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    To Andrea, the most Practical Girl I know.
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Abduction 
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To whom this may concern,

My name is Doctor Hatch, director of the Bedlam Institute for the Criminally Insane, and recently we were directed to take on the care of patient called John Doe (due to his refusal to give us his true name or any other details). It is my profound hope that the person or persons reading the book, which I am helping Mr. Doe edit, will come forward and identify him. So long as you are not an accessory to the murder, you have nothing to fear from the police. Now, as to Mr. Doe’s mental state, he was profoundly agitated upon his arrival here, but has since grown calmer, though he refuses to admit any guilt in the ‘Cuddling Corpse’ murder, insisting that a mysterious eldritch being animated the murder victim’s corpse, who then strangled her husband. I have to admit, this is a case most intriguing, and I hope your aid will help me chase the shadows of madness away from your friend’s mind and let the light of sanity and reason take its place. As we edit the book, I promised Mr. Doe I would give you updates on his condition.

And before I forget, if you have any knowledge of the female who abused the poor morgue attendant and stole the murder victim’s body, please pass it on to the police. 

Yours truly,

Colin Hatch, M.D.

Myste

––––––––
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I WOKE UP WITHOUT THE foggiest idea where I was.

Before I even opened my eyes, the smell of burning peat told me I was somewhere in the Scottish countryside, maybe a farm or a village. I opened them and blue witch-light from a small night lamp beside the bed showed me a ceiling made with beams of Scottish pine, its walls made of hewn stone. Where am I, and how did I get－

Memories rushed in and I gasped. “Shh,” a young girl’s voice said from beside me, adding in a whisper, “You’ll wake the others.”

I slid from underneath the sheet and blankets covering me as I sat up. Sitting beside me was a young girl who looked to be around ten years old, thin as a willow wand with long white hair bound up in a braid. She stared at me with eyes lost in shadow as I whispered back, “Where am I?”

“The MacDonald clan house in Galashiels. Do you need the necessary?” I nodded, my bladder having woken up as well, and she stood up on stick-thin legs under a woolen dress. “Follow me.”

I slid out from under the blankets and got up. I had on an obviously borrowed nightdress, the floor cold under my bare feet as the young girl moved towards the wooden door. Glancing over my shoulder, two other females were sleeping in the same bed I’d been in, the larger curled up with the smaller one’s back against her, while a third slept in a chair beside the fireplace. Reaching the door, the girl grabbed a woolen shawl off the table beside it and gave it to me. “Thank you,” I whispered as she eased open the door and motioned for me to go through it. As I entered the hallway, I asked, “What’s your name?”

“Lilith MacDonald,” she breathed, easing the door shut once more. “You’re Myste Bannon, the ambassador’s daughter.”

“Aye, or at least he was the ambassador. Otherwise I wouldn’t be here. Lilith,” I whispered as I followed her down the hall, “I remember reaching the ground and avoiding a horrid woman with Kobols before getting here, but nothing after that.” I took a deep breath. “The airship I fell off of, the Zephyr, is it alright?”

“It crashed but no one died,” she whispered back as I gasped again. “Most of Galashiels spent the night bringing everyone off the airship and taking them to the village, including him.” As we entered a large parlor, she motioned to one side.

Jon was sound asleep on a couch. Sam was curled up in a chair next to him, Merri on a loveseat across the room with a young Norseman sleeping curled up at her feet. I took a step towards Jon to wake him.

Lilith grasped my hand. “Necessary first,” she whispered, pulling me towards another door. “It’s outside.” I hesitated, torn between wanting to touch my beloved and my body’s needs. Aye, how much could’ve been averted if I’d only followed my heart and kissed him awake?

Instead, I let Lilith lead me outside into the chill night air, false dawn barely lightening the sky as she led me through the back, past the plowed under garden and animal sheds to an outbuilding beside a low stone fence. Shivering from the cold air, the hinges on the door squealed as I went inside.

The moment I stepped back out again, a rough hand clamped itself over my mouth. “Not a fukin word,” a familiar male voice hissed in my ear, “or the kid dies.”

My eyes widened. In the light of the fading moon, the defrocked Professor, Henrietta Eaton-Young, the woman whose Kobols had almost beaten me to death several years before and who I’d escaped from last night by ShadowFae teleporting us away, stood before me holding a knife to Lilith’s throat. A whimper escaped from my covered mouth before I could stop it and the horrid woman smiled. “Good, you remember me. Miss Bannon, should you scream or make any attempt at escape, I will cut this child’s throat. Do you understand this is not an idle threat?” I bobbed my head yes and she looked past me. “Edward, remove your hand.”

As the hand went away, he hissed in my ear, “Don’t try no sorcerer tricks.”

“Miss Bannon will remain compliant,” the horrid woman said, smiling like the cat with a mouse under her paw, “because all half-breed Eldarion girls love children and she knows what I am capable of. Now,” her voice becoming brisk, “Edward will give you more sensible clothing to wear. Put it on and be quick about it. We have a train to catch.”

I took the bundle from the sallow faced man and stepped back inside the necessary. As I slipped off the nightdress and began putting on the underclothes and grey dress of a shopkeeper or seamstress, along with wool socks and a pair of slip-on, ratty shoes, ShadowFae’s musical voice spoke inside my head. Don’t worry, Myste; you’re going to be rescued. I promise.

Relief washed over me, but Practical Girl knew I had to somehow let Jon know what had happened. I breathed, “Channel me a wee bit of Aethyr.”

Be careful. ShadowFae channeled me a trickle as I cupped my hands and formed the schematic of the butterfly illusion in my head. Turning with my back to the door, I hunched over and let the Aethyr energy flow. White lines formed, then with a small blue flash, the illusion of a black butterfly appeared.

I let it go and turned around. As I put my hand on the door to push it open, the butterfly flitted upwards into the shadowed darkness above the door frame, where an opening to the outside let in air. It remained hidden from sight as I pushed the door open and stepped outside. “Aye, I’m ready.”

The pinch-faced woman nodded and put the knife away. “Just remember, I am keeping the knife, and the child, close to hand in case you decide to try something.”

“I’m not an eejit.”

She gave me a look as if she didn’t believe a word of what I was saying. “Young lady,” she began as we started down the cobblestone road, “you showed a distinct lack of common sense by associating with the Butcher of Buckingham again.”

I decided to play it canny and lie through my teeth, putting as much quiet dignity in my voice as I could. “Aye, right. Princess Morag had brought a lawsuit to make me her ward, which would’ve meant whoring for her so she could get more power. Da set up a deal with Jonathan to swoop in and plant the ring on my finger without ever asking how I felt. I had no choice.”

She’d clapped her hands over Lilith’s ears as we continued walking. “Restrain your coarse language if you please,” she hissed, removing her hands as my own went to my mouth for a moment in embarrassment. “Better to be Morag’s courtesan than a corpse, as will eventually happen if you continue this association.”

I shook my head as I lowered my hand to my side. “Aye, right. There’s no way I’ll ever walk that low road.”

“You are halfway down the low road road already, just by being the half-breed you are. Edward tells me that the building his brother owns has a brothel and Whitesnake den on the bottom floor, run by the Koncava Dame Quilp, who is as nasty a character as they come, according to him. She should pay quite handsomely for a half-breed slip of a girl such as yourself.”

Practical Girl came to the rescue as an idea sprang fully formed into my mind. “What if I helped you instead?” I looked at Edward. “When you created Scratch from a living monkey, you used your father’s ideas, right?”

Edward’s eyes narrowed as our footsteps faintly echoed in the quiet darkness. “So, what if I did? What’s it to you?”

“You saw what Scratch did to my affinity for Terramagica. If you flip me over to that side, I can help you with your research.”

Professor Eaton-Young made a sound of disgust. “Young lady, the very notion of a half-breed such as yourself having any affinity...” She trailed off, staring into space a few moments before coming to herself again. “Badb says you are speaking the truth” she said in a surprised voice. “In her illusionary form, Badb watched you use Edward’s creation to flip affinities back and forth and save the ship.” Her expression grew thoughtful. “Mr. Frankenstein, if she did decide to cooperate, how useful would she be to your research?”

“She’s a bloody tart,” Edward shot back as Miss Eaton-Young clapped her hands over Lilith’s ears again. He waved a hand in my direction. “Why would she even consider helping me?”

“Where do you think I’d rather be,” I hissed. “Upstairs with you, or downstairs with your Dame Quilp?” Edward opened his mouth to argue.

But then shut it again. “I ain’t never seen Scratch go as Terramagica as he did with you,” Edward said grudgingly, “and if you matched that affinity to mine, I could scale up.”

The horrid woman asked, “By how much?”

Edward shrugged. “Won’t know until we try. But you gotta do everything I tell you to,” he said, giving me a sharp look. “No sneaking around trying to escape, or getting chummy with my half-brother, Igor.”

“So long as the threat to the child remains,” Professor Eaton-Young said, “Miss Bannon will be the soul of submissive helpfulness. Am I correct in my hypothesis?” I bobbed my head again and she gave me a pinched smile. “Good. Now, we have almost reached the train station, so try to act as if we are a family heading off on holiday.”

As she took the street leading towards the small station, Edward muttered, “Not bloody likely.” But he wiped the scowl off his face as we climbed the wooden stairs up to the platform.

The train was waiting. The locomotive was an old steam engine converted to Terramagica, the engine rumbling like a contented cat with a faint green glow. Behind it was a car with iron bars over the windows and guards with rifles keeping watch. Behind that car were several more passenger cars, going from clean and new to shabby at the last car. There was no caboose. Most of the passenger windows were dark, though a few reflected the faint green glow of Terramagica lamps, but the spot between the second and third car had lamps shining like green beacons.

Standing in the light was a portly conductor looking at his pocket watch. As we walked across the platform, our heels clicking on the wooden floor, he looked up and said with an English accent, “You’re just in time. Do you need to buy tickets?”

“I have them right here.” Professor Eaton-Young pulled out four tickets printed on gold colored paper while the conductor snapped the lid of his pocket watch shut, and placed it in his pocket.

He looked them over, glancing up to place each person with their printed name before handing them back. “Seems everything’s in order. Your family can ride in the First-Class car, but your servant girl’s got to ride in the back.”

The professor glared at him. “She will do no such thing. Her affinity－”

“Begging your pardon, missus,” the conductor said in a long suffering voice, “but rules are rules. All people with Eldarion blood have to ride in the last car. No exceptions.”

“We can all ride in the last car together,” Lilith piped up. She reached out and grasped my hand. “Myste’s my nanny, and I don’t go anywhere without her.” Professor Eaton-Young opened her mouth to speak as Lilith looked up at her. “Aunt Henrietta, I want tea with lots of milk and little sweet cakes. My tummy’s growling.”

The professor closed her mouth again as the conductor chuckled. “Precocious little lady, aren’t you. Tell you what: if the four of you want to sit together, climb aboard the last car and I’ll send the lad around with the dining cart. You’ve got the car to yourselves now and probably will all the way to the border.”

“I suppose that will do.” The pinch-faced woman put the tickets away before leading us to the last car in line, and motioned for me to go first up the stairs. My low heels clicked as I climbed up the metal steps and entered the car.

Aye, it had been elegant in its day, with upholstered couches instead of wooden benches on the far end, padded chairs with round tables between them closer to the front, and a long, carpeted walkway running the length of the car, separating the left side from the right. But now, the flowered carpet had faded, worn to a nub in spots, while both the couches and chairs were patched and stained. The tables either leaned like drunkards or appeared wobbly. Sometimes both.

The few flickering witch-light lamps still working cast long shadows from their perches above the wide windows, and as the rest of them joined me, the professor said, “Appalling. For the prices the rail line charges, the least they could do is maintain their cars in a proper manner.”

For some reason her words made Edward snicker as I replied, “Da says the Koncava who own the company neglect them deliberately as a slight to mum’s people.”

Instead of commenting, she only pointed at the least objectionable couch, sitting in the middle of the car on the right-hand side. “We will sit there. Edward－”

“You do what you want,” he snapped. “I’m sitting here.” He took the couch across from ours and stretched out like he was going to take a nap.

Then sat back upright and began to fidget. I traded a look with Lilith before she squeezed my hand. “Don’t worry, Myste. We’re having an adventure.”

Aye, I’d already had enough adventures to last the rest of my life, but didn’t mention that as I took one end of the couch, Lilith pressing herself up against me as the professor took the other side. Her eyes narrowed as she glared at Lilith. “You gave the conductor my first name.”

Lilith looked up at her and then at me. “Wasn’t I supposed to?”

“Lilith’s doing her best to keep your falsehood from being exposed,” I said, Practical Girl rising to the rescue. “The conductor would’ve gotten suspicious if you’d kept on arguing with him.”

I knew I’d hit home when the professor’s expression turned from suspicious to sour as curdled milk. “From here on, both of you will remain silent if you want the child to live.” Lilith and I both nodded in agreement, and the horrid woman turned around once more.

Three short blasts on a whistle came from the front, and a moment later the train began to move. It picked up speed as an Orku porter in a grey uniform with red stripes down each side and a bell cap on his warty head, came in through the door between the cars, pushing a metal cart on wheels. He served us tea in china cups with saucers, letting us choose from a tray of sweetbreads, then came back a short while later to collect the dishes. As the sun came up, I drowsed with Lilith’s head on my lap, imagining that I was her mum with my arms around my little girl, keeping her safe from all harm. I fell soundly into a deep sleep.

Until an explosion rattled the windows of the train.
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The Night Black Butterfly
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Jonathan

––––––––
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A ROUGH HAND SHOOK me awake. “Rise ‘n shine, Old Hoss; we’ve borrowed a whole passel of trouble, I reckon.” As I opened my eyes, Jack added, “Your girl’s been kidnapped.”

“What?” I rubbed the grit from my eyes, Sam and the others still dead asleep as I sat up. “How is that possible? She was being guarded.”

Still dressed, I threw my shoes on. Jack looked like nine shades of death warmed over as he growled, “The Huntsman woke me up out of a dead sleep to tell me. Seems that an hour or two before dawn, Edward and the evil schoolmarm found a way to break out of jail and abducted Myste by threatening to kill a little girl. I asked him why he didn’t wake me in time to stop them, and he told me his trail boss, the Jaguar Man, ordered him to wait. Durned if I know why, or even where she went－”

He broke off as a large, winged shape fluttered down from the shadows clinging to the rafters of the large house, and began hovering in front of my face. “This is one of Myste’s butterflies... of course,” I said as understanding swept over me. “She must have been given enough privacy to craft an illusion.” I held my hand out and the black butterfly filled my palm as it landed. I said to it, “I know that all illusions have an Aethyr spirit at their core, who have a fondness for the ones who give them a chance to be part of the material world. Is there any way you can tell me where Myste has gone?”

At once, the butterfly illusion launched itself into the air and flapped its wings as it headed for the hallway. I rose to my feet and followed the illusion as it fluttered along the hall, Jack at my heels as the butterfly flitted back and forth to either side where pictures had been hung on the walls. They depicted various scenes, castles and countryside for the most part, and the Aethyr spirit seemed to be looking for something in particular as it flew back and forth down the hallway.

Then it stopped in front of one picture and hovered. Light was slowly growing outside, and despite the hall’s dimness, I could make out just enough of the print within its frame to see a locomotive about to enter a tunnel. “Reckon they stole some money to buy tickets,” Jack said, “but to where?”

“We can hurry down to the station and inquire with the Stationmaster. Perhaps he knows－” I broke off as the butterfly swept past me and fluttered back down the way we had come, stopping in front of another print. We hastened after it.

The print was a drawing of Merlyn’s Tower, now a ruin, with well dressed people picnicking among the broken stones. “Reckon this means they’re taking her to Londinium, though Old Town would be the last place they’d want to go.”

My wits were picking up speed like the locomotive in the last picture. “No, I would bet a gold Eagle that Edward is heading towards the East-end.” I looked at Jack. “Je’kyll is Edward’s half-brother, and I remember him telling me his brother owns a building on the East-end where his father carried out his horrible experiments. They need a place to lay low for a while, and where better than a place decent people would normally never go?”

Jack grimaced as he stared back. “Old Hoss, we’re forgetting that evil schoolmarm. She could have a bolt hole of her own in Londinium.”

“I know, but this is the best lead I can come up with.” I exhaled sharply. “Alright, I need to wake the others, find out where the Terramagica messaging office is, and－”

“Hold your horses,” Jack said, interrupting as he cocked his head a few moments as if listening to a voice I could not hear. “There’s no time,” he finally said, his eyes focusing on me once more. “If I don’t leave right soon, we’ll miss the chance and she’ll be gone.”

I blinked. “Chance? What chance? Jack, what are you talking about?”

Jack grabbed my shoulder and began pulling me with him down the hall. “I’ll explain once we’re outside.” Our footsteps echoed in the stillness as he hustled me out the door into the dawn’s cold air. We ran past a plot of plowed earth towards several sheds smelling strongly of sheep, and a stable where Jack ducked inside. I followed at his heels.

The half-dozen stalls were empty save for one, and as Jack came to a halt in front of it, I shook my head. “You cannot be serious.”

Long ago, the horse must have been a champion. But now, his ribs pushed out from underneath his skin, his eyes milky and the once brown head mostly white. “Why did you think I need you here? This old hoss is at death’s door, but the Black Bastard tells me there’s a way to let him run again, longer and faster than he’s ever done in his life.”

I stared at Jack. “You’ll kill him.”

“Reckon so.” As if the horse knew we were talking about him, he ambled over and put his head over the gate, Jack reaching up to stroke the side of the horse’s face as he spoke. “This hoss wants the chance to run faster than the wind for once, with a fast death at the end. Can’t say that I blame him.”

I took a deep breath. “If you say that is so, then I will take your word for it. What do you want me to do?”

“Already done,” a female voice whispered from above us. Looking up into the shadows overhead, a pair of red eyes opened, and I got the impression of a man-sized owl perched in the rafters. “You are gateway,” Ran-Li’s voice said. “Small now, grow larger every time you give in to Lord of the Night.”

I shook my head. “You are wrong. I cannot change what I did in the past, but I will not continue doing what he wants. I will fight my destiny with every ounce of willpower I can muster.”

Ran-Li’s voice chuckled. “We will see.”

Hanging from a hook next to the stall was a canvas bag from which Jack began pulling out weapons, while the owl leaped off its perch and swooped down towards the horse, its solid looking body becoming mist as it reached the animal. The horse’s body absorbed the mist, shuddered, and collapsed as I reared back. “Jack, I think the owl just killed－” 

From its position on the stable floor, the horse turned its head my direction. Its eyes glowed red as fire, and I took a couple steps away from the stall as the horse chuckled in Ran-Li’s voice. Then it stood up. Jack strapped on his bone knife, ancient Roman gladius, and then a gun belt with two revolvers and hoops holding more bullets. “I left these here last night so folk wouldn’t get upset,” he said, adjusting the belt. “Never reckoned I’d need them this soon.”

“I wish you did not need them at all. Jack－”

He reached out to grasp my shoulder. “I’ll get her back, Old Hoss. And if I’m too late, I’ll search until I find her. We’ll get her back.” I nodded, stepping away as he let me go and unlatched the gate. He exhaled sharply. “Alright, let’s do this.”

Jack’s eyes went black as twin pits of darkness. I stumbled backwards out of the way as he leaped onto the horse’s back, the creature laughing in Ran-Li’s voice as it tore out of the stall and through the open door. I ran after them out the door myself, in time to see the horse take a side street that likely intersected with the train tracks and gallop madly away with Jack riding as if the two were one creature.

Its hoofbeats clattered on the paving stones before fading into silence.
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THE EXPLOSION JERKED everyone awake including Edward, whose eyes bulged out so far I thought they’d pop right out of his head. Then an amplified female voice came from outside of the train. “Ahoy, engineer; this is Captain Ivy of the airship, ‘Wendy’s Revenge’. Shut down your engine down at once or the next rocket will destroy the tracks ahead of you.”

All four of us hurried over to the left-hand windows and looked out. Keeping pace with the train was a sailing ship with metal pontoons on either side, and my heart leapt to my throat as I realized it was the same ship that had shot out fireworks instead of rockets at my Prima Nocte party.

The train lurched as it slowed down, staggering us so we had to grab onto the back of a couch or a chair to keep from falling, its steel wheels squealing in protest as the engineer put on the brakes. The airship slowed as well while sinking towards the ground. It stopped a few moments before the train did, hovering a few yards above the grass, and a moment later ropes were thrown over the sides. Rough looking men in striped shirts and denim trousers with slung rifles or pistols, their swords tucked into red sashes, began sliding down towards the ground.

From the front of the train came the sharp crack of gunfire and one of the pirates screamed as he fell off his rope. The ones already on the ground drew their pistols or unslung rifles and fired back, racing to the passenger cars and using them for cover as sharpshooters on the airship began firing as well. The horrid woman grabbed my arm. “It seems we have reached the end of the line. Quick, out the back door.”

She pulled me towards the back of the car while Edward scooped up Lilith in his arms and followed. At the end of the car were compartments where Eldarions could sleep in privacy, and passing their open, sliding panels, we reached the rear door. The pinch-faced woman pushed me to one side and opened the door.

Captain Ivy, wearing a ruffled shirt, tall boots, and a black naval coat with gold buttons, stood on the rear car’s platform with her wide mouthed pistol pointed at Professor Eaton-Young’s stomach. The Eldarion smiled. “Chronos sends his greetings.” 

The pistol roared. I screamed as the professor clutched her stomach and staggered backwards, collapsing onto the floor as I shrieked, “You killed her!”

Captain Ivy looked at me with her one good eye as she grimaced. “I should be so fortunate. Badb will heal her soon enough, but the woman will be out of the game long enough for us to make our escape.” The pistol was an Eldarion Artifact with a square piece in the middle that must’ve held the metal balls, for she cocked the square piece back and aimed the barrel at Edward. “Her friend will not be so fortunate.”

“Wait, I’m not her fukin friend,” he yelped, holding Lilith close as a shield. “I’m a bloody Terramagica engineer.”

The pistol didn’t waver an inch. “Myste, is this true?”

“Aye, he is,” I replied, scowling as I turned towards him. “He was Professor Magnus’ apprentice who betrayed his master and tried to kill us all.”

“That ain’t my fault,” he whined. “I didn’t care a copper penny about any of you, but Xavier Redstone promised me a bloody reward if the airship crashed.”

Captain Ivy gave him a sardonic smile. “The same Xavier Redstone who never forgets a grudge, and has a vindictive streak that’s legendary, even for a Koncava? That Xavier Redstone?” Edward went corpse-pale, his mouth working like a fish out of water as Captain Ivy regarded him over the barrel of her gun.

Then she raised the pistol skyward, flipped a lever on its side, and tucked it back into her red sash. “The same Xavier Redstone who will be furious with us for stealing his payroll,” she said as screams and gunfire continued from the front of the train. “It seems we have a common enemy. Not only that, but I find myself in need of someone to maintain the ship’s engines. Can you do that?”

Still clutching Lilith, Edward bobbed his head like a chicken. “I can maintain anything Terramagica.”

“Then today is your lucky day.” Reaching into her coat pocket, Captain Ivy pulled out an Artifact of a transmuted human ear and a half pair of transmuted lips. She spoke a word and the Artifact began to glow blue. “Tom, status report.”

“Almost there, captain,” a rough male voice said in response. “There’s only a couple guards left, but they’re holed up in the car. We can’t get a good shot without someone else getting killed.”

“Use grenados to finish them off. Did you knock out the train’s Terramagica messaging device?”

“Taken care of.” The male voice paused. “Captain, what if the payroll’s in paper money? The explosion will－”

“Gold, Tom. Moriarty told us the crates contain gold. He’s a bastard who can make the truth get up and waltz around the room, but he would never tell me a bald faced lie.”

“If you say so,” the male voice replied in a dubious tone. “Grenados it is. Tom out.” Captain Ivy spoke a different word and the glow faded, the Eldarion placing the Artifact back in her pocket as two explosions came from the front of the train. She looked at me with a satisfied smile before pulling me out the door with her. Edward, still holding Lilith in his arms, stepped over the pinch-faced woman writhing on the floor and followed.

“Viper,” Professor Eaton-Young gasped, “you will pay for this.”

“I fear I will,” the captain replied in a mocking voice, “but not because of you. Unless Kobols can fly?” Without waiting for an answer, she pulled me by the arm down the platform’s stairs to the bed of crushed stone running alongside the tracks. As Edward went to walk down himself, she turned around and pointed at Lilith. “Leave the child.”

I struggled to break free. “No, you can’t just leave her. She’s sickly.”

“It’s okay, Myste,” Lilith said, squirming to get down. Edward set her on the platform as she added, “I’ll find the nice conductor and stay with him until help arrives.” She looked up at the Eldarion. “Which will be here sooner than you think.”

Captain Ivy snorted. “Precocious little thing, aren’t you? Well, go ahead and find him. You, come with me.” Captain Ivy pulled me along again, Edward hurrying down the steps after us as Lilith waited, and then followed him down. The little girl then walked at a sedate pace towards the front of the train.

From the nearby hills, cows watched us in placid curiosity as Captain Ivy hustled me towards the hovering airship. A cloud of smoke was rising from the armored car, its metal doors laying twisted and broken as the corpses scattered around it, while several of the First Class car windows were now only jagged pieces of glass. The windows of the cars behind it were untouched. Rough men wearing striped shirts were unloading wooden crates from the armored car and setting them on the grass beyond the tracks, under the watchful eyes of several pirates holding rifles pointing towards the rest of the train.

No one dared challenge them. As Captain Ivy led us at a brisk pace towards the airship, a chubby pirate at the bow called down, “Captain, should we set the ‘Revenge down and kill the engines?”

“Set her down but keep them running,” she yelled back, “and open the bow doors.” The pirate waved a hand in acknowledgment and ducked below as she looked at us. “Once we get close to the bow, do not wander in front of the engines or you might get sucked in.”

“Because you’re using a fluid propulsion system,” Edward said. “That’s why you don’t need propellers.”

Captain Ivy raised her dark, arched eyebrows. “You understand fluid propulsion?”

Edward snorted. “Nobody fukin understands fluid propulsion except Tesla, but I know enough to keep the engines running like a clock.”

She gave him a dry smile. “It seems this is my lucky day as well. Once we are inside, go straight back and see Joe, the Koncava wearing overalls. He is the one in charge of the engines.” She looked at me. “You and I are taking the stairs to the main deck.”

The airship turned with its bow facing us and dropped lower until its metal skids were resting on the grass. As we made a beeline for the ship’s front, a faint hum grew steadily louder. “Is that noise coming from the engines?” I asked.

The grass directly in front of the engine’s openings were bowed down as if in homage, as Edward said, “Fluid propulsion makes ‘em quiet, though don’t ask me why.” He pointed towards the left-hand engine. “Anything that gets sucked into it, gets pushed right back out again. Though birds like seagulls don’t survive the trip.”

“Neither does a man,” Captain Ivy said cryptically. A door on the left side of the bow opened, and she strode towards it with me in tow. “Smee, escort this gentleman to the engine room and introduce him to Joe.” She gave Edward a sharp look. “Stay with them until Joe assures you he can actually help with the engines.”

“Aye, captain,” the chubby pirate replied, gesturing for Edward to follow him as we reached the shadowed doorway and walked inside.

The interior room was small with a low ceiling, with one doorway leading towards the airship’s rear while a spiral staircase led upwards through a large hole above. Edward followed the pirate without a backwards glance as Captain Ivy motioned for me to precede her up the stairs. Our footsteps rang on the metal steps as I reached the top and stepped out onto the wooden deck.

From the bow, I could see all of the train. The pirates were still stacking crates, while two men and a Koncava, all three wearing overalls, were kneeling nearby with their hands clasped behind their heads. A pirate with a pistol stood behind them. A few timid faces peered out from the undamaged, second class windows, and as Captain Ivy joined me on the deck, I asked, “What’s going to happen with the other passengers?”

“Nothing.” I blinked, giving her a surprised look that brought out a smile. “So long as they remain calm, the moment we have the gold stowed aboard, the ‘Revenge is going to sail away to a village inside the Olde Norse Empire, where the ship will be dismantled and the gold distributed to the crew in accordance with our Articles. You will then be moved to a secure location and your fiancée notified.”

“Aye, Chronos still wants the Destroyer King on his side.”

“He is nothing if not tenacious.”

I lifted my chin. “What if Lilith’s right and help’s on the way?”

Captain Ivy shrugged. “The only way you could be rescued is if someone sends another airship. Should that happen and they are fast enough to pursue, we sail to Londinium’s East-end so they won’t be able to fire on us, drop off everyone and the gold, then scuttle the ship by sending it straight back at our pursuer and having it explode.”

I stared at her in shock. “Aye, right; you might kill hundreds of people.”

“Hundreds die every day,” she replied, her dark eye cold as stone, “and hundreds more are born to replace them. In the confusion the explosion will cause, I will take you to the Explorer’s Club in Old Town and deliver you personally to its owner, Madam Ysolla.”

“The Explorer’s Club?” She inclined her head and I blurted out, “That can’t be. It’s the most exclusive gentlemale’s club in Londinium; aye, even Prince Albert’s a member, and so is Jon’s grandfather.”

Her smile grew evil. “Once Ysolla has established legal rights over you, Jonathan will have to become a member if he entertains any hope of getting you back.”

“She can’t do that! I’m legally engaged to be married, which means only Jon has rights－”

I gasped as Captain Ivy grabbed me by the front of my dress and shoved me back against the rail. “In Scotland you have rights. In England, you are merely chattel, and anyone can obtain those rights if they offer you gainful employment at a modest wage.”

Terror flared up inside me as I wildly shook my head. “Da taught me a bit about English law, and I dinnae have to sign the contract if I don’t want to.”

Captain Ivy pressed herself against me until her face was scant inches from mine. “Moriarty was right; you do need taming, and I should be the one to do it.” Her breath smelled of mint as she grabbed my hair and pulled my head back. “I will enjoy breaking you down. By the time I am finished, you will not only sign whatever Ysolla puts in front of you, but you will beg her to keep you safe from my carnal desires.” Her smile grew hungry as she stroked the side of my face with her thumb. “I was like you once, a soft girl who thought herself brave. You are going to learn. I will break you down and leave it to Ysolla to build you back up the way she wants you to－”

The Artifact in her pocket began to glow. “Captain,” the rough male voice said, “I think we’ve got a problem.”

Captain Ivy let me go and stepped back as she pulled the Artifact out. “What is it, Tom?”

“The rear guard’s reporting a single rider coming towards us, but he swears the man’s riding a demon horse with glowing red eyes.”
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CAPTAIN IVY STARED at the Artifact as if it had personally offended her. “If the rear guard has been using Whitesnake, I’ll hang him by his heels the way we did with the Toff. Tell him to shoot the horse and then the rider, so no one finds out about this escapade before we’re long gone.”

The voice from the Artifact said, “Aye, captain.”

Captain Ivy grumbled something under her breath as she replaced the Artifact in her pocket and turned towards the right. “Stand beside me so you do not miss out on the fun,” she said, reaching out to grab me by the scruff of the neck. I didn’t fight her but moved closer, stiffening as her hand shifted to the small of my back.

I looked out past the rear of the train. Farther along the tracks, a rider on a dark brown horse was racing towards us over the grass beside the train tracks. A stripe shirted pirate just beyond the last car went into a shooter’s stance and took aim. I grimaced. “Aye, the poor beastie doesn’t deserve this.”

“I daresay,” a male voice said from behind me. “And neither does the rider.” Startled, I turned as a square jawed, dashing young man wearing a naval uniform joined us. “However, we are at war, and in war many distasteful things must be done.” He glanced at me and gave me a smile of even, white teeth. “John Harper, at your service, Miss Bannon.”

Before I could ask how he knew me, ShadowFae’s voice spoke in the air beside us. “Wendy,” she said in a panicked voice, “the Huntsman’s found us. You’ve got to get us airborne now!”

Captain Ivy let go of me as she whirled around. “Mr. Harper, get us airborne.” He gave her a puzzled look but only saluted, then ran towards the back of the ship as the captain clawed the Artifact out of her pocket. “Tom, leave the gold and kill that rider.”

“Fuk me blind,” the voice snapped, “he’s just one rider. The longer we delay, the more chances we have of getting caught.”

“Tom, do as I say or else－”

“I’m the bloody quartermaster, and according to the Articles, you only get to order us around when we’re in battle. So bugger off.” Captain Ivy stared in seeming disbelief at the small figure tossing his matching Artifact towards the grass as a shot rang out.

I turned back towards the right-hand side. The horse staggered as if he’d been shot, and I waited to see him fall. Instead, he shook off the bullet wound and galloped on as the rider pulled out a short sword in his right hand, and a small black dagger in his left. The dagger had a nimbus of red light playing around it. The rear guard stared at the madly galloping horse and rider in shock, then threw himself to one side as the rider came close. As he galloped past with his weapons out, the black dagger grazed the pirate’s cheek.

The man’s head exploded. As his skull burst like a melon in a gout of red and yellow gore, I grabbed the deck rail and threw up over the side. To my surprise, Captain Ivy wordlessly handed me a handkerchief I used to wipe my mouth as we both watched the rider race alongside the train as men began yelling and drawing weapons. 

Gunfire cracked from several pistols as the rider, who had the pointed ears of a half-blood Eldarion, leaped off the animal’s back. He hit the grass doing a tuck-and-roll, getting to his feet while the horse continued his mad gallop. The beastie reached the pirates and went into a frenzy, lashing out with all four hooves and trampling several before leaping into the open doorway of the armored car. Crashing sounds and screams drifted towards us as the half-blood rushed the ones staggering about outside. Sickened at the carnage, I turned away as the deck lurched beneath my feet.

The airship began to rise. We were several yards off the ground when Captain Ivy, who’d been staring off into space as if listening to something I couldn’t hear, began cursing in Eldarion. She whirled around. “Mr. Harper,” she yelled at the dashing pirate whose boot heels drummed upon the deck as he ran towards us, “come about and prepare to run with our tail between our legs.”

Mr. Harper slid to a stop. “Run? But the men－”

“Are being abandoned.” Mr. Harper hesitated and she snarled, “You heard me. Go.”

“Captain,” the voice from the Artifact said, “I need sharpshooters on the deck to take this bastard out.”

She closed her eyes as Mr. Harper turned around and ran back the way he’d come, then reopened them. “You’re on your own,” she said into the Artifact. “Chronos just told me the Scottish government’s given an English airship permission to cross the border and give chase. If we don’t leave now, our goose is cooked.”

“You bloody Eldarion bitch! You did this deliberately, you and Moriarty both. I swear, I’ll send you to hell for what you’ve done－”

Captain Ivy threw the Artifact over the side as the ship began rising, the hum of the engines deepening as a slight vibration began under my palms bracing me against the deck rail. Before I could move, the captain grabbed me by the shoulder and spun me around, then seized the front of my dress. “You had better be worth it,” she snarled, her face almost touching mine as she pulled me close. “If you do not give Moriarty whatever it is he wants, not only will you have to suffer my attentions, but I’ll have every member of the remaining crew vent their anger upon you as well. Am I making myself clear?” Fear stabbed me in the belly like a dagger as I bobbed my head, and Captain Ivy let me go. “Good. Now, follow me.”

As the ship started to turn, I watched as the horse leaped out of the armored car, its flanks torn and bloody beyond anything a normal horse could’ve endured. But instead of being in pain, the stallion roared with an inhuman voice as the remaining pirates broke and began to flee. The beast chased after them while a big pirate swung the butt of a rifle at the half-blood’s head. He blocked the blow with his short sword and touched the man’s chest with his black blade.

The pirate’s back blew out in a torrent of gore. As the man collapsed onto the grass, the pale rider turned around and watched silently as the airship turned away from the train, rising higher in the air as it stopped turning and flew away.
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I STOOD ALONE UPON the bow deck of Scotland’s newest airship, ‘Direwolf’, as it made its way towards Londinium. The airship reminded me of a gigantic flying beetle made of metal, with long pods in rows on either side and bristling with swivel guns and rocket ports. However, the guns were facing inwards in a gesture of peace while the rocket stands stood empty. I gripped the steel deck rail as Frode slowly walked up beside me. “That is quite a view.”

“Yes, it is.” When the King of Scotland learned of the Zephyr going down near Galashiels, he insisted we be transported home by Scotland’s finest warship, and after a few rounds of high level negotiations, the British government had agreed. The Direwolf had followed one of the major railroad lines to Londinium, and as we flew over the North-side, the city lay spread out before us like a builder’s model. I turned from it to look at him. “Any news from the Terramagica messaging machine?”

Frode knew exactly what I meant. “Only that the English pocket cruiser, the HMS Francis Drake, has spotted the pirate ship and is closing in.”

“Is it still heading for the East-end?”

He nodded. “I am not sure what the pirate captain is about, though in a way it is bloody brilliant. The ‘Drake’ will not dare to fire upon her in such a crowded place.”

I grimaced. “Royce is not so sure. According to him, Magical Investigator Raven is ruthless, and might decide that a few deaths, Human or Orku, are worth the price of bringing the pirates down.”

Frode’s eyes went wide. “But Myste is on that ship.”

“I know.” I held off pounding my fist on the iron rail in frustration, but it was hard. “Starshine told me her cousin Raven holds a half-blood Eldarion’s life to be worth less than the meanest East-end mucksnipe’s.” I took a deep breath and changed the subject. “How is the investigation into the train robbery going?”

“What robbery?” At my expression of surprise, Frode gave me a sardonic smile. “Not long after the initial panicked mayday call, the one abruptly cut off, the engineer messaged to report that the attack had been driven off.”

“By Jack?”

Frode shrugged. “The engineer did not say. However, he did report that the owner, Grandmaster Xavier Redstone, had ordered the train to proceed to its original location on the East-end. The engineer did confirm that a red-haired, half-blood Eldarion female and a scrawny man had been taken aboard the pirate ship, and that the child Lilith is safe. Evidently, Xavier is going to be waiting at the station for Lilith when the train arrives.”

“To question her, no doubt,” I said, glancing to my left towards the East-end. “I need to make sure she gets back to her parents.” Frode nodded and I said, “Any word about Miss Eaton-Young?”

“None... though the engineer did report finding blood on the floor of the Eldarion passenger car. No body, though, so I guess she escaped.”

“For now,” I said with a frustrated sigh. “But I feel certain she will return to plague us.”

“In time she will,” the cold voice of the Lord of the Night said, “but not soon.” Frode and I both went rigid as he went on. “However, the fate of your little butterfly is being decided upon as I speak.”

Fear gnawed at me. “Is she safe?”

“Not for much longer. Yet, if she shows the same courage she had on the Zephyr, I can gently twist events to give her a chance.”

“For a price.”

“Of course. My price is this: first, neither of you will search for her but will wait until she comes to you, or I tell you the time has come for you to go to her. And second, that both of you will become members of the Explorer’s Club.”

I gave a start. “The Explorer’s... I do not understand.”

“You will. Now, do we have an agreement?”

My face set in a grim line, I nodded as Frode said, “We do, but I want to know what I am dealing with.”

I gripped his shoulder while shaking my head no, as the cold voice chuckled. “If you want, I can show you... but the price will be much, much, higher.”

“Frode,” I hissed, “do not do this.”

“You should listen to Jonathan but the choice is yours.” Frode hesitated.

Then shook his head as well. “Not today then, but someday I want to learn the truth.”

“Another day, then.” The cold voice faded as it chuckled, and blew away with the brisk wind.

A shadow seemed to lift off us and we both shook ourselves. “Frode,” I said as earnestly as possible, “for the sake of your sanity, do not treat with him or any of the others.”

I took my hand away from his shoulder as he replied, “At the very least, tell me all you know.”

“As you wish, though in truth I know little more than you do. Outside of our universe, there is a place of emptiness he referred to as the Elder Darkness, where entities beyond our understanding live their existences doing things he said would be incomprehensible to ordinary mortals. Fortunately, there is a barrier between us and them which cannot be penetrated from their side, and so they normally ignore us.”

“Except now they are breaking through.”

I nodded. “A very long time ago, the Eldarions made a pact with a group of minor entities of the Elder Darkness, and breached the barrier somehow, allowing them to pass through. I shall not name them, for to do so draws their attention, but we know them as the Old gods. The one who just spoke to us, who I believe is a stronger entity than any of the Old gods, has been tasked with returning them back to the Elder Darkness.” I sighed, looking out at the cityscape spread out before us. “And no matter how hard I fight this, I am the living gateway between our world and the Void. The only thing I can do is try to keep it from growing no larger than it already is.”

Frode gently placed his hand on my shoulder. “There is an old saying that goes: ‘I was feeling blue since I had no shoes. Then I met on the street, a man with no feet.’ Jonathan, even if I did not love Myste, I would still be inclined to help you in any way－”

A spasm of pain flashed across his face, and he let me go to grip the deck rail with both hands. “Are you alright?” I asked in alarm. “Should I run and fetch Sam?”

“No need,” he gasped. “It should soon pass... there, it is easing.” A relieved expression replaced the pain as his hands released their death grip on the rail. He looked up at me. “I must admit to an ulterior motive in being invited to the Explorer’s Club.”

“You believe this Ysolla can ease your suffering?”

“I truly hope so. Even if she cannot cure me, any relief would be a blessing at this point.”

“You do remember that it was Moriarty who suggested her. She might be his creature, continuing to craft poisons and doing Lord knows what else.”

Frode gave me a sardonic look. “Jonathan, there have been times that I would have put a mortgage on my soul in exchange for some relief. So far, no one’s made me an offer.”

“What if the price was switching sides?”

“Then you would have an ally hiding in the shadows... and before you begin warning me against this,” he added before I could do just that, “remember that I spent the last several years immersed in politics, where no one shows their true face.”

“Except that the other side could potentially change you into a monster.”

Frode shrugged. “According to Scottish intelligence, the English government has already begun using samples of your blood to do just that.”

I reared back. “What? You cannot be serious.”

The sardonic smile returned. “All of us thought it rubbish, but now I begin to wonder.” The wind gusted fiercely, threatening to sweep us off our feet, and he shivered. “I believe I have had enough brisk English air for one day. Would you care to join me in the ward room, and see if the airship captain’s offer of a brandy still stands?”

I shivered as well. “It would be a pleasure.” I hesitated, then plunged forward. “Might I offer you the use of my arm for support.” His expression darkened, and I expected him to politely refuse.

But then he sighed. “That would be a blessing as well.” 

Frode took my arm, and together we slowly headed for the door.
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“AHOY, ENEMY VESSEL. Heave to, or you will be blown out of the sky.”

The English airship, a spot on the horizon steadily growing in size, had finally gotten close enough to hail us. She was a sailing frigate without masts, her pontoons on each side a good bit larger than ours with sharp angles, and fairly bristled with rockets ready to fire. An Eldarion wearing a black uniform stood on the bow with a speaking web in front of her mouth.

I was standing on the rear deck with Captain Ivy and Mr. Harper, Mr. Smee in the pilot house steering the ship towards the East-end of Londinium, which was growing in size as well. Edward had passed whatever test the Koncava had given him, and now they were together in the engine room trying to coax the automaton in charge of the engines to give us more speed. The remaining crew were at their battle stations.

Captain Ivy cast a voice projection web of her own as Mr. Harper’s expression became puzzled. “That is an odd thing. When I served in the English Naval Service, Eldarions were never given the captaincy of a vessel.”

“Aye, she’s not the captain,” I replied. “Her name’s Raven, a cousin of my mum, and some kind of magical investigator for the English government.

“I thought she looked familiar,” Captain Ivy said as her expression turned speculative. “Shall we see if we can work out a deal?” Without waiting for an answer, she activated the web, which began glowing bright blue. “Ahoy Inspector Raven,” she said, the lips of the blue web moving in harmony with her own as her voice was projected across the space between the ships. “It seems we meet again. However, you will note that your niece, Myste Bannon, is standing here beside me. Destroy the ship and the girl dies with us.”

“I see.” Aunt Raven’s projection spell remained in place but lost its glow as she turned towards several of the ship’s officers, judging by the gold trim on their uniforms. She spoke for a few moments as she pointed at the ship, the officers immediately shaking their heads as they seemed to argue with her, which I knew from experience was never a good thing. She snapped at them, stabbing her finger toward our ship, and a sinking feeling began in the pit of my stomach as they saluted and raced off.

Aunt Raven turned towards us as her projection spell flared with a blue glow. “Captain Ivy,” she said, speaking in the Eldarion language which Humans were forbidden to learn, “while I hate to lose you as an asset, Myste needs to die so her mother will finally fulfill her duty and give our clan a child. This will also prevent any, shall we say, inconvenient details about our prior working relationship from coming out at your trial.”

“You are barking mad,” Captain Ivy snarled back in Eldarion.

“Merely practical. Myste, at your funeral, I shall tell your parents how brave you were, and how－”

She broke off and whirled around as a man wearing a blue tunic and trousers, a white bandanna around his throat, ran towards the front while waving his arms. He thinks he’s a bat,” ShadowFae’s voice said in my head, “who’s going to fly over to the ship and rescue you.” Several crewmen tried to stop him, but the man leaped onto the deck rail beside Aunt Raven and launched himself into the air.

He dropped like a stone and was sucked into one of the engines. There was a loud bang as red spray flew out the back, replaced a moment later by black smoke. “Ye gods and little fishhooks,” Mr. Harper practically yelled, smacking the deck rail with his hand, “saved by a madman.”

“Not for long,” Captain Ivy replied with a grimace. “They will shut down all the engines, then bring the others back up except for the damaged one. If the ship’s engineers cannot convince Tesla’s automaton to give us more speed, they will catch up to us before we can go to ground.”

Practical Girl knew what had to be done. “Mr. Harper, where’s the automaton?”

“In the engine room, at the far end of the hold... hey!” He said as I hiked up my skirt and took off running towards the stairs leading down to the main deck. “What are you doing?”

“Saving the ship... again,” I called back as I reached the stairs and hurried down them. 

“John,” Captain Ivy yelled, “she thinks she can convince the automaton. Stop her before her Aethyr affinity blows us all to hell and gone.”

The stripe shirted pirates manning the rocket stands stared at me with puzzled looks as I reached the open hatch beside the useless main mast and slid down the ladder to the hold. Above me, the heavy clump of booted feet echoed as I reached the bottom and ran towards the rear. The empty space went a good ways back in darkness, lit by the open doorway glowing a venomous shade of green, and I raced towards it as Mr. Harper’s voice yelled behind me, “Joe, there’s a half-blood Eldarion girl heading your way. Stop her!”

A Koncava wearing overalls appeared in the doorway as I got close. “None of this now,” he called out in a deep voice, holding his arms out to grab me.

Edward pulled him backwards, out of the way. “About bloody time you got here,” he said as I entered the room. To my right, a partially shielded cylinder was generating Terramagica, and the Koncava shrieked as a warm wave of energy smelling strongly of cinnamon and serpents washed over me. I changed...

And not a moment too soon. The Koncava, a young male with a few pieces of gold woven into his beard, stopped shrieking and gaped at me in an unhelpful way as Mr. Harper slid to a stop. “Why are we still alive and not gobbets of burning flesh?”

“There’s no time to explain,” I replied, looking around the room. On the left side were several tanks, likely storage for the inert gases needed to keep the engines running, with metal pipes sticking out of them up to the brass ceiling and along the brass lined walls, where they exited. Directly ahead was an automaton in front of a control panel, with various levers and gauges in front of it. I looked at Edward. “I assume this automaton’s running the ship?”

Edward nodded. “Bloody well won’t increase speed, no matter what we say.”

“Let me try.” I strode up to the brass machine, designed to appear vaguely human, as its head rotated back and forth while its two brass hands on long arms made adjustments. The panel in front of it had a mock up of the ship’s wheel, in tiny green lights, that Mr. Smee was controlling, . As I reached the automaton, the actual ship’s wheel turned a notch to the right as the lights on the mock up turned red, then green again as the automaton made an adjustment.

I stepped into its line of sight. “Unit will recognize me, Myste Bannon, as an authorized user.”

Without turning its brass head away from the control panel, it said in a flat, metallic voice, “Unit recognizes Myste Bannon as an authorized user.” I mentally breathed a sigh of relief as it added, “What is the nature of the user’s request?”

I took a deep breath. “Unit will increase engine speed.”

“Unit unable to comply. Unit must obey protocols to prevent damage to the engines.”

I mustered every ounce of willpower I possessed as I bent down to put my face near the automaton’s. “Unit will obey my commands.”

Its head stopped rotating to look at me with both green glowing eyes. “Myste Bannon new designation of Primary User. Unit able to comply, but only within protocols Master User Tesla established. What is the reason for an increase in speed above maximum recommended?”

I straightened. “Because there’s an English airship on our tail that will blow us to bits if we don’t outrun her.”

“Unit will examine protocols... checking files... checking files...”

“Come on,” Mr. Harper whispered.

“Request within protocols established. Speed will be increased to 110%. Maximum 5% chance of engine damage. No further increase allowed without authorization from Primary User.”

Everyone around me let out the breath they’d been holding, including Mr. Harper. “Alright, then. Joe, call the bridge if there are any more problems.” He motioned at me and Edward. “You two, come with me.”

Mr. Harper led us at a jog out of the engine room and into the hold. We reached the ladder and hurried up it, Mr. Harper waving away several shouted questions from the crew as we stepped onto the main deck and walked fast toward the rear. The deck under our feet vibrated as the hum from the engines gradually increased. 

As we climbed the stairs to the bridge, Captain Ivy was waiting with her hands on her narrow hips. “Mr. Harper, status report?”

Mr. Harper gave the captain a sardonic smile. “When Moriarty got us into this mess, you told him if an English pocket cruiser caught up to us, we would need a miracle to get out alive. Miss Bannon convinced the automaton to increase speed to 110% and is now the only person it will listen to.”

Captain Ivy gaped at me a moment before shutting her pie-hole. “Bugger me blind, that should be impossible.”

“Aye, it should,” I replied, folding my arms across my chest, “but I’ve got a strong affinity for Terramagica, as well as Aethyr energy.” I unfolded my arms and stabbed a finger at towards her face. “The only reason I’m helping you is because my aunt wants me dead.”

The Eldarion raised her arched eyebrows, but only said, “Fair enough. Smee,” she called out, “how close to Londinium are we?”

“Over the outlying villages,” he yelled back. “According to the map, we’re coming up on Guinevere street.”

“Gwennie street?” Edward pushed me out of the way, Mr. Harper catching me before I fell as Edward got in front of the captain. “My brother Igor owns a building on the corner of Gwennie and Whitechapel.”

Captain Ivy’s one eye narrowed. “So?”

Edward licked his






















d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png
e
&





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
THE @URSE OF FRANIGNSTEIN





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





