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About the Author

Her matron would be ashamed. Not at the lack of attention which allowed a client to leave a valuable behind, but allowing him to very publicly die near the temple. Officers found him crumpled in the alleyway, his throat slit and clothes torn apart likely by whoever wanted the mirror he’d left in Audrey’s room.

Audrey was sure her matron would not tolerate the pure filth that spilled from her lips. Too much time spent with Clara was the likely cause of it.

Slipping the mirror under her skirts, Audrey suppressed any distaste for Clara’s complete lack of manners or lady-like decorum and slipped from her rooms. The stone hallways were a titter with panicked Sisters trying to keep other clients calm, trainee Sisters fetching anything they asked, and Audrey made her way through them as calmly as she could. She needed to find out what this mirror was and why it was worth killing for. Flashing her practiced smile at the officers, who parted to allow her through (if they bothered to look at her at all), Audrey prayed to the Sacred Mother whom she served for the strength to control her temper. Clara wouldn’t refuse to help her, but the brute was sure to make her dance. Perhaps Katherine would be more receptive.
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CLARA JUST COULDN’T help herself. The low rumbling hiss of the water in the pipes was so horrid, she shuddered and squirmed. And it was everywhere in Trixa, the entire city powered by steam and pressurized water. The sound of it cut right through her flesh and made her teeth grind, causing the clockwork in her left eye to rattle in its socket.

“Don’t grind your teeth,” Katherine whispered, trailing her calloused hands down Clara’s bare belly. “Unless you want me to recalibrate your eye.”

Clara would normally take any contact from Katherine, but the gold sphere would need to be removed and adjusted, the socket cleaned and oiled, then the whole mechanism rewound and she would see fuzzy lines in her vision for days. So Clara obeyed, licking her lips and trying to keep how much she enjoyed the engineer’s hands on her from slipping through them. She closed her eyes to fully immerse herself in the press of her lover's naked body against her own. Clara had learned long ago not to compare her own body to her love. Katherine was long, thin, and pale, lean muscle honed from countless hours spent perfecting her machines. Clara would never have the sort of figure in fashion. Hers curved wildly at the bust and hips, her skin the color of creamed cocoa and hair black as midnight to mark her of mixed blood. A Go-Away. Unworthy.

Katherine attached her mouth to Clara's dusky nipple, nimble fingers filled her with an expert engineer’s talent then slipped inside her folds to expose vivid, pink flesh to air, and everything was perfect. Clara bit down hard on her lip to keep silent, raising her hips to plead for more. Katherine was ever benevolent, circling the aching center of Clara's desire till she shuddered and sighed in climax, even in ecstasy refusing to emit a sound. She had kept a tight rein on her mouth at all times as a child and the habit remained. Clara could hear Katherine's smile of bliss, her fingers ready to search for more. She slipped her fingers in Katherine's fire-red curls, letting the ethereal creature feasting upon her make enough noise for the both of them. Katherine always hummed when she worked, be it on machines or on Clara’s body.

When the whine of the latch on the front door split the air, Katherine pulled away in preparation for her lover's dive for her crossbow. She giggled at Clara's immediate need to be armed even though they both knew nobody could enter their home uninvited without grievous injury.

“Anybody here?” Audrey's voice called from the foyer.

“You can put the weapon down, honey.” Katherine pulled on an oversized tunic to cover her nakedness. “It's only Audrey.”

“She interrupted us.” Clara grumbled, sliding off the bed and flinging the bedroom door open. She leaned over the railing and glared at Audrey with her good eye, the gold one covered by her bangs. “You have terrible timing.”

Audrey snapped her head up, then immediately averted her eyes. “Have you no decency? Cover yourself!”

“No and no.” Clara cocked her hip and tapped her bow on the wood railing, the gold chain and key that wound her clockwork eye glinting in the light as it dangled between her bare breasts. “What do you want?”

Audrey sighed in relief when Katherine draped a robe over Clara's shoulders.

Clara smirked at her lover. “I like bothering her.”

“I know.” Katherine smiled wide and Clara finally lowered her weapon.

“Thank you, Kathy.” Audrey flipped her blonde tresses over her shoulder as she removed her cloak, revealing the fine, hand-stitched, embroidery which marked her as a Sister. “I have quite enough of naked women at the temple and frankly, Clara, I am in no mood to play with you.” So much for holding her temper. She folded her cloak and laid it neatly on the chair nearest to her. She adjusted her corset and voluminous skirts beneath her leather belt before sitting, back straight and feet crossed at the ankles. She placed the mirror in her lap and calmly waited until Katherine descended the stairs. “I have a problem.” Audrey said, holding the mirror out to the engineer.

Upon inspection, Katherine's luminescent skin became impossibly paler. “Where did this come from?”

“One of my clients left it in my room then had the nerve to die outside the temple. From the look on your face, I'm guessing you know what it is.”

Katherine fingered the palm-sized mirror as if it were filled with blasting gel. “It's a coming of age gift. They are handed down in High-Born families when their child is of bonding age. They guard them very closely as every High-Born family has no proof of lineage without it.” She placed it on the table and pushed it gently away from her, watching as it glided across the blue tablecloth. “If this was stolen...”

Audrey gaped at Katherine. “How do you know about-”

“How this got in the temple is more important.” Clara interrupted; robe closed to barely cover her chest, she picked up the mirror and inspected the gold etchings on the back. “You're in deep shit if the High-Born find out your temple was the last place this was seen.”

“We can barely operate as is.” Audrey wrung her hands. “The High-Born families have been trying to be rid of the Sisters for years. Even if the dead man was just some petty thief,” She looked down at her lap, unable to continue.

“They’ll destroy your temple and all the others across the Ten Kingdoms to get at this thing.” Clara wrinkled her nose at it. “When you step in it, you really step in it, Audrey.”

Through the budding tears in her eyes, Audrey was about to bring further shame to her matron with more foul language when Katherine interrupted. “It has to go back.”

Audrey's jaw dropped, her blue blossom eyes wide. “How?”

Clara flicked her bangs from in front of her gold eye and tossed the mirror back on the table. Katherine flinched away from the clatter it made against the cloth-covered wood.

“You’re not safe at the temple. Telegraph your sisters and tell them to scatter. Fast.” Clara said.

Clara’s voice held a hint of urgency which was enough to make Audrey panic. “What are you going to do?” She asked the couple, fisting her skirts to keep her fingers from shaking.

“Hand it right back.” Katherine muttered.

While Audrey frantically called her Sisters, Clara kneeled down in front of a dumbstruck Katherine. “Are you sure about this? He swore to kill you if you ever went back.”

“What should I do? Let them slaughter all the Sacred Sisters?” She clenched and unclenched her hands, aching to be in her workshop. “And Audrey? They’ll make a spectacle of her execution for this. She’s a fellow Go-Away. It goes back. And I’ll take it there.”

“You will not go to City Center alone.” Clara growled.

Katherine stroked the trembling cheek, tracing the soft edge of Clara’s chin. “I won’t go alone. Now go get dressed.”
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THE SIMPLE BOX MOCKED her and in turn, Katherine only stared at it. Though Clara had dressed and gone to help Audrey at the temple (which took some convincing), Katherine hesitated. She got as far as pulling the dusty box from the back of her closet. She’d gotten up briefly to bathe but the stubborn thing was still there when she was done.

'They’ll be back soon.' She thought, finally standing over it. With trembling fingers, Katherine
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