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      For Pet, JinYeong, Zero, and Athelas.

      Thanks for the memories and the sneaky therapy.
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        For more information on the City Between series (and the two other series set in the Between world) you can sign up to:

      

        

      
        The WR(ite) Newsletter!

      

        

      
        This is where you’ll hear about all new publications, serial WIPs (with access to read as they are written), and specials on my backlist. You’ll also get to hear more about Australia, including why I like to write what my friends affectionately call “crikeycore”.
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        (This story occurs somewhere within the timeframe of book three)

      

      

      

      The house was a mess. There was, in general, some mess to it; this time, however, the mess had all the distinct hallmarks of the Pet’s influence. The Pet, in fact, had been baiting the vampire, with the predictable result that JinYeong had bitten its arm.

      “Why can’t you train it?” complained JinYeong—or some facsimile thereof in Korean. JinYeong refused to speak English, and Zero understood him only because JinYeong tended to lace the things he wanted understood with copious hints of Between, making it inherently understandable to Zero.

      “Thought you wanted blood snacks,” said the Pet. “Look, my arm’s gone all floppy again. I can’t cook with a floppy arm.”

      “JinYeong, stop biting the Pet,” said Zero. He didn’t smile, and that was more than he’d hoped for.

      JinYeong said in excuse, “Yes, but hyeong, she’s so biteable.”

      “At least I’m not flamin’ annoying!” said the Pet.

      Zero saw JinYeong bite back a swift answer. Pouting now, the vampire said, “Pet. Good Pet. Give me blood snacks.”

      “Dunno,” said the Pet. “Told you; my arm’s gone floppy. How can I clear up in there with a floppy arm?”

      JinYeong made an annoyed noise and stalked into the kitchen, rolling his cuffs twice as he went. Zero heard the sound of dishes being cleared, and the Pet grinned its delight at the room.

      “I would also like to advocate for further training,” said Athelas, the fourth denizen of the house, though he looked more amused than disapproving.

      He was not, Zero noticed, sitting in his usual, favourite chair. The Pet had put Athelas’ tea and biscuits in a different spot this morning; it was now sitting cross-legged in Athelas’ favourite chair itself.

      “I don’t know,” said Zero very deliberately. “It seems to me that there has already been a more than successful level of training achieved.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            

          

          
            PET VS VAMPIRE

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        (This story also occurs somewhere within the timeframe of book three)

      

      

      

      The vampire was hungry. Or was he irritated? He wasn’t sure.

      No, he was feeling oppressed; a gentle, flowery sort of oppression that curled its way around him and weighed him down invisibly.

      He had been feeling oppressed for the last week, in fact.

      He looked over at the Pet suspiciously, because when something went wrong or mischievous around the house, it was usually the Pet. His look did no good; the Pet was asleep with its brow creased, murmuring “No, no, no!” in an increasingly frantic voice.

      The vampire sauntered across the room and kicked the Pet’s couch as he passed by on the way to his bedroom. The Pet stopped whimpering with a small snort, falling asleep again, and the vampire padded softly upstairs.

      The feeling of discomfort was strongest in his bedroom, and he wanted to figure it out before the Pet was awake to watch him in silent sarcasm.

      The vampire paced into his room, and there it was again. That intangible sense of oppression.

      What was it?

      The vampire’s nose flared, and as it did, a sudden realisation struck him.

      There was an alien scent lingering in the air of his bedroom—or at least, a scent that wasn’t itself alien, but shouldn’t be where it was. Perhaps the familiarity of it was why it had taken him so long to figure it out.

      In his own language, he yelled, “Pet! Pet! Come here!” lacing it with magic to make sure the Pet woke.

      The Pet was there a moment later, big eyes blinking at him with unconvincing innocence. “Gunna hurt yourself, yelling like that,” it said, in English. Then it grinned at him. “Found something weird, did ya?”

      “Why is his scent in my room?” the vampire asked coldly.

      He asked it in his own language—as he always did. He knew the Pet could understand him; its eyes were dancing. No doubt it had put a drop of the house steward’s aftershave somewhere around his room—the wardrobe, by the smell of it.

      Despite that, the Pet said, “What? Can’t understand you. Speak English.”

      “Clean it up.”

      A little louder, as if to a deaf person, the Pet said, “What’s that? Can’t. Understand. You!”

      The vampire pointed into the wardrobe, warning the Pet with the faintest of snarls.

      “Oh, did someone spill Athelas’ aftershave in your wardrobe?” the Pet asked sympathetically. “What a shame. That musta been annoying you for so long.”

      The vampire grinned. No matter how sarcastic the Pet became, it would clean its mess.

      To his surprise, the Pet grinned back at him. “All right, fair cop,” it said. “But if I go overtime cleaning up here with soap and water, your dinner’s gunna be late.”

      The vampire’s eyes narrowed. They flicked from the Pet and down to his watch, then back to the Pet. There was barely half an hour before dinner time, and he was not the only denizen of the house.

      He pursed his lips, but clicked his fingers at the perfumed stain. The lingering scent of aftershave rose from the carpet and dissipated slowly.

      “Thanks!” said the Pet, its eyes bright. “See ya at dinner.”

      It skipped away down the stairs, and the vampire remembered too late—much too late—that tonight was takeaway night.

      He opened his mouth to call the Pet back, but it was already long gone, gurgles of laughter tripping down the stairs after it, and the vampire found that he was smiling.

      With difficulty, he made his mouth prim again. There was still the faintest scent of aftershave in the air, but he no longer felt oppressed.

      “Next time, Pet,” said the vampire.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            

          

          
            WIDDERSHINS TO DEISEIL

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        (Yep. Book three again. If you look carefully, you’ll know exactly where…)

      

      

      

      “Oi.”

      Detective Tuatu closed his eyes briefly, and opened them again. He knew that voice. A phone call from the girl called Pet was usually trouble.

      “What?” he asked cautiously. He already had a plant that seemed to watch him no matter where he was in the room thanks to Pet, and he didn’t want anything else off-loaded onto him. “I’ve got enough house plants and I’m better now.”

      “Know anything about widdershins?”

      “What?”

      “You know, widdershins?”

      “My grandmother said never to go that way.”

      “Oh. Whoops.”

      “Whoops, what?” Detective Tuatu stood involuntarily. Pet was trouble, but she was also human, unlike a lot of his new acquaintanceship, and he had a certain brotherly sort of care where she was concerned. “Where are you?”

      “Between a couple of floors, I reckon,” she said. “Relax. Sit back down. I’m fine. What else did your grandmother say about widdershins?”

      “Never go that way!”

      “You said that.”

      “Go back as soon as possible.”

      “What else?”

      Detective Tuatu found that he was squeezing the phone too tightly, and loosened his white-fingered grip. “Pet, where are you?”

      “Told ya. Between floors somewhere. Did your grandma tell you something about how to get out of somewhere when you’ve gone widdershins?”

      He cast about wildly in his mind, trying to think of those long-gone, sunny island days when his grandmother had seemed more mad than sane, but he hadn’t cared because he was a kid and she loved him.

      Nothing.

      He stared at the pot plant, and the pot plant stared back at him; then, dredged from the deepest mires of his memory, a word rose to the surface. “Deiseil!” he said. “She said you have to go deiseil to fix it. You have to look for the sun.”

      “Don’t reckon that’s gunna help,” she said. “I’m inside.”

      Detective Tuatu was about to ask again, and with considerably more force, exactly where she was, when it occurred to him to ask instead, “Does it have to be a real sun?”

      “Ohhhhh!” said Pet, her deep little voice amused and satisfied. “Ah man, that’s clever! Thanks! Catch ya next time!”

      She actually hung up on him.

      Detective Tuatu called her back, stabbing at the circular numbers on the touch pad of his phone, and when she picked up, he said, “Pet⁠—”

      “Don’t call me,” said Pet’s voice. “I’m supposed to be sneaking. I’ll bring ya something nice as a thank you later on.”

      “Don’t bring me something!” said the detective, but it was too late. She’d already hung up again. He said accusingly to the pot plant, “Now look what you’ve done.”
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        (This one is set between—ha!—books three and four)

      

      

      

      Athelas sipped his tea. 

      “You owe me,” said the Pet. “You flamin’ killed me!” 

      “And yet,” said Athelas, “here we are!” 

      “Doesn’t mean you didn’t kill me.” 

      Athelas smiled faintly. The Pet was terrier-like in many ways. 

      “I broke no bargains by killing you,” he told her. 

      “That’s rude,” the Pet said gloomily. She didn’t argue, but that was true to form; the Pet had forgiven him for killing her, and she wouldn’t push beyond that forgiveness, even for the answers she so desperately wanted. “Could at least answer a few questions.” 

      She knew he wouldn’t do so—he had made it very clear to her that he gave nothing for free.

      “Three questions,” he said, running a finger along the lip of his teacup briefly. “Nothing owed, nothing given.”

      “Thought you said it didn’t work like that,” said the Pet, shooting him a surprisingly sharp look. “Thought you said it had to be an even exchange.” 

      “Consider this an exception.” 

      “Can I save ’em up?” 

      “I beg your pardon?” 

      “Can I save ’em up? Ask ’em another time.” 

      “No.” 

      “Oh. That’s a shame.” 

      “You have no questions?” Athelas asked, amused. “How unusual.” 

      “Nah. Got some questions about Zero.” 

      Athelas stifled a sigh. He should have known. He would have to be careful how he answered questions about his lord. 

      “How come Zero really keeps me here? And don’t tell me it’s ’cos of my cooking—I won’t believe you. I’m pretty sure you could get a fae butler who cooks better.” 

      “I believe that Zero thinks you have hidden depths,” said Athelas thoughtfully, for he could only guess, himself. He had had his own reasons for instigating his lord to keep the Pet, but he was quite sure those reasons weren’t the same as Zero’s reasons for keeping her, though perhaps they overlapped. “You are certainly an oddity, for a human.” 

      “How come you gave me three questions?” 

      Athelas laughed softly. “Is that one of your questions?” 

      “Nope,” said the Pet, and her little face was sharp and bright. “Just checking something.” 

      “What were you checking?” 

      “Oi, whose questions are these, mine or yours?” 

      “Answering a question with a question, Pet?” 

      “Getting good at this, aren’t I?” she said, with a small, deep chuckle. 

      “A matter of perspective, I suspect. Well?” 

      “You said not to get fond of Zero, because fae can’t be fond of people.” 

      “Quite correct—but not a question.” 

      “Yeah, but you’re fae, too.” 

      “Also correct—also not a question.” 

      “Well, what do you do when you find yourself getting fond of someone?” 

      “I do not,” said Athelas, sipping his tea, “get fond of people.” 

      “All right,” said the Pet. “You want another cuppa?” 

      Athelas, for once startled into putting down his teacup, asked, “Are you not going to ask your last question?” 

      “Nope,” said the Pet, perching on the arm of his chair. “Reckon I know the answer to it, anyway. Have a bikkie.” 

      The Pet, thought Athelas, his mind running very swiftly now, acted as though she had gained the information she wanted. That was a dangerous thing, for despite what he had told the Pet, the game was always the same. 

      In this game, anything the Pet gained was something which Athelas lost, in equal measure. And Athelas couldn’t afford to lose anything.
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        (This story is firmly in the middle of books five and six, shaking its fist at the rest of the series)

      

      

      
      They say Behind is dangerous and Between is chancy—that only the human world with its blind, bumbling occupants is a haven for the Fair Folk. Well, I’m not exactly one of the fair folk, and if Australia isn’t as dangerous as the most feared parts of Behind, I’ll eat my own wooden leg.

      Properly speaking, there’s Australia Behind and Australia Between, but when it comes to Behind and Between, it’s nearly the same thing no matter where in the human world it joins up. Go anywhere Behind and it’s the same Behind; it’s all fae and vampires and selkies, that sort of thing. A few of us leprechauns, too. Behind is the place the human world doesn’t know exists. Even Between isn’t too different; it’s just the way it looks that’s different—depending on if you know how to look, if you get my drift.

      It’s not the same when it comes to travelling between places in the human world. I’ve been in civilized places like England and Canada, and it’s a world away from the nightmare land of red heat and deadly animals they call Australia. They don’t let you into Australia from Behind until you’ve passed your survival fitness exam, which should tell you something.

      I hadn’t passed that exam. I didn’t want to pass that exam. I would have gladly spent the rest of my life in a cubicle safely Behind the human world. And yet here I was, stuck headfirst in a tree on the human-world side of Australia, with my behind exposed to the elements and the dull thud of dropbears hitting the ground around me.

      Let me explain. I wasn’t planning on going to Australia that day—that day or ever. I’m a leprechaun, the closest thing you can get to a living calculator, and until that day I was perfectly happy crunching numbers in my cubicle. For us, it’s about the closest thing you can get to pure happiness unless you own your own private supply of gold coins to count every day. That rainbow with the promised gold at the end of it—that’s what a cubicle and something to count means to a leprechaun.

      I was ready for a big day. My wooden leg was hurting when I got up, and that means a day of either finding or losing huge amounts of money. And if you’re going to tell me a wooden leg can’t hurt, you can kick off out of here any time, because mine always hurts when there’s going to be big money, so there. I just didn’t know whether it was going to be a finding or losing day. Finding or losing doesn’t matter to me, mind you—I just find out where the money’s gone. If it was my money, it would matter a lot more; but it’s not, and it doesn’t.

      I sat down in my chair at the office in an almost jovial frame of mind. I startled the coffee boy by grinning at him, scaring him so much that he spilled the coffee and had to go back for more. Served him right, lanky-legged little lollygagger that he was. Grinning a bit wider, I logged onto my work portal and rubbed my hands together to see the first case waiting for me.

      “Never failed me yet!” I declared, slapping my wooden leg. The first case that popped up on my portal was the one I’d been working off and on for the last few months—something from a group called Allied Traders. They were a group that worked across Between to trade with the human world (coffee and other stuff that the humans do better than Behind) and on paper, things almost looked kosher. Almost.

      Then you went a bit deeper and found that the things you should have found a bit deeper weren’t there. Things like human resources—Allied Traders had warehouses on this side and the human side of Between for any resources from the human world—weren’t in the warehouse they were meant to be in. Actually, there wasn’t anything in the warehouses at all except a very sleepy fae guard once you got past the magical defences. Good thing leprechauns are so good at getting past anything magic, isn’t it?

      That’s what I thought, anyway, sitting there and grinning at my portal. I’d taken a trip yesterday, and last night I’d clued in my supervisor. If I did things right for the next twenty years or so, maybe I’d get promoted up the chain for this.

      I went and got my own coffee before the coffee boy got back, eager to sniff out more payments that had a suspicious lack of product to go with them. I put the mug down on my desk and settled myself to sit down, but something sharp and hot seared my leg where my Behind Identify Card should be. I yelped and pinched it out of my pocket. Behind magic is the good stuff, but there’s nothing that melts faster than an Identify Card, magic or no magic. Something about magic and the newer human manufactured substances doesn’t blend well.

      Now that I looked at the card, too, it was a lot blacker than it should be. Well, parts of it were blacker than they should be, and it was still hot in my fingers, too. Was it burnt?

      I squinted down at it, irritated to find that my glasses weren’t around my neck, and reached for the desk where the missing glasses should have been.

      My desk wasn’t there. Actually, the office wasn’t there. No wonder the ground was so squishy beneath my peg—it was real grass, not the magic-fake they put in Behind offices.

      Great. Someone had relocated the office without telling me. I’d send off a pretty strong message as soon as I found where those goons in Location had parked it this time. I’m as security-conscious as the next leprechaun, but there was no way we’d been found so soon after the last move. No way I should have been left behind, either.

      I looked down at my Identify card again, and it looked a bit red in the middle. Red in the middle, and if I squinted at it just right, there were words making a black scrawl in the centre of the red bit.

      Kill the kid and you can come back, it said.

      I snuffled a dry laugh down at it. Somebody was having a laugh. It was a bit stupid, though; kid was the word used for human children, and who was going to find a kid Behind? I looked a bit closer at the words, and a sticky breeze swept across my forearms, raising goosebumps in spite of its warmth. That wasn’t just red behind the writing. It was Red. If somebody was having a laugh, why was my Identify Card marked Red for Deport? Deportation Red meant tried, executed, and deported. No return to Behind.

      That was stupid. Someone had to be having a laugh. I was still Behind…wasn’t I? But where in Behind was I? I looked around me, dazedly taking in the dark green foliage of trees and the playground, and the half tree that someone had turned into a house—wait. The playground? Fae don’t have playgrounds. And why was the heat so heavy today? Where in Behind had access to this kind of muggy heat? Muggy…muggy heat? There’s no muggy heat Behind; too many weather mages.

      “No,” I said numbly, sweat springing to my brow. “Because that means I’m—that means I’m in the human world.”

      Red for Deport. I was in the human world.

      “What did I do?” I demanded of the hollowed-out tree house, my voice high and panicked. “I paid my taxes. Found taxes. Gave my leg for the Fae Corp in the Third war!”

      I sat down in the grass and buried my head in my hands. This was bad. The worst. I couldn’t survive in the human world. I wasn’t trained. I wasn’t ready. I didn’t even have a job! Who would keep me in gold if I had no job? And the humans—how was I supposed to communicate with them? I didn’t even know if you could communicate with them; it was bad enough trying to communicate with the milk cows that were brought over from the human world when ours died out.

      Something bit me beneath my trousers, and if the air around me was a muggy heat, this was a fiery heat. I yelled and shot to my feet, slapping at the spot, and pinched whatever the heck it was through the trousers and out into the open. It was an ant, squirming and dying, its broken legs flailing at me. With my Sight I could see the poison on its pincers, even if my normal sight wasn’t good enough to properly make out the pincers, and when I looked back down at my leg, horrified, I could see the same poison beginning to course through my veins from the point of the bite.

      But…but it was so small. How could it be so deadly?

      I threw the ant away from me and slapped my hand back over the bite, drawing out the poison in the same way I’d drawn out the ant. It came out reluctantly, as fast-spreading as it had been in my blood. I didn’t know if my legs were weak because of the poison, or the fact that I’d almost left it too late to treat comfortably. What was this place? What place had such tiny, deadly animals?

      And why was it so skin-meltingly hot, for all that was gold?

      I didn’t dare to sit on the ground again. At home the grass was green and plump and cool, free from murderous insects and good for recharging; here, now, I could see that it was teeming with deadly life. Gold only knew what kind of other venomous insects were waiting to kill me. There was a nice, sunny spot on the metal play equipment; it was bright and sunny as well, painted in yellow and orange, and I felt that at least there was a shining spot to the day thus far.

      I breathed out a sigh of relief, hopeful of soaking up a little energy from the sun, and sank down on the metal square.

      It burnt.

      For the second time in five minutes, I leaped to my feet with a howl, clutching my rear. Was it silver? Who makes human playgrounds out of silver? But there was no debilitating spread of malaise, no nausea; just a pained kind of after-burn that faded slowly but left me disinclined to sit down again right away.

      It was just hot. So gold-fired hot from the sun that it had burned me to sit down on it.

      I whimpered a bit. I didn’t really care where I was anymore; I just wanted to go back home. I picked a spot in the shady brown instead of the sunny brown, and sat down—this time very carefully—on something wooden and duck-shaped that wobbled beneath me but didn’t burn me. A sensation of coolness soothed my burnt backside, but I couldn’t feel anything energetic in the grass beneath my feet.

      I groaned into my hands. “Where can I even recharge in this place?”

      “Athelas likes to use the waterfall in Snug,” said a voice. “Zero prefers the sea. But if you want to use something nearby, there’s always the Huon river.”

      I looked up wildly. It was a kid. Standing there in front of me with its hands in its pockets. I didn’t know if it was male or female—you can’t tell with humans; they’re all so ugly, and they don’t smell of anything. At least with Behinders you can tell who’s male and who’s female by smell. I didn’t know how long it had been there, either.

      I stared at it while the sweat trickled down my temple and made a prickling line right to my collar.

      Kill the kid and you can come back. That’s what the writing on my card said. Well, this was the only kid in the area; long-legged and long-haired, it had a hopeful sort of expression to its face. I mean, it was still ugly, but it was ugly in a nice sort of way. It looked like you could pat it on the head without being bitten. Not that I could reach, but still.

      “You appeared out of nowhere,” it said to me. It sounded thoughtful but not surprised. “I don’t know what kind you are.”

      I glared at it. It knew a bit too much for a human, didn’t it? Or was it just confused? I said, “Kind? What do you mean?”

      “You know—Behindkind.” It tilted its head. “I know you are one, just can’t tell what kind. You’re not tall enough for fae or pouty enough to be a vampire. Are you a troll?”

      “Who do you think you’re calling a troll!” I demanded, sitting up straight in outrage. The wooden duck wobbled and threatened to dump me in the brown, crackly grass.

      “Oh, sorry,” it said. “Didn’t mean to offend you. I know a troll and she’s really nice.”

      “That’s because they’re eager-to-please little nubkinses!” I snarled, clinging with both hands to the wobbling duck’s wooden handles. “They should just accept that they’re ugly and no one loves them.”

      “Oh,” said the kid. It didn’t try to say anything else—just sat there as if it was waiting for me to notice something.

      I ignored it. “Red for Deport,” I muttered to myself. “Who has that clout and who would do it? Who am I? Just a little government lep’ looking for his next pay stream. No need to mark me Red for Deport, was there? Who’s the sorry beetle that sent me off into the human world without a trial?”

      “I don’t know about that,” said the kid, “but I don’t think we’re actually in the human world.”

      “’Course we are,” I said, without paying too much attention. “Where else would we be? You’re a human. The place feels human—gives me a nasty shiver.”

      “Ye-es,” said the kid uneasily. “But⁠—”

      “And I’m a leprechaun. Don’t go calling me a troll.”

      That distracted it. “Oh. There are leprechauns Behind! What’s your name?”

      “Five-Four-One.”

      The kid giggled. “Really?”

      I scowled at it. “That’s my batch number. What else would it be? Wipe that smirk off your face.”

      “Sorry,” the kid said, but it was still grinning. “But around here there’s a saying that goes I’d rather have a number than a name like that, and you’ve already got a number, so⁠—!”

      Maybe this one wasn’t as intelligent as I’d thought it was. At least it wasn’t as stupid as the human cows had been.

      It was clever enough to notice my scowl growing. It managed to smother its grin a bit, and asked, “Why are you here, anyway?”

      “Curious, aren’t you?” I said sourly. I sneaked a peek at my card, but it was still red and black, the writing still jumping out at me. Kill the kid and you can come back. That was all well and good, but why should I? Who was this mysterious kidnapper to tell me to kill someone for them? Even a human kid. That’s the sort of thing I don’t approve of.

      But if I didn’t, how would I get home? I couldn’t live here. I needed my gold. I needed a place to recharge. Without those things, I would die even sooner than a human in this part of the world.

      I looked at the kid meditatively, which seemed to make it nervous. “What?” it asked.

      “You,” I said. “What are you doing here?”

      “Same as you,” it said, a bit more cheerfully.

      “What?” Did it have a card, too? Death matches were illegal Behind, but the governing powers could be stretchy when it came to applying Behind laws to Behindkind in the human world.

      “I just appeared, like you,” said the kid. “Well, I think so, anyway. Right in the middle of making dinner, too. They’re gonna be annoyed—’s’pecially JinYeong. Stuff always happens when I’m cooking his choice.”

      “Cooking?” I glared at it. “What the everlasting gold are you chuntering about? Nobody cares about whether or not your dinner gets cooked.”

      “Yeah, but that’s the thing,” the kid argued. “JinYeong cares, and that means he’s gonna be stroppy as all heck when he finds me.”

      “I don’t care if JinYeong is stroppy as all heck!” I snapped. I didn’t even know what stroppy as all heck meant. “What is this place, and why have you dragged me here? You’ve no business marking me Red for Deport!”

      The kid looked indignant. “I just said! I didn’t have anything to do with it; I was in the kitchen and then I was here. I mean, I think I know where I am, but when I tried to start walking home, I couldn’t get out.”

      “Out?”

      “Yeah. It’s weird; I can usually get in and out of Between without any problems, but whenever I try to walk past the picnic table to go home, I find myself walking back past the treehouse again.”

      “This isn’t Between,” I said, very slowly and loudly. “It’s the human world.” For all that was gold! It was a human! Why didn’t it know its own world?

      The kid looked like it was trying not to grin again. “Yeah,” it said. “But you try walking out and see how you go.”

      I didn’t like the way it was grinning, but I had to try now. I stumped toward the picnic table, my wooden leg sinking too deeply into the brown grass, and found myself walking past the treehouse instead.

      “Flamin’ weird, isn’t it?” said the kid, in a chummy sort of way. “What d’you reckon’s happened?”

      I glared at it. Was it stupid or senseless? No one in their right mind should be that comfortable and trusting when they had been thrown into a closed circle with someone who, for all they knew, could have been ordered to kill them.

      “Maybe we should see if we can get over it,” the kid suggested. “I reckon its fae magic, and fae don’t think about loopholes as much as I thought they would. Well, not when it comes to humans, anyway. They think we’re as dumb as cows over here, so they don’t usually make things too hard for us.”
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