”
That answer pleased her more than it should have. Her pulse quickened once, sharp and unwelcome, and she blamed the cold air.
“Then why interrupt?” she asked.
“Renwick ruins delicate things because he cannot bear evidence that they are not his.”
“And am I delicate?”
“No.”
The answer came too quickly to be flattery.
Sorien turned back toward the garden. “Then perhaps you interrupted because you wanted the first attempt.”
“Perhaps.”
He moved closer, not enough to touch. The court beyond the glass would read the movement as seduction. Sorien read the spacing as control.
“You chose a song almost no one in that hall would understand,” he said. “Your hands remained still when Renwick insulted you, but your right shoulder prepared for violence. You entered the room and counted exits before faces. You wear a companion’s perfume without letting it settle into your pulse. Either Bellweather House has become much more interesting, or you are not what your papers claim.”
Her breathing remained steady because she had trained it to obey.
“That is an elaborate conclusion to draw from a song and a shoulder.”
“It is a preliminary conclusion.”
“Do you always warn women before you accuse them?”
“Only when accusation would end a more interesting conversation.”
Sorien tilted her head. “If you mean to frighten me, Lord Malvek, you should know that I have been warned about the Velvet Court since girlhood.”
“Then you were warned badly.”
His voice lowered. He leaned close enough that his words brushed the edge of her ear and anyone inside would assume he had offered something intimate.
“If you are here to steal from me, Lady Sorien, choose a better night than the first.”
The fountain below struck stone with soft, steady persistence.
Sorien let two heartbeats pass. A frightened woman might answer too quickly. An insulted woman might answer too loudly. A spy might deny everything.
Lady Sorien Marque smiled.
“I would never steal from a man careless enough to warn me.”
Malvek drew back just enough to look at her face. “Then we may both survive the week.”
“Is survival the best the Velvet Court offers?”
“No,” he said. “Only the first price.”
Inside the hall, applause rose for the dancers. Red lantern light moved across Malvek’s face, softening nothing. Sorien kept her hand on the rail so she would not touch the perfume vial hidden beneath her bodice, the blade beneath her sleeve, or the memory-glass hairpin that would soon need to record whatever Lord Malvek Auren tried hardest to hide.
She had entered the court to seduce a loyal villain.
The first night had not ended, and already the villain had warned her about traps.






  
  CHAPTER 2: A Favorite in Public


The Companion Dressing Room
By morning, the court had already decided Sorien belonged to Lord Malvek, which told her more about the court than it did about him. 
The rumor arrived before breakfast, carried on a tray of curling irons, folded stockings, and sugared gossip. Sorien sat before a gilt mirror in the companion dressing room while a maid brushed powder through the ends of her hair to make the dark waves catch red in the light. Around her, other companions dressed beneath a haze of steam and perfume. Silk whispered over skin. Pins clicked between teeth. Someone laughed too brightly behind a changing screen. Someone else muttered a prayer to whatever god still listened inside a palace built on contracts.
The dressing room smelled of rosewater, hot metal, and pearl powder, and of fear dressed prettily enough to pass for anticipation.
“You must have made an impression,” said the companion at Sorien’s left, a young man painting gold along his eyelids.
“He did not choose,” Sorien said. “He requested a conversation.”
The young man gave her a pitying look through the mirror. “That is adorable.”
A woman behind them laughed. “Leave her alone, Pellen. New favorites should be permitted one morning of innocence before the court eats it.”
The speaker approached with a tray of ribbons draped over one arm. She was the silver-haired companion Sorien had noticed the night before, the one whose face had learned the difference between calm and surrender. Up close, she looked older than most active companions, though not old. Perhaps thirty-eight. Perhaps older, if the court had been kind to her skin and unkind to everything beneath it.
“Mirelle,” she said, meeting Sorien’s eyes in the mirror. “Senior companion for the east wing, which means I know where the clean towels are hidden and which patrons apologize before becoming dangerous.”
“Sorien Marque.”
“I know. Everyone knows by now.” Mirelle held up a red ribbon. “Private invitation. It does not mean you must accept. It does mean refusal should be witnessed if the patron outranks your courage.”
She placed it down and lifted a silver clasp. “Witnessed conversation. No private touch unless invited, and no extension beyond the agreed hour.”
A black pin followed, glossy as a beetle’s wing. “No touch permitted. It is respected by anyone who fears consequences and ignored by anyone who knows consequences have been made expensive for others.”
Last came a veil edged in gold thread. “Political performance. Smile, speak in polished sentences, assume every word is being carried to someone who will misquote it.”
Sorien touched the black pin. “And if someone ignores it?”
Mirelle’s expression did not change. “There are bells in the alcoves.”
“Do they work?”
The brush in the maid’s hand paused.
Mirelle studied Sorien for a long moment, then reached toward a tray near the far wall. On it lay a cracked silver bell with its clapper removed. The fracture ran from lip to crown like a silenced mouth.
“Some work,” Mirelle said.
Before Sorien could ask more, Mirelle covered the bell with a folded towel.
Pellen looked down at his cosmetics. The laughter in the room thinned and rearranged itself. Sorien understood the shape of the silence. It was not ignorance. It was practice.
Mirelle fastened the silver clasp at Sorien’s shoulder. “Lord Malvek requested breakfast under glass. That means everyone can watch and no one can hear. It is either generous or cruel, depending on what he intends.”
“What does he usually intend?”
“With Malvek?” Mirelle stepped back and assessed the fall of Sorien’s gown. “Usually three things at once.”
Lady Sorien Marque would have admired the ribbons, asked the right anxious questions, and pretended the cracked bell was only court strangeness. Sorien Vey counted the companions who looked away when it appeared. Four. Enough to prove the bell was not an isolated failure. Not enough to know who had broken it.
Breakfast Under Glass
The conservatory sat along the eastern side of the palace, built of iron ribs and clear glass that held morning light like water in a bowl. Outside, red leaves clung to branches wet from dawn rain. Inside, citrus trees grew in polished tubs, their leaves glossy and dark. Heat rose from black tiles underfoot, carrying the scents of soil, orange blossom, and tea steeped with clove.
Every table in the conservatory could be seen from the adjoining gallery. None could be overheard. It was a room designed for intimacy as performance, privacy as bait.
Malvek stood when Sorien entered.
That, too, was noticed.
She crossed to him in a gown of pale blue silk chosen to make her look softer than she felt. The silver clasp at her shoulder caught the light. Malvek glanced at it once, then at Mirelle retreating through the door.
“A wise choice,” he said.
“Was it mine?”
“You wore it.”
“After being advised by someone who knows the court better than I do.”
“Then you are already ahead of most new arrivals.”
A servant poured tea. Malvek did not touch his cup until he had seen both poured from the same pot. Sorien watched the angle of the servant’s wrist, the steam, the thin tremor in the surface of the tea as the cup settled into its saucer.
Malvek noticed her watching and lifted his cup slightly, a silent acknowledgment.
“Do you always check the pour?” she asked.
“Only when I would rather not die of politeness.”
“That must complicate breakfast.”
“Breakfast was already political before I was old enough to dislike it.”
The servant placed food between them: honeyed pears, sugared figs split open over cream, almond cakes dusted with rose sugar, soft white cheese, dark bread, and slices of blood orange arranged like stained glass. Malvek chose a pear with silver tongs and set it on her plate. From the gallery, the gesture would read as intimate. In truth, the tongs never came close to touching her.
“How considerate,” Sorien said.
“I can be alarming that way.”
“Is this
Elianor in the Music Gallery
Renwick’s Lesson
A Message in Powder







