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    First Edition


Chapter 2

	Cordelia shouldered through the crowd and pulled Dorian up.

	*Fool.*

	I sneered at the naked tenderness on her face.

	"So the rumors are true. The great Miss Worth has fallen for an escort."

	"Dorian? Looks like missing the dead made you sentimental, Cordelia — chasing a kept boy in a private club, hoping he'll keep you warm."

	The mockery was open, and it stunned her.

	The Wellingtons and the Worths kept up appearances in public. In private, we owed each other nothing.

	Cordelia's brows drew tight. She looked, as her name suggested, like a spoiled princess who'd never been told no.

	A useful kind of fool.

	"So this is what now? Picking up an escort to use as a stand-in?"

	Briar laughed, leaning into the chest of an escort with a lazy, delighted look at Cordelia.

	"Five years ago there was talk that Miss Worth was hopelessly in love with the youngest Greer heir. Today I find out it was true."

	"What was the rest of it again?"

	Briar narrowed her eyes and walked around the two of them, drunk and pleased.

	"When Dorian Greer went into the sea, our Miss Worth defied her own family and spent three days and three nights pulling the water for his body."

	"Oh, what *devotion.*"

	"All these years and she still can't let him go. So this is a *substitute.* For the original."

	The room dissolved into laughter.

	There was no one in this room who wasn't a recognizable name in our circle.

	Cordelia took in the audience and understood, suddenly, what she'd walked into. Her eyes flicked from Briar to me and the disgust hardened into open contempt.

	She drew Dorian behind her, her slim body between him and us.

	"My feelings have always been honest, *Miss Wellington.* Unlike some people who pretend in public and carry knives in private."

	"What if I *am* using a stand-in? The person I loved was killed. Am I not allowed even a stand-in to grieve him with?"

	She started to draw Dorian toward the door.

	I tilted my chin at Briar. Briar's people closed the doorway.

	"Cordelia. It's my birthday. You think you can just walk in here and walk out again? That's a little disrespectful."

	The Saxons had never built their fortune through clean means. Briar had grown up around the rougher side of the business, and she carried a roughness an ordinary heiress didn't.

	She slung an arm around Cordelia's shoulder, and ignored her shrieked protest, and gestured for someone to bring in a crate of liquor.

	I stood up and walked over to them, and tilted my chin at the crate.

	"Drink that. Then you can leave."

	"*Selene Wellington* — this is too much!"

	Cordelia bit her lip, her eyes wide and bright with tears. She hadn't grown up in a world that contained anything like this. Her voice was choked.

	"Come on, Cordelia. Drink to Briar. She *is* the host."

	"Right. Wasn't there talk that your father's shipment is still being held up at the Saxon port? You owe Briar a gesture."

	The room piled on.

	Briar lifted an eyebrow, opened a bottle herself, and pushed it under Cordelia's nose.

	"What? Not interested? Then your father's shipment —"

	"*I'll drink.*"

	A long, slim hand snatched the bottle and tipped it back.

	"Good lungs!" Briar applauded and gestured for more.

	Bottle after bottle. Dorian's face flushed, and somewhere around bottle five, an unmistakable pain began to crease his face.

	Cordelia, sobbing, grabbed for his arm.

	"*Stop. Stop.*"

	But she couldn't. He kept drinking. He looked at me with red, wet eyes and rasped, "Selene Wellington — *don't you have anything human in you.* He has a *stomach condition.* Did you forget?"

	I laughed, like she'd told a joke. I snatched the last bottle out of Dorian's hand — and tipped it over his head.

	Cordelia cried out and tried to stop me. The wine was already running off him.

	He raised his eyes. Black and steady. They met mine.

	I think, in that instant, both of us saw through the other's mask.

	"What does it matter to *me* that he has a stomach condition?"

	I patted his wine-soaked, hollowed face.

	"Devotion runs deep, Miss Worth. You should keep playing your little scene with him. *Substitute.*"

	"Spare yourself the trouble."

	He brushed my hand away and led Cordelia out.

	I watched the two of them walk away, and something in me I couldn't put a name to wouldn't settle.

	When the room had gone back to its noise, I stepped out and went to the bathroom. I cupped cold water over my face. I'd thought it might steady my heart, which was hurting badly enough to be visible.

	It did nothing.

	Of course I knew why he had appeared at the Club.

	Cordelia's obsession with him had outlasted mine. Over the years, the men she kept on her arm had carried something of his face, something of his line.

	Cordelia had been at this club often. Dorian's appearance was not chance.

	I lifted my eyes to my own pale face in the mirror, my red eyes, my shaking shoulders.

	Nothing was going to go back to what it was.

	A hand touched my shoulder.

	Briar had followed me, unable to leave me alone.

	She took my left hand and opened it. There were fresh half-moons sunk into my palm where my nails had been. She let out a long breath.

	"What was the point of all that?"

	"What was I supposed to do? Let him be killed for being alive?"

	If a person can survive, what does humiliation matter.

	The feud between the Greers and the Wellingtons had been settled five years ago. Our circle didn't speak of it. The Wellingtons had finished the Greer family — including the youngest child. Or so the story went.

	There were too many eyes on the Wellingtons. On me. If word got out that Dorian was still alive, half of our world would be lining up to finish him off.

	Killing him had bought my family their place at the table.

	It had been a clean transaction.

	"He's still going to be exposed," Briar said.

	"I know."

	I lifted my eyes back to the mirror. To the lost face in it. I wiped the water off my cheeks.

	Briar was saying something to my back. I could see her lips moving. I couldn't hear her.

	Every day I could hide him — every hour, every second — was time he stayed alive.


Chapter 3

	That night, I couldn't sleep.

	When the sky began to lighten, I fell into a short, vivid dream.

	I dreamed of Dorian.

	He had haunted my dreams for years after that day. I hadn't dreamed of him for a long time.

	In the dream we were sixteen again. The Yu family's party. The pear tree in the garden. Our first meeting.

	I had been sixteen — still the wilful, restless girl I had been before. I hated those parties. I hated the empty social compliments. I hated the dress my mother had laced me into.

	I had hitched up my skirts and run off into the garden, made sure I was alone, and unzipped the back of the gown with great relief.

	"*Finally.*"

	A small laugh came from somewhere overhead.

	I shot up, yanked the zipper back, and looked around wildly. There was no one. I had almost talked myself into having imagined it when —

	"Up here."

	I looked up.

	A boy was sitting in the upper crook of the pear tree, ankles crossed, looking down at me. The faint half-smile, the long-lidded eyes. His suit jacket open by two buttons.

	In his hand was a single, blooming pear blossom.

	He looked like he had walked out of the tree itself.

	I felt my whole face go hot.

	"You — you *peeping* tom!"

	I grabbed my skirts and tried to make a dignified retreat, and he jumped down and stepped into my path.

	"That's not fair. You don't get to come breathe in my tree without warning me. And I had no idea you were going to start undressing."

	He raised an eyebrow at me. Slightly insolent. Slightly charmed.

	I opened my mouth to argue, found no argument, and crossed my arms instead and turned my face away.

	"Whose are you?"

	I didn't answer. He cleared his throat and tried again, easier.

	"I'm Dorian Greer. You?"

	The instant I understood who he was, I picked a fight with him. A one-sided fight. He smiled all the way through it, those long-lidded eyes never blinking, and at one point handed me a glass of water in case I needed a break to keep yelling.

	He wouldn't get angry. It was infuriating.

	*Father's right,* I thought. *Every Greer is a wolf in pretty clothing.* I picked up my skirts to leave.

	He stopped me again.

	"Want to escape with me?"

	He held out the pear blossom.

	I hadn't meant to take it. But the kid had a smile in his eyes that contained whole galaxies, and I took the flower without knowing I had.

	We snuck out of the party together.

	From that day on we walked every street in the city.

	We watched the dawn come up over the water at five in the morning. We watched the sunset color the sky from a hilltop. We watched the meteor showers come down.

	Ten fingers laced into ten fingers. Two hearts collided into one.

	We made a promise — that the fight between our two families would never be allowed to touch us.

	We were so young, and so stupid, and so wrong.

	The conflict between our families ended with the death of Dorian's father, the suicide of his mother, and the imprisonment of his older brother.

	The Wellingtons did not let an enemy off the floor.

	If you swing, you don't leave them alive.

	"Lena. *Kill him.*"

	The dream snapped. My father's flat voice rang through my ears.

	The cold knife was in my hand and I couldn't let it go.

	"Lena. Kill him."

	"*Kill him.*"

	My hand shook. The blade pointed at his heart.

	Have you ever tried to put a knife into the person you love?

	When his eyes went wide and locked on mine, I felt a thousand needles enter my own chest at the same time.

	Five years on, even in a dream, my body remembers.

	He'd given me his hand. He had said, *Lena. Run away with me.*

	And I had taken a step back.

	He had reason to hate me. I knew that. I never asked him to hate me less. The hate kept him alive.

	My love had become the blade that killed him.

	The blade had gone through him. It had gone through me too.

	I opened my eyes. My chest still felt cut open.

	I'd been in the dream a long time.

	A month later, a deal I had locked in was undercut without warning. My half-brother, Marcus, made sure my father heard about it instantly — along with the rumor that had started threading through our world: the youngest Greer heir might be alive.

	I had known this slap was coming. When it landed, I was ready.
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